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PREP PREF: 


HE delicate aroma of one of the finest cigars ever imported from the Hayana~an aroma 
subtle as wit, and penetrating as humour—was diffused through the elegantly-furnished 
and comfortable apartment, wherein the great Fun, having despatched his inimitable 
journal to press, was enjoying a quiet weed, 

Suddenly there came a sound of hurried footsteps, followed by a tremulous knocking 
at the door of the sanctum. 

‘‘ Now, that,” observed F'un to himself, as he watched ‘ the smoke that so gracefully 
curled’ from his classically chiselled lips—‘‘now that sounds like Russeuy. It’s just 
as he used to come for adyice—which he never took—as to the management of the 
Ministry. But he surely cannot want advice now that he’s in opposition. It can’t be Dizzy; 
for he’s engaged in re-editing his latest work of fiction, the Reform measure, which is not 
so interesting as Vivian Grey, or even Sybil, by-the-bye! As for the Earl of D., he 
has no translation of HOMER in hand, so he can’t be coming for help to construe a stiff 
passage; and he would not trouble his head about anything less important than that! 
Ha! I’ve guessed it. It’s GENERAL PEEL in a panic about Reform Demonstrations— 
or perhaps WALPOLE of the lachrymal gland” 

Here the knock was repeated more loudly. 

1 A (| ‘Come in!” cried the great Fun. Whereupon the door opened and a youth, in 

y ; aN . the costume of one of the last pages of the History of the Nineteenth Century, entered 

| Ne! AINN with pale lips, and hair that evinced a strong tendency to stand on end. 

' ‘* Well, thou London-milk-faced loon,” said the great jester, smiling, ‘‘ what is the 
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matter now ?” 

‘‘Oh, sir! Pupupuplease, sir! It’s the Bubububritish Lululion, sir!” 

As the poor lad uttered these words, flattening himself against the wall until he 
looked like a bas-relief of Terror, the majestic creature he alluded to entered the room 
without ceremony. I'tn rose to greet his visitor, but the office cat, alarmed at the 


> anil ees appearance of her lordly relative, took refuge behind the waste -paper basket, 
a ‘acount... which she knew contained rejected MSS. of sufficient density to resist any ordinary 
i a attack. | 
Ne ©» ‘My dear Leo,” said Fun, after shaking hands with his old and valued friend, | 
— ‘‘ what is the matter? You seem put out.” 
‘‘That’s just it! I am put out in Trafalgar-square for exhibition, and nearly 


extinguished by adverse criticism. People are laughing and quizzing at my Jikeness; 
and that’s a kind of thing I don’t care about. I should have gone to war for consider- | 








1V 


a 


———— 


ably less than that a few years back, but we are not so pugnacious now-a-days. Come, what’s to be done? I’ve come to taik 


over the matter with you to whom I owe so many hearty laughs.” 
#99 


‘* Always delighted to keep you in a roar, I’m sure! 

‘‘Thank you. I knowI can depend on your sound sense. What is to be done?” 

‘‘T can sympathize with you, and having seen inferior copies of myself in other columns, can appreciate your position on 
the NELSON one. The lions are not quite what they should be, but you know Sim EDWIN is a painter, not a sculptor. If it 


had been on the canvas” 
‘T should not have given him my vote for the bronze.”’ 


999 


‘* Good—for you, my dear LEO! 


‘* You do me honour ;—and then there’s the casting—’ 
‘And the costing! Well, that’s a Baronial haul which cannot be put in a state of defence. But you must remember 





v . 


’ 





the Baron is almost a Royal Academician and ” 
‘True, I forgot that; one ought to be prepared for anything from an R.A. ;—suppose we say a dense array.” 


‘‘ Suppose we don’t, eh ? Your puns have somewhat of the same character as the casts have, to which you object.” 

‘‘ They’re not flattering, any more than you are. They are not what I expected. I looked for something more than mere 
size; some greater aspirations. They could make big lions in ancient Babylon.” 

‘And you think modern Ninny-veh, with advanced civilization, might go further.” 

‘‘ Exactly! As a National Monument, the NELSON column is a conspicuous failure.” 

‘‘It was so before the lions appeared, remember. I think it is somewhat improved now, because the column is almost 
lost sight of. Still it is not what it should be, but, reflect, there are other columns which may be regarded as a national 
monument.” 

‘* What, the DuKE oF York’s, and the one on Fish Street-hill? Come, you’re joking.” ° 

‘* Not in this instance, though joking is my business as well as my pleasure.” 

‘* Then what do you mean ?” 

The great Fun smiled and touched an alarum which stood on his table. A trap-door suddenly opened in the floor, and 
a quaint dwarf, attired in motley, and bearing a magenta-bound quarto, made his appearance. 

‘‘ There,” said I'un, blandly indicating the book, ‘‘ There, my dear LEO, is a national monument of which the British 
Lion need not feel ashamed.” 

The royal brute took the book in his paws without delay. He opened its pages, and in less than a minute was restored to 
good-humour and incited to uproarious mirth by the perusal of 


Che Fourth Volume of the Netw Series of Fun. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


(Answer in our next.) 


N orator speaking with power to a crowd 
Who gathered to hear him with plaudits so loud. 
The object they meet for, the stout artisan 
Asserting at length all his rights as a man. 
The two in conjunction may often be met, 
The last time they did so the former got wet. 








i 
All the little hoard of treasure, 
Scattered by one man’s design, 
I would string him up with pleasure, 
Were law-making work of mine. 


2 


I live in gold and silver, ‘80 you see 
Folks turn their noses down—not up—at me. 


3. 
Disjunctive conjunction, conjunction of doubt, 
(Not famed Clapham Junction, with riot and rout) 
Enjoining conjecture,—I pray, find it out. 


4, 
By evil men into a dungeon hurled, 
He saw with eager eyes each distant world, 
And still fought on with noble tongue and pen, 
To bring them even nearer to our ken. 
5. 
The gentleman who took from Linne 
His title, lived too fast; 
And then committed one great sin, 
And yet was saved at last. 


6 


We often hear the drum amid war's rattle, 
Yet there’s a drum that never beat to battle. 


Cool! 


Hen. is an example of modest requirements :— 
WANTED, by a Lady, immediately, for a Few weeks, CHANGE of AIR, with 
agreeable society and amusement.—Address A. B., etc., etc. 
We only wonder that she is satisfied with merely a visit of a few 
weeks. But we fancy there are not so many weaks about, that she will 
get an invitation very readily. 





Good News for France. 


We have long boasted of the British oak. Unhappily, oak-apples 
are now so plentiful that we are obliged to admit that we are suffering 
from a successful invasion of the gall 


VOL. IV. 





Cholera Fright. 


Dr. Forses WINstLow has written a sensible letter on “ the depress- 
ing passions in relation to cholera,’’ and condemns the sensation- 
writing about the disease, as calculated to produce it by mere panic. 
A Mr. Winwoop Reape writes a silly answer in the Pall Mali, and is 
“thankful our newspapers are not compelled, like those in France, to 
be silent.”” As he dates from a hospital, we must conclude he belongs 
to the medical profession, which has profited so largely by the panic 
that it ought to defend the originators of it. There can be no doubt 
that the extent of the visitation has been exaggerated immensely. The 
weekly returns of the Registrar are based on the returns of the hos- 
pitals, and any hospital surgeon knows that cholera morbus is but 
diarrhea “ writ large.”’ 


The Last of May or the First of April. 


We extract the following from the advertising columns of the 
Clerkenwell News : 


EMALES wishing to know their Future Welfare, and Husbands, with their 
trade, send age and sez, and 13 stamps, to J. May, &c. 


We should like to know who would be silly enough to give thirteen 
stamps for any knowledge they could obtain from one who is obliged 
to ask ‘‘females”’ to inform him to what “sex” they belong! 


Nine Hours at the Sea-side. 
DEDICATED TO THE NorFotK-Howarp FamILy. 
By Day. 

Fovr of smoking, two of drinking, 

Three of loafing—none of thinking. 
By Night. 

Two of sleeping, four of scratching, 

Three of searching—none of catching. 


A Literary Anecdote. 


“Have you seen my new book?” asked Twappte the other day, 
when he met us on board the steamboat, carrying under his arm a 
copy of his latest work, “Have you seen my new book? Do you 
think it will godown?’’ “It is heavy enough,” we answered, adding, 
as we pointed over the vessel’s side, “ Fiat experimentum!” But 
Twapp.e not having his dictionary of classical quotations with him 
could not understand our last remark, so he only smiled grimly.” 


Depreciation in Shares. 


Tuanks to the “ bears,’’ a joint-stock speculation is more than eveT 
like a clock, for you generally find it’s been run-down when it comes to 
be wound-up. 
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R TOO WARM. 


Accidental Guest (to casual acquaintance, whom he finds  doosid 


RATHE 


agrecable”’):—“HanG@ THIS SQUALLING! 
AT CREMORNE.” 


Casual Acquaintance :—“ Notuinc I sHovLp LIKE BETTER THIS 
AND I'M THE 


HOT WEATHER; BUT AS IT’S MY WIFE AT THE PIANO, 
MASTER OF THE HOUSE, I’M AFRAID IT WOULDN'T QUITE DO!” 





Lrers GO AND HAVE A WEED 
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THE SWORD OF DAMOCLES. 


I nave a friend in Eaton-place, 
A very wealthy man, 
The house is one I love to grace 
\ As often as I can. 
The meats are always of the best, 
The wines are rich and rare ; 
A footman elegantly drest 
Is put behind my chair. 


I like the viands and the wine 

(For give me leave to say 

| It’s very seldom that I dine 

In such a costly way). 

But what is gold or silver plate, 
And what is dainty fare, 

| If I must always tolerate 
A man behind my chair ? 


| Perchance I venture on a pun, 
A quip, or else a crank ; 

| Among my auditors is one 
Whose eye remains a blank. 

The room, perhaps, is in a roar 

And plaudits rend the air; 

| But no—it only seems to bore 

The man behind my chair. 

| 


I talk about my Lady This, 
Or else my Lady ‘That 

(I find an Honourable ; Liss 
Comes often very pat). 

I quote the Earl ot So-and-so, 
Of Such-and-such a square ; 


The man behind my chair. 


Upon the summit of my crown 

I have a kind of patch; 
| A little white amidst the brown— 
An opening in the thatch. 
From all my fellow-men but one 
| I hide my loss of hair ; 
| But can I ever hope to shun 

The man behind my chair. 


Some day, should Fortune only smile 


| 


Upon my low estate, 

I mean to feed in such a style 
As few can emulate. 

Should such a lot be ever mine, 
I solemnly declare 

That I will banish, when I dine, 
The man behind my chair. 





SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


(7FLEN HOOLACHANACHAN,. 


My pgar younG Friewp,—Your letter have at length been for- 
warded to-NicuoLas by a special messenger, wherein you say as I 
have left you in the lurch, and call me an unprincipled old duffer 
which is a form of speech that have been applied to me before, and I 
am sure you would not speak with such colloquial frankness not 
unless you meant it. 
mine, so the old man will not attempt to mislead vou by any cock- 
and-bull story, as I do not think I could get you to believe, but tell 
you the honest truth, beeause it is tolerably sure to come out ‘one way 
or another. 

The fact is, then, my dear young Friend, that Nrcuoras have been 
again rioting in the lapse of luxury, and the Duke was so pleased 
with me that I found it quite impossible to get away from the Castle 
to my own shooting-box in this here Glen for the purpose of writing 
my copy. In fact, I have got rather into disgrace with one of my 
admirers, who shall be nameless beyond saying as he is Britannia’s 
Hope and Cambria’s Pride, by staying so long in the Highlands 
that I was unable to join him on the First of September in shooting 
of partridge birds ; but H. R. H. have looked it over, Sir, he have 
looked it over, and is so good enough to say as the pleasure is merely 
postpened. 

Everybody have been most kind, and even the keeper treats me less 
supercilious than what he used to do so. : 
tell the Duke he had been impertinent, which I believe His Grace 
still retains the right of lifeand death over what are called hjs Downy- 
vassals, and could have hanged Evan up toa tree if there had been 


Candour is one of your virtues, and so it is of 


He was atraid as I should} 


any in this part ef Scotland, but, bless you, my dear fellow, there 
aint so much asa gooseberry-bush; and Nicuo.as, though he may 
be witt#/y called ‘‘an unprincipled old duffer’’ by periodicals whom 
his genius have been the making of them, and given you the entrée of 
fashionable salons, yet I was never a mean old sneak nor yet a tale- 
bearer, be my faults what they may—nor is it for you, Sir, who are 
young enough to be my son, though you will never be half so good 
looking, to launch the arrows of poisonous invective (such as “ un- 
principled old duffer”) against one whose grey hairs may indeed be 
brought with sorrow to the grave at my period, but which they have 
never turned their backs upon a friend or bottle to give him, nor left 
you in the lurch as regards copy except sometimes. 

However, the old man bears no malice. I forgive you, free and 
hearty ; and, to show as our amicability is undisturbed, have drawn 
upon you fora month’s salary in advance. I would scorn to take 
such a liberty with a stranger. 

The old man will now proceed to exercise his vaticinatory powers, 
and being now in the exact district where the famous “ Second-Sight’’ 
is cultivated, will do so in the orthodox manner, he having been 
reading of Oss1an and Sir WaLTeER Scorr. 


Tue Sr. Lecer: a GAELIC FRAGMENT. 


Dark are the torrents of Selma. The waters of Loch Awe are very 
deep. Misty, oh Morven, are thy mountains; and the foam-wreath 
of Corrievrechan is white as the sea-bird's wing. 

Darker than the torrents of Selma is the winner of the Leger. ‘The 
waters of Loch Awe are very deep; but Nicuoxas is deeper still. 
Mistier than the hills of Morven are the enigmatical prophecies of 
your individuous contempories; and whiter than the sea-bird’s wing, 
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‘* For us our fathers led the way — 
Follow, follow, let us follow! 
For them the morn—for us the day! 

Follow!” 
Very great credit is due to all concerned in the management of this 
Exhibition, for many of the same kind have failed for lack of the 
administrative care, energy, and ability which have been brought to 
bear on this and its predecessor by the committee and their honorary 
secretary, Mr. WILson. 

I wave received a very handsome portrait of the Lord Mayor, 
beautifully engraved from a photograph by Mayatt, and printed 
and published by Messrs. Strersnanpr and Hunt. The likeness 
is excellent, the style of engraving capital, and the picture should be 
popular. It should have a place of honour on the walls of all who 
admire His Worship for the sound good sense he displayed in pre- 
siding at the Guildhall Reform Mceting at a time of trial and 
tribulation. 

The Newcastle Chronicle has some astonishing revelations touching 
the claim of Lapy Rapcuirre to the Derwentwater Estates. It relates 
that in 1857 the Inland Revenue Commissioners brought an action 
against the lady for taxes from which she claimed exemption. In 
support of her plea she forwarded to Lorp Patmexston, whose in- 
fluence she wished to obtain, a number of valuable family documents 
of vital importance to her case. Now comes the queer part of the 
story—the taxes were not enforced, but the lady never recovered the 
papers; Lorp Patmerston, though at first acknowledging their receipt, 
ultimately affecting ignorance of their existench. ‘lhis story should 
be cleared up for the sake, not only of the lady, but of the memory of 
an eminent statesman. 

I sau have to take in the Atheneum again now Mr. Drxon is in 
Mormondom. It was so dull and clique-y I gave it up, but Mr. D.’s 
locum tenens is making the paper so amusing I tremble for Fun’s 
position as a comic journal. The report of the Nottingham doings 
opened with some very fine writing. There was a long gush about 
purple crocuses and their delicious odour and rarity. 

** In spring time such of these meadows as have not been invaded by contractors 
and builders are converted into a seeming luke of violet crocuses. Over the 
green of the fields Flora throws a mantle of the freshest and most delicious hue. 
‘The consequent delight influences more senses than one. ‘There is a charm for the 
eye, and a charm for the ear in the songs of the birds® that hang enchanted above 
the magic carpet; and there is another charm besides, for at every footstep made 
among the flowers a sweet incense arises from the crushed petals, sweet as the air 
wafted from the Spice Islands over the sea. . . . With the young it is a period 
of high festival. They plunge through the seaof petals, gathering heaps of odorous 
beauty as they pass. She is queen who finds a white crocus among her violet-hued 
sisters; but all return laden with sweets to the town, joyous beneath their double 
burden, and rich in the twofold fragrance of youth and of flowers.” 

The flower is common enough for a Cockney even to know it has no 
scent! This, with a certain two pages in Adi the Year Round a year 
ago about the song of the starling—which has no song—should find 
a niche beside the celebrated chapter ‘‘Concerning the Snakes of 


Iceland.”’ 


whiter than the foam-wreaths of Corrievrechan are the hairs upon the 
head of the old man, than whom perhaps. 

Behold him on the mountain-top, or thereabouts. On his prophetic 
countenance Genius and Benevolence are struggling for pre-eminence. 
The fight is a draw. 

He reverses his plaid, and draws it round him, shrouding his noble 
head (though he have been called ‘‘ an unprincipled old duffer’’ where 
least expected) in its mystical folds. His form goes into epileptical 
convulsions, and he reels to and fro asif he had had too much to 
drink. Perhaps he have. 

Never you believe it, my dear young Friend! Not you! 

Howls the wind. Scream the tall pines in horrible unison. Shout, 
ye remarkable old cataracts ! Hark, my subscribers, to the wild words 


of the Second-Sighter :— 
“The Absolute Winner of the St. Leger it will be Lord Lyon, and 


no flies! 
On Knight of the Crescent and on Savernake you may equally keep 


your eyes! ; 
For the Prophet have never deceived a man, and he never was 


known to trick a lass. : 
So, gents, put your money, and ladies, your gloves on the final 
selection of Nicuonas.” 


P.S. 2. Instead of calling me “an unprincipled old duffer,” it 
would be more courteous to tell me what you have done with the MS. 


of my “ Kuurr and Spell.” 


Con Calk. 


By THE SAUNTEREB IN SooIETY. 








ATHER awkward evi- 

dence is turning up on 

\ ' the Election Com- 

\\ NN \ Wa mittees. Bribery — 
; 


— 


} open, acknowledged 
h/ i and not ashamed — 
A | seems more prevalent 
than ever just now, 
and to be prevalent 
most especially among 
the “respectable 
middle class’’ to which 
so many M.P.’s di- 
rected our attention 
last session as_ the 
‘* bulwarks of the con- 
stitution ’’—such bul- 
warks being appa- 
rently quite as expen- 
sive as our “ bulwarks 
ere) «6On the deep.” If some 
MaNwa «member who is fond of 
ha asking for returns— 
say Mr. DarBy 
GrirritH—would but 
move for a return of 
s =,/ the various prices 
oe “taken and offered,” 
as they say at Tarrer- 
SALL’s, for vutes, we should have a blue-book as amusing as that of the 
Theatrical Licences inquiry. The prices vary tremendously, be- 
ginning at a new cap for the elector’s wife, or a chest of drawers, and 
running up—(but then the propounder of this unconscionable demand 
was a parson)—to three hundred pounds and a bracelet value sixty 
guineas! The subject, however, is not one to joke about. It isa 
national disgrace, and 4 social canker, and a cure for it must be one of 
the first measures to be proposed next session if the Ministry have any 
wish to secure the support of public opinion. 

Tue Metropolitan Working Classes’ Exhibition was opened on 
Saturday week, at the Agricultural Hall, and the inaugural ceremony 
was a8 complete a success as, I trust, and believe, the Exhibition will 
prove. The arrangements are excellent, and there is a marked im- 
provement in the objects sent for exhibition. One of the most notice- 
able features of the ceremony was the Inauguration ‘“‘ Ode to Labour,” 
written by Mr. Joun Pivummer, who was originally a factory 
operative, and whose life should be written asa cheering model for 
the sons of toil, and a lesson for those superficial persons who sneer at 
the working man. The ode is really a fine composition, well con- 
ceived, and carried out with spirit and correctness. Some of the lines 
are admirable—take, for example, the “ Chorus of Children” :— 
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EPIGRAMS. 


Bx a Merropouitan ManrtTia.. 





1.—Anonymous Letters. 


Tue scribbler, who behind a cloak, 
Would stab you with a pointless joke, 

A groundless charge or foolish lie 

Is scarcely worthy a reply. 

You’re tempted with the pen to prick him 
Because you cannot eatch and kick him? 
Pshaw! ‘Lhe poor creature, past a doubt, 
Is one you need not care about, 

For if a sting ’twould lend his line 

The paltry sneak his name would sign. 





2.—Purity. 
“ Wuat!”’ to his friend cries Yarmouth Bloater, 
A free and independent voter, 
“ What, sell your vote—what sell, why, zounds! 
What sell your vote, sir, for three pounds ? 
I would not have believed it—no! 
Such conduct—hang it! ’ Twas too low!” 
His friend, abashed, besought him, ‘‘ Hush! 
Pray say no more! I own and blush: 
But money with me was not plenty, 
And I’’—Cried Yarmouth floater, “ Woa! 
’T was not the conduct I thought low— 
The sum! I'd not take less than twenty !”’ 





. * Crows, I suppose. They are most likely to be enchanted with this particular 
ower. 
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A FIX FOR FITZOSBORNE. 


Interesting Child (who has been paddling in the sand and mud) 
WIPE MY FEET?”’ 


Interesting Child (earnestly) : 


ee a _ 


FROM OUR STALL. 


Witu a feeling of deep thankfulness we record the fact of The Fast 
Family having disappeared from the playbill of the Adelphi. In place 
of French fustian, sham satire, false sentiment, and impossible manners, 
we have now one of the best dramas ever written. And, oh! Mr. 
Buckstong, why has your pen been so long dumb? To be sure The 
Flowers of the Forest is not new, but it is the ‘‘crack’’ drama in the 
Adelphi repertoire, and its programme should be to the Adelphi as the 
rendering of the Tartuffe to the Theatre Francais. But, alas! this is 
not so. Ifthe depths ofthe forest should be shady then is the scenery 
correct, for it is shady in the extreme. The gipsies, male and female, 
are fair of hair and of complexion. Are steel-black wigs not pro- 
curable, and cannot skins be coloured ? 

We must not suppose that personal vanity causes such veterans as 
Mr. Pavy Beprorp and Mr. Srvarr to keep the natural whiteness of 
their cheeks while Mrs. Metron’s (late Miss Woo.car) are tanned 
like a vagrant’s. Apropos, it is now about fifteen years ago since Mr. 
A.rreD MeLiLon had the good fortune to lead Miss Wooxcar to the 
hymeneal altar—and still we see in the playbills “Mrs. ALFRED 
Metton (late Miss Woorcar).” If this sort of thing goes on, the 
fact will be soon known to the whole world. While upon the subject 
of Miss Woo.eGar (late Mus. ren oe Mrs. Mgtton, late (bother 
the things !)—a subject which could not be exhausted by whole 
volumes of praise—let us say that we never saw Mrs. MELLon, late 
Miss—stop a minute—Miss Woo tcar, late Mrs. Metion, act Lemuel 
more finely than on Monday. And it is always an extraordinary per- 
formance, earnest, intense, characteristic, and highly finished as a 
single blade of grass in a Pre-Raphaelite picture. Mr. Toore has 
flown to the provinces to “star it,” so Mr. Suaw appeared as Cheap 
Jack. This gentleman has a large fund of dry, quaint humour, and we 
predict tor him a most gratifying future. 

The most admirable feature of the evening was Miss Furtrapo’s 
appearance as Starlight Bess, which is considered b 
audience as quite the “blue ribbon” of the Adelphi. 


—— 


:— PLEASE, SIR, WILL YOU LEND ME YOUR POCKETHANDKERCHIEF TO 


[Fitzosborne, who prides himself on his snowy cambric, hesitates. 


—‘‘QOu, SIR; DO, SIR, PLEASE! THEY'RE so MUDDY!”’ 








won the dramatic Derby easily—was encored ina gipsy song—and 
surprised the audience by her intensity in the famous scene under the 
trees in the third act, with a burst such as Mr. Tuackeray’s London 
Manager heard the Fotheringay give in Cora, when she exclaimed, 
‘‘There’s blood upon his face!’ Mrs. Brntineton played Cynthia 
with her accustomed vigour, fire, and effect. 

We happened to be in Liverpool, the other day, when Mr. T. W. 
Rosertson’s comedy Ours was produced for the first time at the Prince 
of Wales’s Theatre. As the piece will be played in London on the 
return of the Tottenham-street Company next week, we may state that 
it is a three act comedy, simple almost to a fault in construction, but 
admirably written throughout. The dialogue bristies with epigram 
and repartee, and every prominent member of the company, except 
Mr. Montcomery, is to be found in the cast. Mr. Crarke has a 
magnificent part as Chalcote, a rough, surly, but nevertheless gencrous 
and good-hearted brewer. Miss Witton, as Mary Netley, a lively, 
vivacious “companion,” supplies, with Mr. Ciarxg, the comic element 
of the piece. Miss WiLton is—but we have already, in many previous 
notices of Miss Witton, drawn so largely upon England’s adjectives, 
that we are afraid that a further draft would be, perforce, dishonoured, 
or honoured only in adjectives of an uncomplimentary description, 
which wouldn’t do at any price. Picture to yourself Miss Wi1Ton as 
a brisk, clever, bustling naive, pretty, jolly, pert, aggravating little 
‘“‘ lady-companion ’’—as clever as Becky Sharp, but as lady-like, 
withal, as Maud Hetherington—and you will be able to supply an 
accurate criticism without our help. du reste, Mr. Bancrort as 
Angus McAlister, a poor Scotch subaltern; Miss Louise Moorr as— 
bless us, we have forgotten the name—is it Edith ? Mr. Hargasa dried 
up old Muscovite Prince of the first water; Mr. Dewar as a stiff 
sergeant of Infantry ; Mr. Ray as Col. Sir Alexander Shendryn; and 
Miss Larkin as Lady Shendryn, were, each in his or her part, 
admirable, and in each case left nothing to be desired. But a special 
word of praise is due to Mr. Harr, whose make-up as Prince Perovsky 


an Adelphi | is simply marvellous. The part is insignificant, but in this excellent 
ss Furtapo | actor’s hands it stands out as boldly as the most important character. 
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ELECTORAL PURITY. 


Indignant Voter to Political Agent :—‘*‘ OF FF 


eect creme eel 





I NEVER 


I BLUSH FOR YOU SIR! 


NEVER, SIR——FOR LESS THAN TH 


, 
44% 


R ME FIVE POUNDS FOR MY VOTE! 


, 
4 


RIN ALL MY LIFE 


‘ 
4 
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3E TIMES THAT AMOUNT!” 


NEVI 


_ 
45 


SOLD MY VOT 
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MRS. BROWN AND THE STREET BOYS. 


I pon’r think as ever I did believe in such impidence, and never 


would if I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes, let alone my ears a-bearin’ 
them out. 


all over the pathway as there was no gettin’ by. 
I wouldn't have minded so much for myself, but felt for poor Miss 





HUN. 


11 





rl i a bedpost, and has spoilt a lot of goods, let alone the broken 
ass. 

| __ Well, all this time there was them young urchins a-teasin’ poor 
| Mrs. Tiprets and a-worretin’ ANNA Maria, as was dreadful bedaubed. 


For as to me a-touchin’ one of them young rascals I'd as | + ay ’ . 
soon think of disturbin’ a hadder or interferin’ with a elephant, for | Fr cidn't know what to do, for I hadn't got no money but eighteen- 


I’m sure the way as them boys rushed at me elephants wasn't nothing | 
to it, as would have their keepers, and not be let to go on like that | 


| pence with me, as I'd put in my glove for to pay Mrs. T1rrets’ ’bus, 
cos I know’d as every penny were a object to, and had been treated 

| . br Chrystial Pallis, though I must say foolishness at their time 
of life. 

| Well, that grocer he wanted five shillings, as I said he must send 


TipPxts and has seen better days, and come in  s 
her ma, as ays, come in to tea | for, a-givin’ my address, and up I gets Mrs. T1PPEts, as was ’eavy to 


friendly, a-lookin’ that respectable, as only proves what can be done 


where there’s a will; for I’m sure their collars was got up beautiful, | 


though a little out of fashion, ‘‘as don’t matter at your time of life,” 
as I says to Miss Tiprets in a friendly way, but she didn’t seem 
half pleased. 

They’d been to the Chrystial Pallis, and see that party as dances on 
nothing in the name of ErHarpo, as must be French, but wonderful 
for to be able to walk up his spinal column on a round globe, as I 
considers presumption in any one, and wouldn’t try it myself was it 
ever so. Mrs. Tipperts told me she was half frightened to death, and 
pinched her daughter black and blue through expectin’ as he’d fall 
every instant; but Miss Tirrets says, “As he’s as safe as the bank,” 


| as the sayin’ is, which don’t mean much nowadays after what ’as 


eee eee 





*appened to ’cm. 

Well, they said they ’ad a lovely day, and called i: on me in the 
way ’ome through a-comin’ on the high level, as is just over our 
heads. We took our tea friendly, and them a-tellin’ me all about 
that Ernarpo, as I must see some day for myself, ’cos I can’t hardly 
believe as he’s a human bein’ up to what they says as he is. [ 
couldn't get ’em to stop to supper through havin’ had ham and eggs 
with their tea, as they seemed to relish, and in my opinion lives on 
the smell of a match at ’ome, and Mrs. Tiprets that deaf as it’s one 
constant hollar from the time she comes into the place till she’s gone 
agin. ‘That black satin of hers as certainly wore wonderful, through 
a-wearin’ it the day as I was married, and not bought first hand then, 
but belonged to a alderman’s widder. 

I see as Mus. Tiprets was all of a fidget to be a-gettin’ ’ome, as is 
now well on in years. So I said as I’d walk with them as far as 
Kennington-road, where they’d get the ’bus straight for Islington. 
A lovely evenin’ it were, and we walked on slow a-talkin’ about all 
manner, when we come sudden on two boys as was fightin’, and 
parties a-standin’ round a-encouragin’ ’em in it. So I puts my 
umbreller atween ’em just as one boy was a-goin’ to give the other a 
blow as might ’ave maimed ’im for life. A fellow as was a-standin’ 
lookin’ on says, ‘‘ Leave the boys alone, you old fool, and let ’em ’ave 
it out, as will let off their bad blood.” 

I says, “ Who are you acallin’ a fool, you hulkin’ wagabone, and 
as to their bad blood bein’ let off, I’m sure that boy's nose is lettin’ 
it off like a waterspout.” ‘‘ Move on, can’t yer?”’ says a big boy; 
‘¢ what business is it of yourn?”’ 

I says, ‘I'll let you know about that, for I’ll get a policeman,” and 
I crosses the road pretty sharp, a-leavin’ Mxrs. Tirrets with her 
daughter, to the police station, as is just round the corner, and 
gets one to come for to stop it, and stood a-pintin’ where they was 
fightin’ with my umbreller. A boy he runs like mad a-hollarin’ to 
them as the police was comin’, and they no sooner heard it than they 
was off like lamplighters. 

I soon came up agin with Mrs. Trrrets, who was that weight on 
my arm as I nearly give way under, as her daughter give up to me, 
~ she’s got a nasty ’abit of pinchin’ unawares, as is hurtful to the 

eelings. 

Well, we walked on slow through the busses bein’ full, and had 
got very nigh the Elephant and Castle, and I’d forgot all about them 


boys, when all of a sudden down a court come a troop of them | 


a-rushin’ agin us, and sent ANNA Maria Tiprets a-flyin’ into the 
road like a rocket, and she rolled over and over like the dust before 
the wind, as the sayin’ is. 

I puts poor Mrs. Tippets agin a doorway, and run for to help Anna 
Mania up, when if them boys didn’t rush at me as I was a-stoopin’ 
and bonnet me. One on ’em jumped on my back and spurred me 


wiolent with his ’eels ’as ’ad iron tips on till I roared agin, and I’ve | 


got the marks on me now. I shook the young wagabone off and 
struck out with my umbreller that wiolent as it flowed out of my 


hand and went slap through a pane of glass in a grocer’s winder. To | 
hear them boys shout derisive was downright terrifyin’, and they | 


begun a-dancin’ round poor Mrs. Tiprets, as in her terrors had gone 
and set down on a doorstep. 

Well, as soon as I’d ’elped Anna Marta up, and was a-askin’ her 
‘ow she felt, out come that whipper-snapper of a grocer and ketches 
‘old of me. ‘‘ What do youmean by throwin’ your umbreller through 
my winder ?’’ says he. 

“TI didn’t go to do it,” I says, “it’s all them boys’ doings.” ‘Go 
along with your falsehoods,” he says; ‘“‘I see you fling it, as is as 





_get on her feet, and walks on. But, bless you, them boys walked 
afore us and behind us and in the road a-shoutin’ and hollarin’ at us 
quite like a mob, and the police no more use than nothing, for they 
| cuts away when they sees one a-comin’, and seems to come together 
agin when he’s gone, and as to some of the police, why they en- 
courages them in their impidence, for when I wanted for to give ’em 
in charge, the one as I spoke to only smiled contemshous, and walked 
on a-sayin’, “They was only a parcel of boys as I didn’t ought to 
mind.” Nor more I shouldn't if they hadn’t tore out my gownd at 
the gethers and bonneted Mrs. Tipprtrs shameful, and as to ANNA 
Maria I think as she’ll limp to her dyin’ day through bein’ a martyr 
to corns, as only them knows the agony on as comes to have them 
trampled on furious with nails and tips, and all for what ? just because 
T wouldn’t stand by and see them boys a-fightin’ like dogs as delights 
as is their nature to. 

I was thankful when I see them poor dears safe in the ’bus, and 
was glad to get one myself as put me down close at home, for I was 
afraid that them boys would be a-waitin’ for me. 

You'll never ketch me a-interferin’ agin, for I’m sure the boy as 
was the most wiolent agin me was the werry one as I went in for to 
save his ’ead bein’ punched; but law, you can’t expect grateful ’arts 
in this world, for if that Miss Tirpers didn’t write me such a letter 
a-returnin’ the eighteenpence as I'd squoze into the old lady’s ’and 
at partin’, a-sayin’ as they wasn’t paupers yet, and a-hopin’ as the 
next time as I fell out with any one in the streets I'd choose a time 
| as or wasn’t a-walkin’ with me, ’cos they considered it low-lived 
' condict. 
| Of all the stuck-up rubbish as ever I read, and I shouldn’t ’ave 


en 


————— 


minded it so much if that grocer hadn't took and summonsed me for | 


the winder, and the magistracy talked to me as if I'd been the lowest 

of the low, a-sayin’ it was disgraceful for a woman of my time of 
| life to put herself in such a position to go a-larkin’ about with boys. I 

was that wild when I heard him talk like that, that I ups and says, 
| “T tell you what it is, if your police don’t look better arter them 
| boys, there’ll be murder for certain, as it’s well as a ’bus wasn’t 
| passin’ when Miss Tiprets was pitched over, or she’d never ‘ave 

spoke agin.” 

Law bless you, that magistracy he was wuss than the boys a-takin’ 

_ their part; and the policeman for to say as I was well-known down 
| the road, and always a-interferin’ with somebody. I should like to 
| interfere with them as ain’t no sort of use; not but what I've know'd 
'’em particular civil, as is no doubt good and bad like everything else. 
| I am told I was lucky not to have been out Sunday, for them boys 
of a Sunday evenin’s a downright scourge, as of course would be 
| thought sinful a-playin’ a good game of rounders, and is let to idle 
| all about the place, and gets into mischief nat’rally, as any one 
| would as is idle. I’m sure the crowds of ’em as there is quite baflles 
| you a-gettin’ along, and that cheeky as speak you dare not. 
|  Brown’s right, as says they did ought to have places for to play in, 
and then wouldn’t be all about the streets where they makes each 
other wuss, and is that distractin’ as I dreads to put my foot over the 
| door, and it'll be a long day afore I ventures up by the Elephant and 
| Castle agin, as no doubt is layin’ in wait for me, as the sayin’ is. 


| 
| 








I CANNOT SING THE NEW SONGS. 
(Nor Written for Music.) 
I cannot sing the new songs, 
They are such wretched stuff ; 
Of coarseness and inanity 
I’ve had my quantum suff. 


Why must I long when singing 
| For changes—in a word, 

| Desire to be a daisy, 

| Or wish to be a bird ? 


| I cannot sing the comic songs, 
They make me sick and sad— 
But the ballads of the drawing-room 
Are twenty times as bad! 





— 








[As statistics prove that the whole population of England travels 
over the Metropolitan Railway about once a week, and everybody may 
therefore be assumed to know all about it, Fun considerately publishes 
this guide for the information of the public, because he is aware that 
what people like is to be told something they know already. ] 


Ir is hardly necessary to enter minutely into the early history of a 
line which, to judge from its traffic returns, is, literally, one of the 
greatest under-takings in London. As soon as the scheme of an 

| underground railway was started it was taken up. But ere the roads 
beneath which it was to run could be taken up too, the members of the 
company had to “stand” for the burrow as much as if it had been 
Yarmouth or Totnes. Having overcome the formidable opposition of 
Interest allied to Folly, the promoters of the line had to overcome the 
engineering difficulties of the scheme. To say nothing of an amount 
of tunnelling—a bore to which the Thames tunnel was a mere fleabite 
—there were water-pipes and gas-pipes to be avoided as carefully as 
their respective rates are by the wary householder; and there were 
huge sewers to diverted — and such diversion is not child's 
play. However, even these odorous currents were got over by the 
engineer-in-chief, being made to run in Fow1er (but infinitely 


THE GUIDE TO THE METROPOLITAN RAILWAY. 
| 
| 
| 
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sweeter) receptacles. 
cians fancy they always are, undermin 
their task at last. In a word, one 
day—to the terror cf the oldest 
inhabitant of the neighbouring 
drains—the trains began to run, 
and have been running ever since. 
Despite the prognostications of the 
croakers, the public have taken to 
the mode of travelling, and even 
timid and elderly females feel quite 
at home in its tunnels, while 
children of the most timorous dis- 
positions are not alarmed at its 
engines which are all “ bogueys.”’ 
The traffic on the line may be divided into two sections—Business 
and Pleasure. Business, as a rule, goes Eastward, with the sun, to its 
Office in the City. Pleasure, as it flows, runs Westward, like civili- 
zation, to the various sights of London in the immediate neighbourhood 
of the line—to the delirious dissipation of the British Museum, the 
statuesque repose of Mapame Tussavun’s, or the instructive walks of 
botany and zoology in the Regent’s Park. 
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The Metropolitan Railway commences at Moorgate-street. The 
station here is merely a temporary one at present, but its deficiency in 
architectural beauty is atoned for by the presence of Spiers and 
Ponnp’s refreshment rooms, for the flavour of their good things would 
satisfy the taste of a Pucin. The Moorgate-street Station is the 


nearest point to several noted spots, which the traveller will visit with | 


interest. The Royal Exchange, Guildhall, the Money Market, and 
the Mansion-house are within a stone’s throw, more or less. Cannon- 
street is within range, and the aristocratic suburb of Whitechapel is 
in casy reach. 

Aldersgate Station brings the traveller near two famous sights, the 
Post Office and the Pump. The former is always to be met with in 


St. Martin’s-le-Grand, the latter goes off duty for :hree hours in the | 


middle of the day. Smithfield is in the immediate vicinity of the 
station, and the humane visitor can satisfy himself of the marked im- 
provement in the behaviour of the drovers—it being entirely improved 
out of the locality. The curious can here, if they wish it, get run over 
by a cab, and will be gratefully received, with any other small contri- 
butions, at St. Bartholemew’s Hospital. 

Farringdon Station is the handsomest on the line, as it ought to be, 
being the nearest approach to the Fun Office. 
ment of the railway company, passengers desirous of visiting 80, 
Fleet-street, will be conveyed from any station along the line to 


Farringdon-street on mentioning their destination and payment of | our readers will have no oppor- 


their fare. From Farringdon you may also visit the ‘'emple and 
inspect GoLpsMITH’s tomb, which the Benchers (although lawyers) do 
not charge for exhibiting. Newgate is also within easy reach of this 
station, but there are many other ways of getting there—we have 
heard of a gentleman who got there through a hole in a shutter. The 
Court of Chancery may also be visited from this station, but the 
traveller will do well to make his stay there (as also at Newgate) as 
short as possible—or as the law will allow. 

King’s Cross is another handsome station. ‘The Agricultural Hall 
may be visited from it, and the traveller who delights in landscape 
may survey the fascinating slope of Pentonville-hill, the rustic simpli- 
city of Barnsbury, and the fashionable regions of Islington. Here 
the traveller may transfer himself to the Great Northern line if he 
wishes. 

The Gower-street station brings us near the British Museum and the 
Prince of Wales’s Theatre. At the former the frivolous and gay may 
join in the thoughtless whirl of pleasure with the mummies and the 
Elgin marbles. At the latter, the philosopher and sage may note (in 
a few days) the rapid progress of ‘‘ Hours.”’ The visitor to this station 
may occasionally see Russell square in this neighbourhood, but not 
often, as we understand the noble lord has abandoned the art of self- 
defence during the recess. This station is close to that of the North 
Western Railway at Euston-square. 

From Portland-road Station we can easily pay a visit to the Regent's 
Park and its gardens, to see the horticultural beauties of the Zoological 
and view the lions at the Botanical. A refreshment station has been 
considerately opened in the neighbourhood of the station, where the 
traveller can provide himself with a supply of nuts for the monkeys, 
and buns for the bears. The arrangements for supplying fat infants 
for the tigers are not yet completed. 

Baker-street Station brings us into proximity with Mapamg 
Tussaup’s and Lorp’s Cricket Ground. On the occasion of the annual 
match between eleven one-armed pensioners and twenty-two of the 
effigies, including the Chamber of Horrors, the Metropolitan conveys 
passengers to this station free. 

The Edgware-road Station is the handiest to Hyde Park, the Marble 
Arch (now known as the Mayne Entrance) being the nearest point to 


the station. From Edgware-road the rail runs to Bishop’s-road, which | 


is the last of the Metropolitan stations, landing us in the fashionable 
quarter of Westbournia. Here the Great Western takes up the 
traffic, and hence the fashionable tourist can journey to Westbourne 
Park, Notting Hill, Kensington, Shepherd’s Bush, and Hammer- 
smith. 

The Metropolitan has many peculiar features which other lines 
would do well to copy. Its carriages are lit with gas instead of dim 


| 


| 


and smelly oil-lamps, and the result is that one scarcely notices when | 





| this line is the running of Work- 
| men’s trains—or rather the issue of 


By special arrange- | workmen on their way to labour. 


the position of the points. 


_ the directing of the running of the 


system of signals is so perfect that it is impossible for the signal-man, 


even wilfully, to give conflicting signals, or signals at variance with 
This, 
in fact, means “ perfect safety ’’ in 


trains. 


Another admirable feature of 


cheap tickets, which enable work- 
men to live in cheap and whole- 
some suburbs, and yet journey to 
their work and back, with their 
tools, without a weary walk, and 
for an almost nominal sum. The 
numbers that avail themselves of 
this privilege prove that the con- 
cession is a great boon to the in- 
dustrial classes. The early trains 
are almost entirely occupied by 
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As this takes place at five in the 
morning, and many, therefore, of 


tunity of judging for themselves, 
we give them an illustration, which 
is a short cut to information. 


TOUJOURS TROMPEUSE. 


Au! lady if the gleaming eyes 

That smile upon me now were true, 
It would be such a sweet surprise 

To think that I was loved by you! 


If all the shining braids of hair 
That—happy curls—your neck caress 

Were all your own, they would be fair 
Beyond what verses can express. 


And were the colour on your cheek— 
The rose-hue that from shops you get— 
All nature, ’twould be far to seek 
On any painter’s pallet yet. 
And were the gentle words you say 
Love-fraught, as true as love may be, 
Too short would be the summer day 
To hear them, when addressed to me. 


Yet eyes, and cheeks, and hair are false, 
And words are falser far than all ; 

You know you promised me that valse 
And then deceived me ai the ball. 





Answers to Correspondents. 


E. R. S.—Your “ Ode by a Lawyer” reads as if it had been written in 


vacation. 
D. H., Glasgow.—The contributions did not suffer from plethora, but 


from decline. 

BAKER-STREET.—Your ré/e is not that of a wit. 

J. S., Liverpool.—The scrap-books would be of no use to us. 

RossALLIENnsIs has “‘ a couphe of small bills at school,” and sends us some 
riddles in erder to raise the money to pay them. He had better pause in 
his headlong career ere it is too late, or he may become a comic writer ! 

C.—Your swell doesn’t suit us. 

A. M. H., Edinburgh.—Your lines on a “‘ Rainy Day in Town,”’ though 
wet enough, won't (w)ring properly. 

X. S. should have signed S. X., for his joke is flat enough for that 
county. 
¥. W., Islington.—The ebvious suggestion has been forestalled by 
another. 

M. S. S.—What a pity the “‘ Ditty of a Clerk in the City’’ was not much 
more witty! 

EMMA SimpLe.—We are too gentle to take in the simple, so the MS, 
must be declined. 

Declined with thanks—C., Gray’s-inn; R. E. P., Portsea; A. Zoar; 
G. D.; E. S., Cross-street; J. R. C., Auckland-road; R. H., Glasgow; 
F. F., Dalston; E. M., Whitby; D. O. M., Soho; W. H. G., Guildford ; 
J. W. D., Weymouth; R. 1. P.; Traveller; R. H., Finchley; H.C. E.; 
E. C. V., Knutsford; T. M., Great Grimsby; B. A., Regent’s-park ; 
C. E. P.; Nick; Ch. Ch.; A. M. Z.; H. N., Kew; K. T. B., Honor 
Oak; J. F.; J. G., Cork; W. E. T.; J.C. A.; Jemima, Catford-bridge ; 





one is going through the tunnels, of the interior of one of which we | A. J. S., Northampton; O. P. Q.; H. B., Nottingham; Father Neptune ; 
give a view. Our readers will recognise the exact locality. The | H. Y.; F. F., Dalston; J. E.; J. L., Kensington; Toby; Veritas. 
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EXPERIENTIA DOCET. 


I've heard of woman’s love, you know, 
And read of man’s devotion ; 
The married life of So-and-so 
Is queerish, I’ve a notion. 
I never kept a knife with blades, 
Or steady in a cutter; 
I quite deny that marmalade’s 
A substitute for butter. 


Two hundred pounds a year, they say, 
Will keep a modest mansion. 

I boast as much, and yet my pay 
Most sadly needs expansion. 

Some girls are rich as rich can be—_—* 
I never met with any— 

And those I’ve loved most tenderly 
Have never had a penny. 


Men mourn the drama’s bygone days, 
And Kempste’s froth and fury, 
And yet we laugh at five-act plays, 
And hate the cast of Drury. 
We snub in this enlightened age 
The good old school of spouting, 
And actors triumph on the stage 
By other gifts than shouting. 


If taste for music has improved— 
Not any change I’ve noted— 
Pray why are such impostors loved, 
Such dreary rubbish quoted ? 
A higher standard? Not a bit. 
Of what I know I’m speaking : 
They worship Mr. Vance’s wit, 
And Miss Canrtotta’s shrieking. 


Paullatim. 


Mr. and Mrs. Howarp Pavt gave a farewell enter- 
tainment at the Crystal Paul-ace on Saturday, previous 








Ls ; to their departure for America. Brother Sam is to be 
A FACT FROM NORTH LANCASHIRE. congratulated on the acquisition of Pavuts that don't 
Traveller :—“I say, I WANT TO Go TO CHoRLBY—WHICH IS MY WAY?” pall; but we understand they intend to return to 
Communicative Native ( pointing) :—“ Yon!” England at some future—paulo-post future period. If we 
Traveller :-—* Wanue U6ue THB OTHER ROAD Go?” did not think so their departure would be too appalling. 

C. N.:—*Do y's ’? Wan . sneer een eOD. L075 

pon’t ¥’ peer Gelade aces 1 ee Se A Tax No One Lixes.—Attacks on one’s purse. 
? f } ! | 

FROM OUR CORRESPONDENT AT SEA. GrossmitH; the third was another poster—confound the posters !— 


we that said that Miss Karnertne Hickson was the directress of the 
Tus German Ocean, Tvespay, 8 Bexts. | ‘Theatre Royal, and that the Ticket-of-Leave Man would be performed 
, Any little eccentricities of grammatical construction or trifling | that evening, and that SHAKESPEARE’s Merchant of Venice would be 
inaccuracies in orthography which may be observable in this paper | given on the following night, Mr. H. J. Byron’s burlesque of La 
will I trust be looked over by an indulgent public in consideration of | Sonnambula being the concluding rapture. We went to the theatre 
the extreme difficulty of writing in a cabin at sea, when the wind is | —that is, ArpLexinc, the Captain of the Turquoise, and some 
from the norrard and the penman isa landsman. Since my last letter | friends —and saw a very good performance and two strikingly 
—no, my first letter —that is, my first last and last first communica- | pretty faces. I will not mention the names of the owners of 
tion—I have been in my cabin, with the exception of two days passed | those pretty faces, lest it should be thought that I fell “spoons” 
in Scarborough, when it rained incessantly ; and as a description of | in Scarborough. I met them the next day in Oliver’s Mount; 
life on one’s back, in one’s cabin, unrelieved by the hours of breakfast | perhaps they will remember a dark-haired young man with a sweet 
or dinner, might, after a page or two, become monotonous, I elect to | smile, and a camellia in his hat, double-breasted. The next 
endeavour to say a few words about Scarborough, which, as you | sight I saw in Scarborough was about a thousand “ Trippers,” 
know, is a delightful watering-place upon the coast of Yorkshire. i.e, excursionists from the interior of the country, with mighty 
Well, then, you see, Scarborough when I was there was not exactly | mouths and still mightier dialects. ‘Then the rain came down, and 
fashionable—it was too early in the season. Of course the visitors | AprLEKING, who knew Scarborough, and is a good judge of wines, 
were very nice sort of people, and quite as good as anybody else, and spirituous liquors, and tobacco, was endowed with reason, and pro- 
very tolerably dressed and civil and all that; but they had dialects— | posed that we should get out of the wet and goto the “ Assembly 
large dialects—dialects that must have affected their teeth and corru- | Rooms.” In nautical parlance we “ made it so,’’ and I found the 
gated the roofs of their mouths. I take it the men were of the manu- | “ Assembly Rooms” the best “ Bar” I ever visited in England. The 
facturing persuasion ; there was an intelligence about their eyes, a | drinks were the sort of drinks uncorked in private houses, and not in 
breadth about their foreheads, and a coarseness about their jaws that / taverns. I recommend the brandy there confidently. The “ grogs”’ 
looked like iron, cotton, treddle, gas-pipe, and all that. The girls | imbibed at the ‘‘ Assembly Rooms” are the more palatable for the 
wee pretty, though here and there painfully like their fathers and | gracious presence of the most buxom of hostesses and of two daughters, 
rothers ; and as they walked upon the Spa with their creamy com- | one fair, the other dark, “than whom”—— (Please to pardon 
plexions, wide hats, long lemon-coloured hair, and fluttering skirts, | raptures in consideration of extreme provocation.) 
aes Soe all to rights,” as I heard a gentleman observe who was| Your correspondent was most hospitably entertained in Scarborough. 
eg oo eee Coe I ever walked to windward of. ArrLekinc—who is a very good fellow, although a trifle too fond of 
= @ firs ag tthat met ae Lares in Scarborough was the huge poster | personal combat—accompanied me to the house of the most hospitable 
ho “6 as teciaies k. and Mrs. Howarp Pavt, without | of ladies, where the dinner was perfect and the macaroni, au gratin 
aa “a = ae . = be Tee complete ; the second was a thing that might inspire the muse of a Tennyson, but which is 
poste nouneing the arrival of Mx. Gzoxce | quite beyond the grasp of Yours, ‘GUSHER, 
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| CUTTING, BUT RUDE. 


Master Bobby :—“1I say, Gus, WHY DO WOMEN ALWAYS SUCK THE KNOBS OF THEIR PARASOLS?”’ 





Gus :-—“I suppose THEY WANT TO CUT THEIR WISDOM TEETH!” [Gus, of course, thinks he has cut Acs. 
THE ART OF “GUSHING.” No. 2.—THE MISERABLE GUSHER. 
Our young and promising poets are all too enthusiastic about things T urs evening I have had my part 
in general, and themselves in particular. They seem to know nothing In meditations full of pain ; 
about moderate pleasure, or limited pain; and it never occurs to them In feelings that benumb the heart, 
that mankind is not good enough to be made intensely happy, nor bad And thoughts that paralyze the brain. 


enough to be made intensely miserable. The privilege of breathing A weary waste, an aching void, 
drives them into ineffable raptures, and a touch of neuralgia sets their Are all that I can call my own; 
poor little brains throbbing with insufferable agony. They cannot A settled sadness, unalloyed 

mean all that they say ; ‘‘ gushing’”’ is an art, and has its mechanism With any touch of lighter tone. 


ay 
enemies oe hein eee ee 


OE Oe eer re eee = 


like all other arts. It must be as easy as lying, after a bit of ractice. ams . . . 

The first necessity is a nervous-bilious oe eer? which is a " anne ah, - ° ae ad a this, 

temperament that will not allow people to be pleased without being Sh Id ¢ “oo ft oe th bli 

very pleased, or depressed without being very depressed. The second Of “saa Res 9 ell. 1 neat 

is a tolerable command ef language and metre. We have them both, 'Tis h 7 8 aaa y a bricht 

80 here goes for two examples of the ‘“‘gushing”’ style, which shall Should _— yoo de Aung aan on 5 
represent the opposite poles of feeling :— With tooth-ache all the starry night, ys / 


No. 1.—THE HAPPY GUSHER. And head-ache all the sunny day. 


Wuart have I done to deserve the bliss 

Of leading a life in a world like this— Not the Cheese. 

A world brimful of the deep delights A RUDE young man of our acquaintance, on seeing a highly-rouged 

Of days that are sunny and starry nights ? damsel of seven-and-thirty, asked her what was the erence between 
** old bloom”’ and “ blue mould” ? 

The airs around and the airs above 

Breathe only a spirit of Life and Love ; i: serie eeneeeiel. 


A spirit that visits the aching sense 
With a rapture ineffable—wild—intense. Way was the attempt of Siz Ricuarp Mayne to keep the people 
out of the park like a very good riddle? Because he was obliged to 








Men that reason, and beasis that crawl, give it up. 

Birds and fishes, I love them all. 

And the dwellers in air, in earth and sea, SPORTING. 

In their turn are excessively fond of me ! To win a sculling match, a man must of course be a-head. 
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LAUGHING LOO. 


Laranine Loo! with the locks of gold, 
Dangerous eyes are always blue, 
Envious sisters, I’ve been told 
Talking you over, call you bold ; 
Never you mind them, Laughing Loo. 


Women with soft seductive ways, 
Look one tenderly through and through, 
Sick of love in a couple of days. 
What of such hearts’ The philosopher says, 
Not worth mentioning, Laughing Loo. 


Why should we care that you speak your mind, 
Giving a cynical thrust or two? 
Man is a mirror, and you're not blind, 
And ten to one he will always find 
You're honest as daylight, Laughing Loo. 


Scarborough weeping lets you go, 
Brighton beckons her hand to you, 

London in autumn is 80 slow, 

Can't you return? Now don't say no, 
Come and enliven us, Laughing Loo. 


I have been out and home once more, 
Since you waved me a last adieu ; 

Now I’m savage, and life’s a bore, 

Would it were all that it was before. 
You are the difference, Laughing Loo! 


Con Caulk. 


By THE SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 






T is quite the thing now-a- 
days to start Hospitals and 
Homes, so I don’t see why 
I should not try my hand. 
I shall be happy to receive 
the contributions of the 
charitable towards the es- 
tablishment of an “ Asylum 
for Crowned Heads thrown 
out of Occupation.” There 
are lots of German ex- 
potentates to be provided 
for, including the astute 


a 


\) 


tend to Han(d)over the na- 
tional securities if he can 
avoid it. Then there’s the 
Emperor of Mexico, who 
will have to “ vamose”’ 
from the neighbourhood of 


Jounson. (Of course [ 
don’t mean that the Andes 
are in Mexico, but if you 
- POTN ERE or se = papers you'll 
understand that Max’ 
capital will shortly be Quit-o). I shall publish lists of Sra 
tions I receive —of course my readers will see at once they could 
hardly offer their miserable majesties anything less than a crown. 
Sturpy philosopher Tuomas Carty ie has written some sound sense 
and ringing English in defence of Governor Eyre. It would cost 
Exeter Hall some trouble to demolish his letter—but luckily for E. H 
it 18 not called on to do so, for its supporters are beneath reason. and 
don’t listen to logic—stop a moment, though! The howls of some of 
the organs of the Anti-Eyrian heresy have roused the latent English 
fairness in some of their own party: there was a letter of rebuke from 
one in the Freeman the other day, which contained some home truths. 
Tum magazines for the month come in for review a little late this 
month, for my column has been taken up by other topics. Cornhill is 
worth having for Sanpys’ “Cleopatra,” a fine picture tinely enggaved : 
but Swin BURNE’S lines to it are weak. WALKER is not to the fore this 
month, being represented by a small initial only. The Argosy con- 
tains a splendid “ London Poem,” by Bucuanan. It is a pity that 
ALEXANDER Saitu’s over-eulogistic notice of Smmney Dopewy was 


admitted. Temple Bar is a good number; but London Society is not | 


up to its average. 











monarch who does not in-. 


the Andes — particularly 


| AFTER all the abuse that has been lavished on the Admiralty, it 
| appears we have a fleet—not a very large one, perhaps, but stili a fleet, 
| so that if any nation determined to invade us to-morrow we could send 
out a few men of war—in ballast. We have no guns to put on board 
| them, but they could be ballasted down to the water-line, and would 
| look very nice! 
| Tus Venetian correspondent of the Telegraph seems to have become 
| so naturalized that he has forgotten some of our English rules. Ie 
‘invites the British tourist to come and visit the Queen of the Adriatic 
| for the benefit of her starving people, and by way of persuasion 
suggests that we should leave the partridges and pheasants alone for 
one September ! We should almost as soon think of shooting a fox, or 
eating Christmas plum-pudding on Guy Fawkes’ day as of shooting a 
pheasant in September. Sos . 

I am glad to see Messrs. Graves and Son are so active in hunting 
down piratical photographers. It is a pity they don’t extend their 
operations and punish a few of the patrons of such scamps. If “ gen- 
tlemen’’ have not sufficient honour and honesty to refrain from 
purchasing stolen goods, their dormant senses should be roused by 
touching their self-regard. As for people who talk about the “art- 
education’ which is cheaply furnished to the poorer classes in this 
way, they are hardly worth talking to. What would they say toa 
man who stole their watch in order to encourage a taste for mechanics 
by exhibiting its works to his friends at so much ahead? I should 
recommend Messrs. Graves to have an eye on our Government 
Offices, which I believe are infested by vendors of unauthorized photo- 
graphs, who thus not only rob the printseller but the public—by 
wasting the time of the industrious clerks. ; 

A MAGAZINE entitled The Suburban, and published for the special 
edification of Putney, Richmond, Kew, and Clapham, has just reached 
me. There is nothing particularly striking about it except the wrapper, 
of which the effect is more startling than pleasing. I have been 
making a vigorous attempt to find out the wit of a “ burlesque per- 
formed on the Great Eastern, described (the quotation is a sample of 
the whole) as 

‘*Showing the inexplicable and vitrified adventures of a Gurnet (h) A Milton 


oyster, a Barbel, and other queer fish, being an un-Varleys’d tale of a Tank, after 
the manner of Zhomson’s Seasonable aid to Daniel’s profits on Eiiiott and 


Barclay’s entire. 

‘* By permission of Amphitrite And-’er-son James Can-Jnglishmen do more?” 
Even Messrs. Best and BeLtincHaM must confess themselves beaten 
by this! Parochial literature is on the increase, and every locality is 
starting its organ; but with the exception of the Hornsey Hornet and 
the Norwood Post, which are both excellent in their respective lines, 
there are none of any special merit. 

ALLow me to call Mr. Gatuorne Harpy’s attention to the Hereford 
county paper, which contains a report of a scene that occurred at a 
meeting of guardians at a place about twenty miles from Hereford. 
The doctor was hauled over the coals for ordering ‘‘two distinctive 
lots of mutton for one and the same pauper in one week,” and for 
allowing five bottles of wine to be consumed in the same period. The 
report is too comic not to be accurate, and will give any one who does 
not know much about guardians’ meetings—and to judge from the 
line he takes Mr. Harpy does not—a considerable insight into the 
practices of “gentlemen, who give their time gratis for nothing,’ and 
think it their duty to “speak when the rates are at three-halfpence 


in the pound!” 


In Case he be Knighted. 
Mr. Baker having been made a K.C.B. should retire from active 
| life, and rest on his laurels if he values his health. It is knight-work 
| that shortens the lives of so many bakers. 





Posthumous Patronage. 


Tue Walworth Amateur Horticultural Society advertised that it 
would hold its annual show ‘“‘under the patronage of the late 
Viscount Patmerston and the Jate Sir Joseru Paxton.” The exhi- 
| bition must have been animated by great public spirits ! 


Atmospheric Note. 


| Mr. Guartsuer’s theory about a cerulean vapour being the cause of 
cholera must be very startling to dwellers in London, where, in con- 
sequence of frequent fogs, the sky is very often ‘‘a blue missed.” 
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Watts, the Reason ? 


| Wnuy do “ birds in their little nests agree ’’? 
Because they'd fall out if they didn’t. 
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DESCENT ON THE FEMALE SIDE. 


Tue Emperor or Avstria, to judge from recent events, must bel 
to the House of Mis-Hapsburg. — ? clong 
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BFROM OUR STALL, 


Miss M. Oxrtver (what does the M. stand for? Mellifluous, or 
Mellow-toned, or Musical, or Marriageable, or Maddening, or Mary, 
or what else?) has opened the doors of the New Royalty Theatre with 
new decorations, a new company, and a new burlesque. Zhe Lady of 
the Lake, Plaid in a New Tartan, is a fair specimen of that class of 
entertainments where the author is enjoined by the manager to observe 
three things :—Firstly, to let the male parts be played by girls, anf 
the female parts by men; secondly, to be liberal as regards hose and 
clothes ; thirdly, to let his dramatis persone dance wherever there is 
an opportunity and wherever there is not. Mr. Steruens played “‘ The 
Bard,’’ and from the lines he spoke we perceive that Mr. Rgece pays 
attention to his Fun, and has the good taste to “annex’’ the marked 
peculiarities of style of our veteran contributor Nicuoxas, than whom 
I am sure none more humorous though a little unprincipled.* 

The T. P. Cooke Prize National and Nautical Drama of True to the 
Core is a success, and, what is better; a very excellent and spirit- 
stirring piece. The scene on the Eddystone Rock is admirably con- 
ceived and capitally executed. The last act will bear compression— 
indeed, the first scene, the ramparts of old Plymouth Castle, should be 
omitted altogether. It seems to have been written for the sole pur- 
pose of letting one Wallet, a pedlar, struggle with six, eight, or ten 
men-at-arms. Audiences will not applaud struggles nowadays: They 
should be put aside with the basket-hilted combat-swords, and other 
vain delights of our grandfathers. The dance of the gitanos: on the 
main-deck of the Spanish man-of-war isa.terrible mistake. It arrests 
the action of the drama, and the ballet itself is not good. Conceive 
a Spanish admiral, feeling that he wants amusement and excitement— 
he is only on the eve of invading England, nothing more—ordering 
up a troop of dancing gipsies! Overboard with the absurdity imme- 
diately! Sink it deep into the cellar, and pile the properties of the 
last year’s paatomime but one upon it. Miss Grorciana PAUNcEFORT 
plays the best part in the drama, a gipsy girl, called Marah or Flash 
o’ Fire, with singular intensity and power; and Mr. Atrrep NELSON 
makes a bold, bluff, jovial, and aggressive Howard of Effingham, 
Lord High Admiral of England. Messrs. Creswick and SHEPHERD, 
Henry Makston and Epear, and Miss Katz Savitue are also to be 
mentioned for their respective performances. We would endeavour 
to do justice to the beautiful scenery and to the mechanical effects and 
characteristic costumes that have been provided with so much liberality 
and accuracy, but really we cannot. They are things to be seen. We 
must, however, congratulate Mr. Stovs, the author, upon his highly 
skilful treatment of a most difficult subject. Some people consider it odd 
that mighty Master Wi1i1AM SHAKESPEARE did not immortalise the 
“‘ Armada.” Doubtless he foresaw that SHERIDAN would write The 
Critic. We should advise everybody to see True to the Core who 
wishes to witness a thoroughly good national and rational drama. 


A Point of Half-and-Half. 

At the Loan Exhibition, Southampton, a real mermaid is exhibited, 
described as ‘‘Manatus mythicus.”’ A slight alteration in the title 
would correctly describe this curiosity. Not ‘“‘ Manatus mythicus,’’ but 
** Manufactus mythicus,” in English not mermaid but hand-maid, 
probably Javanese hand-made, and very well made too, considering. 


R! That’s it! 
By general consent it has been determined, in future, to describe 
the Jamaica negro as ‘‘a man and a bother,” instead of “‘a man and a 


brother.”’ 


Hints for Gardeners. 
A SUMMER-HOUSE is a pleasant object in a garden, but its roof should 


be raised on posts and not cater-pillars. 
The vegetable marrow is not as suited for the manufacture of pomade 


as animal marrow. 
Vines will grow admirably on a railway embankment because they 


are sure to be well trained. 


~ 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


(The answer in our next.) 


Tue greatest man in Europe, and the sway 
He holds o'er a great nation; firm alway, 
And yet not based upon his people’s will, 
(As T’ENNySON has said) but kept by skill 
In diplomatic dodges, and command 

Of mighty armaments by sea and land. 





l. 
The tale of Windsor’s wives, 
Great SHAKESPEAR® wrote you'll say ; 
And yet this man contrives; 
To make another pay. 


2. 
The Prussians took me,. but. sometimes with trouble, 
May we all do the same among the stubble. 

3: 


The nicest thing a pretty girl can be, 
And a kind thing to do for an M.P. 


4, 
Oft known amid the airis this, 
Not easy to define, 
And yet it makes a mark, I wis, 
When tried with iodine. 
5. 
“* Just for a handful of silver he left us,’ 
So Brownine wrote, but we needn't despair ; 
Nought of the paper at morn has bereft us, 
And we shall find it as usual there. 
6 


A potentate of power, a great dictator, 
And yet we never hail him Imperator! 


7. 

A lady the Fates served uncommonly badly, 

As told by the poet the story runs-sadly, 

When slain by the arrow her lover raved madly. 
8. 

The prettiest princess that ever was seen, 

Who married, of course, and became a fair queen. 


ANSWER TO Last WEEK’s AcrosTIc. 


B Bear R 
R_ Rappee E 
zs F 
G Galileo oO 

H Heir R 
T Tympanum M 


Answers Received to 14th. Sept.—None correct. 





HAPPY LAND! 
We read—with a sigh of envy—in the columns of a cotemporary 
that— 


‘‘ Brixham, a seafaring town in South Devon, with a population of 7,000, is 
without a resident attorney.”’ 

Here surely did departing Astra leave her last longing lingering 
footprints on English soil. Who would not exclaim with the poet— 


**T would I were in Brixham, 
Ido! Ido! 
For it never sor 
A man of lor:— 
I'd live and die at Brixham!”’ 


But even as we write a horrible vision appears before us—a 


Peas are like pigs, for you must stick ’em before you can hope to | ' 
| terrible picture rises to our mind’s eye! We can see a host of 


eat ’em. 


CABLE-ISTIC CON. 

_ WueEn was the Great Eastern, while grappling for the cable of ’65, | 
¢ schoolboy betting a farthing cake? When she secured the first 

ight! 


S — 


Coort.—When does a man treat his friend most like water? When | 
he bails him out. | 


i 
wy ing oe ~ = — so 





* As a matter of honesty to the old man, we must mention that this paragraph 
had gone to press before we received his Ultimatiorium.—Ep. 


| attorneys, who, having read that fatal paragraph, have packed up their 
| carpet-bags and are descending on the innocent town, which by its 
very innocence is the more likely to offer them splendid spoil. Toany 


but a legal eye the sight of such guileless happiness as Brixham’s 
would be an unanswerable appeal for mercy, but the legal eye can detect 
the parchment beneath the spotless purity of the lambkin’s youthful 
wool, and spies beyond the happy calm of Brixham, costs and fees and 
business inexhaustible. Poor Brixham! You are doomed. Hence- 
forth, when we remember how an unguarded paragraph has wrought 
your ruin, we shall never—never again without an inward doubt hear 


* 


of the blessings ef a free press! 
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MIST*KEN—NOT MISS TAKEN. 


Imagine the agony of Augustus on beholding his beloved Bella ». alked off in custody by X31. It was, however, only a polite attention on the part 
of that gentlemanly member o, the force, who escorted her over the crossing. 


EL 


SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


UNPARALLELED TRIUMPH OF THE PrRoPpHET! NuicHoLas ENTIRELY 
Rigut Acain!! Wuat A MAN HE IS, TO BE 8URE!!! 


BELGRAVIA. 

My pear younc Frrenp,—Nicnoras have now returned from his 
long vocation among the Highland hills in Scotlandshire, where his 
heart still is, a-chasing the wild deer and hunting the roe, so to 
speak, not as I ever did eo, it being far too violent for my period, and 
preferred having a crack ata grouse bird from the top of a pony or 
else lying down on your back and admiring of the sceneries. 

All as it is now naoenany for the Prophet to say about Caledonia is as 
no better whisky can be found throughout the United Kingdom of 
Great Britain, than whom perhaps on which the sun himself never 
sets; but the longest holiday it must come to a end, my dear young 
feller, and I travelled right through to London. 

On arriving in a city which it have been wittily described as the 
modern Babylon, Nicnoras found as the whole town was ringing 
with his name. The prophecy which he vaticinated of in your last 
impression was the theme of universal everybody's talking of it. 

ou are so extremely fond, young man, of calling the grey-headed 
and the good a “‘ unprincipled old duffer,” that it may well be asked 
you whether, even supposing me to be “old” and “ unprincipled,” 
Nicwo.as is so much of a “ duffer”’ after all ? 

What were the three horses given by him for the St. 
last impression ? 

Messks. Jupp and Grass, pleese put it tabular. 


Leger in your 





SELECTIONS OF NICHOLAS. ACTUAL RESULTS. 








Lord Lyon Lord Lyon. 
Savernake. Savernake. 
| Knight of the Crescent. Knight of the Crescent. 


This fact, sir, speaks for itself. 








* do not think as I shall ever write for you again. The emolument 
ain’t mucu w opoak of, not to a man as has made pots of money by his 
own unaided genius, and I do not like being called ‘‘an unprincipled 
old duffer’’ every week. Who would? 

At any rate, perhaps you may think it worth your while to comply 
with the terms of the Prophet's Ultimatorium; which I annex, and 
hope as all may yet be well, for I hate quarrelling witn a friend when 
there is scarcely anything to be got by it. 

My ULtimarorivum. 

1. You must rise my salary. 

2. You must withdraw the expression “ unprincipled old duffer.’”’ 

3. You must print my copy exact as I send it, and no humbugging 
about authography or pointuation. 

4. You must always speak of me more respectful, both in public 
and private. 

5. We will have a little dinner at a place I know. 

6. Sherry wine. 

7. No more gammon about Knurr and Spell. Fork out the Manu- 
script, my boy! 

NIcHOLAS. 

Eprror1at Notre.—We accept this Ultimatorium, so far as we are 
able. The St. Leger Prophecy was certainly admirabl-, but we have 
not received the Manuscript of Knurr and Spell. 





A Definition. 


An Irish gentleman of our acquaintance says that the difference 
between a constitutional monarch and a despot is that the latter need 
only issue a u-kase for his orders, while the former must supply a 
‘““be-kase”’ for his. 


A COLOURED STATEMENT. 


Facts should always be stated in black and white. Anything 
written in red -nk, of course appears ink-red-ible. 
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LETTING HIM SLIDE. 


—‘T AM REALLY VERY SORRY, BUT I MUST LET GO, OR YOU MIGHT 


exico ) 


M 


Nap. (to Maz. of 


PULL ME OVER!” 

















Mrs. War NE, she was ageglin’ away over some beef as I told her 


MRS. BROWN GOES TO MARKET. | was that coarse as I didn’te onsider cheap at eightpence-apeny a pound, 


: through not bein’ 
Ir makes my blood bile, as the sayin’ is, to hear the letters as Soment. and cays “Don? fresh ne ao 7 butcher wi is ‘on in a 
| Ss, 
Brown reads out of the papers from th: m beefeaters about the price |. l _ I n't you sti ind at my door a- -runnin’ down my 
a? ah: goods. wi says, ‘I ain't a-runnin’ them down ; but any one can see 
as it’s eg-1neg, as i1SI r 
I says, “ Rubbish, Brown, about them beefeaters; what should W, IL eho didn’t ee : Peg sy a. 1 tandi 
ce ( ra) Y 
they know about it, as I've seen myself a-standin’ idlin’ about the shout se tea’lae tan 1 eo wink toa OS of roughs as  o an ra 
e t stlier ne, -g 5 
Tower with my own eyes, dressed up like idjots, as if they wi iS a-goin’ <. -stop i’ Eee’ 7 i 9: ae “ae move om on’t . 
to dance with the sweeps, as has nothin’ to do from m« rnin’ till night buy.’ I ays, m here on business, and wants to 
but wait for to take up them traitors as may turn up any time; but 
ee cs ‘hey says, “ Oh, it's only your larks.” And if they didn’t push 


whatever can they know about the price of me at, pi artikler as they 
haven't them lions to feed now as they did used to when I wasa eal, 
as has everything found for them down to tea and sugar?’ So 
Brown, he s: ays, ‘““T never gee sich a woman to run away with rubbish 
in your he ad.” 

“Well,” I says, ‘that’s civil. I’m sure all the rubbish as I’ve got 
there is cot from you; for the way as you bothers me with them 7 pe : 
papers as you're always a-readin’ out on by fits and starts, as the | wae de : 1 ho a our” I oe “ You did ; and I'll give 
sayin’ is, so as I never gets a reg’lar notion about nothin’, and I’m | )0U 1m charge the moment I sees a policeman.’ But, law bless you, 


: ' they was off in no tim 
sure all the mistakes as ever I makes is all your doin’.’ _ So Brown, | D aa i a ‘aca i what put mo in a rage wes Mas, Wann 
he shets up, sayin’, “Its no use a-wastin’ breath on you.” P pes 


I didn’t care much, for I was that worreted over a bit of work as I | 2°8Y in’ to me, “It's a pity, Mrs. Brown, as you will speak out that 


didn’t want to talk through its bein’ a body as I’d unpicked and | he I remarks 98 “arts —. — and get yourself into 
turned and couldn’t make up agin for the life of me. I didn’t bother | « Well,” she a B. is dikes a oe st gyoll whirlwinds.” I 


my head no more that night about his beefeaters, nor yet about the as ; 
work, for we had a supper as Brown is partial to, a bit of fried tripe, | tobe 1 Mxs. oe RNE, I a pe eae ~ ae t0 oe <_, _ 
as I’d no more ‘ave trusted to that gal than I’d ’ave thought of flyin’ | elp you with your markctin , as I see you have got through with- 


t me.’ But she says, ‘‘ No I've not, for though I’ve bought the 

in the air; and delicious it was, though I says it as cooked it. a y 6 6 
The next mornin’ who should oie in but Mrs. WARNE as has a ~~ : = i. rg = through a-leavin’ qi > hh mg aie , 

large family, and him only a clerk af a hundred and forty pounds | ht- eS al a f, a 7 aaa _ “deat 4 ld t 7 — ye 
a-year, as ain’t much to bring up nine on. She’s a woman as I don’t | eig “al on a “el a and she — Just h — sikin’ 
hold with, through bein’ one as will stoop to a mean action, and | oe hed - eT oe a 2. toe tr would ~ d 
sponge on any one, as I’d rather drop starvin’ on a door-step than let. ay 7 wants to find a shop just by, would you aim 
aryeril dows: b0. She lenen: & -goin’ on about the price of things as | * keepin’ the basket and a-walkin’ on slow to the "bus? I didn’ t much 
was downright ruin to her, “For,” she says, “a leg of mutton goes | care about it, but wouldn’t be ill-natured, for she says as we'd get 


no ways, and is up to elevenpence at our butchers, and the very | evel at the corner, a-pintin' ito Newgate. my arm, and dawdled 


= pote om his bill makes me tremble.” I says, “ Ah, them bills is | about for ever so long, but no Mrs. Warne. It was pe on me 
troke of twelve when I got to the bottom of the Old Bailey, an 
She says, “You may well say so, though I keeps them under all I . “ 
can, and if it wasn’ ve my father ‘eae a hand every Christmas we ao ” 6 ee ee ee ee ac dhahe yoy ao ae 0 
never could get through.” I says, “ Ah, it’s very ‘ard to keep out of ‘tch - > th t ie 5 te the ts ‘t fell back that 
debt, and that’s what’s the ruin of thousands. = pitch it up that wiolent on to the “bus as it fell back ages ‘ts 
Ske sane, “26 1 had tet the money in wey bend 2 could go to boundin’ agin me as sent me flat on the pavement, and all the meat 
soantend: aan Raat a Wis com tae tie fae : the Times.” I says, | fell out, as was only coarse bits, and rolled in the kennel, the man 
took and muddled it back, mud and all, in the basket, and then picks 


“T don’t believe as you’ ’d save much in the end.” - “y 
| “* t laid out your money well.” I says, 
*‘1’m a-goin’ to try,”’ she says, “for I’ve got Warner to give me a | poy 5 Pa "sayin , vod a 6 ” ‘6 
esnennn te cae ‘ta tata! mack’ @Othes? ¥ says, “this | Whatever do you mean } Why,” he says, ‘that meat won't be 


time of year? ‘Why, it'll turn bad in a single night. a eatable in a hour or two, as the flies as made pretty free with aready.” 
> 


r rq}? And right he was, for when I got it home I smelt the house fainty 
: Not if, it’s bought by any one as is a judge,” says she. “ Well, as soon “ the door was shet ; leas have sent the gal round wit 
I says, WI I'm a , pretty good judge; but no one can tell how soon a | it to Mrs. Warne’s only ‘didn’t know neither her street nor the 
joint wi turn.” . number. I had it all washed, but, law bless you, some of it was green, 
She says, “I only wish as you would come with me up to Newgate partikler a bit of weal, as turned me to look at; and when Brown 
Market some mornin’, come in he says, ‘** W hatev er ave you got in the ’ouse as smells that 
Well, Brown had been worretin’ about half a calf’s head, so I was (gincive?? SoT tells him. ‘Then he says, “Send it to her at once.’ 
a-thinkin’ as p raps I might meet with one reasonable, so agreed as I'd But owever could I, through not knowin’ her address; and, bless you, 
g0 with her the re ee xt day. “We must be off by eight, SAYS she must ’ave done it a- purpose, for she never come near ; and when I 
she, ‘and can get a *bus at Kennington Gate.” I says, “ All right, | met her, accidental, arter three weeks, if she wasn’t downright rude, 
T'll be ready for you.’ | a-Sayin’ as she only bought the meat through my recommendin’, and 
Brown, he was off before eight that mornin’, and there I sat till a thought as I'd took a fancy for to keep it through never a- saaaiie® tae 
quarter to nine, but no Mus. WaRnz, and jest as I was a-goin’ to take at the corner as I’d promised, where she said as she waited all the 
wh bonnet of in she come. I says, “It ain't no uso goin’ now.’ | arternoon, and would stand me out as she pinte -d out Cheapside, as is 
Oh,” she says, “ Warne tells me as the best of the market is about | 4 yord she never uttered. But there wasn’t nothin’ to be done with 
ten, and all the refuse gone.’ _ her, as is a wile character, and never paid me back the arf-suvrin as 
We set off; but, law bless you, it was that damp and hot * there it's my opinion she never give arf the money for that meat as she said 
wasn’t no gettin’ along, and we had to wait ever s0 long for a bus at | 54, did; and only found her out arterwards through her servant 
Kennington Gate, and had a reg’lar scramble for to get a place, for it | . ¢.1)in’ mine as her missus ’ad know’d as the meat wasn't sweet when 
was that crowded, and what with the wet umbrellas as smelt faint and she’d bought it, so stuck the lot into me, as she called a graspin’ old 
the dirt in the straw it was downright beastly. Glad I was to get out, fishtfag, and bought herself a gownd with the money. And I’m sure 
though the streets was that muddy as it was dirt up to your ankles, i tie Gena ‘od Gate aed bn good + wonld ‘ave been dear at all the 
and that slippy as you could hardly keep your feet, and I’m sure that trouble it give, let alone the omnibus fare and a-payin’ the boy for to 
Old Bailey is that filthy as they may well say “as black as Newgate.” carry it from Kennington Gate; and as to Newgate Market, it’s a vile 
The scrougin’ and pushin’ as there was when we got to Newgate hole, and enough to ak ‘nen agin sasel Ge Gver 
Street with them butchers a-comin’ staggerin’ with gory loads on their y 
backs was downright wiolence; and I'm sure the mess as my shawl 
was in through a sheep’s head bei-’ smeared all down it no one | Lissa’n to my tale! 
wouldn't believe as didn’t see it; and when I spoke to the man he | Wuy was the Italian admiral, after the battle of Lissa, like a 
give me that abuse, a-sayin’ as I was a reg’lar abstraction, and a lot | reckless spendthrift? Because hia account was very ach Gvere 
of ’em as was all grease and gore come a- pushin’ me about. Ronis 
I'm sure the sight of that meat is enough to turn any one agin it; 
and the bits as they hangs up in the doorways is downright sickenin’, 
and there was a deal of offal all over the place. As to a calf’s head, I EN SUITE. 
couldn’t see such a thing, but only bullocks’, as is things I wouldn't WE understand that Péite de Guimauve is made almost exclusively at 
use, not even for soup, as always gives a strong taste. | St. Mallow, in Brittany. 


me along, a- shovin’ me through them slimy pli ices, and all of a sudden 
my foot slip ped th:ough their pushin’ ,and if I didn't pitch among a 
lot of sheepskins as was a-layin’ there, as is a mercy, or I might have 
broke my bones. Them fellows picks me up, a-sayin’ as I wasn’t fit 
for to be out alone. I says, ‘I ain't alone, for the lady as I come with 
is there where you’ve pushed me awiy from.’ 
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JUDGING BY APPEARANCES. 


Our friend Gorgers, who enjeys a little French dinner immensely, is at a loss 
to understand why the waiter will always propose ‘* Moque Tortelle”’ and “ Rosbif 


ad L' Anglaise!” 


OUT-OF-TOWN TALK. 


Eprror,—I am once more out of your way. I am buried in the 
leafy seclusion of a quiet old-fashioned map-ignored Essex village. I 
will call it Blackbury, for no other reason than that it is wholly unlike 
its real name—six miles or so from a clean and rather picturesque old 
garrison town, ten miles from an unfashionable watering-place on the 
east coast, and fifteen from another village (whose name I forget) 
which is celebrated (here) as the birthplace of the wife of the local 
yt, whose name at this moment has escaped me. Now that you 

ow where I am, mind you write. I have fled hither because I'am 
weary of tourists and holiday-makers in general. I don’t know any- 
thing that tends so completely to demoralize the social character of 
the middle-class Londoner as the going out of town for his annual 
holiday. I do not speak of the demeanour of our countrymen abroad, 
for with that I secretly sympathize. Inspired as I am with a horror 
of Frenchmen, a loathing for Italians, a contempt for Spaniards and 
Portuguese, an utter detestation of Germans, and a pitying contempt 
for Russians, Turks, Jews, Proselytes, Cretes, and Arabians, I am 
naturally pleased when they are annoyed by Epwanps, and I ‘rejoice 
when they are snubbed by Parker—not, mind you, that I admire the 
behaviour of Evwarns and Parxer, but I like its effect upon MM. 
FLAGEOLET, Ciopocug, Cométz, and Normanpr—the only foreien 
names which at the moment occur to me.* No; the behaviour of our 
countrymen in England and Scotland is far more offensive—I do not 
allude to the pigs of Ramsgate and Margate (I like to call them pigs 
for pigs 18 just what they won't touch), but to the rather more respect- 
able visitors to Scarborough, Whitby, Filey, Bridlington, and the 
7 s—S * 


* I mean no disrespect to these gentlemen who are singularly cleve il 
especially the xreen one, and the gentlemen with the red ar eh : “bl -_ = 
thet naanes aso many occa € and white ribbons. I use 

y ‘he way, I should like to dine at Greenwich with all four of them and 
al hem, ¢ nob 
else, some sunday, and go home and dream of them afterwards. “7 
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LONG-AGO. 


Oxp dances, where the feet were light, 
And eyes outshone all jewels bright, 
Or rosy beams of morn ; 
Old words, when every tone was dear 
That only met one listening ear, 
And left young loves forlorn. 


Old dances! Bah! the rooms were hot, 
Where pleasure certainly was not, 

And dangers not a few ; 
Old words, that oft were sweet no doubt, 
That is, until you found them out 

To be by no means true. 


The dry Champagne that fired young blood, 
The gushing friends who always “ stood,”’ 
That is, who paid the score— 
Alike are now to me denied, 
Who only ask to be supplied 
With some few dinners more. 


I've lived my life, and seen all change, 
The great world takes a wider range, 
And moves away from me ; 
I only ask a quiet place, 
And with another year of grace, 
A little eau-de-vie. 


The cronies that I loved of old 

Are underneath the churchyard mould— 
I’m still in this world’s din ; 

And often think that I’m a fool 

To live—the last ball in the Pool, 
Not easy to put in. 


"Tis little use to praise the times 

I loved, in retrospective rhymes ; 
The world goes heedless on: 

We all get weak in wind and limb, 

Poor bubbles that on water swim 
One minute—and are gone. 


City News. 


A GENTLEMAN, who has lost considerably during the 
recent panic, says that he cannot understand why 
speculations in the money mart are called money-tarry 
transactions, for he finds the money generally goes. 








other holiday-places to be found in the excursion advertisement of the 
London and North-Western Railway. I find that the jolly open- 
hearted stockbroker of Clapham is transformed into a particularly 
unjolly close-fisted old idiot by the time he reaches Scarborough, and 
the per-force economical professional gentleman of Brompton becomes, 
at Shanklin, an extravagant, pony-riding young Scattercash. Steady 
middle-aged fathers at Finchley are changed, by the time they reach 
Brighton, into so many winking old Lovelaces; and maidens, who are 
models of propriety at Peckham, are demoralized to such an extent that 
they wear hessians and striped stockings (and show them, too) before 
they have spent a week at Worthing. 

It is to avoid these nuisances (of which I have had enough for a 
season) that I have fled to Blackbury. I endeavoured while I was in 
Scotland to persuade myself that I was no mere holiday-maker, and 
that I had left town in order that I might study, from a moral zrov crw 
(put in the proper accents—I have forgotten them) the idiocies of 
those whom, at home, I love, but whom, out of town, I loathe. But 
it was of no use, I became one of them. I spent too much money. I 
gave absurd fees to waiters in order to stand well with them. I, with 
my pint of bad claret at dinner, despised him who drank honest beer. 
I, in my beautiful (but still owing) shooting-boots, with a sole that 
projected all round beyond the uppers, like pie-crust before it is 
trimmed, looked down upon him whose boots were broken, I winked 
like a holy statue, when occasion arose. I scorned people in paper 
collars. I implied, all along, to eligible fellow-travellers, that I was 
going north to my moors, when I wasn’t, or anything like it. 
Altogether I was as great a snob as the rest of them. But that is all 
over now. I have bought a crook and some yards of penny ribbon 
from a local recruiting sergeant. I have my eye on two lambs which 
skip and bleat in the next field, and I am going to offer to buy them 
as soon as they are a little bigger, and if you happen to hear of any one 
who has a short pipe—I mean a musical reed (“no toy, no gaud had 
he, save one short pipe’’) to dispose of, let me know. I am known 


Sia 
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| 
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‘here as Mr. Cori, and my only maidservant (elderly, my friend, 
elderly) goes in the village by the name of ‘ neat-handed PuItrips.”’ 
_ It is a corruption of the name I call her by, but the simple village 
folk know no better. Adieu! More of the primitive pleasures of a 
simple country life in my next—and in yours. SNARLER. 





EPIGRAMS. 


By a Merrorouitran ManrtTIAt. 





1.—London, Chatham, and Dover. 


Rartways to found’s a thing requiring 
Much capital and skill untiring: 
This truth to those need scarce be told, 
‘‘ London and Chatham ”’ shares who hold: 
In business of this sort to shine 
Is not their forte—but, ah, ere long 
The railway too (unless I’m wrong) 
They’ ll also find is not their “line’’! 





2.—‘‘A Civic Biography.”’ 
Mr. OrrmnGeE you urge—and success I much wish you— 
Our great Common Council a volume to issue, 
A book of the lives of the great sons of London, 
The task is a task that too long is left undone ; 
But remember the Council is Common—and thence 
’T would be out of the common to get common sense. 





3.—Sabbatarianism. 


‘“‘TNCREASED consumption of Scotch whisky”’ 
Vide Returns), yet not more frisky, 
n such potations deleterious —_. 
Grows Scotland—au contraire, more serious! 
You cannot reconcile her ways? ~~ © -- 
To guard against free-thinking schism 
Her darling Sabbatarianism 
Such ardent spirits she displays. 


eee 
POLICE ! 


Tue other day an application was made to Mr. Serre at West- 
minster under the following circumstances. The parish authorities 


had directed an undertaker to bury the body of a man who had died of 


cholera in Chelsea. ‘The removal of the corpse was resisted by some 
half-dozen men, and the vestry applied for the aid of the police. The 
magistrate after some hesitation—for magistrates have but little 
power over Scotland-yard—granted the order, for which grant an 
express power is conferred on him by statute. Thereupon an inspector 
who was present produced the police order book, in which a command 
was given to the police not to interfere in cholera cases—the command 
coming from the commissioners. Mr. Seire was naturally surprised 
to find the commissioners usurping an authority superior to the law— 
in fact, repealing the statutes. But we fancy the public will be equally 


surprised to learn that ‘‘The Police Commissioners” are in point of 


fact two single gentlemen rolled into one, that one being Sir Ricuarp 
Mayne! 
his original colleague, the hero of Hyde Park is autocrat of Scotland- 
yard, and most autocratically he exerts his powers. It is really time 
another commissioner should be appointed. Heneed not be of superior 
mental calibre to Str Ricwarp, but he would temper the despotism, 
for though two great wits occasionally jump at the same idea, two 
little ones are not often unanimous, and in that would lie our safety. 
The traveller who took a bed at an inn that might have been called 
“The Fleece,’’ on account of the field it would have afforded the 
entomologist, went to rest in the comfortable assurance that however 
much they might annoy him, the bounding brethren lacked the sense 
to avail themselves of the co-operation of numbers more than sufficient 


to pull him out of bed. 


Considerate. 
WE once knew.a City man who never got up till twelve at noon, 
because, he said, it was only fair, as day broke in the morning, to give 
it a chance of redeeming its position before beginning business with it. 


A SKETCH ON THE ROAD. 


We beg to assure a correspondent that our picture of a London 
street was not drawn upon “a block in the Strand.” 





Tue Great Tre-coon.—Caterarr. 


No new appointment having been made on the death of 
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CLAPHAM JUNCTION. 


(From tHe Station-Master’s Diary.) 


SEPTEMBER 1.—Sent off a trusty scout in the direction of London 
immediately after breakfast. He returned at 9.45, and informed me 
that the advance guard of the 7.30 express was already in sight. No 
time to be lost. Sent him off to town again, cleared the platform for 
action, and ran up to the top-gallant semaphore with an opera-glass. 
The scout was visible near Vauxhall, tacking for Highbury (which is 
out of his way, but the Rustling Serpent is clever at a trail). Sent off 
a telegram to Leatherhead; answer, ‘‘Shirtings are dull.’ A puff of 
smoke 8.E. by E.; the 11.5 parliamentary. Dinner: boiled leg of 
mutton but no turnips. The 1.55 excursion is overdue, and where is 
that scout ? 

2.20.—All quiet at Hampton Court. That 7.30 express is very late. 
Once let it run off the rails, and there it is! The stoker knows very 
little English. The 11.5 parliamentary has gradually disappeared 
round a corner. What shall I do now? that scout is behind his time. 
I will telegraph to Thames Ditton in a quarter of an hour, and make 
my mind easy about him. Tea is ready—I could eat a nice watercress. 

6.5.—Tea and seed-cake, but no cresses. The Thames Ditton tele- 
graph-office is closed for the season. I am uneasy about that 7.30 
express. ‘There are such a lot of trains about that I feel quite nervous. 
A man with a green carpet-bag has waited some time for it in the 
refreshment-room. He is rather in a hurry to go to Jersey, Guernsey, 
Alderney and Sark. I have made an offer to show him the curiosities 
of Clapham in the meantime; but he tells me that he once lived at 
Upper Tooting, and could scour the whole district with a telescope 
from the top of his own leads. All quiet at Hampton Court. My 
position is really one of the most feverish responsibility. 

9.10.—Supper and something comfortable. The carpet-bag man is 
asleep under the tuble in the refreshment-room, amidst innumerable 
fragments of Banbury-cake and Bath-bun. I wish he didn’t snore, 
but I have nothing else against him. Several trains, and things of 
that sort, have been by; it makes the little place quite lively. Shall 
I telegraph to Weybridge? I think I will, and then I shall be able 
to go to bed. Where is that scout? I am so sleepy I can hardly 
collect my thoughts; but I am easy on one point. All is quiet at 


Hampton Court. 


Answers to Correspondents, 


W. R.—Contribution too late in the day. 

J. H. L.—We don’t know where you picked up that riddle, but you 
ought to restore it to the lawful owner, who let it drop some years ago. 

A. E., Camberwell.—It has been done before. 

PvuG-NACIOUS shall have an opportunity of displaying his science in the 
box—we mean the Balaam box. 

L. H. A.—The suggestion for a cartoon about shaving a pig is sheer 
nonsense. 

BILL-INGSGATE will see his idea was forestalled—fore-fishstalled we 
should say—a number or so back. 

R. D. L.—The subject is gone by, so the lines must be 

A.S., Liv 1.—Your lines about ‘‘fowl’’ and “ p 
on ”’ are less like poetry than poultry. 

APOLLO ought to Apollo-gise for writing such nonsense. 

A TANNER clearly knows more about leather than Hyde Park. 

T. W. E. 8., Cardiff.—You should get a Welsh pony to draw for you. 

COMMERCIAL, Burslem.—Under consideration—not beneath it. 

OBADIAH PuRE.—Too pure-ile. . 

Vv. V.—Your “pottery,” as you call it, is past mending—it’s too 
ab-sherd. 

C. B., St. Luke’s.\—We can’t make head or tail of your letter:—the 
head is obliterated by the Post-office and the tale is unintelligible. 

TooRAL LooraL.—Not Right-tooral looral. 

FoRESTER’S lines are too coepeenninry for insertion. 

A. S.—Thanks for the Tony Johan-notion, but the suggestion was fore- 
stalled. 

CarpirF sends an ‘‘old one”’ about prophets and profits, and calls it 
‘‘ my first.’”” He had better stick to his last. 

G. C. P., Sheffield.—Your story of the husband searching Se his drown- 
ing wife up stream was originally told of a mill-stream belonging te a 
MILLER named Jor. 

J. V., Liverpool.—We are much flattered. 

Declined with thanks—J. H. B., near Horsham; R. T., Birmingham ; 
Nimrod; L. S.; F. 8. B.; J. H., Penzance; W. H. L., Edinburgh ; 
M. K., Gravesend; J. C. A., Glasgow; W. M., Brighton; H. G. &., 
Manchester; M. A. B.; R. P., New Cross; J. F.; U.5S., Regent’s-park ; 
Roughyead, Oldham; G. M. F., Bishop Stortford; C. C., Dublin; Guas; 
H. H., Subscriber; J. L.; R. P. F.; B. A., Dulwich; G. W. W., 
Southmolton; L. O. L., Adelphi; Novice; C. C., Birkenhead; J. R., 
Mitcham; J. L. D., Motcomb-street; Daniels; Snooks; * * * * * *, 
Southport; W. H., Henrietta-street; W. E. A., Holloway; J. B. B., 
Oxford; Tom B., Worcester; A. H., Haslingden; A. E., Brighton; A 
Lover of Fun; X.; B. P., senr.; H. A. L., Hereford; A. Z., Portman- 


square; A Constant Reader; A. J., Norwood. 
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A VISIT TO THE ALHAMBRA. 
It is now several years, more or less, since Byron wrote his mourn- 
ful ballad beginning, 
‘* The Moorish King rode up and down,” 


observing, in a dejected manner, “ Woe is me, Alhambra!” or words 
to that effect. Bynon has since treated the subject in a more familiar 
manner in his burlesque of Little Don Giovannt, which is not strange. 
The famous palace to which he refers in both instances was built by 
the Moors, but was soon taken by the Lessees. It was originally called 
the Panopticon, which, as every schoolboy knows, means Well! 
Come, we are not a schoolboy, so we shall not commit ourselves. 
name was changed, of course, to its present title as soon as it was 
(S)payin’. At various times it has been invaded by Goths, theatrical 
managers, and other despots, but it still survives their attacks. At 
present it is devoted to music and the ballet. A Divertissement, 
which is called “ Floral’’ to prove it is not a “stage’’ performance, 
and which succeeds several choruses and duets, is called, out of com- 
‘pliment to the dansenses engaged in it, the What-toes Féte! Of course, 
there are also sole-os to the “ feet,” as the French (of Stratford atte 
Bowe) pronounce the word. Then come more singing, and some 
tumbling, and after these a “ Water Ballct,” entitled the Sports of 
Diana—a noble lady whom the Greeks called a “’Aughty-Miss.”’ 
Diana, who was quite a lady (and no relation to Ana-Di-omene, other- 
wise called Venus, who wasn't), was much given to the chase, and sets out 
on a deer-stalking expedition, with her nymphs, who are dears tripping. 
Several Satyrs, who inhabit the sar-chasms of the surrounding rocks, 
come in slightly intoxicated, and endeavour to pass themselves off, by 
dint of an uncertain gait, as “‘staggers” in the same style as her 
train. The train, however, starts punctually on their appearance, 
but recovering from its surprise comes into collision with the poor 
buffers, and drives them ont. A third ballet, of a comic character, 
suceeeds more music, singing, and posturing, so that altogether the 
audience may be considered to get no slender entertainment, like the 
sandwiches of Vauxhall-ham-bra repute. Neither time nor money is 
ill-apent on a visit to the Alhambra. In the body of the hall, the 
audience, like its drinks, is mixed; but as the performances are un- 
objectionable, and decorum is p the reserved seats, to which 


the most fastidious can go without fear of molestation, are not so re- 
served as not to answer. 
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We may mention another fact, in these cholera times, to prove that 
in this instance at least ‘* what is fun to us is” anything but “‘death”’ 
toothers. During the Sports of Diana the Titanic cascades play, and 
pour an immense body of water into the sewers, which, for the public 
benefit, are thus “ flushed ’’ by the triumph of private enterprise. 


THE TIME FOR THE PLAY. 


We must get our dinners early, very early, friend, I fear, 
| We've reached the jolliest time, you know, of all the London year. 


The | Of all our London year, my boy, ’tis the merriest time, they say, 


For this is the time for the play, my boys, this the time for the play! 
There’s many a charming girl, my boy, and all will make a stir, 

Kate Terry, Mitty Pautmgr, and Patry OLtver, 

And darling Marre WitTon, as of old, will hold her sway. ” 
Oh! this is the time for the play, my boy, this is the time for the play. 


The “ Whiteboy”’ at the Olympic is advertised you see. 
They say it is original, but that can never be. 
our dramas by one Bovcicautt are quite enough, you say ? 
Well, this is the time for the play, my boy, this is the time for the play. 
A gorgeous melodrama has substituted Kran, 
You'll come to the Princess’s to see Cométe in green ? 
To Ours, at the Prince of Wales’s, folks come from far away. 
Ah! thisis the time for the play, my boys, this is the time for the play. 
We've plenty of work to do, my boy, and plenty of time to kill; 
We must visit the drama’s temple just rear'd on Holborn-hill. 
There's the Eddystone’s Rock at the Surrey, anda view of Plymouth 


Bay, 
So this is the time for the play, my boy, this the time for the play. 
So you must come and dine quite early—five o'clock, my friend, I fear. 
We have reached the jolliest time, you know, of all the bakes year ; 
We have reached the welcome gaslight at the close of an autumn day, 
And that is the time for the play, my boy, that is the time for the play. 
—oooooo—— 


A Mecaanicat Pvzzix.—A clock is a eontradicto tri —i 
won't go at all if it hasn’t a weight (to wait). oe 
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WEET LUCY, as I saunter slow, 
The only man in Rotten-row, 
I sigh to think, a month ago 
(Regret how unavailing !) 
You used to ride among the crowd, 
And snubbed me when I sighed and vowed— 
While I beneath your anger bowed, 
And leant upon the railing. 


Deserted, now, the scene I scan: 

No muffled sound of hoofs on tan, 

Save where one melancholy man 
Is riding—for his liver. 

The heart, your coldness almost breaks, 

Could wish you gave the chill it takes: 

For, though the weather's no great shakes, 
The breezes make one shiver. 


"T'was here—just here, I first spoke out, 
And begged you to resolve my doubt: 
You answer’d “Shan’t!” with pretty pout, 
I wonder what that “‘ Shan’t !"’ meant! 
Now, far removed from foe and friend, 
My woeful way I hither wend 
Alone! A-loan that does not lend 
My views the least enchantment. 


To show you to what depths I’m brought— 
I’m whistling! ‘ which I didn’t ought!’’ 
And yet it’s not for want of thought— 

Tis pensively I whistle— 
A waltz; by reason stern deterred 
(Though aura popularis* stirred) 
From wishing that I were a bird, 

A daisy,—or a thistle! 


Come back to town, sweet lady mine, 
And kindly to my suit incline, 
Or straight I’ll seek the Serpentine 

With purpose suicidal. 
Oh! fair equestrian, spare that doom! 
Preserve me from an early tomb! 
Engage—engage me as your groom, 

And I'll arrange your bridal! 


* Vide Hor. Od. lib. iii., 2. 








SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


My DEAR younGc Frrenp,—Nicuo.as have his faults, but rancorous 
maliciousness and bearing a grudge is not one of them. You have 
done the handsome thing by your Prophet; you have retracted 
expressions which had a tendency to vex him, such as “un- 
principled old duffer ;’’ and I must say as you show every desire to be 
again on friendly terms with one whose genius has helped to make 
the paper what it is, ergo, second to none, bar none, as A Sportive 
Organ and A Racing Guide. 

In accordance, the clouds of animosity and my feeling really 
annoyed by such low language have rolled away like the mists of the 
mountain from the crags of Glenhoolachanachan, Scotlandshire, where 
I was, you know. I accept your retractation and my own rise of 
salary; and I will prophesy for you honest and true whenever I see 
my way toa real good thing; but I will never encourage gambling 
by giving tips for minor race-meetings, nor tempt the young and un- 


old duffer,’’ as you used to call me so yourself, deny it if you can, or 
‘‘a pampered and purse-proud Ingrate,” as I am often termed bya 
Relative to whom I am sure no one was ever more kind to him; at 
any rate, the character and career of NicHowas can safely be allowed 
to speak for themselves. And, my dear young Friend, if by any chance, 
you know—it might happen; we can never tell!—if it should occur 
that any of your correspondents should think it only the right sort of 
thing to offer him a Public Testimonial, for I know as it have been 
mooted in certain influential circles, all I have to say is that though I 
may not positively want it, nor do I, and would scorn to cadge for it, 
yet if your subscribers should come forward with their fivers or even 
their humble quids, it would be false pride in me to decline such a 
Memorial. But, of course, I do not care about a Statute, nor have I 


| ever done so. 


| As for the Cambridgeshire and Cexsarewitch, bide your time, my 


Sportive Resders! J have a dark one as will see short odds for the 


| former, and will name him previous to the race. 


What you say, sir, about not having received the MS. of my “ Knurr 


thinking to embark upon an ocean of speculation, which although it and Spell,” it is indeed = heavy blow to lose the literary labour of 


may land some of us, such as Nicuo1as, in the prospero 1s anchorage 
of pecuniary emolument, is yet overshadowed by the Upas-tree of 
Debt and the poisonous fangs of Dishonour, ever ready to fasten 
their reeking clutches on the Victim’s Heart! I hope I know better 
at my period. 

The future Historian, Sir, when speaking of my St. Leger’s Pro- 
phecy of 1866 shall never have it in his power to say as NicHoLas was 
a corruptor of youth, nor yet as I wilfully led them into Sweeps. I 
may, or I may not, be what seme of my friends are good enough to 

me 80, NiIcHOoLas, THE Princr oF PROPHETS. ; 

may, or I may not, have given you first, second, and third in that 
noble race which is named above; I may, or I may not, be rather 
more up to a thing or two than absolutely a “‘doddering old fool,’’ as 
one of your anonymous correspondents calls me, or an “‘ unprincipled 


me 


VOL. IV. 


years. Do you notthink asI might bring an action against the Post- 
office? It was a noble work, though I say it; but, perhaps, sir, it 
have since turned up? NIcHOLAS. 

P.S. 2.—It was to have been illustrated by copperplates. This 
may serve as a clew. 








Wreather Flattering! 


In the new coinage now being struck at Berlin, the King’s head is 
surrounded by a laurel wreath—a decoration not to be found on 
Prussian coins since the days of Frepgric THE Great. This is a new 
sort of garnishing for the sort of head his Majesty possesses. All that 
is required now is a Jemon in his mouth! 
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FROM OUR STALL. 







new comedy, Owrs, was established be- 
yond the possibility of a doubt on its 
first performance at the Prince of Wales 
Theatre. It is mainly to the charms of 
its dialogue that Uwrs will owe the long 
life in store for it. The plot and the 
incidents are of the simplest, but the 
talk is one coruscation— 
‘‘ Continuous as the stars that shine, 

And twinkle in the milky way.” 
(Dramatic dialogue is now-a-days more 
given to twinkle inthe milk-and-watery 
way, by the bye.) Mr. Ropertson’s 
comedy-writing is eccentric—strongly 
individualized—and thoroughly spon- 
taneous. His first act is a bouquet of 
epigrams; his next concludes with one 
of the cleverest situations possible— 
made out of the departure of our troops 
for the Crimea, and the consequent 
leave-takings between the chief charac- 
ters. The third act is laid at the seat of 
war, where all the ladies turn up—in a 
highly improbable way, be it said—and 
rejoin those who aredear tothem. The 
close of the play is unsatisfactory; for 
me Sebastopol—some of the company will 
call it Sebastoyoo/—remains untaken, 
and Ours is as liable as ever toe be 

thinned by shot, shell, or bayonet. 
Moreover, there is an inconsistency in making two young ladies play 
at soldiers within actual earshot of battle. ‘These blemishes might 
easily be removed, in company with a pun or two, and the comedy 
would then bear comparison with any contemporary work of its class. 
The leading members of the Prince of Wales's company are admir- 
ably fitted with parts. Mr. CLARKE appears in a more serious 
character than usual, and plays it with great force. Mr. Hare makes 
up and acts most artistically. Mr. F. Younce (who succeeds Mr. 
Dewar inthe representation of acomic sergeant) has a chance of which 
he avails himself fully. Mr. Ray is careful and Mr. Bancrort 
moderately impassioned. The latter gentleman must always remem- 
ber to take his cap off on entering a room, especially when saluted by 

a polite Russian prince. The ladies are all that could be wished ; 

| Mixs Larkin very impericus, Miss Marre Witton very arch and 
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graceful, Miss Lovisa Moorg very everything that is nice. The 

scenery is tasteful and complete, the incidental music suitable and 
| effective. After the comedy Miss Lyp1a Tuompson made her first 
| appearance, in Tottenham-street, in the Pas de Fascination, dancing 
and acting with all her powers of coquetry and animal spirits. 





| WOE. 
A Sonnet. 


Woe! woe! and yet again the cry arose, 
As of a soul in mortal agony ! 

A grief too deep for human sympathy, 

Hopeless of all save welcome Death's repose! 

A heart, whose every pulse throbbed nameless woes, 
Half maddened by its helpless misery, : 
Only could seek to fill infinity 7 

With such reproachful, passionate cries as those! 


Woe! woe! it was us if creat PAN were dead, 

And Nature, from sea-deep to mountain-top, 
Mourned, like the moonless night, for Puanus fled ! 

“ O, let thy steeds, poor youth, the fresh grass crop, 
| And tell me why thou criest woe,’”’ I said. 
“Woh!” he replied ; “to make the ’osses stop !” 


rn 





Here, There, and Everywhere. 


HE suceess of Mr. T. W. Rowertson’s 


Cown Calk. 


By THE SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


Tue inquest on the child, Tuomas Nicuors, who was refused admis- 
| sion at the Hackney Union and died in the German Hospital, exposes 
| another phase of workhouse misrule. It appears that the master and 

matron of the union, who are man and wife, were at variance with 
the medical staff and the chief nurse. The master complained that the 
medical men were not “ civil’? to him. The matron thought one of 
them “offensive,” because he urged the admission of the sick child. 
The result is that the poor little creature, who had never been cither 
uncivil or offensive to this worthy couple, was kept shivering half an 
hour at least in the opem porch of the house, and finally sent away (to 
die—as much of exposure as of cholera—at the German Hospital), 
although growing rapidly worse, actually turning blue, as sworn by 
the assistant surgeon, while detained in the porch. Such heartlessness 
is almost incredible. But it is not difficult to account for—‘‘the 
master had always been master, and will be master this time,” said the 
matron, and that sentence explains all, There is a conflict of 
authorities—the Driscorts and the Doctors disagree. A trial of 
powers is determined om, the master will assert his dignity and try the 
case; so the experiment is made on the poor little ‘‘ vile body”’ thus 
huddled away into an untimely grave! 

Worxkuovses again! I have just been reading the report of the 
proceedings of the Strand guardians, at a meeting where Messks. 
Srorr and Hepecocx urged that “the system of Lady Nursing, which 
had been so beneficial at Choritom,” should be introduced at the Strand 
Union. It so happens that these ladies, who devote themselves, as 
only women can, to tending the sick poor, unite with active charity a 
certain form of religious belief; wherefore, certain of the guardians, 
who pro think drunken pauper nurses of no particular creed are 
less likely to be troublesome amd inquiring, raise a howl, and the pro- 

sal is quashed. Yet Dra. Jznnex, Miss Niewtineate, and Miss 

wIninc—and these names are good recommendations—approve of the 
noble efforts made by the sisterhood ; and the doctor, who has watched 
their labours at the North London Hospital, speaks strongly in their 
favour. “I ” he says, “that they might (as I have heard of 
others doing) step out of their province in various ways, and so inter- 
fere with the general usefulness of the charity. Now I can truly say 
that in opimion, the greatest misfortune that could befall the 
inmates of the hospital would be the withdrawal of the sisterhood 
from the work they so admirably perform.” One feels sick and sorry 
to see the Strand guardians refusing such aid in the teeth of such 
testimony. If bigotry only is the cause of their refusal it is bad 
enough, but it is to be feared that the desire to “‘keep dark’’ the 
system of administration has as much to de with it as any alarms about 
proselytism. 

I am glad to see Sin Samurt Baxsr, who is am authority on the 
black question, writing such a sensible and temperate letter to the 
Times about GENERAL Eyre and Jamaica. But he is of too sanguine 
a temperament. He, and his brave wife, when starving in the wilds 
kept up their spirits by drawing up a méxu for a Barmecide’s feast. 
With an equally lively imagination, he fancies that the enemies of 
Governor Eyre will not go so far as to an attack ‘“‘so degrading and 
contemptible ’’—‘‘ a course of persecution so vindictive,” as a criminal 
action. Sim SamveEt is acquainted with the impulsiveness of the black 
—he does not fully understand the pertinacity of the bigot, though he 
can pen such a stinger as the following sentence :— 

“* The negro, being a fashionable topic, must be discussed by all parties, capable 
or incapable, especially as he aff.rds to philanthropists that pungent source of 
acrimony so agreeable to Christian feeling, because while sympatuy is bestuwed 
upon one object, animosity can be expended upon the other.” 

Tue refusal of the Queen to be present at the inaugural ceremonies 
at Manchester and Liverpool—especially on account of the reason 
alleged for it, “‘a fear that the fatigues would be too great’’—has 
naturally been a source of great anxiety to Her Majesty's loyal sub- 
jects. Nor was that anxiety lessened by the statement that, from a 
siniilar cause, the Prince of Wales had been compelled to absent him- 
self from a Volunteer Review at which it had been understood that he 
would be present. Under these circumstances, it is really delightful 
—quite reassuring—to read about the doings of the Court in the High- 
lands, and to learn that at a ball given to the tenants and servants at 
Abergeldie— 

‘‘ Her Maje-ty was apparently in good health, and evidently enjoved the dancing. 
Shortly before eleven the Queen accompanied by Princess Louise, Prince Leopold, 


Sm Boyre Rocue’ : . 
E's f, rd. w , ; 
amous bird, which could be in two places at | Princess Beatrice, &c., retired from the ballroom, while the Prince and Princess of 


= is « mewhat in danger of having to give way to the Protector as 
the ent example of this extraordinary ubiquitousness. We learn from 
an article on London in a recent Number of London Socicty, that, 


PA the anniversaries of his great victories of Worcester and Dunbar, CromweLi 


We always had a very great respect for OLIVER, as 
ordinary capacity. Our respect is deabl aaa > a8 aman of no 


eer ay 


Wales, the Duke of Edinburgh, &c., continued dancing with unflagging spirit till 
an early hour in the morning.”’ 








The Bank Rate. 


| Toss who have so long patiently watched for a reduction of the 
| bank rate, say that it is worth its “wait” in gold. 


— 
| 
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SEPTEMBER 29, 1866, 


THE LONG STRIKE. 


ACT I. Scene 1.—AManufacturers discovered in Session. 


Mr. ARMITAGE (a manufacturer).—What I propose is this—Give 
every workman in Manchester five hundred a-year and his beer, and 
treat him as one of the family. 

Mr. Ravtey (another).—I dissent. Make ’em work twenty-fve 
hours a day, and run away with all their sweethearts. 

(Enter a D-putation of Starving Workmen, headed by Noau LEARoyD.) 

Noau.— What be ee goin’ to do wi’ us ? 

Mr. AnmitaGe.—Everything! 

Me. Rapiey.—Nothing! 

Noau.—An’ that be ye’ final decision ? 

Botu.—It is! 

Noau (to S. W.).—Coom, lads, and burn down Manchester! 

Aui.—We will! [ Exeunt to burn Manchester. 


Scene 2.—Old Miligate. Enter Janz Learoyp, a factory girl. 

Janz.—It’s here that Mr. Radley meets me nightly. Ah, sure! 

Enter Mx. Ravrey. 

Rapiey.—Jane, you are a humble factory girl in short sleeves—I 
am a beautiful pink and white manufacturer with curly hair. Do you 
not adore me? 

Jane.—Ah, well, notwithstanding that you wear a white hat, a 
white coat, and light trowsers, I think I do. [ They fondle. 
Linter Jem STARKIE. 

Jem S.—Ha! Mr. Radley, a-fondling my lass! This is annoying. 


[Knocks Mr. Rapiey down, 
Rapuey.—Humph! Ablow? Never! At all events, rarely! At 
present I will dissemble; but a time wil/ come! No matter—Humph. 
Scene 3.—Noan’s Dwelling. Enter Janz. ! 
Janz.—Ah, where’s Jem Starkie? (Knock.) Come in! 
Enter JOHNNY Reityy, an Irish Sailor. 

Janz.—Ah, Johnny Reilly, an Irish sailor, and is it thee, lad ? 

Jounny R.—Sure, it’s meeself at all, atall, at all! I'm goin’ to 
say 

Jane (severely).—What are you going to say ? 

Jounny R.—I'm going to say in the Andromache-Dinah—and I’m 
come to say geod-bye; fur don’t I leve ye atall, at all, atall? And 
don't Jem love ye at all, at all, at all? In short, don’t we both love 
ye, at all, at all, at all ? 

JANE.—Well, good-bye, lad! 

JoHNNY R.—Gvod-bye, mavourneen, musha! 
moonbames! 





Carry me into the 
[ Exit. 
Enter JEM. 
Jem.—Lass, I love ye well. 
J.NE.—But I canna love you, lad. Hook it. 
Enter Raputy, pursued by mob. 

Rapiey.—Jane, save me! ‘They would tear me limb from limb. 

Jem.—Oh, certainly. You love my young woman, so hide in her 
room ; it’s on the first landing—cheertul, perhaps, but a trifle too public 
—and I’]l come and let you out when all’s quiet. Delighted I'm sure. 

RapLey.—You're really very good. 

JremM.— Don’t name it, my dear fellow. 

[Lxeunt Rap.ey up to landing, and Jem into street. 
Enter Noau and Three Conspirators. 

Noau.—Now that we are alone we will conspire to burn down 
Manchester. [ 7/ey draw lots—the lot falls upon Noan. Ravwey listens. 

Noau.—Ha! I knewit. Now to burn down Manchester. 

Exit to burn down Manchester. 

RaDueEy (coming down).—This shall to the police. [Zit to the police. 

Enter Noau. 
Noau.—Nay ; I shall not burn down Manchester till to-morrow. 
Enter @ Po.iceMAn. 

Po.tcevan.—Noah, you are going to burn down Manches’er, but 
you mustn't. Mr. Radley has laid irformation, and I have come to 
tell you that you may escape. It's wrong of me; but [ generally go 
wrong. I attribute it partly to my being the only policeman in Man- 


chester who is allowed to speak a line, and partly to the confusing | 


effect of having XLI on one collar and LIX on the other. dmI | 
forty-one or fifty-nine ? 
Noau.—You look fifty-nine. [ Tableau. 


ACT II.—Fuller’s-lane, with Rapury’s House. Enter Ravury. 
Rapiey.— Pink and white manufacturer tho’ I be, yet I will carry 
off my Jane! 
my abude. The lane is Fuller's, but the house is mine. 
Enter JANE. 
Jane.—Ah! it’s Mr. Radley. 
Ranptey.—Come! I would carry you off! 
JANe.—And would you marry me off ? , 
Rapiey.—Marry ? Ha! Ha! that +s a good one! 
[ Lney struyyle—a pistol is fired from a hedge, and Ravuxy falls dead. 


Ha! Ha! 


FUN. 


| mustn't. 


ay 








Enter Society aT Lanae. 
Society at Larcr.—Ha! This is murder. 
Enter Potticeman XLI LIX. 
PoticemMan.—The best way tv detect a murderer is to let every one 
go whom you suspect. [Lets every one go whom he suspects. Tubleau. 


ACT IIL Scenz 1.—WMill-gate. Starving Mechanies (worse off than 
ever) discovered. 
A Mecnawnic.—Here comes poor old Noah. 

A big property pump, that has been forgotten in setting the scene, is at 
this moment shoved into the middle of the stage by peceant carpenter. 
General joy of audience. Thenenter Noau looking benigniy at pump. 

Noau.—Ah, lads! { Dodders—exessnt Workmen. 

Enter Jem STARK iB and J Anz. 

JaNnE.—You murdered Radley ! 

JzmM.—No I didn’t! 

J AanzE.—I believe you—but XLT, or LTX, don’t. 

Enter XLI LIX. 

XLI LIX.—Jem, I arrest you for the murder of Radley. 

Jemu.— But I was with Johnny Reilly at the time! 

XLI LIX.—Ah! fie! pish! tush! pooh! bah! pshaw! 

Scenzs 2.—Moneyrenny’s Ofice. MOoN&YPRENNY Giscovered at tea. 

Mongypenny.— I am a solicitor in large practice, and I keep a grey 
footman and a smiling huusekeeper, yet I always hawemy supper at 
twelve p.m. in the office. It’s so much more cheerful than my private 
parlour. (Writhes.) Fiuter Janz LEarorn. 

JANE.—My lad’s in trouble. 

Moneyrenny.—Ah! (Weeps.) What is it? 

(Stretches his mouth from ear to ear, and turns his lips inside out.) 

Janze.—Murder! The only witness that can clear my jad is starting 
from Liverpoo! for New York at this moment. 

MonryPENNY.—Poor gal! (Sgetrms.) We must telegraph. (Sohs.) 
Come along. [ Exeunt arm in arm, both weeping bitterly. 

ACT IV. Scanz 1.—Telegraph Office. 
Enter Moneypenny and Janz Leanovyp. 

Moneypexny (to Clerk).—I want to telegraph to Liverpool to say 
that a pilet-boat must start immediately to catch the ship dndromache- 

Dinah, and bring back Johnny Reilly, to give evidence in favour of 

Jem Starkie, accused of murder. Twenty pounds deposited. 

—reply comes im abuut fiasr seconds.) 


[ Clerk signals 
Crzex.—All right. (Reads.) “The pilot-boat is by this time on 


her way to the ship.” And yet people complain that the telegraph is 
dilatory ! 
Scene 2.—A fter-cabin of the Andromache-Dinah. EE. ter Retury. 

Jounny.—Ah, but it’s Ould England we're leavin’. Sure, thin, 
ain't I the only sailor on board bar the captain, and ain't this ship 
2,000 tons (register). Shure we're short-handed. 

Enter a Fizuce Captain bound in gold lace. 
Fierce C.—Abaft! Belay! Johnny Reilly and I always work 


the ship from the after-cabin. Marlinspikes and best bowers! Wow! 
Euat through the ship's side. 


Hold hard! Here's a mes-age. 
(Lait Jounnxy upstairs lo see whut tt ts. 


Enter Frence Captain through ship's side, 


Pinot (in boat without).—Hi! 


Frerce C.—Give me the telegram. (Aeads.) Ha! ha! They 
want you to go and give evidence in favour of Jem Starkie! No! 


no! you are the only man on board except myself, and I can not work 


such a ship single-handed. ; : 
Jounny.—Ah! sure, then, it’s meeself will swim ashore! 
[Jumps overboard. 
Scene 2.—Crown Court at Assizes. Jem STARKIB being tried for murdr 
by an trresolute Judye with his hair down as tf he had heen b ithiny. 
Serseant Wi6.ey.—I «am only twenty, or so, yet I am a Serjeant- 
at-law. Gentlemen, convict the prisoner! 
SersJEANT SPukRIERK.—I am only sixteen, and I, also, am a Serjeant- 
at-law. Acquit him! _— 
Jupce.—Gentlemen, you have heard the case; it is only a murder 
| trial, so I needn't sum up. 
Imputsive For*MAn OF THE JURY.—He is ar guilty ! 
Moneypenny.—No he ain't. (Sguirms.) He's innocent! i 
attorney, so I ought to know. (Zwer/s.) Dll knock all your heads off! 
Jupce.—Really, this is very irregular! Don't, sir! you really 
Enter JouNNY Rervvy. 
Jounny R.—Ah, here I am at last, sure, darlints. And wasn’t Jem 
Starkie with me when the murder was committed ; and, althongh «1 
haven’, been sworn, do you think oi’d tella lie to save my dearest 





T’m his 


She passes here this evening—I will inwiggle her into friend Jem from the gallows ? 
| _ImpuLsive F.—He is ar——innocent! 


| General joy—Judge embraces Monevvenny, the Criers fall tnto each 
other’s arms, the Jury weep, the Iteporters are unmanned, and the 
curtain fulls helplessly on the tableau. 7 
Ourse.ves.—After all, it is by no means a bad piece, and it’s 
capitally acted—especially by Mn. Emery, Mn. Cowrer, and Mr. and 


Mrs. Bovucicavtt; but we're such a fellow—we must have our joke! 
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AN APE-(OLOGY). 








Mr. Gibbon :—“I’m AFRAID YOU DON’T REMEMBER ME:—HAD THE PLEASURE OF BEING INTRODUCED TO YOU IN THE MonxKEY-HOUSE 


AT THE Zoo, Last Sunpay.” 


’ 
Satirical Fair :—“‘I BEG PARDON REALLY. I DImN’T RECOGNISE YOU AGAIN. There were so many there!’ 





PROPOSED TESTIMONIAL. 


Ws have received the following communication :— 


To THe Epitor or Fvn. 
Lonvon. 

Mr. Epritor,—Do you not think, sir, that the time have now arrived 
when some public recognition ought to be made of the genius, perse- 
verance, and integrity displayed by your Sportive Prophet? Sir, 
Mr. Nicno.as is not personally known to me, though I have often 
wished as I had the honour of his acquaintance, in consequence of 
which this proposal is made entirely upon public grounds, nor do I 
wish to obtrude myself. 

Week after week, sir, your organ, than whom I am sure a more 
amusing periodical, though I wonder how you do it for the money— 
week after week, sir, your organ have been enriched, not to say im- 
mortalised, by the countrybutions of that illustrious man, and seldom, 
indeed, is it but what his tips have proved that right you are. I have 
myself, sir, long been in the habit of backing the selections of Mr. 
Nicno.as, whereby I have realised a handsome sum of money, and 
80 may any one who will follow him faithful, and it is therefore from 
feelings of pecuniary gratitude united to those of epistolary admiration 
Cat T onggeet the least thing as can fairly be done for him is a Testi- 
mo 


Sir, if you will survey the historic scroll of your New Serious, you 
will find that the Prophet have almost invariably been all there, or 
thereabouts; selecting with a unerring eye the future winner of the 
hippic and equestrian jousts, and often sending of him when he is at 
outside prices, thereby enabling you to put the pot on heavy. It 
might be tedious, Mr. Editor, to recapitulate all the achievements of 
your good and gifted “ old man,” as he playfully calls himself in your 
ee though me not a bit older after all than many as pretends 
to look downon him. What have he not foretold, sir? His accuracy 
it have become poorverbial, and I am quite sure that every right- 
minded betting-man in Great Britain’s glowing Hemisphere must 





SL a 





look upon him as a True British Prophet, and a Benefactor to his 
Fellow Man! ir 

As such, sir, Mr. Nicuoras deserves a public Recognition and 
Memorial; and it only needs a few well-known names for to set i 
agoing, and no flies. ApM«RAL Rovs would perhaps not object to be 
one of the committee, and I believe that though he once ordered 
Nicuoxas off Newmarket Heath, such was done before the Prophet had 
attained celebrity. Many of Britannia’s Aristocracy, to whom the old 
man is well beknown, would of course join in, and I do not think it 
altogether impossible but what H. R. H. might be induced to come 
forward and rally round a brother sportsman, than whom he well 
know Nicuotas to be so. 

Sir, the time have gone by when Statutes were all the go; nor from 
what I have heard tell of the Prophet's physical appearance, though 
pleasing and genial, do I think as he would look well in a Statute, 
either equestrian or not so, but otherwise. Besides, statutes after all, 
are incentuals to vanity and graven images. No, Mr. Editor! Let 
us give practical proof of our regard for Nicuoias. Do not let us 
waste the money in brass or marble :—/et us give tt to him in hard cash ; 
and no one will be more happy to contribute his mite than 


An OLD AND RESPECTABLE SUBSCRIBER. 
P.S.—We might also give him a few dozen of Sherry wine. 


[Eprrorrat Note.—Nicuo ras, this trick is unworthy of you! The 
handwriting is disguised, but we know your style of composition, you 
artful old man !} 


—_—_—_—_—_——_————__=za= 


The Belgian Volunteer Fetes. 
“‘ The Fétes are postponed until October.”— Vide Daily Papers. 
Srycz they a day can’t fix upon, 
The Belgians, it is clear, 


Instead of “‘ crying, off and on,” 
Had better drop the Zir. 


———_——_—__ 
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PEACE AT THE PARIS EXHIBITION. 
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MRS. BROWN REVISITS HER DAUGHTER. | ’appy as the day was long, and that Joun madea good ’usband, and 


eae ; >,’ his mother’s bark was wus ' » hite 1 ae ; 
“Brown,” I says, “it’s a boy as our dear gal ’as got.” “Well, gp ld ee ee, oe than her bite, as I don't see why sh 
. - Says, ga. a fon yon'ye SHould give way to neither myself, not bein’ a dog, as is their natures 
he says, “ that’s all right, and now I suppose you'll be easy, for you'v®  4,. but I would : oS ks 
y ieee ; ee a ee : 0; but t would not stand that old nuss a-rollin’ and a-pinnin’ that 
been in a reg’ lar fidget night and day this ten days. infant Hin 6 Genci 
Pe ss tee. ten, iether | ror -, Infant up like a Grecian mummy; 80 we had words through me 
“Well,” I says, “that’s only nat'ral, as ’ave been lockin’ for this akin’ and oe. 2 : ; 
c : ,, &-takin’ and undressin’ him afore her face, with a great yaller pin as 
letter every post, as 1s come at last, and he’s wrote to say as she’s bi fanlae ee LY on . 
every : a. * Ct 2 ig as a Jackass, as the sayin’ is, right between his shoulders. 
| a-lookin’ for’ard to see us both. So Brown he says, ‘I don’t see as T got tty well for 2 ican 
| Ican go possible; but,” he says, “you'd better pack up and be off. got on pretty well for a week, though very near ‘avin’ words once 
| can gO poss : , » BAYS, “] Pp p é 277? Over a fowl as that old idjot would ’ave soaked in water afore bilin’, 








for I know I shan’t ’ave no peace of my life till you’ve seen that child, as I says. “You'd take every bit of goodness out on it,” and as to 
as is reg'lar mad after babies.” , beef-tea, you never did see such rubbish, why she ain’t no more idea | 

“ Well,” I says, ‘‘I certainly did say as I'd go, though the journey on it than a whale. as I savs. * A-denwadia’ a little: big: of beef in | 
is more than I can bear; but, of course, it’s nat’ral as she should wish quarts of water whereas ” ; os rs, “done in a iaris meat amd drink | 
it through bein’ her first, as slic’s in course proud on, and will feel too;’? but she sail a hs Cia t Gaia ‘oan “s teach her; so I says | 
oa when it comes to the ain Ot asm, not as ass love oh for to Liza, My dear, let ’em give it to the pigs, for it’s downright _ 

ere can’t be no doubt but the love is sent with them, though never slush,” and if that old cat wasn’t a-listenin’ 
the same fuss as about the first. I knows very well,’ I says, in i anes spoke no more, though it did: eve: ame tue: to sec 
“Brown, as I shall have words with his mother, as is that fidget, farmin’ men's: breakfast. as was aia hitéle Toot enti nating but 
a reg’lar skin-and-grief kind of woman, and however ’L1za’s been stale bits of bread withe boilin’ water poured over and a aan of 
able to bear up agin her I can't think, as I don’t hold with old folks jitchen stuff stirred up in it. ‘They lives very ‘ard them men, I ie 
a-livin’ with young ones, as had best be left to theirselves, and often say, with all them ’ours at ark and very often nothing an aah asl 
makes up their little differences better when no third party’s a-standin’ day but a bit of cold dumplin’ enough to lay like lead in the consti- 
by for to put in an oar.” , tution, and washed down with cider as winegar is syrup to. 

I'm sure the trouble it was to me to get ready, with the weather 7 Jikes the green fields certainly, though I don’t think as ever I did 
that warm, and if I hates anything in this world it’s railways, as get such a fright as that bull give me a-comin’ on him eudden, as I 
puts me all of a tremble even to hear the whistle a-tearin’ on like gig ynawares, a-feedin’ quiet down by the water-side ond te 
mad; but, law bless you, when I’m once in it I gives myself up for | a. walkin’ there end a-goin’ to pick a flower, and just ‘ot @tn 
lost, and makes my mind quite easy. Brown he wouldn't go, ’cos a-stoopin’ I heard him a-breathin’ ’ard, and just then give a roar as 
he said he’d had enough of babies, not as he can say with truth a8 jade me start into the brook: I rolled like a harrow from a bow. 
| ever they broke his rest through me always a-sayin’ as ‘owever can ‘The water wasn’t deep, so I wnelend through it to a field the other 
| aman be up to his work in the mornin’ with a broken night's rest, as side, as the bull couldn't follow through postes and wires, as I 

I’ve known them as would lay a-snorin’ in their beds like Mrs.  gcrambled over, and was just a-shakin’ myself when I heerd a growl, 

Gippins, and let that poor man walk the room by the hour a-keepin’§ ang jf a great big dog didn’t seize me by the skirt of my gownd. I 

that infant quiet, as I’m sure led to his rheumatics in the knees, as ..pcamed ten thousand murders. Up comes a farmer with a fork in 

crippled him for life. I don’t think as ever I remembera hotter mornin’ | }j, hand, as I naturally thought, to chastise the dog, but he hollars 
than when I left Paddin’ton Station, and though the carriages was | 4+ me like one of his native bulls, “ What right ’ave you a-trespassin’ 
very nice, I must say as a footstool would have been a comfort. on my land?” I says, “ Why in course I’ve took refuge from that 

It’s very beautiful for to see the country a-lookin’ that green all bull, as is liable to devour me.” So he says, “I won't have none of 
over as betokens a fine harvest, as we must all hope for with bread at your lot here.” I says, “ Who are you a-callin’ a lot, you low-lived 
eightpence; and I was glad for to see Windsor Castle, as QUEEN | Ghawbacon?” He says, “Come, none of your sauce, but walk off, 

Wicrtoria lives a good deal in, though fond of Scotland, as I’ve heerd | 4, J") pretty soon put you inthe pound.”’ I says, ‘I dare you to it. 

say is very wild, and wouldn’t suit me, for mountains is things I | y,,, lay a finger on me and I’ll tear your eyes out.” 

don’t hold with, as tekes away the breath and breaks the back ; but He says, “ You're a nice brimstone, jest like the old spitfire as 

as to any one a-sayin’ as Brown was there as gilley, why it’s false, | you're a-stoppin’ with.’ And then it comes over me as he must be 

whatever it may mean, as is French for something I suppose. | the farmer next door as Mrs. Muaccrripce had got a law-suit with 

I’m sure it’s wonderful as I could sleep in that train, as a mouse | about a bit of land as them ignorant bumpkins is always a-wranglin’ 
will wake, and yet I must have done, for I only remembers a-stoppin over, and I'm sure there’s plenty for ’em all, as seems to me reg’ lar 
once till we got to Exeter, and so on to where I was put out, and waste-ground like. But I’m sure I should have the law of Mus. 
wasn’t met by no dog-carts but the four-wheel shay, and I must say | \fug¢eRipeGe myself about something if I lived within ten miles on 
as Jounny was very glad to see me. And when I got there, though | por Jet alone next door. SoI rather give in and says, “ Excuse me, 
tired, I did enjoy a-secin’ my dear gal a-lookin’ that nicely with her | sir, as didn't mean no trespasses, but couldn’t stop where that bull 
boy, as is a fine child if his grandmother don’t destroy him with her | ,,, convenient,” as seemed to bring him to reason, for he whistles his 
carraway waters and rubbish, as she distils herself, and had better | dog and walks off, and I makes my way home, and only a little dry 
drink it too herself, an old idjot, and I can’t say as I cared much for | puq) for the sun was that hot that my things was dried as I walked. 
the party as was nussing ’Liza, for she seemed to be two-thirds stupid The arternoon afore I come ’ome we had tea on the lawn like, 














Sst 


and the rest sullen, as is their country ways. through ’Liza bein’ quite strong, and a bit of carpet down for the 
I was all the better for my tea, and got to bed early through | fect, and I must say it would have been wery agreeable all but for 
wantin’ rest. But whether it was the strange bed or the fresh air I my being all of a fidget like through something a-bitin’ me till at 
can’t say, but sleep I couldn’t. There was a old-fashioned clock | ja: T couldn’t bear it no longer, and up I jumps, and mad I thought I 
a-standin’ on the stairs, as ticked loud enough for twenty, and struck | jist have gone, and they says as it was ‘arvest bugs a-irritatin’ me, 
the hours with a fizzin’ noise like ginger beer a-bustin’. ‘The place | 2,4 persuaded me for to apply winegar, as seemed to scarify me. 
was sweet and clean, but the feathers in my pillar hadn’t been dried If old Mxs. Mvcornioe didn’t put me out, for she says, “ Law, 
proper or something, for they'd a smell as obligated me for to take | 4, think of their a-bitin’ you, why I should a-thought livin’ in 
to the bolster, as put my head that low as made it all giddy like. London you was proof agin wermin.”” I says, “ may live in London 
The room over mine was where they kep’ the cheeses, and there was | 9. jg a place where clean ways will keep under any filth,” I says, “as 
pigeons close by, as begun a-cooin’ afore daylight, and waked up the | them in the country’s so used to as they don’t notice,” for I'm sure 
cocks and hens, as crowed like mad a-defyin’ of one another, and jest | that farmyard had a pool in the middle as it was downright dis- 
as I was a-droppin’ off, in come the young woman a-bouncin’ with @ | oraceful to let them ducks go near, and the pigs was always a-wallerin’ 
jug of hot water, a-sayin’ as breakfast was at seven, as I considersa|j, Put the old woman she didn’t make no answer, so it passed off, 
good hour too soon. I don’t know how it is, but I never do fancy | ang che begged me for to stay a day or two more, as I consented 
country wittles ; for though the milk is very fresh, of course they never | through ’Liza a-wishin’ it and Brown a-writin’ as he must be at 
‘ave a drop of cream, as is all made into butter, as isn't to my taste, | Colchester another week, as is blasting something for to make it fire- 
and as to their bacon, they don’t know ‘ow to cure it, and ‘as always | proof’ So I was agreeable, never a-thinkin’ as that old cat wanted 
a rancorous taste. ‘They said as they'd begun to lay up their eggs for | me to stop over the ’sizes for to be witness agin that next-door farmer, 
winter, and I’m sorry as they didn’t lay the one up as I got, for it | a, | refused downright. Whatever was it to me? I thought she 
was quite bad. : was mighty civil; but I spoke up at once, and let her know as she 
As to tea they can’t make it; but, bless you, I was that perlite a8 | needn't look to me for to bear no malice agin that man, though I felt 
I kep’ a sayin’ everything was beautiful, and I’m sure it’s a wonder tht dog’s tecth for days, as it's a mercy it didn't turn to the hideand- 
as I wasn’t choked for a-praisin’ the ‘ome-made bread, a8 was as throby, as no doubt the water put a stop to, as it was well as I was 
bitter as sut and as’ "eavy as lead. I wouldn’t have no words with wet through, as turned it off. 
that old pepper-castor of a woman, for Brown he said afore : 
“oN i if vy c Vl o i , ’e we ° 
4 ar ‘oe eae acl op there ayo eo A Pec ror A Joxr.— When does a Greenwich pensioner make a 
I ’ada agreeable time enough with my dear gal, as said she was as | jest of his misfortunes >— When he takes off his wooden leg. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


Sigil ek aa 


(Answer in our next.) 
Far o’er the wide Atlantic there’s a leader, : T 
For anarchy against all rule a pleader. | 
The country where so base a man holds station, ; 6 By 


You may imagine is a hapless nation. 
So that it soon may better its condition, 
May a fair lady have a prosperous mission. 


ee nem ee 


My towers and temples rose sublime; 
The glory of an ancient time 

To me belongs: 
But now I fit a silly rhyme 

In comic songs. 


| 
. ' 
The centre of a holy clime, | 
2. 
The waters had no fairer child, 
By glen or piny mountain, 
Until by human woe defiled, E 


She vanish’d in a fountain. i 


Two mighty heroes bore a sounding name, 
Equal in arms, in triumphs and in fame. 


4. 
Two northern Queens of neighbouring domains, 
One feared and mighty, one in shameful chains, 
Are shown in me—TI startle, thrill, excite, 
| And live through years of passion in a night. 
5. 
One great profession of Reform has need, ‘7 
For on it parasitic insects feed, 
Their placards with disgust we daily scan, 7 
Proclaiming what a foolish thing is man. : 


6. 
In happy old England you can’t reach me yet, 
Far nearer in summer than winter you get. ] 


——— 


ANSWER To Last WEEkK’s AGnrostTIc. Eo 


| N Nicolai I 

| A Aim M 

| P Plump F 

A FREAK OF NATURE. O Ozone x 

Husband :—“ Tuere, MY DEAR, I'VE BROUGHT YOU A BRA€E OF - som 7 
PARTRIDGES; JUST 8HOT ’EM.”’ O (rciana A 
Wife (inspecting them):— Wxit, JOHN, IT WAS TIME SOMEBODY DID N Nourmahal I 


SHOOT THEM, FOR THEY WERE GETTING RATHER HIGH.” 
| Answers Recsived to Sept. 21st.—None correct. . 








‘*Roley Poley, Gammon,” etc. Syntax in the Saddle. 


Tux writer of a dramatic critique in the Times, the other day, had} We cannot believe the current rumour that Her Maszsty edits that 
to make mention of a peculiar sort of pudding, familiar to the young, | wonderful Court Circular which tells us all about her daily doings at 
and consisting of jam concealed in a convolution of paste, somewhat in | home; indeed, we rather wish that she would take the matter in hand, 
shape of a bolster. No doubt visions of the dear dish of his youth rose for then we might feel sure that her own English would be properly 
before the writer's eye as he penned the sentence which referred to it, | respected. The other day, we read this interesting but carelessly 
ond hie Sane toons ed iy 0 waetion. The result was possibly that | worded announcement :— 

writing was not very egible at this point. When it came to be “ The ¢ ied by Princess C N, rod i 
set-up - can eget to meres > ware consultation of readers and morning, in the neighbourhood of —_ Me OE Yn RE 

compositors as e orthography of the unusual word. Was it | The actual fact bein , 

rs 7 a Pom : ; g that the Royal lady rode on a pony, and not, as 
rolly polly,” or “‘roley poley ?” Much was to be said on both sides, | stated, on ponies. It would have been quite correct to say that the 
: . 3 Queen and Princess rode on ponies; but we have it on the best 
re er ee but — by a that as the word occurred | authority that the two ladies had only one pony apiece. It is lament- 
spelt. ‘The ae S a yee i ly at nein réle and should be so | able that the state of our language at Court should cause a public mis- 
a oa cho tne woken th ‘ ) poy ne h ¥ Sone It was | statement of so important a fact, and should lead credulous persons 
wile bi fir Rookie eitia od : - S bs ole” ° oe but D, | into the error of supposing either that Her Masesty performs the 
» ag © e was the thing for a equestrian feat known in old Astleian days as the journey of the 





stir-about, and so why not for a pudding. It was finally decided that : ; i i 
. » and . f .t ‘‘Courier of St. Petersburg,’’ or that her morning rides are such 
re was correct, but we venture to question the decision. prolonged and arduous affairs that she requires a change of ponies 





We should spell it “roley poley ”’—but then, after all, th 
pudding is in the eating. vee poems Se Te gee SS | Gn thocend. 
sail tieteaatieaititeaiuanatinintmamastiiats Honi Soit! 
Notes for Guerists. eam hese oaners sorenes we cove - has had the disposal of a 
“'Wipk-awaxke.”—Certainly. If you throw your hat at a man paar OF wervers. on rae to clear off some of the obliga- 
—— vonage becomes a ateah. Tite: ’ ™ the | tion his party hose to its supporters. 6 
TUDENT aT Law.—It is necessary to get a stam i 
Paying the — of a vessel. a Yee seeret ger ART QUERY. 
BDIco.— We quite agree with you that a man witha broken nose| ‘AN Italian Image” writes to inquire i 
would do well to carry it for a time in a gin sling. | may be described wn stene’s tisow. Tee tn eee 
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THALIA’S FLOWER GARDEN. 


No. 1.—“ DETUR PULCHRIORI.” 


Tue goddess of Discord, so we're told, 
| At the wedding of Perrvs cast a shade, 
| By throwing the women an apple of gold, 
| Directed, “A gift to the fairest maid.” 
| “The office of judge no god shall fill,”’ 
| Thus JUPITER spoke, and we all know how 
| The ladies were rang’d upon Ipa’s hill, 
| For Paris to settle the family row. 


A nineteenth-century strife might rise, 
And tongues of enthusiasts wag with rage, 
By promising flow’rs for the sweetest eyes 
And the fairest face on the London stage. 
Supposing an umpire were doom’d to-day 
To settle of rival claims a score, 
What wonder if SoLomon’s best bouquet 
Were flung at the feet of Louisa Moons ? 


No. 2—FLAMMA REDIVIVA. 
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One recollects Lyceum days, 
And calls on TueEsris to restore them, 

When Priancné wrote the fairy plays, | 
And CuarLey Maruews play’d before them. | 

One has not quite forgotten yet, | 
And who is likely to forget a | 

Most charming girl with eyes of jet, | 
Who graced each smart comedietta ? 


| 
! 


The’years that come and go so fast, 
O’er women’s faces pass so lightly, 
That we get stupefied at last, 
And comprehend Time's frolics slightly. 
Last week, I’m sure I was awake, 
When in a playhouse small but natty, 
I saw The Lady of the Lake 
Beatified by pretty Parry. 








INTELLECTUAL FEAST; 


oR, 
FOUR HOURS WITH BILBERRY. 


'' He is my bosom-friend ; the kindest creature in the wide world, and 
the most brilliant conversationalist in the great metropolis. Fancy 
my emotion—my rapture—when I heard Birperry’s knock at the 
outer door of my solitary chambers last night. I flew to open it. 

It was near midnight, and I think I had been to the play. Perhaps 
I had met a genial acquaintance at the play; or perhaps I had been 
taken thirsty between the acts. Anyhow, there I was; very sleepy 


AN 


Which he did. Exactly as the clock—some clock or other—was in 
the middle of striking twelve (I thought it was twenty-four, but I | 
have since discovered my ignorance and folly) I was entreated by 
Brizerry to tell him what I thought of Kant. 

“Can’t say,” I replied; my eyes were shut, but my mind was open, 
wide open. 

Dread silence reigned around ntil about a quarter past midnight; 
then I gave my arm-chair up to -.-LBERRY and threw myself upon the 
sofa. Downy sleep, Death’s counterfeit, came down upon me with a 
run. The accents of BirpeRRy reached me from an immeasurable 
distance; his nose was as sharp as a pen, and he babbled of green 
fields. I hate fields that are green; the monotony of the emerald | 
grass should be relieved by the topaz of the dandelion (Taraxacum | 
simplex). Some people go and lie down in fields. Let ’em do it; but 
J don't like the grasshopper. As for the shrill cicala, people of the | 
pine ! 

I woke at five minutes past one from a feverish dream and found | 
Bruperny still at it. ‘Was it at Marengo that Marsuau Dessarx | 
received a mortal wound ?” 

“Dessay it was,’’ I replied, brightening up for the occasion. Then 
I relapsed again into the calm slumber of the crissom child. 

The leaden hours walked on; it was now ten minutes to three. | 
Methought I sat upon a lofty rock in the island of Sark, fishing for | 
barbel with a long bit of cotton, a bent pin, and a worm. n | 


indeed, but of course happy to see BrrpErry, and hear him talk to me. | 





individual of majestic appearance came up; he was a pilot by profes- | 
sion. ‘Go down, go down,” the Pilot cried. ‘This is no place for | 


Pleased. He was angry,*but_I2didn’t care for that; soI went on 


Sees fees I 





This 1s what happened to Pryme Whyte’s picture. 
satisfaction, ts seen enjoying a quiet pipe in the background. 


| where he was robbed; fortunately, he had not much money about him. 


thee!” But I told him that I should stop there as long as I jolly | 


AR 
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WORKING WITH HOG-HAIRS. 


BrotHer BrRusHEs, BEWARE! 
P. W. having finished it to his complete 


fishing for a quarter of a century, and then I caught a barbel. I 
looked at its face for a moment and burst out laughing; for, lo and 
behold! if was the very image of Brrperry. ‘* Where be your gibes 
now?’’ I asked, but the barbel only laughed and wagged its little 
fins. I cou'dn’t bear to eat him after that, so I threw him into the 
blue, the fresh, the ever free; and he went away and I never saw 
him again. ‘That was my dream, as far as I can recollect it. 

I awoke unrefreshed ; Bilberry was still at it. ‘The clock struck 
four; he took no note of time but by its loss. 

** Don’t go yet,’’ I murmured with a gape. 

‘‘Well, I won't,’ said Brrperry; and he poured himself ont 
another glass of whisky-and-water. The national debt was our next 
subject of conversation, it brought him out splendidly. In the 
intervals of balmy sleep (Death's counterfeit) I listened eugerly. 

“ Tf you'd like to go, Birperry, don’t let any false notion of delicacy 
interfere with our parting. Man requires a certain amount of sleep, 
and I wouldn’t shatter your precious health if I , 

At this moment the arms of Morpheus opened, and I jumped smack 
into them. Methought I was riding slowly along beneath the battle- 
ments of a Moorish castle, when a female of surpassing loveliness put 
her head out of a window, and called me a Paladin. Just as I was 
saying to myself, “Shall I undeceive her or not ?’’ a tall man, who 
had a blue beard and carried a scimitar in the other hand, seized the 
lady by her back-hair saying, ‘‘Time’s up!’ I was frightened, and 
made the best of my way back to Holborn. 

When I awoke Bitperry was gone. The table stood in its own 
old place; the pianoforte had not moved a pedal; the pictures looked 
at me and smiled; but Bitperry was gone for ever! 








Peelers and Fleecers. 
Wr learn from the following paragraph that in intelligence and 


prudence, the Levantine police are far behind their British brethren :— 


‘‘ A midshipman belonging to H.M.S. Victoria, moored in the roadstead of Zante, 
being on shore, and having lost himself in the night, applied to a police agent to 
guide him to the shore. The man, instead of doing so, led him i.to an ambush, 

Among 
the thieves were two other members of the police force.” 

One of our gallant fellows would have known better than to admit 
two partners into the spec—least of all two who were policemen. 
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THE INDUSTRIAL EXHIBITION AT THE 
AGRICULTURAL HALL. 


Roms was not built in a day, and probably the Agricultural Hall 
ook some weeks in its erecting. It is not, therefore, to be expected 
that Working Men’s Exhibitions should have come to perfection at 
ome stride. The idea of anything of the sort, not quite a generation 
ago, would: have been laughed at no less, possibly, by the working men 
themselves than by anybody. But the class has moved onward, and a 
sign not only of the progress it has made, but of the progress it is 
capable of making, is to be found in the quickness with which the in- 
dividuals constituting it have seen—and done—what was necessary to 
make Industrial Exhibitions worthy of a place among our institutions. 

The present exhibition is by far the best of all that have yet taken 
place, and the prudence and wisdom which characterise all its arrange- 
ments, give a guarantee that it will be a success from the pecuniary— 


' 
j 
' 
| 
' 


and practical—point of view. Mr. Coninespy, who sneered at the 
early exhibitions (and who started an Anglo-French one quite as 
childish and unsuccessful as the worst of them), will, perhaps, under 
the altered view he now takes of his fellow-workers, not be inclined to 
carp at the Islington show. But it would puzzle him to find out a fair 
ground for doing so. The superficial observer may consider that the 
number of mechanical and useful inventions is rather a “ baw,”’ but a 
thoughtful mind will rejoice to see that objects of this kind have 
superseded the knick-nacks which had the lion’s share in the early 
days of the movement. 

Fen rejoices to see his good friends, the working-men, thus giving 
at the Agricultural Hall, for a second time within a brief period, con- 
clusive proof of the intelligence, love of order, industry, and perse- 
verance, in which their enemies, even, can only make believe to think 
them wanting. 
















———————_—_—_—=== 
Way! Woa! 
A vapy of our acquaintance, who is a bit of a blue, always calls the 
little memorandum that her butcher sends in with the meat, recording 
how many pounds it is, “ Pencillings by the Weigh.” 


ebout highwaymen and robbers. 


“Movanrvct Noumpers.”—The penny weekly issue of romances | 


at 50, Fleet-street, E.C.—Saturday, S-ptember 29, 1566 


(SEPTEMBER 29, 1866, 


ONG 
Al 
1% 





Answers to Correspondents. 


. . C., Ireland, will see on reflection why we decline the proposed series. 
. is a hum. 

W. M., Belfast.—Thanks ; the lines which you forward in a cutting from 
the Family Herald were “‘lifted’’ by R. D. from Fun of January 27th. 

W. W., Cardiff.—Your ‘‘ Stocks’ must suffer from a decline. 

A. B. C., Asinsum Club.—As for that joke about ‘‘ feeted ’’ we can only 
say ‘* O-let it alone.” 

C. C. T.—We agree with you; but had we agreed with your friend could 
not have inserted the lines, as they are too friendly. 

A. H. B., Maida-hill.—Of course it did! It nearly made “us ill too, it 
was so bad a pun. 

 Catsaeaeee PorTrRY”’ is a sort of thing we polish off rather 
rapidly. 

a GLENDOWER.—-Owen costs us the pa(y)in’ of refusal. 

Rutu.- - Don’t consider us Ruthless if you are not inserted. 

D. O., l rith-street.—We are very sorry we cannot satisfy your “ burning 
desire to write for us’’ any better than by letting what you write burn too. 

H. R.—Thanks ; but it has been anticipated. 

E. L., Salisbury-street.—The lines don’t flow as smoothly as the river to 
which they are written. 

ViaTOoR, funnily enough, doesn’t seem to have read his Fun. 

J. W. E., Ramsgate.—Pardon. Now you're answered. 

J.J. D., Dundee.—A stamped directed envelope should accompany all 
communications whose return is requested. Otherwise waste-paper basket ! 

A Mean Capacity.—Not likely to become even a Menial Capacity, for 
the lines are of no service. 

S. G., Forest-hill—We remember having heard about “standing on 
ceremonies and sitting on forms’’ far back in the early ons, when The 
Truthful and the Beautiful were One. 

2 Y L.—You chose the signature yourself, so we can’t help it if some 
Cockney fancies your contribution was “ too wile.”’ 

Ww. y. F., Glasgow.—We are open to suggestions. 

Declined with thanks—Fra Diavolo; A Beginner; H. B. W.; Daleth; 
Tocsin; Quis, Luton; Lord Lyon; T. S., Cooks. A. J. B., Malvern; 
G. J., Guildford; F., Boulogne-sur-Mer; J. N., King’s-cross; S. F. B.; 
G. C, M., Euston-road ; iH. S. R.; A. L., Manchester; De Gustibus; 
Wimbledon ;_ E. C.; Kingston; Ardi; Original Sallie; ’Er*’Arry; 
X. X.; Louise; R. I. P., Liverpool; X. E.; 0. S8.; C.J. H.; F. W.C., 
Manchester; J. H., Congleton; H. D.C., De Beauvoir; Felina; J. E. N. 
Bow; D. H. W., Wimbledon ; J. T. 
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| ‘Miet o4 <~’ 
| Gown Calh. 

By THE SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 
ING DULNESS is 


on his throne! 
The dead season— 
idiomatically ren- 
dered by an ele- 
gant writer in the 
Pall Mall as lea 
morte saison—has 
set in with un- 
mitigated severity. 
I can read the 
signs of the 7imes, 
and I’m sure of 
it. You know the 
Times is very like 
one of those Dutch 
weather - indica- 
tors, in which the 
appearance of an 
old woman outside 
a sandpaper villa 
prognosticates wet 
weather—that of an old gentleman fine weather. <A certain sign 
of the opening of the dead season in the Zimes is the appearance of the 
Unconscious Solecist, who on the withdrawal of the high-season 
editor issues from Printing-house-square all sorts of inaccuracies, 
Here’s his latest: —The Times of Monday week gravely assured us that 
a commission from the Board of ‘Trade was to visit Liverpool with a 
view to inquiring into fog-signals, &c., “ with the abject of preventing 
the numerous wrecks which have taken place, especially on the Irish 
coast.”” Well, the Irish coast is the place for the indigenous bull, and 
we, therefore, find it hard to believe that the Board of Trade is going 
to follow the steps of the Admiralty and spend vast sums of public 
money to remedy calamities that are irretrievably past. 

I HAvE received a set of photographs by H. and C. Barnarp, be- 
longing to a series of views of the Thames, from Oxford to the Nore. 
They are really excellent pictures, taken from points artistically 
chosen, and will be very welcome to all who love our noble river, 
either for piscatorial or aquaticreasons. The views about Maidenhead 
and Cliefden are really beautiful, and the series when complete will be 
an interesting history of the Thames “from his cradle to his grave.” 

Tug long-talked-of Belgravia does not appear in altogether smooth 
water. The proprictors of London Society claim to have registered the 
title years ago, and are bringing out a Belgravia to vindicate their 
title. After all, the name is not the best in the world, and the new 
venture should try to get something startling. It would be unfair to 
criticise the London Society Belgravia, as it is evidently got out in a 
hurry to bring the question to trial. 

Tue new volume of poems Religio Anima, by A. B. Ricwarps, is 





welcome, There is great originality of thought and expression about 
it. Some bits here and there rise to the level of true poetry. I have 


no space to quote or I could give a dozen illustrations that would 
bring plenty of proof of this. 

Towx Councils seem to be flourishing just now. A report of a 
stormy meeting at Brighton has been rapidly followed by the account 
of a similar tempest at Weston-super-Mare. I have no space to discuss 
the style of logic usually appealed to in this case; the formula is 
generally “‘ You said I was nogentleman. I say you're no gentleman. 
I consider myself imsulted.”’ By a judicious distribution of these 
sentences the provincial papers could in most instances give pretty 
accurate reports of the meetings without taking notes. 

Ye gentlemen of England—and ladies too—how little do you think 
upon the labours which about this time are expended on the books 
that are to amuse and delight you at Christmas. I hear rare news of 
splendid volumes which are to make their appearance shortly. Next 
week I will attempt to let my readers have a peep behind the curtain 
to see what is being done for them in this way. ; 

Tue Perthshire Advertiser has brought to light a fresh instance of 
the way in which the Literary Fund pensions are misapplied. They 
have been conferred on the widows of Indian officers and of court 
| functionaries, on obscure scribblers and local “poets.” One would 
| like to know if the case we quote from the Perth paper is to be added 
| to the list. That journal states that there is a retired military officer 

who owns an estate near the Bridge of Allan, and whose name appears 
| on the title-page of one solitary volume: 


** Will it be credited that this wealthy landed proprietor and small author has 
recently been put upon the literary pension list for £100 a-year. He has his half- 
pay, and he has an estate the value of which cannot be under £2,000 a-year, and 
yet from the few hundreds of pounds set apart by this great nation for the poverty- 
stricken in the literary ranks he rums away with a hundred a-year.” 


VOL, Iv. 


FUN. 


| Who is responsible for these misdirections of the fund ? 
| 
‘ 
















I should 
recommend that a pension be conferred on the writer of a poem which 
got the prize at an Aberystwith Eisteddfod, and which has been 

| recently published. { 
from a review in the Oswestry Advertiser : 


Here are a few samples done into English culled 


** The army in fear of his manoeuvres fled 
Inthe absence of an arm they were thankful fer @ lec.”’ 


** When he called with his voice their name, 
Long the echo played within their ribs.” 


** A sigh ascends up to the heavenly land 
From an empty heart, in the shape of the letter 0.” 


Oh, indeed! That's about the sighs is it ? 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


err Ram Lp aa ees 
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(Answer in our nert.) 
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THE power men wicld from man’s known lust of gold, 
When honesty is bought and freedom sold, 

Is strong among us, to the land’s disgrace. 

And many a witness, with a brazen face, 

Comes up to the tribunal, glad to say 

The time, the place, who bought him, and the pay. 





1. 
A glorious privilege was hers to see 
The Grecian youth at games which Prypax sang, 
And gave their struggles immortality, 
So clear and beautiful his strains out rang. 
9 


-_ 


The flow’rets die when comes the autumn frost, 
Their smile on glade and upland sadly lost ; 
And yet one man preserves them for us still, 
Their special essence fragrant at his will. 
3. 
Monsieur Govunop did write 





An opera bright 
To a Frenchified scriptural story ; 
So we've tried another, 
That’s better than t’other, 
And sung by Sims Reeves con amore. 
And sees in order one and all, 
His friends no years can alter; 
An Elzevir, in gallant gear, 
A Missal, with old pictures queer, 
And venerable Psalter. 
5. 
Sur le bord de la mer, here a pleasant time passes, 
The mer being Poluphloisboio Thallasses ! 
There's a bridge in a city amid the lagoons, 
A city of gondolas, sonnets, and moons. 
” 
de 
Spring, Summer, Autumn, so the seasons pass, 
With eager flight, 
Shadows that chase each other in a glass, 
Now dark, now bright. 
Answer To Last Wexx’s Acrostic. 
J Jerusalem M 
U Undine E 
A Ajax x 
R Ristori I 
E Empiric Cc 
Z Zero 0 


| 
4, 
He gazcs on his study wall, 


% 


Answers Reecived to 28th. Sept.—Correct.—H. D.C. F., Twickenham ; 
Tommy Traddles; Broma Pesada; W. H. R.; Ruby; 8. M. 8.; 
(Edipus of Moorgate Street; B. Hm.; 8. C. G.; J.C. M.; H.E.P.J.; 
Millbrook Cottage; C. E. M.; Eféurous; W. X. B.; Sabrina ; Dandeleo 
Giganticus; Pompadour; Red-brethren; W.C.; Lecoup perd; Sam; 
H.k.G.; Gemini; Aladdin; R.S.; Sixty-Six; Terminus; J. and 
G. F.; Polijane; J.R., Woolwich; Austin; H. J.C. K. W.; Gnostic ; 
Quilldriver; M. T.; Cover; B. T. M.; C. D.; A. W.; Barbel ; 
Carlton Place; W. G.; J. O. P.; A de M. and Griggs; E. 5. ; 
J. E. N.; G.S.; Jackson; W.E.8.; H. A.N.; Affidavit; Mirth; 
The Bishop; G. T. K.; D. McN.; J. K.; Phil-Héléne; C. D.; M. G. 
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AFLOAT AND ASHORE. 


Ancient Mariner :— AIN’T BEEN ON THE WATER! ‘THAT'S ’COS YOU'RE 
AFRAID ©’ REIN’ ILL, BUT YE WEARS OUT THE BOAT JEST THE SAME ON THE 


SANDS, 80 I CHARGES THE SAME!” 
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ARMA VIRUMQUE CANO(E), 


As I lie in my drowsy morning dream, 
Beneath the window there comes a stream 
Of troublesome wretches, a noisy crew, 
Who sing me, ‘“‘ Paddle your own canoe!” 


I turn on my side, and to sleep I try, 
But chance of sleeping is all my eye— 
And ExizaseTu Martin; whate’er I do, 
They bid me paddle my own canoe. 


Or if, by hap-hazard, I get a wink, 

My dreams are troubled, I’m sure to think 
That I’m turned to an Indian or Zulu, 
And doomed to paddle my own canoe. 


' 
a 


I’ve no objections on general grounds, 
T’o London cries and discordant sounds ; 
| But ’tis fearful to think can the song come true, 
| And find me paddling my own canoe ? 


| I need not observe that I do not bless 
| The singers who cause me such distress, 
| And had I the power to catch a few, 
I’d wallop each man with his own canoe. 


| 

| There’s nought so unpleasant in all the world, 

As advice-for-nothing when at you hurled, 

| And I’m hanged if I do it at all—would you 
E’er think of paddling your own canoc ? 


I wish they were paddling over the Styx, 
And going to the baking like so many bricks, 
With Charon to guide them all thereto, 
Who’ll paddle them well in his own cance! 


Crass and Cross. 


WE understand that Mr. Wuatuey, M.P. for Peter- 
borough, is engaged in prosecuting inquiries at Scotland 
Yard into “the Romanistic practices”? of members of 
the police force. The honourable gentleman has been 
assured, on good authority, that the constables sta- 
tioned at Regent Circus, and other places where the 
crowd of vehicles is great, have been seen assisting 
ladies and infirm people over the road, and actually 
crossing themselves at the same time. We are glad 
to hear Mr. WHALLEY is making himself as useful as 
ever! 








FROM OUR STALL. 


Mr. Bovercavyt's new drama of Zhe Long Strike is a success at the 
Lyceum, notwithstanding the absence of the attractive name of Mr. 
Fecuter from the cast of the characters. It would appear to bea 
maxim with Mr. Boucrcautt, when he wishes one of his plays to 
enjoy a long run, to abolish the manager. He enters a theatre like a 
sort of theatrical CromweLt, and says, ‘Take away that bauble ’’— 
meaning the manager—and he is obeyed; and his drama runs three 
hundred nights. ‘The situations of Zhe Long Strike are artfully con- 
trived, and the incidents are well put together. The first three acts 
are excellent in every respect, and highly interesting. The fourth 
act differs from its predecessors in the fact of being uninteresting in 
the extreme, and as bungling a piece of work as ever brought down 
the curtain at a minor theatre. The fastidious might object to the 
extreme modern realism behind the footlights being set to music, for 
the orchestra plays almost incessantly throughout the drama ; but for 
Fon’s part, he does not object to that. It is pleasant to speak in the 
highest terms of the acting. The chief honours are due to Mr. Emery, 
as one Noah Learoyd—a specimen of a “mill-hand,” as true to life, 
and as clear, distinct, and perceptible a eharacterization as if it had 
been sculptured in prose by the hand that wrote Adam Bede. Mr. 
Ewery’s expression of eyes, his manner, and his dialect are studies for 
& painter or an author. He looks a Lear of humble life—a real 
specimen of the Lancashire artisan, with all his splendid scorn of 
meanness, grand endurance, fine impulses, and power of lashing him- 
self into ungovernable frenzy :—the legitimate great-great-grandson 
of the English bowman and yeoman, whom, with all his faults, and 
they are many, Fun would not exchange for a thousand supple French- 
men, or wool-gathering Germans. Mxrs. Bovcicavit, as Jane Lea- 
royd, is charming—but that she cannot help. Mr. Dion Bovcrcav.? 
(‘* Phoebus! What a name!”’) plays Miles-na-Coppaleen and Shawn- 
the-Post turned sailor, it need hardly be said, with his usual naiveté 
and pathos. Mar. Cowprr, a new face to this end of London, plays a 


good-hearted Foreman of Engineers with high finish and feeling. H° 
is evidently an actor to be made welcome to the London stage. He i 
comely of feature, mellow of voice, and his bearing is manly, withou 
being in the least obtrusive. Mr. Evans and Mr. Anprews also 
deserve honourable mention, as does Mr. Reyno_tps—an actor in whom 
Fun delighted in a small part in Arrah-na-Pogue—and who, in The 
Long Strike, plays a “hand,” and talks and looks as if he had that 
moment been taken out of a Manchester factory. It is so easy to be 
stilted, it is so difficult to be natural;—and one actor like Mr. 
ReyNotps compensates us for a dozen growling tragedians. We must 
not forget Mr. WippicomBpE—to whom we owe so many hearty laughs— 
for his acting, as a good-hearted, irritable lawyer, in the famous tele- 
graph scene. So having blessed every one all round, Fun counsels 
Mr. Boucicautt to re-write the fourth act, and to make it in every 
possible respect unlike the one performed on Saturday week. 





: GENTLEMANLY CRITICISM. 

Ir is but rarcly that the Pall Mali Gazette stoops to theatrical 
criticism. Occasionally it condescends to take, from its pinnacle, a kind 
of bird's-eye view of the dramatic literature of the day ; and when it 
does this, it assumes a curious tone of elevated banter, such as Mr. 
Cuarzzes Dickens might fitly employ if he set to work to criticise 
Old Mother Hubbard. But the Pali Mali has seen, in the production 
of Mr. Ropertson’s comedy, an occasion to warrant it in descending 
not only to an analysis of the play, but even to a criticism on the 
manner in which it is performed. Of the writer’s remarks on the 
piece we have nothing to say except that as there are excellent English 
equivalents for “‘ morte saison,” “‘lése societé,” “ mots,” ‘en revanche,” 
‘* mutinerie,” and “jeune premier,’’ we presume that these words are 
introduced in their native French in order to give the necessary Pall 
Mali tone to the article. 


actresses is not merely faulty or in bad taste—it is simply a con- 
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| 1. Mr. Dublin Stout, who has been much “ tied down” to work, finds 


hinself ** done up.” | 
2. He goes to Malvern and consults the famous Di. Doubleyew. 


} 
Ah 


MAY, 


Who prescribes these baths and tortures. 

Mr. Stout courts an appetite. 

He gets one! 

He drinks the waters. 
. He is douched. 


3 
4 
5 
6 'Tis well ! 
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8. Ife ts much re-douched—in jiyure. 

9 “O! would this life were all crcaky!” 
10. Ile practises at the bar (horizontal). 

ll. A lad in a wonderful lamp. 


13. He packs up. 
14, He returns to town—restored to health and the bosom of his family, 
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temptible piece of ill-bred impertinence. What do our readers think Pall Mall critic on Mr. BANncrorr and Mr. Ray are utterly unfeeling 


of the subjoined commentary on the acting of Mr. Ray, Mr. Ban- | 
Crort, Miss Witton, and Miss Louisa Moone ? 
“Sir Alexander Shendryn’s progenitors were, perhaps, grocers in a small way, | 
and Angus MeAlister may have wielded the yard measure before he wore her 
Majesty’s uniform; but en revanche Miss Wilton is sparkling with mutinerie, and 
Miss Louisa Moore reiterates her claim to be the prettiest blonde on the L: ndon 
boards.”? 
It is really difficult to say whetber the insult to Mr. Ray and Mr. | 
Bancnovt, or that to Miss Moone is more offensive. Next comes the 
| following gentlemanly remark on Mr. CLarke’s performance :— 
“The brewer complains that all his aspirations are anticipated, If Mr. Clarke 
| would try and bring some of his own aspirations in here and there we should be 
under a still greater obligation to him.’’ | 
The writer then goes back to Mr. Bancnort, and gives us this | 


considerate commentary on that gentleman's representation of Angus:— 
** But surely some representative might be found for this theatre of the part 
Which is inevitable in any comedy, the yeune premier: which means more than our 
We forget the gentleman’s name who takes the part of | 
McAlister, but he really has no control over his legs, and far too much over his 
heart, and as he seems to resort to his moustaches for what little sentiment he 
thinks necessary, the sooner he enlists the better for the stage generally and Mr. 
Robertson’s comedy in particular. We have seen ensigns who looked uncommonly 
like McAlister, but they were hanging about biliiard-rooms ina cathedral town, | 
| 
| 
| 





“walking gentleman.”’ 


| and had probably obtaiued a commission after serving in the militia.” 
| This is hard upon the militia, who are very bad soldiers, but un- | 
{ commonly good gentlemen. It is, however, much harder upon Mk. | 
| Bancrort, and if Mn. Bancrorr were to call at the Pull Mail oflice 
and give the “dramatic critic”? a sound thrashing we think that 
' public sympathy would be on the side of Mr. Bancrort. — 
We are far from advocating the indiscriminate praise which 1s 
usually lavished by dramatic critics upon theatrical performance, but 
surely even the Pall Mall might hit upon some judicious mean between | 
fulsome compliment and unredeemed insolence, The remarks of the | 
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and grossly snobbish. With the accuracy or inaccuracy of the writer's 
opinions on dramatic subjects we have nothing to do; but if criticism 
ot the description we have quoted is to be fairly applied to the most 
complete and most accomplished theatrical company in London, what 


remains to be said of the Haymarket, Adelphi, and Strand theatres 
when it comes to their turn ? 


—> >= —————— 


12. Ile packs. 
| 
| 
| 





JACK CASTS HIS SHELL. | 
Betay with yer argyments, ’national law, 
Reconstruction and noospaper letters! 
We're game for a hornpipe, but oceans of jaw 
Won't induce us to dance it in fetters. 


What's the good of them Navy Commissioners’ teak, 
And the seven-inch plating and modcls, 

When a Palliser’s able to spring you a leak, 
Though their armour’s as thick as their noddle3? 


D'ye think behind plating we're willing to skulk, 
Which them Parlizment lubbers delight in ? 

Give us Palliser guns on an old wooden hulk— 
You may trust to us salts for the fightin’. 

Let who will cast a shell, why, I'll stand to my gun, 
But I'll cast my own first, without fail, boys— 
For we take off our jackets when work's to be done, 

And that they'll take off theirs, I'll go bail, boys! 
Our muscles are iron—our courage is steel, 

And its temper’s been pretty well tried, boys— 
Keep the oak to the weather—it’s used to the feel— 

Never fear, there'll be iron inside boys! 
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MRS. BROWN ON TAKING THE PLEDGE. 

'w; sure when the gentleman come in I hadn't no more idea of his 
Sse than the babe unborn, and says quite perlite as I hoped he d 
take a chair, though I see he ‘adn’t wiped his boots clean, for though 
the day was dry them watercarts makes the roads a downright deluge 
or else dust by the cloud a-smotherin’ everything. He says, “ Exeuse 
me, mum, but what denomination do you belong to f , 

Well, of course, I’m not no scholar, and don’t know Latin nor 
French: but I says, “ Are you a medicinal ?’”’ a-thinkin’ as he’d come 
about the drains, as is to be looked into nowadays. He says, “No; 
but my visit is about your ’ealth.” 

I says, “Thank you, it’s pretty good, though always a cough, as is 
constitutional in my family through both aunts and mother.” “ Ah! 
he says, ‘‘no doubt from the use of alcohol.” os 

I says, “I never would allow such a thing in my ouse,” a-thinkin’ 
as he meant witriol and them burnin’ things as is highly dangerous, 
as give our Jo a witloe when only five, a-pullin’ the cup over, as I'd 
got for to clean my coppers, and his pinafore tinder from head to foot. 
He says, “ You are right; for,’ he says, “them speritous drinks 
brings death and distraction everywhere, and glad I am to meet a 
lady like you, as isa ornament to, your sect, a-settin’ your face agin 
them.” 

I says, “If you means by speritous drinks a little something for to 
keep the constitution a-goin’, I'm one as takes that reg’lar, though,” 
I says, “some ’as dared for to say as I’m fond of a drop, as is a base 
falsity, and I'll make ’em prove their words,” illudin’ to Mrs. Opxins 
as lives opposite, as is a slanderous old cat, though she may be at her 
chapel twice in the week and three times a-Sunday. So he says, 
I've called for to ask if you'd sign this petition for to forbid the sale 
of all fomented liquors.” . 

“Well,’’ I says, “they didn’t ought to sell nothing a-fomentin’ in 
course, as isn’t wholesome.” ‘ You are right,” he says, * they’re 
death. Look at me. I'm sixty-three, never ’as a day’s illness nor 
wears a great coat summer nor winter, and sleeps with my winder 
open all the year round.” 

“Then,” I says, “mark my words, you'll be as deaf as a post 
werry soon, for our gal lost her ’earin’ by that alone.” He says, ‘I 
expects to live to be a hundred and twenty, as is man’s life when not 
destroyed by ardent sperrits.”’ 

“Well,” I says, ‘a nice noosance you'll be to everybody, as’ll wish 
you buried mornin’, noon, and night.’”’” I couldn’t ’ardly keep my 
countenance, for he was a poor little shrimp of a thing, with reg’lar 
spindle-shanks and a nose as red, as showed tipplin’ ’abits though 
pr’aps give up. 

So he keeps on a good deal of rubbish about his ’ealth and a-pre- 
servin’ of his youth till 1 lost all patience with such foolishness. At 
last I says, ‘Do you ever look in the glass?’’ He says, ‘‘ Not for 
vanity, but for shavin’.”’ 

“Well, then,” I says, “you must see what a little wizened farden- 
faced creetur you are; and, depend on it, if ever you’re took with a 
bad illness you'll never lay long.” I says, “ Why you're a-dryin’ up 
‘ourly, that’s what you’re a-doin’; and if you belonged to me it’s a 
good pint of stout vou should ’ave with each meal and a glass of some- 
I hot afore goin’ to bed.” He says, ‘‘ Death! death!”’ 

“Rubbish!’’ I says; “it’s life if taken in moderation ; and I ought 
to know, for I've brought up a family, and know’d others as has done 
the same on moderate eatin’ and drinkin’; pr’aps I may have done 
sich a thing as take a drop too much once or twice in my life, as was 
perfect accident; but as to a woman as drinks I’d lock her up the | 
same as Mrs, SANDHILL, as was never sober, nor yet the ’usband 
neither, and all come on through trouble, as people will fly to it, and | 
only makes things wuss.’ So the little gentleman he set there | 
a-sniflin’ and twitchin’ his face about, as made me think the water ’ad 
got into his head, and says, “I ’ope you'll sign the petition.” 

I says, “‘ What's it about?’’ ‘“* Why,” he says, “‘to prevent the 
sale of all intoxicatin’ drinks throughout the kingdom.” 

“What!’’ I says, “shet up all the public-’ouses, why it will ruin 
thousands and my own fust cousin into the bargain.” He says, 
“Think of the public good.”’ 

I says, “‘ The public good indeed, you means the public’arm! Why 
you must be a escaped ragin’ lunatic to talk so. Why, there'd bea 
revolution, with QuzeN Wictorta herself at the ’ead of it, for I’m 
sure she’s not one as would object to any one a-takin’ a glass as 
requires it.’ ‘*Ah!’’ he says, ‘‘them as is in high places did ought 
to set a better example.” 

I says, “ None of your ’umbug,” for I got downright wild, I says, 
‘‘a-comin’ here a-talkin’ about shettin’ up all the public-’ouses. 
Wherever is the workin’ man to get his drop of beer or even a glass 
of something, as he requires with hard labour in the wet and cold.” 
He says, ‘“‘ Water is better for him.” 

I says, ‘‘ Look here, I tell you what it is, a parcel of fellows as has 
drunk theirselves half-mad, turns over a new leaf all of a sudden, and 
goes in for water, as no doubt they requires to diluate all the sperrits 
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as they’ve swallered, and then they goes about a-talkin’ to other | 


parties as ’as been only moderate, and wants them to take the pledge ; 
and I tell you what it is, you look out as you never breaks it, for if 


you do, drink ain’t the word as will describe you, for I know’d a party | 


as were a uncommon free-liver, as fine a man as ever drawed breath, 


though overtook in liquor every day. Well, all of a-sudden he pulled | 


up and turned total abstainer, as they calls it, and so went on for 
pretty nigh two years, and then broke out again wuss nor ever ; why, 


that man would drink raw rum out of a pint-pot till his eyes was | 


flames of fire and his head a glowin’ furnace. 


run his own ’ead through the shetters, as was ’ow they come to get 
him under.” §o I says, “ You look out, for he never come round til] 
at death’s door, and was sorry for it too late, as is better than bein’ 
’ardened to the last.” 

If you'd seen that old weazel’s face you'd ’ave laughed, for he got 


a bluish red and fidgeted till I thought he’d have slipped off the | 


chair. At last up he gets and says, ‘‘I see, mum, as you’re one of 
them as will not hear a word in season, 80 i wish you a good day,” and 
off he goes in a huff. 

A day or two afterward in comes Mrs. AmpEN a-laughin’ like mad, 
and says, “ He’s been with you I hear.” I says, “‘ Whoever do you 
mean ?”’ 

“Why,” she says, “that snivellin’ old cantin’ 
Ucerns.” I says, ‘I don’t know him.” 

“Yes,” she says, “the old ’totaler as is a-goin’ to put down all 
the public-’ouses.” I says, ‘In course I remembers. He come here 
with a petition agin them, and I sent him off with a flea in his ear, 
as the sayin’ is.” 

“You may well say that,’’ says she, “for if you didn’t tell him his 
own story. Why he’s been mad through drink twice; but he'll never 
forgive you, for he says you insulted him frightful; but the best of 
it is as he was owner of two public-’ouses, as he’s just sold, and thea 
found out as they was dens of infamy; but the truth is it’s all his 
wife as he lives in mortal dread on, as is a reg’lar brimstone. But,” 
says Mrs. Ampen, “I do think as you did ought to stop his mouth, 
for he’s a-goin’ about everywhere a-sayin’ as you’re a coarse old 
woman, fond of drink, as he can prove through a-hearin’ about your 
goin’s on.” 

I says, “ Mrs. AMDEN, mum, I don’t care a brass farden what him 
or others may say. I knows myself a deal too well for to indulge in 
intoxication, as is degrading to a man but downright wallerin’ ina 
female. I can take a drop in season, as the sayin’ is, but I defy any 
one to prove as I’m one to get the wuss for what I takes, though with 
my poor ’ead I’m apt for to be a little bit confused, partikler in a 
strange place, as is always confusin’. My ways is simple. I always 
has a pint of fourpenny with my dinner and a pint at supper, as I 
never finishes through a-thinkin’ of the gal, and always leaves her 
a good glass through knowin’ as Brown wouldn’t be ’appy over his 
pipe if 1 didn’t take a little something warm with him, and you knows 
my tumbler, as is three to the pint, for I’ve measured it, and never 
once in a month takes more than one anda half when it’s a bitter 
night, and never finished half-a-pint of sperrits between us any time 
with the snow on the ground. So as to any one a-sayin’ as I’m a 
woman to drink they must be fools or wuss; not as I denies when 
out in company that I can make one to a friendly drop, or pr’aps in 
hot weather, but any one as can say as they’ve seen me in liquor, let 
them come face to face and ’ave it out. As to Mrs. Orxrns opposite, 
I’ll’ave the law on her, as is a nice party to speak, for last Boxin’-day 


"umbug, old 


| if she wasn’t led home between two peelers, and then come out and 


danced in her front garden in her night-jacket, as brought a crowd 
round downright disgraceful, and as to sayin’ as she see me come 
‘ome tight from Rosherwille, it’s as big a falsity as ever were told.” 


TO A FALSE ONE, 


Sine on—sing on, I do not heed— 
My heart is filled with pain ; 
Deceiver—false for paltry greed, 
I will not trust again. 


Nay, do not seek to win a smile— 
1 prize not thy caress ; 

I will not hate thee for thy guile— 
But I must love thee less. 


False, fleeting, perjured, paltry thin 
: Thus—thus I curse thee— Drat ! . 
You went and stole that liver-wing, 
You nasty greedy cat. 
sneesiaetiepaitnermneetthindiniibaiiaitiinn tae 
Tue Fast Fawity.—The Srocxwenzs. 


ee ae 


To hear him rave and | 
break things was awful, as they was obligated to take to the infirmary | 
by force in delirious trimblings, after tryin’ to murder the tamily and | 
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JACK SHELLS ouT | 


Let who wil] cast a sh 
' : sta shell, why, I’ll st . 
But T'll cast ny oun ba a gun, | For we take off our jackets when w 
» boys— And that they'll take off their T ll eet pie daw, 
irs, I'll go bail rg! 
§0 bail, boys! 
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J. B. at Manchester ;—*DON’T BE ALARMED :—I WON’T HURT YOU. I SHAN’T ALOLISH YOU JUST NOW!” 


VERY KIND OF HIM! 
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And that they'll take off theirs, I’]] 
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VERY KIND OF UD! 


J.B. at Manchester ;—* DON'T BE ALARMED :—I WON'T HULT YOU. 
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LL the people now, you know— 
Jones, and Rosinson, and Brown— 
When the season’s over, go 
Out of town—out of town. 
By the wild waves of the sea 
Letting of their back-hair down, 
All the pretty darlings be 
Out of town—out of town! 
Dancing, 
Prancing, 
Tripping, 
Skipping 
In the ocean, full of glee. 
But this new French style of bathing don’t seem quite the thing to me! 
Poor Propriety they drown 
When they’re bathing—out of town. 


Watery levees, which they hold, 
Clad in simple bathing: gown, 
Make me think they grow too bold 
Out of town—out of town. 
On such curious foreign ways 
We old-fashioned people frown. 
Folks do strange things, nowadays, 
Out of town—out of town. 
Dashing, 
Splashing, 
Hopping, 
Flopping, 
Hkand in hand—quite frank and free. 
Well! This new French style of bathing don’t seem quite the thing tome! 
Modesty appears a noun 
That’s not used much—out of town. 




















































‘Things which better are in France 
Managed ’’—pace Sternu’s renown— 
Are not bathing dress and dance, 
Out of town—out of town. 
‘Sentimental Journey ”’ praise 
May such foreign freedoms crown. 
Such are not our English ways 
Out of town—out of town. 
Laughing, 
Chafting, 
‘Twirling, 
Whirling— 
Very harmless it may be, 
3ut this new French style of bathing don’t seem quite the thing to me! 
People copy from the Clown 
All their manners-——ont «f town! 
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THALIA’S FLOWER GARDEN. 





No. 3.—FORTUNA VICTRIX. 


From Cynthia’s face an April gleam 
Has cheered us all from the beginning, 
But trifles, after all, they seem, 
Which set the wheel of Fortune spinning. 
Beneath the stage we sit and see 
The birth and fate of great successes, 
As patient as Penelope, 


Our hearts at the Lyceum thrill’d 
At Lena’s grief for Lena’s lover ; 
Penarvon’s wife th’ Olympic fill’d 
When hidden hands appeared above her, 
Some fascination is required 
To make the dull Adelphi merry, 
| You cannot fail to be admired, 
| But are you changeable, Kare Terry ? 


No. 4.—CUI BONO. 
Dutt evenings are given to mortals, 
They have cares, but can lighten the load, 
| When a theatre opens its portals 
In a street off the Tottenham-court-road. 
| By comedy’s sterling attraction, 


You heed not the tortures we fec!l. 


N - SS 
i . SS By extravaganzas you sce 
SS SSA ' You are driving us all to distraction, 
es . KG Ma imnignonne Marie! 
SSS 
we SSS | By Orpheus and Gringoire the poet, 
) 7" / ES NT | By lightness of toe and of heel, 
RR SSS | We own we are hit, and we show it, 


A COMMEN-TATUR. 


Iiliterate Parent (to John, who has come to see his father) :—-Takk ’NOTHER TAIUR, 


oe 


Jack, MY Roy! 


John :— For ’EVVIN’S SAKE, SIR, SPEAK HINGLISH—DON’T FORGET THE ‘PER’! 


SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 
BELGRAVIA. 


My pEAR younG Frienp,—I don’t think I have ever enjoyed a 


heartier laugh than what it gave me in the last number of your New 


Serious, under the head of ‘Proposed Testimonial,” where you have 
a kind of a lark with the old man, such as saying in an Editorial foot- 
note, ‘* Nicno.as, this trick is unworthy of you.” Capital, my dear 
young friend, capital ! 
genialistic remarks which endear you not alone to the old man, 
though I was always very fond of you from the time you asked me to 
contribute, nor have it diminished since you rose my salary, but also 
to the athletic men of merry, merry England. Why, of course, my 
dear young Friend, it was all a joke! I never thought as I could 
take you in, nor am I quite sure as I would do so if I could; but I 
thought the notion might amuse you, and I felt sure your perspicacity 
would put the general reader on his guard, than whom I don’t think 
much of him as a rule, he being easily gammoned by literary men. 
I am accordingly delighted to observe as you have taken it in the 
proper spirit, such as it was meant to be; and this friendly little inter- 
change of good-natured banter will, 1 am sure, only increase our 
feelings of mutual endearingment and reciprocation. 

At the same time, the Prophet owes it to himself—and debts of that 
particular description are exactly the last as he would ever forget to 
pay !—to declare that he really sees nothing at all ridiculous in the 
proposal of a Testimonial standing on its own merits, and will now 
give you a few extrax that have reached me. 

“ Votary of the Chase” says :—** Please put me down for a sovereign 
towards Nicnotas. I had not yet made my St. Leger book when I 
see your prophesey, Sir, but was going to back Westwick for a place. 
Immediate on reading of your tip I put a fiver on Knight of the 
Crescent, which accordingly I consider it but due to Mx. Nicuoras 
as he should share.”’ 

If everybody acted honourable, Sir, what a worldit would be! Do 
you not think so, Sir ? 

‘“‘A Sportive Bung" writes as follows, both verbattim and also 


It is just those kind of light, sparkling, | 


By ‘ Nan,” and her mischief alarming, 
Miss Netley! Maud Hethrington! we 
Now adjure you, why ave you so charming, 

Ma mignonne Marte ? 


x 999 | 


Jor Durr will preside faced by a gentleman from the Whitechapel 


Road, the best of spirits, wines, and malt liquors, cigars of the most 


researchey, fistiana may be seen at the bar. N.B. Rats.” 

If you should think of going, Sir, and I know him to be‘a very 
worthy fellow, perhaps we might drive down together? You would 
be quite sure to be treated respectful, Joz Durr having once been 
on the press himself, and did the Fires for a daily paper, though since 
risen in the social scale. 

A letter, Sir, have also reached me, purporting to be from a noble 
marquis, in which he says, ‘‘ Though I am about to retire from the 
Turf, I still take an interest in those who have endeavoured to main- 
tain its purity ; and I know few people who have done so much more 
sincerely than Nicuo.as.’’ Between ourselves, though, Sir, I do not 
think as the M. of H. really wrote such, but rather that some sportive 
swell have been having a bit of a game with the old man, than whom 
I am sure no one more willing to respond congenial, as I have often 
proved by the good-humoured kind of way in which I have acknow- 
ledged your own playful remarks. 

Under these circumstances, especially as the last correspondent also 
backs his opinion, please be good enough to acknowledge 

SvuBScRIPTIONS FOR THE NICHOLAS TESTIMONIAL. 


Victory of the Chase .. 0 ». £1 0 0 
A Sportive Bung o. oe o° 1 0 0 
The M. of H. (stamps) .. oe ee 0 2 6 

£2 2 6 


Every little helps; and Rome, as your classical scholarship and 


knowledge of architecture will remind you, was not built in a day. 


litteratim :—“‘i shall be glad to go a quid towards your hold adviser, | 


mister editor, as i think he have been the making of fun, which i take 
it in regular at my drum, were if either you or MISTER NICHOLAS would 


give me a look in shall be proud to hold out the right hand of fellow- | 


ship over a social glass, a harmonic meeting next Saturday, when 


— 





NicHo as. 
P.S. 2.—We had better offer a reward—at least, you had—for the 
recovery of my History of Knurr and Spell. It is the only work on 
the subject ever written in the English language; nor do I think the 
game was even known to the ancients. 





The Feast of Reason. 


*‘ Vex not the poet’s soul,” said T*pp*nr, the other day, to a waiter 
who pressed him to order something to follow his fish, **‘ Vex not the 
poet’s soul!” ‘I beg your pardon, Sir—I understood you to say 
salmon !”"’ 








Who stitch’d and then unpick’d her dresses. 
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SECOND PERSON SINGULAR—VERY! | 
WHERE 


Experience teaches ‘—“No, mum, I pon’r know As I FEELS MUCH EFFECTS FROM CONSTANT USIN’ 0’ THIS ’ERE COAL-TAR. 


P Po 7 ? r ° oO ~ , . . , ” . * » » . ’ 
IT KETCHES ‘OLD ON YER IS "ERE, MUM :—YOU GO AND TAR A FENCE AFORE BREAKFAST, AND THEN GIT A GALLON OR 80 0 BEER ABOARD, 


AND YOU'LL FIND IT TURNS YOU SORT 0’ STUPID DIRECKLY A’MOST.”’ 





HERE are the times when 
—far away 


dust of cities— 
Corypon left his flocks at 
play 
And wooed some shep- 
herdess half the day 
With little Arcadian 
ditties ? 


Where are the pastures, 
daisy-strewn, 

And the lambsthat lived 
in clover ;— 

The winds that caught 


young Corypon’s 
tune, 

And carried afar the notes 
as soon 


over 7 


Where are the echoes that 
bore the strains, 
Each to his nearest 
neighbour ; 
| And all the valleys and all 
the plains, 
Where all the nymphs and the love-sick swains 
Made merry to pipe and tabor? 
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From the din and the | 


As ever the notes were | 


a 


[Lady does not quite see this personal way of putting it. 


Where are they gone? They are gone to sleep, 
Where Fancy alone can find them ; 

But the classical times are like the sheep 

That quitted the care of Little Bo-Peep, 
For they've their tales behind them! 





Answers to Correspondents, 


E. B., Bayswater, shall have our opinion if he will send his address. 

A SuBsCRIBER, Newbury, is thanked for the suggestion. 

W. H. L. should not Jose his temper because he’s W. H. in-L-igible. 

SaAMBo.—You won’t improve the condition of the nigger by trying to 
blacken other people. 

R. N.—The Fons Bandusie was very nearly good. 

W.S. W., Glasgow, and W. C., Hull.—Thanks. 

H. H. Pyke.—We thought all pikes had been abolished in London by 
Act of Parliament, and are sorry to find they have not. 

J. R. B.—Our notions of ‘ poetic genius’’ don’t agree. 
you have not reached Parnassus, you are pretty CLOSE. 

ANTI-BOARD has bored us completely. 

J. T., Northampton.—Thanks, but not suitable. 

L..—The drawings (and the jukes too perhaps) are too L-ementary. 

Von Kav. is *‘ von cool’’ to send us as original an epigram 
*€ Athol Brose,’’ copied from The Works of Thomas Hood. 

Declined with thanks—T. ID. B., Nottingham; G.58., East India-road ; 
W. C., Kennington-road; G. M. B., Staffordshire; Sphinx, Brighton; 
W. H., Clifton; R. M., Bath; W. V. W.; Lhe Sphinx, Mornington- 
crescent; A. E., Brighton; G. D., Hampton; G. E., Manchester; J. J 
Tunbridge Wells; X. Y. Z.; G. M., Aberdeen; C. W., Leeds; J. W. T. ; 
Ignoramus; Red Cap; J. W., Glasgow; J. L., Blunt; E. W. R., Ash- 
bourne; A. F. H.; J. W.; A Lunatic; V. W., Glasgow; S., Regent- 
street; F. W., Sheerness; F. M. P., Tunbridge Wells; J. R., Camden- 
town; Hugh, Woodgreen; W., Edinburgh; W. G. J.; J. O. A,, 
Adelphi; G. V., Glasgow; I. O. P. Q.; H. I. P. D., Moorgate-s'reet ; 


H. I., Glasgow. 
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about 


*) 





| 





Whew this old coach was new— 

’Tis not two hundred year— 
Men used odd things to do 

And wear, ‘tis very clear. 
They wore the queer fopets, 

The powdered wig and queue— 
All this was in the days 

When this cld coach was new! 


The quaintest cut of coat 

Was all the fashion then; 
And dress did much denote 

The manners of the men; 
While woman made displays 

Of hoops absurd to view— 
All this was in the days 

When this old coach was new. 


Then parties aimed at place, 

And statesmen fought for spoil, 
And bribery’s disgrace 

Did all elections soil ; 
Then law was all delays, 

That made poor clients rue— 
But this was in the days 

When this old coach was new. 


Then speculators shrewd 

Set bubble-schemes afloat, 
And did their dupes delude 

And stole their latest groat; 
Then clerks with slender pays 

Were glad when they came due— 
All this was in the days 

When this old coach was new. 





—— 
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We've changed these matters now— 
We never see a swell, 
In short-tailed coat, I vow, 
Or hat that’s like a bell. 
And ladics, to their praise, 
All ecrinoline eschew— 
In these our modern days, 
When we the coach renew. 


Now parties all are merged, 
One patrivtic crecd ; 

And statesmen are not urged 
By any hopes of greed. 

Now bribery never pays, 
Our laws are prompt and few, | 

In these enlightened days | 
When we the coach renew. | 


No speculative thirst | 
Bids cunning rogues arise— 
No bubbles when they burst 
Leave many smarting eyes. 
Employer ne’er delays 
‘l’o double labour’s screw— 
In these enlighted days 
When we the coach renew. 


‘ompared with those old times, 
We're much advanced indeed ! 
No follies and no crimes, 
No roguery, no greed, 
Alas! a smile betrays, 
You don’t quite think it’s true, 
That these are better days | 
Vhan when this coach was new! 
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MENTAL ARITHMETIC. 


Sister :—‘‘ LooK HERE, CHARLIE—SUPPOSING YOU HAD TWENTY 
YOU WANTED TO DIVIDE THEM INTO FOUR PARTS. YOU GIVE FIVE TO 
CakRIE—NOW WHAT WOULD YOU DO WITH THE OTHER TEN?” 


Sweet Child :-— Suck ’EM.”’ 





SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


A Manoriat Hatyi, NoRFOLKSsHIRE. 


My Dear Youne Frienn,—The weather having at length taken a 
change, and high time it did so, during the present autumnal equinox, 
Nicno.as determined to have another spell of what his friends the 
barristers call the Long Vocation. The vocation of the Prophet is 
always as Jong as ever he can make it; for although I am fond of 
London. and of those gilded salons where the élite of the eau monde 
display their éc/at in the most researchey manner, yet the old man is 
likewise partial to what Miron, than whom I am sure a more lofty- 
minded bard, though, as to reading Paradise Lost right through, it’s 
all nonsense, and it can’t be done, was accustomed to describe as 
“fresh fields and pastors new.’’ Accordingly, when a young Friend 
of mine—and mind you put “ Friend’’ with a big F, or he mightn't 
like it—asked me to come down and have acrack at the pheasant 
birds, the old man instantaneously replied ‘ Done with you, Sir!” and 
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NIGHT THOUGHTS. 


I rove the hour when Luna's light 
Steals silvery up the darkening skies, 

When all the myriad lamps of night 
Gaze down on us with lambent eyes. 


When Puttomekt, in groves unseen, 
Rehearses his distressful tale, 

When shadows lengthen on the green, 
And glooms are gathered in the vale, 


When silver flecces slowly glide 
Across the deeps of calmest blue, 

When Owlet hymns his big-eyed bride 
With murmurs of a fond tu-whoo, 


I love the hour when o’er the glen 
The shades of night in silence creep, 

And wrap the silent earth—for then— 
Yes, then, I always go to sleep. 





| A ROMP. 


| | Tuat night when little Fan I sought 
i | To help me with my song, 
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Her touch seem'd light and who'd have thought 
| Her wrists were half so strong. 


- | When first I saw her sunny smile, 
Her teeth of pearly white, 

I thought of tender words the while, 
Nor dreamed that she could bite. 


Around her waist I often prayed 
| My truant arms might steal ; 
| I cannot hold her, I’m afraid, 
She’s lissom as an eel. 


I loved her presence months ago, 
But now from Fan I flinch— 
She's very pretty still, you know, 
But, oh! how she can pinch! 


SUGAR-PLUMS, AND 
BABY AND FIVE TO 





fortunate enough to escape from his filthy clutches (metaphorical), but 
where it says, ‘I taught him everything he knows, and have often 
fed kim on the fat of the lard at a time when he hadn't a decent coat 
to his back,”’ why, Sir, it is all mendacity ; for if Ae calls boiled beef 
and carrots “‘the fat of the land,” J don’t; and as to not havinga 
decent coat, why, I never pretend to be a dressy man, nor rigged myself 
out with mother-of-pearl buttons, like a conceited old publican; and 
as to his teaching me all I know, why all the more credit to me for 
picking of it up so quick, and bringing my pigs toa better market 
than what /e could, the vanity-glorious old duffer! I am glad to hearas 
you declined his offer; but I hope he will not insist upon a personal in- 
terview and explaining all the circumstances, as you would find him a 
most disagreable companion, he always smelling badly of rum and 
water whenever able to afford such. 

The other Jetters, or most of them, are much more satisfactory ; and 
I am sure you will be glad to hear that the movement for a testi- 
monial, which you so kindly set on foot, is rapidly advancing with 


1s again rioting in those lapse of luxury so frequently mentioned in | gigantic strides towards a pinnacle of success, than which | am sure 


your columns. 


It is not the business of a journalist—whetber he call himeelf a | 


Flaneur or boasts the loftier appellation of a Sportive Prophet—to 
reveal the sanctity of domestic lite for the amusement of the casual 
readers of a penny periodical—though I am sure, Sir, as you conduct 
our own little venture with every regard to respectability—and accord- | 
ingly Nichoxas dves not feel bound to teli a giddy world how many | 
pheasant birds have bit their last under the unerring breechloaders of | 
myself and my aristocratical companions. Suffice it, Sir, to say that 
his shooting was quite up to what might be expected fiom his present | 
period and his former antecedents; nor have I any doubt, my dear | 


young Friend, but what I should often hit them if it were not for me | 
being nervous and shutting my eyes before I fire, which tells against | 


Sport, 


My best acknowledgments are due to you for again forwarding the | 


letters that have been addressed to me at the oftice, 80, Fleet-street, 
though some of them may be a little less complimentary, not to say a 
deal more abusive, than what I altogether like. The offer of my 
Relative to be your Sportive Editor for half the salary at present paid 


t» NicHouas is exactly what I should have expected from his low- | 
minded disposition, he having been always ‘notorious in our family as 
& mean old hunks, and I told him so myself the moment I was 





VOL. 


IV. 





| none more deserving of a complete ovation. 


Some of the foremost 
men in the land, though I have not the honour to be personally known 
to allof them, have rallied round the old Prophet, as you will perceive, 
Sir, from the following list of contributions tc 


Tue NicuHo.tas TEsTIMONIAL. 





Amount already acknowledged. . oo 2 6 
Dean Close (soit says) .. - 1 1 0 
The Earl of Shaftesbury (I think) 0 0 3 
A Student of the Prophecies 0 5 4 
A Millionaire’s Mite ‘a 0 0 2 
A Working Man oe oe 5 0 0 

£8 9 3 


NICHOLAS. 


P. S. 2.—Have you heard anything more about my “ Knurr and 


Spell’’? 
SS 


Nicked in the Main. 


A CORRESPONDENT who has been reading “‘ The St. Leger, a Gaelic 
' by Nicnoxas, wishes to know whether the old man is the 


fragment, 
° ° ’ ’ 
original 'Ossy-'un. 
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T the Olympic, the 


new drama, The 
Whiteboy, is not 
likely to enhance 

































author. Its inci- 
dents are not only 
old, but they have 
not been so skilfully 
re-set and artfully 
burnished up as to 
pass for new, even 
with the least criti- 
cal portion ‘of the 
public. The Irish 
peasant, generous, 
impulsive, ‘syco- 
phantic, and ‘un- 
governable, ‘has 
been used up by 
Mr. Bovcicavtr, 
both as dramatist 
andactor. Audiences 
are getting .a little 
tired of the con- 
tinual sound of the 
Irish harp on one 
string. ‘The con- 
stant repetition of 
‘‘ Alauna,” ‘*ma- 
vourneen,” “‘acushla,”’ and “‘ aroon,”’ musical and affectionate as those 
words may be, becomes tiresome as treacle. Perhaps Fenianism has 
wearied us of the sham specimen, the theatrical pattern, of the “ finest 
pixantry.”” Mr. Tom Taytor has accustomed us to neatness of con- 
struction and smartness of dialogue, and it would be injustice to his 
other works to say that in The Whiteboy he is equal to himself. The 
fun of Mr. Crcgro Rassits is of too transpontine a sort to suit the 
dwellers on this side of the Thames; and Paudreen, the “innocent 
deaf and dumb,” reminds old playgoers too strongly of Myrtillo, the 
dumb maid of Genoa, and the ditto man of Manchester; and does not 
sufficiently interest the young auditor who is untrained to serious 
pantomime. The piece is well acted, although the parts do not afford 
great scope for display. Mr. Appison, who is a valuable acquisition 
to any company, plays a bluff country gentleman; Mr. Henry 
Nevi._e, the Irish peasant—there is only one, the fixed traditional and 
inevitable; Mr. Vincent, the bad peasant, spy and informer—the 
bad peasant fixed, traditional and inevitable. Each of these gentle- 
men acts with force and conscientiousness. Mr. Montacve plays an 
English officer with the air and manner of a gentleman and an 
officer; and Mr. Tgrrott, who, we believe, is an Irishman by birth, 
plays an Irishman like an Irishman, and carries a blackthorn as 
we believe only an Irishman can. Mr. Dominick Murray made 
his first bow to the Olympic audience as the Cockney lawyer, a broad 
faree part, which he acted with proper pragmatical priggish humour. 
The heroine of the drama, Grace Dwyer, is charmingly portrayed by 
Miss Mitty Patmgr, who has made great advances since her 
appearance at the Strand, and who is destined to be a high favourite if 
personal grace, winning manners, and thorough artistic appreciation 
still hold the hearts of Londoners. Muss Wixson was a lovely heiress 
— heiressess, as we know, are invariably lovely and accomplished, it is 
their nature to. We are at a loss for sufficient praise for Miss FaARREN 
for her personation of Paudreen—a sort of compound of Barnaby 
Rudge and Tipperary Joe, afflicted with deafness and dumbness. We 
were sorry to lose the tones of her voice, but she looked and acted with 
a“ brogue”’ as well as with earnestness, intensity, and fire—ind ed 
Miss Faxken’s Paudreen is a remarkable performance. The scenery 
by Mr. Hawes Craven is romantic and appropriate. 

Bravo, Mx. Cuatrerton, very good indeed! Drury Lane has re- 
opened with Mr. Cuatrexton as manager, and SHAKESPEARE as the 
attraction. These names, united, are, indeed, two towers of strength. 
King John and the Comedy of Errors are, also, two towers of strength - 
but King John is the better built. Fun was very glad to see “Mr. 
Banny Surzivan back from Australia—to which country, indeed, he 
never should have emigrated, for good tragedians are scarce, and we 
cannot afford to lose one of them. Mrs. Hermann Vezin is also 
kindly welcome ; and les Fréres Wessp—who must be translated from 
the French, there is so much of Clodocherie and Cométerie in their acting. 
a comedies are promised, and the theatrical season is setting in 
ueavily—indeed, a dreary time may be expected, for several bur- 

ues are in preparation, and there are sure to be pantomimes at 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


(The answer in our next.) 


THE man of science watching where the spark, 
That told of triumph glaneed from out the dark, 
Recked little of the toils his comrades bore, 

Tu link in amity each distant shore. 

And yet his share in the great work that’s done 
Is justly honoured now the victory’s ‘won. 





1. 
Well did the poet in the ancient times 
Tell of a country life in wondrous verse ; 
Whose measured music shames our jingling rhymes, 
The subject pleasant and the language terse. 
2. 
There's a writer who wrote sonnets, 
Not on flying curls or bonnets, 
But the glories of a lady passing fair ; 
And no writer in that metre 
Made them prettier or neater, 
So no lady»with his\idol could compare. 
38. 
In monograms and crosses mystic, 
The High Church 'parson takes delight, 
And now with service ritualistic, 
He wears a garment pure and white. 


4. 
There:the silver Esk flows wide, 
Starting from the mountain side, 
And the waters calm and deep, 
Of the dark lake seem to sleep, 
Near where Honister lifts high, 
Lichened rocks against the sky. 


5. 

Ere the white St. Andrew’s Cross 

Of our banner formed a part, 
England suffered grievous loss 

From the Scotsmen stout of heart. 
And in Perthshire, near a place 

For all ages most renowned, 
Scottish kings of ancient race, 

On a famous stone were crowned. 


ANSWER TO LAST WEEK’s Acrostic. 


B Berenice E 
R Rimmel L 
I Irene E 
B Bibliomaniac C 
E otretat = 
R Rialto Oo 
= Year R 
Answers Received to Oct. 5th.—Correct:—Rugby; Sixty-seven ; Le 


Coupperd. 
No notice can be taken of answers arriving (ster than the morning of 
the Friday after publication. 


A Curacy or a Living. 
Henrr’s a better place than Brixham to which we referred the other 
day! The following is from the Stamford Mercury : 
SOLE CHARGE. 

CURATE will be wanted at Michaelmas for a small Agricultural Parish on the 
Sea Coast. Population 200; Single Duty, and no Burials. Remuneration £30 

a year, and Furnished Rooms in the Vicarage House. Address, M.A., etc. 
Now unless “ sole charge ’’ means that the curate has to look after the 
fish on that coast, we cannot but conclude that as there are no burials 
there are no deaths at this happy spot. A curacy there is of course as 
good as a living—in spite of the small stipend. 


Full-some. 


Why is a full—a very full private, who carries his cartridges in a 
belt about his middle, a most careless soldier? Because he waists 80 
very much ammunition. 


A CHRISTIAN DUTY. 


A Lazy young dandy of our acquaintance says that he is a model of 
‘one’s duty to one’s neighbour’’ because he loves both ease and shes. 
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snadlibai teases . — pcomneneenes 


~ > 
Gown Caulk. 
By THE SAUNTERER IN SooIrkTY. 


A caszE which should not be allowed to slip out of notice has been 
tried at the Clerkenwell Sessions. Two lads were a short time since | 
brought up before Mr. Mansrretp, at Marylebone Police Court, | 
charged by two detectives with attempting to commit a burglary. | 
Although evidence was ready for the defence, the magistrate refused to 
hear it, and sent the lads for trial. When the case is taken to the 
sessions such strong evidence is brought to prove that the detectives 
had trumped up the charge that the prisoners are at once acquitted. 
It thus transpires that the two officers, instead of being near the place 
where it is stated by them they took the prisoners, were in a public 
house some distance off, and tuok the young men in custody just out- 
side it. The conclusion to be drawn from this is, that having. been 
set to watch the Crescent where the alleged burglary took place, but 
finding it more convenient to take their ease at their inn, they—as is 
usual nowadays—inetead of catching the thieves, made them, and 
cooked up an attempt at housebreaking by cutting a window-sash with 
a knife taken from their prisoners at the station-house. One of the 
constables swore that one prisoner gave a false address—a. very 
damaging bit of testimony—but it turned out that the address was 
right, and that the policeman knew it, but being advised not to say 
anything unless he was-asked, he had been silent as to the fact of the 
prisoner’s living at 18a in a certain street, and of his having inquired 
for him at 18. The employer of one of the ex-prisoners has behaved 
very courageously in the matter. But for his efforts the innocent 
would have been condemned. By his efforts we trust the guilty will 
be punished. ‘This is not the first instance of this kind of late. It is 
no longer to be concealed that Str Richard Mayne is more troubled 
about helmets, tunics, and cutlass drill than about the morality and 
fitness of his men. ‘The mistake is a grievous one. He does not make 
the force more popular by his attempt to make gendarmes of its 
members, while repeated exposés, like the one just recorded, damage 
more than can be imagined the influence and position which alone can 
make the police a safe and useful power for peace. 

Tue Wreck Chart, published with Zhe Life Boat, has just reached 
me. I am sorry to see that the clusters of black dots, which indicate 
wrecks, are sadly plentiful—off Yarmouth and Flamborough they 
appear in serried rows. But it is pleasant to see that the number of 
lifeboats increases yearly. ‘The institution has contributed to the 
saving of more than a thousand lives during the last year. One would 
hardly suppose Enylishmen needed any strong appeals to induce them 
to support so valuable a suciety, but the secretary asks earnestly for 
funds, so I at once endorse his application. I am sure the readers of 
Fun will give their aid to so truly national an institution. 

THE magazin-s have made their appearance. Cornhill is not more 
brilliant than usual, and WaLkeEk, who reappears this month, is not as 
happy as usual in his principal block. His initial is exquisite, but in the 
larger drawing, the tigure of the girlis almost slovenly. Temple Bar 
1s not as entertaining as usual, buc it has a poem by Bucuanan, and a 
pleasant trip ‘‘ through Somerset.’’ Mr. Yates continues his ‘ Letters 
to Joseph,’’ with one “On the Wing,” wherein we read a good deal 
about Scotland and Mr. E. M. Warp. The Argosy, one of the best of 
magazines, has two capital illustrations by Sma_ut and Mauoney, and 
& poem by BucuanaN—more than enough for treble the price. London 
Society is a trifle brisker from the art point of view, an illustration to 
lines “To a Flirt’? being an exceptionally charming drawing. ‘The 
literature is a trifle too heavy,—there are too many ‘* Museum”’ articles 
about merchants and such cattle, not to mention the dead-alive twaddle 
about the antiquities of London. The author of “ Denis Donne” 
begins a new story in this number, but why does she talk about “an 
unnecessary addenda’? ‘The second number of the Sudurban has 
reached me, but it is no improvement on the first, although the 
services of a ‘‘good and gifted old man,” of whom I, at all events, 
never spoke disrespecttully as a duffer, have been secured to lend 
interest to its pages, I am sure I detect his style in this :— 

‘Farewell; then, thou companions of my solitude; thou joys of my heart; it is 


reed that we separate. The fiat has gone forth ; thy fate is decreed. Tenderly 
| I take ye down, one by one, from your position, carefully wrap ye in wool, and 


} 


een 
ln 






















Consign ye to my oak chest.’ 
I ought, perhaps, to say the extract is from a serious paper full of 
| learned quotations. : 

I wave seen the Doxé pictures for Elaine. They are quite worthy 
of the artist’s reputation, and full of the rich effects he is such a master 
of. A collection of comic sketches by Doxé, about to be published by 
Messus. Warne, will show him to the British public in a new guise ; 
but I don’t think he will be less popular in that guise. From the 
Camden Press we are to have a volume of verse edited by Bucuanan, 
with drawings by eminent artists; a book of hymns, illuminated; an 
illustrated edition of Jean Ingelow ; and a comic book, Griset’s Gro- 
tesques. M. Guiser’s drawings have been engraved by the Da.zigL 


Brotugrs, and will have justice done them, which they hardly 


| received in the Hatchet Throwers, a successor to which is promised [ 
} 


see—Curtosities of Savage Life—in which Mr. James Greenwoop will 
be sure to afford us plenty of amusement. Doxé is also a standing | 
dish this Christmas with Messrs. Casset, Petrer, and Garin, who 
publish a Mitton’s Paradise Lost (with original designs), Don Quixote, 
The WH andering Jew, and Croguemitaine. ‘They also announce ldyllic 
Pictures, with illustrations by Pinwetx, Gray, Hovucuton, Baxnes, etc. 


‘““SAY, MAMMA!” 


PRay, mamma, say, mamma: did you not think— 
As we staid for our carriage last night at the ball— 
That Spooner, poor creature, was just on the brink 
Of—I don't like to mention it !—“ popping,” that's all ? 
Should he propose, may I send himto you ? 
What shall I say, mamma ?—Say, mamma, do! 





Yes, mamma! Guess, mamma, how I was vexed 

When the carriage came up and he bid us “ good night!” 
I'‘knew—or I fancied—what must have come next, 

By his pressing my hand so excessively tight. 
How sha} I treat the man—send him to you ? 


} 
What shall I say, mammaf—Say, mamma, do! 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Oh! mamma; no, mamma. Do not suppose 
I would marry for ‘hat. I am not to be sold. 
But stall—the old gentleman’s property goes 
To. this very identical son, I am told. 
Make up your mind. Shall I send him to you ? 
What shall I say, mamma ?—Say, mamma, do! 


Nay, mamma: stay, mamma. Stop, I implore; 
Let me beg you to give your definitive choice. 

Good gracious, what’sthat? There's a knock at the door. 
Oh, it’s Spooner himself; no mistaking the voice. 

Tell me at once; may I send him to you ? 

What shall I say, mamma ;—Say, mamma, do! 


—=———l—————L—L=LLL=hRh___— 
THE ADVANTAGE OF DIRT. 


We.have heard dirt, especially during cholera time, so heartily 
abused that it has aroused within us that faint feeling of pity which 
is invariably evoked by the spectacle of persecution—even where it , 
seems almost merited. Dirt, after all, is but matter out of place, 
and is therefore a matter which may be defensible against sweeping 
condemnation. 

The Rev. Mr. Witson, a Dissenting minister somewhere near 
Sheffield, has stepped chivalrously forward to say a word in the defence 
of dirt. At the opening of the Working Men’s Baths in Snighill, he 
observed that he had had 

‘Seven years’ experience among the cannibals of the South Seas, all in the daily 
habit of bathing; they would nauseate pcople as dirty as our working men.” 

So, after all, dirt has its beautiful side. It may preserve us from 
the devouring savages of the South Seas. One would not mind being 
a little grubby so long as one was saved from being made grub of. 





Morning Calls. 
WE sincerely pity the unfortunate being who penned the following 


advertisement :— 

ANTED, UNFURNISHED, THREE APARTMENTS, by a nervous invalid, 
W where there are no children, in an open situation where costermongers and 
organ grinders do not visit. The southern suburbs preferred. No attendance.— 


Address, stating terms, which must be moderate, etc. 

The only “ open situation’’ where costermongers do not come with 
their morning calls and caul-iflowers—where the visitations of organs 
are unknown—is the Great Sahara. But even there our fiiend would 
not get all he wants, for he would have to “ put up”’ with the children 


of the desert. 





Useful Inventions. 


Wuar enterprising and ingenious people the Yankees are! A cer- 
tain Mx. Price—American, of course, and a pretty considerable price | 
too we guess !—has patented a machine for—shelling peas! We hope | 
this clever mechanician will turn his attention to the discovery of a 
simple instrument for shearing pigs. 





LATEST FROM FLORENEE. 
Wr is it peculiarly difficult to procure beats on the river Arno? 
Because they’re Arno boats there! 
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PRECOCIOUS AND PATRONISING! 


Master Tom :—“ An, WRELL!—SEB HERE, UNCLE,—THE GUV’NOR’S OUT. 





THE “ RED, WHITE, AND BLUE.” 


“ Barneumism,” “ bunkum,” and other expressive adaptations of the 
American language are making their way in English society, and will 
doubtless have tneir place among the noun-substantives of the future, 
in the dictionaries of that indefinite epoch. Meanwhile, there is 
perhaps too strongly prevalent a disposition to set down as bunkum, or 
Barnumism, everything which happens to bear the smallest apparent 
likeness to Barnumism or bunkum. The “ wee craft,’”’ Red, White, and 
Blue, is coming in for heavy seas of critical unbelief, and would be 
inevitably swamped by these sceptical billows, but for the buoyancy of 
her constitution. Very good men, if not very good sailors, who have 


crossed the Atlantic, declare that the Atlantic cannot and will not be | 


crossed by anything so wee as the “wee craft’’ in question. The 
strong point in the defence of the captain and “ crew” of this curiously 
diminutive vessel against the assailants of their veracity is the obvious 
argument that the secret of any fraud, if fraud there be, could with 
difficulty have been kept. Carr. Hupson, Lieut. Fitcu, and their 
dog might have conspired to shroud in perpetual darkness the mystery 
of a“ sell’’ among them; but if their tiny ship crossed the Atlantic 
simply by means of being slung on the davits of a larger vessel, where 
is the larger vesse] on whose davits, or affidavits, the Red, White, and 
Biue was slung? There must be other tongues than those two which 
waged in company with the tail of the dog, now hushed in death, to 
tell us the story, or ratherthe truth. Where are those other tongues? 
Perhaps Echo will be good enough, instead of sillily answering 
“Where ?”’ to produce them. If, as we may hope, the hypothesis be 
vain, and the captain and mate of the Red, White, and Blue are the 
only witnesses in the matter, let them answer all the questions that 
scepticism can frame. One particular pieceof adverse evidence we are 
in a position to refute. It appears that the label of a quack medicine, 
bearing the name of an ex-savage of the Mic-mac tribe of Indians, is 
exhibited among the remnants of the stores of the Red, White, and 
Blue, and some disbeliever has jubilantly cited this fact as a proof that 
the Red, White, and Blue had at all events touched at Nova Scotia. 


[OcropFR 15, 1866. 
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But YOU MAKE USE OF my NAME. 


Ir WILL BE ALL RIGHT!”’ 


How the circumstance, if proved, would disprove her having crossed 
the Atlantic to England we are not quite feminine enough to see; but 
it so happens that Fun, who has travelled everywhere, remembers to 
have seen the label of this Mic-mac medicine in many other places 
than Nova Scotia, where the ex-savage proprietor of the spec.fic is said 
to reside. It is common enough in New York and in some of the 
islands of the West Indies. Caprrain Hupsox, of the Red, White, and 
Blue, says he bought the stuff at the store of a certain Major Joun 
Tuomas Lane, of No. 23, Coenties-street, Hellgate, New York; and, 
moreover, Captatn Hupson saith, and his faithful first-officer Fricu 
also saith, and we are quite willing to say too, that every New Yorker 
is tolerably well acquainted with the fact, that the phy-ic of the 
ex-savage leech, rejoicing in the Mic-mac appellation, is sold all over 
the United States, with the laudably liberal allowance for taking a 
quantity. 


Phrenological. 
In the Chureh Times of a week or so since we read that an 
advertiser— 

‘* Farnestly desirous to promote the cultivation of church music and to assist in 
training choirs would feel grateful if some kind individual would give her an 
organ.’’ 

Would a grinder do ?—a Charitable Grinder, by the kind permission 
of Cuarces Dickens, Esq. ‘The organ, as far as concerns the kind 
individual, may be described as the organ of benevolence—but as 
regards the advertiser cannot but be looked on as the organ of un- 
blushing impudence. 





Eggs-actly. 

‘ONE sees so many shops in London,” said Mrs. Suitu, the other 
day, ‘‘ where they profess to sell new laid egys, that the supply must 
be enormous. Do you think, Mr. Jonxs, that all these new-laid eggs 
really are what they are represented to be.”  ‘ Osten(d)sibly, 
Madam!” was Jonzs’s apt reply. 
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Learned Magistrate :— 
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NUPKINS’S 


FOR THE DEFENCE? 
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WHAT'S THE USE ?——I COULD NOT THINK OF DOULTING A 
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MRS. BROWN ON IMPROVEMENTS. | ” she must live, and so must the bishop, as looks very sour, and they 
f | Says 1s of the Scotch persuasion, not as he can help that through not 

WELL, it may be a age of improvements, but I’m sure what they'll a-makin’ hisself."” Brown says, “ He’s got ten thousand a year, and 
do next goodness knows. What with their tunnels, tramways, and spends it a-keepin’ up his state.” 
embankments, let alone them teetotalers, as wants to do away with ‘* Well,” I says, “I think he'd find lots as would be good Christians 
all kinds of drinks, as is agin natur,—might as well try and do without on them terms; but they aggrawates me with their rubbish, for I’m 
sleep; but when Brown come in and said as they’d been and throw’d sure years and years ago there was the Bishop of Bethnal Green, as is 
a cable slap across to ’Merriky I did stare, though it do seem tome dead and gone now, he took and built a lot of churches, but, law bless 
very ventersome in any one to walk over it, and must ’ave been you, the ministers couldn’t live out of ’em, they was all in debt, and 
‘ighly dangerous to throw it that far, and never shall I forget the one took and destroyed hisself, and another, as was a widower with 
man aboard the penny steamer a-throwin’ one on to the barge where eleven children, took and married agin, a school-teacher, as wasn’t 
I was standin , and ketched me on the side of the face, as sent me eighteen, and him just on fifty; now they comes for money to build 
a-flyin’ back ards, and if it hadn’t been as I knocked three or four | more churches, as is quite right no doubt, only I hope they may fill 
down under me might have fell between them barges. ’em better than the ones they've got. It does seem so downright 

So I says, ** Whoever is to go across the cable now it’s throw’d, for | ridiculous the way them bishops woes on, for there was a minister 
I see a party once walk up one ever so high witha pole a-balancin’ down Stepney way as w..s doin’ a world of good, a-fillin’ the church, 
hisself, but under the water wouldn’t be no use, and as to walkin’ on with lots of children in the schools, though he had a dozen to keep 
it in that dressas I see the diver in at the Polyntechnic, Idon’t believe of his own. Well, poor man, he was a-workin’ his ’art out, and 
as any one could, though the man did go down that well and pick up wanted for to live and die among the poor, as he was always a-sayin’ 





, things as was throw’d in; but whatever is that compared to the from the pulpit, leastways so Mrs. WarDsN told me, as set under him, 


—— 


a neers erence, 


bottomless sea, as you wouldn't ketch me a-temptin’, as is downright and shed tears for to hear how lovely he spoke, partikler when there 
presumption in my opinion, the same as the man as cut hisself off the | was collections. Well, poor man, if that bishop didn’t take him 
bottom of a balloon in a thing like a umbreller, as come down with a away from them poor as he loved, and put him into a large church in 
run, and his neck broke as any fool could have told.him.” Brown | the City where nobody never goes near, and nothing whatever to do 
says, ‘I wish as you wouldn't go on so; what are you up to?” from week’s end to week’s end, as must be very aggravatin’ to that 
“Why,” I says, “I'm put out, I am, at the way as they’re a-goin’ | minister.” Brown he busts out a-laughin’ and says, ‘‘ You precious 
on about improvements of the poor when it’s werry plain as what old mutton-head! Why that parson gets over a thousand a year for 
they wants is wholesome wittles and more on it. It’s all very right | doin’ nothing, as is the same with lots of others.” 
for to come a-whitewashin’ their places and throwin’ about the clorids | I says, ‘Never, I won't believe it.” Says Brown, ‘That's the 
of limes, as makes a stifley smell, but that don’t pick a poor creetur | reason as such lots sets their faces agin the church, and won't give 
up as is livin’ on the smell of a match, and got no strength for to | nothing to the Bishop's fun’.” I says, “I don’t see no fun in it 
support a illness. ‘Thousands is starved to death as is never heard on | myself; why it’s a swindle.” He says, “Of course it is all trade.” 
because they starves by inches, as you can see by their pale faces, I says, “I won’t have you speak agin religion, Brown.” He 
and careworn, as looks old women before forty, and the men, too, is | says, ‘Who's a-speakin’ agin religion, as is a lovely thing as any 
reg’lar wore out through never gettin’ food as will support life.” So | but a fool must admire? What I finds fault with is parties a-makin’ 
Brown says, ‘*‘ Whatever's that got to do with the cable ?” a livin’ out of it, and never doin’ a hand’s turn for the poor really. 
I says, *‘ A good deal, for,” I says, “they are always a-makin’ im- | Just like that missionary chap as you found a-takin’ tea with 
provements, and yet nothing don’t seem to improve, and the misery |’Meuia ANN.” As was quite true, for I come home quite unexpected 
is downright dreadful.”” So Brown says, ‘‘I wish as you wouldn’t | one arternoon about five, and see the fire a-burnin’ very bright in the 
go exposin’ of your ignorance. Why ever don’t you read the paper, | kitchen, so I knocks, and as soon as the gal opened the door I smelt 
and you’ll see what’s a-goin’ on in the world.” butter-toast. So I says, “I’m a-dyin’ for my tea, and am glad as 
I says, “ Pr’aps I’mas well without knowin’, for I’m sure the awful | you've got it ready.’”’ She looks rather foolish and says ‘As she'd 
things as is done nowadays would disgrace a black, as comes from | got a friend to tea.’ 
poverty, and to tell me as it can’t be helped,” I says, “rubbish!’”” He! I says, “I hope it’s your mother or a sister, but did ought to have 
says, ‘‘ You’re very clever, pray what ever would you do to help it?’’ | mentioned it.’”’ So she says, “As it was a gentleman.” I says, 
“T’ll tell you how to help a deal on it,” I says, ‘‘just lay hold of | “Never; no gentleman comes a-drinkin’ tea on the sly in my front 
all them wagabone gals and boys as swarms about Whitechapel | kitchen, and you know as I don’t allow no followers.’’ 1 says, “ Who- 
a-cadgin’ and thievin’ for a livin’, and sleepin’ on door-steps half- | ever isit?’’ She says, “‘ The gentleman as comes round with tracks. 








starved in rags and filth. Ketch ’old of them and put ’em some- That did put me out, so down I goes, and there he was a-settin’ 
wheres to learn to be common decent, not goin’ on wuss than the drinkin’ his tea out of his saucer and his mouth full of buttered-toast 
beasts as perishes, as the sayin’ is. Something must be done or and cold ham, as that gal must have bought out of her own pocket. 
else we shall be overrun with them street boys and gals, and it must | Well, when he see me through a-drinkin’ with his mouth full, as is a 
end bad for one or other of us, either you'll have them massycreein’ | greedy ‘abit, he give a cough and was werry nigh choked, but I think 
us or we shall have to massyeree them. You may set there a-smokin’ | made a deal of make-believe over it for to get time for a exeuse, tor 
and sayin’ rubbish, but mark my words if it don’t come true. Why, | when he’d got his breath he says to me, ‘Ah, mum, youve got a 
the boys is that awdacious now as no one ain’t safe about them | Christian under your roof.’’ I says, “So I suppose, though you may be 
streets off the Commercial-road, where we did use to live, and as to | a Jew by the look on you.”’ Le says, ‘ I am of the ‘ouse of Hisrael. 

the gals they're wuss than the boys, that bold as it gives you quite a | I only know’d one ’ouse in that name, as was in the ready-made line. 
turn tosee’em. I'm sure the lot as was comin’ out of one of them! So I says, “Oh, indeed!’ He says, “ My eyes is opened, and my 
penny gaffs over the road there, nobody wouldn’t believe, and their | ’art is softened,” and he says, ‘1 hope you're a renewed character. 

langwidge enough to turn your hair grey, as the sayin’ is. As to | I says, ‘I’ve lived in this world many a long year, and no one ‘as ever 
gettin’ a tidy gal to come and ’elp in the ’ouse, they ain’t to be had | dared to breathe a word agin my character, and as to its bein’ renewed, 
for love nor money, and if they’re at all decent the hairs as they gives it’s never run out yet. He says, “I should like to ‘ave a little talk 


theirselves, and as to ’ard work they don’t know what it means, and | with you serious.” I says, “Should your Well, then, . Jost we t, 
show this party out. 


wouldn’t do it if they did." Brown he’s got a sneerin’ way with | for I don’t want any of your cant; ’Me.ta Any, “yl 
him sometimes, he says to me, ‘“* Why I'm blest if you ain’t a-comin’ | __ So he says, ‘** Won't you hear a word in season ?”’ I says, ‘* You Ww, 

| e . , ‘? Yr 66 in oe r c 

out as a reformer, MARTHA.” in a moment if you don’t walk. jie says, * Do you call yee a 

never 


I says, “ Pr'aps 1 am, and plenty of room for it, but,” I says, “it Christian’ I says, “‘ Never you mind, that’s my business. 
does put me out for to hear of millions and millions a-bein’ spent for interferes with any one’s religion, and nobody shan’t with mine, so I 
Improvements of the poor, and to see them a-gettin’ wuss and wuss wishes youa good evenin’.’”’ “Ah,” he says, “ the nab ral ——) the 
every day. In course I ain't a-goin’ to say nothing agin what’s done nat’ral man,”’ and tells me as he hoped I might be softened. I say 3, 
at the church over the way where the bishop come and preached last ‘I’m pretty soft, but not quite so green as to believe in you & comin 
Sunday, as ’Mexia went to hear, and come and told me as he said he a-spongin’ on servant gals for tea and toast as don't belong to them, 
wanted thousands and thousands to lighten the spiritual darkness asisof and I’m sure as Mr. Hisrael wouldn't hold with you a-goin about 
course werry bad no doubt, but it seems to me as if them bishops and | with tracks, and eatin’ cold ‘am, but if ever 1 ketches you in my 
ministers wants all they gets for theirselves, for there’s the minister | kitchen agin, I'll just ’and you over to the police.” You should ae 
at that very church, as is quite the gentleman, and his good lady as_ see him cut, andif I didn’t tind out as he’d had tive shillins out + 
nice a woman as ever opened her mouth, but what can she vive away that gal for to convert the Jews. But all I’ve got to say 1s, that 
with seven children, as is all to be brought up like ladies and gertle- don't believe as much of that money as 1s give for the poor ever 
men, and as nice a family as you’d see anywheres in a day's walk, finds its way to them. 
pretty behaved and dressed that neat as is becomin’, but costs a deal ——— 
of money. I’m sure in winter they gives away all they can spare, ola , 
and she’s a kind soul for helpin’ any one in trouble, and mends up all Ox Dits.—It is rumoured that the late member for Totnes will be 
the baby-linen herself as is lent out to the poor; but law,” I says, | known in future as “ ex-Pender.” 





















Se eee 
S 
. See _ orem 
> Ded aa 
RP Gwe bee: . E 3 
r : “ 
eee A we . mgt hs 


ee 


~ 
Dea ele a Mee 
~~ — 


eet 
eee 








"=~ 


' SN < 
TS 
- SS 
oi — 
‘ SS 
j — 
{ 
* a > — > 
THE POPULAR AIR. 
Musical Genius (sings) :—“*I woutp I were A prep.” 
; Unmusical ditto :—“* WHICH YOU WAS—A REG’LAR How1L!” 
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OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


Wuew there are so many childish stories written for the delecta- 
tion of grown-up people, it is pleasant to find an author taking the 
trouble to write a sensible and amusing tale for children. Indeed, 
t the rising generation is so well supplied with literature specially | 
written for it, and withal so well done, that we can easily Imagine | 

that when it comes to years of discretion and sensation, it will look | 
back with regret upon the pleasant fields of fairyland and the romances | 
of childhood. | 

A capital little book of this class has been sent to us, entitled, | 
| Karl-of-the-Locket, and his Three Wishes, by Mx. Davip Saitu, pub- | 
lished by Nimmo, of Edinburgh. It is a story something in the | 
j 


‘ 


“he 


manner of ANDEKSEN, with much of that writer's playful fancy and | 
delicacy of thought displayed in it, and cannot fail to be popular with 
the audience to which it is addressed. That it is no easy matter to | 
write a good child's buok is amply proved by the number of failures | 
| an this line that we have witnessed of late years. Some of our | 
| «cleverest writers have condescended to write books for children. 
| Tuackeray’s Lose and the Ring isa model Kindermihrchen, but in a 


‘different style to Hans AnpEusen’s, and Jarl-of-the- Locket is a story | 
with a more serious purpose in it than either. We speak of this, 
however, with no design of imputing to Mr. SmIrH any intention of 
preaching, a halint to which, in conjunction with indulgence in the | 
national stimulant, a large number ef bis countrymen are immode- 
rately addicted. Aar/-cf-the-Lvcket simply inculcates upom the in- 
genuous mind of youth the wholesome truth that unbounded gratifi- 
cation of our wishes leads to weariness and satiety. And certainly 
the pill of instruction is well wrapped up in the story, which surrounds 
it like a bonbon. 

Mr. Sarrn, who is, we understand, a brother of the anthor of the | 
Life Drama, seems to have caught some of the poet's faculty for | 
picturesque and poetic description; and there is, moreover, ) 
Hi song enwoven into the story, which shows some lyrical 
although the rhythm is much too irregular for music.” 
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THALIA’S FLOWER GARDEN, 


No. 5.—LYDIA, DIC. 


Ports there were in the olden times 
Who wept like us over broken toys, 
And mingled tears with lyrical rhymes 
Of wondrous women and naughty boys : 
Come now, Lyp1A, tell me true, 
What did Horarivs sing of you? 


Horace’s Lypti, so it seems, 
Put poor Sysaxis off his head, 
Filling it full of love-sick dreams 
When he went moodily home to bed. 
Poor young fellow, they called him names 
When he had cut the Olympic games. 


Times have chang’d but in one respect 
Butterfly youths seem still the same, 
Though they're indifferent, please retlect 
You are a swell at th’ Olympic game! 
When they visit the Wych-street play, 
Whom do they sigh for, Lypia, say? 


No. 6.—TE DUCE! 


Merry from Manchester home they came, 
BucksToneE and company, stout and hale, 
Winning as ever all sorts of fame, 
For good old comedies can’t get stale. 
Back they came and we took our place, 
Waited, alas! to our great surprise, 


a 


rie. 


We look’d in vain for a well-known face 
And the gleam of a laughing pair of eyes. 








The scene is 


‘Where have you gone to? Wherefore roam ? 
Oh! girl that Dundreary used to spoon! 

Think of your friends and your cosy home, 
Diana, Queen of the Silver Moon! 

Comfort came when we reach’d Soho, 
Merrily ended our hideous dream, 

For the laughing eyes and their gleam, you know, 
May be seen in the face of ‘‘ Malcolm Graeme.” 


| laid in Germany by the shores of the Binsensee, and Karl’s adventures, 
| his humble education, his noble birth, and his trials and temptations 


from apple-tarts to diplomacy, until he blossoms into the full-blown 
Count Ehrenhertz, and is married and lives happily in the orthodox 
fashion, will doubtless interest many boys and girls when the lesson- 
books are thrown aside. 

It is pleasant in this prosaic century to preserve some belief in 
“die alten Fabelwesen,” that Scu1LLeEx lamented, and Mr. Smiru’s 
book is a pleasant contribution to the literature of the subject, 
specially designed for the young heroes of the nursery. 

We must not omit to mention that the book is prettily got up, with 
a fairly-drawn illustration as frontispiece, and we can cordially re- 
commend it as a present suitable for ‘‘ the prime of summer-time’’ and 
the coming Christmas-tide. 

———[_— 


FISHY. 
An Irish paper affords us food for reflection in the following par :— 


u ; ‘* PASSING STRANGE. 

A report was laid before the board, stating that one morning this week a 
quantity of small fish, of the species ‘ Pinkeen,’ were found in the milk supplied by 
one of the contractors, who was bound by the terms of his agreement to supply 1t 
pure from the cow. Mr. Crean, clerk of the union, was requested to communicate 
with the contractor for the purpose of ascertaining some facts connected with this 
strange phenomenon.’’ 


This is indeed extraordinary! Such dairy-fed denizens of the watery 
element must either be “ Milky White ’’-bait, or else the milk must 


| be largely supplemented by supplies from the cow with the iron tail, 
in which case it might well be fishy. 


The Head and Front of their Offending. 


The huge busts that used to decorate the pillars in front of the 
Sheldonian Theatre, at Oxford, have been removed. It is reported 


& pretty | that this is done because they were unsafe, but we understand that the 


real reason is that the Dons feel that they virtually lust their heads 
when they rejected GLApsToNE. 
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A GORONACH. 


I spurNneD thee in the summer hour, 
All heedlessly, I trow ; 

But, ah, grim winter proves his pow’r, 
And how I miss thee now! 

Deem not these rhapsodies are bosh, 

Macintosh! My macintosh! 


I sought thee when the showers came, 
O’er that dear form I bent— 

I saw, with mingled dread and shame, 
Within thy skirts a rent. 

You're useless now! You will not wash, 

Macintosh! My macintosh! 


Nothing New. 


In his #naugural address to the British Association 
Mr. Grove mentioned a fact which our worthy con- 
temporary the Lui/der thinks might be made practically 
uscful. An. Grove stated that atmospheric air, drawn 
through films of india-rubber leaves behind it half its 
nitrogen, or in other words becomes richer by half in | 
oxygen. It is proposed to make use of this discovery to 
oxygenate the air supplied in factories and other 
crowded buildings. ‘The idea seems novel, but there is 
nothing new under the sun, and we need only remind 
our readers that Murs. Guiassg long ago recommended 
people to “first caoutch(ouc) your ’air.”’ 


Dle-ly Probable. 


THE Grocer speaks of the oil districts of Flint. 
Surely procuring oil from Flint is analogous to a pro- 
cess long believed to be impossible—the getting of blood 
from a stone! 
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Tue Great Birmingham Onion Fair took place the 
week before Iast. We have received a report of it 
from an eye-wet-ness, but as the cry-sis is over we do 
not intend to print it. ; 








Fact Stranger than Fiction. 


Ir we were to tell our readers that an Irish magistrate had committed 
a baby to jail on suspicion of its Fenian proclivities because it was 
taken ‘‘in arms,’’ we should be told we were joking. We extract a 
more extraordinary case of magisterial severity from the grave columns 
of the Dublin Evening Mail :-— 


“Shortly after mid-day on Saturday, two children, named Bryan—one a girl 
aged eight years, the other a boy aged three years and six months—were arrested | 
by a police-constable in Westmoreland-street for soliciting alms. They were taken | 
to College-street police station, and charged in due course, and were then brought | 
before the magistrate, Mr. C J. O’Donel, at the head police-oftice. The charge was 
proved, and the magistrate made his decision. That decision was, that the girl | 
should undergo imprisonment in Grangegorman Penitentiary for fourteen days, and 
be kept to hard labour! and that the boy, 35 years old, should be sent to Richmond 
Bridewell, be there detained tor 14 days, and kept to hard labour.”’ 


What is the “hard labour”? Mr. O’Donet meditates for this little | 
one? At the age of three learning the alphabet is pretty hard work: | 
it is almost too carly to inflict even such labour as that on this child. | 
The poor creature has been sentenced to hard labour already by the | 
miserable circumstances that drive such a mere baby to beg its bread | 
in the streets. If its parents were suspected of sending it out even, | 
the “learned”? magistrate ought to have seen it was not a case for | 
visiting the sins of the fathers on the children. 

We are glad to learn that the prison authorities have taken prompt 
steps to upset this insane sentence. But the man who could pass it 
ought never to have sat on the bench at all! 

A Black Compact. 
AN advertisement in the Daily Telegraph reveals a political com- | 
bination of a most startling kind: 
**Coals—Derby Brights—19s. 6d. per ton.”’ 
Such a coal-ition will indeed cause a flare-up! 


Hear! Hear! 
Ovr solicitor, whose hearing is so dull that he wouldn’t notice the | 
cana oe . : : : : : 
*xplosion of a powder-mill next door, describes his sense of hearing as | 
a deaf-icit. 





| found it out and charyed us extra for it. 


| Glasgow; Emilie; Trilobite; C. S.; C. 


| operator ; W. H.; Silas: H. G. S., Bristol; F. 
Shields; J. W., Liverpool; A. 5. R., Dalston; J. A. 


Gq; 
Humbug: Only a Cl 
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Mrs. Jones shooting over her own preserves. 


Answers to Correspondents, 


E. H. T.—*‘ Sketches in School”’’ are very funny, but, you must see 
yourself, are unsuitable. 

J. B. W., Crowndale-road.—Yes; but they must be very good. 

E. J. M.—There must be some error in the title you give to the female 
head in your sketch—‘ Siren (No. 2) Margate—Catching.”’ Ugliness is 
not infectious. 

FE. L.—You need not try to make your lines immortal ‘* by sending them 
to Fun,” they are such everlasting nons nse, 

TELESCOPE need not send us rejected MS. 

H. H., Pyke.—We wish your weaning were as plain as a pikestaff. 

HACKNEY.—So’s the joke. 

Tue Zozymus of Wapping and the Laura of Hastings cannot be entered 





| for literary craft. 


S. E.’s “Touching Incident’? was so heavy that even the Post-office 


‘sIMPETUOSITY AND DELIBERATION’? has met with a reverse. After 
bestowing the latter on it, we committed it to the waste-paper basket with 


| the former. 


G. W. D., Liverpool.—Thanks ; but we have no space for such articles. 

E. W. $., Camden-square.— Your rhymes are a frost. 

Tue author of “An Excursion”? wants an answer, but does not send his 
name; but we can see it is not WoRDS-WORTH. 

T. P. N., Redlané.—We don't see the juke, which is apparently some- 
thing about a board, and may therefore be peculiar to Bristol. 

A. B., Langham- place.— Under consideration. 

C. T., Tavistock Hotel.—We are suspicious of @ joke that comes as 
original from two or three quarters simultaneously. 

G. C., New Cross.—Iegible and unintelligible. 

Declined with thanks—Gemini; O. O. 0.; Tooraliday; Nijex; W. F., 
N., Glasgow; J. Y., Bayswater ; 
W. H. K., Gateshead; A Co- 
H.; Tommy Traddles ; 
M. U., Glasgow; H. G., Brighton; 
L.; A Pluralist; G. V., South 
J., Catford; R. H., 
Wagtail: W. P. B.; E. B., South 
AF; C., West Dulwich ; 


K. Z.G.; A. B.; M. A. A., Maida-hill ; 


H., Camberwell; Ducky; A._ 
T., Bristol; 


5 =. 
A. G.; T. B. W., Lee; R. 
E. A., Maida-hill; Weter 


A Lad in his 86th Year; O. VP. A.; 
ee Ae 
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Norwoi 





































<a 


— 
aw Se wae ™ —- 


See ee 


“=F. 





a 





[OctroBer 13, 1866. 


7“ 


a7 aN 7s |\- 
} ld | WY 
1] |) | 
! \\ A) LW 
™ La craemmntianatacal 


| ' THE LOWTHER ARCADE. | 


By our YOUNGEST. 


I rumx the Lowther Arcade is the jolliest place in London. If 
there were only a pantomime there and a sweetstuff shop, with every- 
thing for nothing in it, I think it would be very like fairy-land. 
When I grow up if I get rich I shall often go there and spend a great 
al LAT deal of money—very likely quite ten shillings—in buying toys for all 

the little boys and girls I know. 

When I went there Jast, I bought a kal I don’t know how to spell 
it—but it’s like a spyglass that don’t pull out, and you look in at one 
end and see all sorts of pretty patterns. But when the end came off 


— 2 





( there was nothing in it but crooked pins and bits of coloured glass. 
Bhi ib Tom bought a pin, with a real glass greyhound on the top. He gave 
| sixpence for it, and he is sixteen, and will be quite a man soon, so he 


will be able to wear it. Mary bought a doll that squeaks; and it 

| didn’t leave off squeaking when we brought it home, so the Lowther 

| Arcade is a jol!y place; because Cuariiz bought a whistling Jack-in- 

| the-box of a m:n in the street for a penny, und when he brought it 

| home it would not whistle at all, and when we tried to make him the 
| spring came out at the back of his neck. Was: t it a shame ? 

I don’t know why it is called the Lowther Arcade except that they 

sell Noan’s arks there. I have a Noan’s ark that uncle bought me 

| there, but the animals’ legs will break so. 


I stick in pins instead 
when they come off. 


The elephant has four pins instead of legs and 
| he stands up capitally if you lean him up against the mouse, or the 
pigeon, or any other beast that’s about the same size. I've got Noau 
and Mrs. Noan, but I don’t know which is which because Bessiz 
' washed them one day in the bath, and all the paint has come off. 
Uncle says they must be Apam and Eve now, but that’s only his fun. 
| Did you ever have a glass peacock with a spun tail? I had once, 
_ but it fell into the nursery fire and got melted like Many’s wax doll’s 
_ face when she held it to the fire to dry it after it tumbled into the 
water jug. There are glass peacocks and wax dolls at the Lowther 
Arcade, and drums and trumpets. ‘There are boats there, but I don’t 
care about boats. If I want themI make them myself, because I gave 
a shilling for one once in a toy-shop, and it wouldn't swim only bottom 
uppermost, and papa says vessels don’t do that, so it couldn't be right. 
Ail _  Bomebody once bought me a box of soldiers at the Lowther Arcade. 


——— 
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They were grenadiers. The captain had a blue sword, and the drum- 
mer had a yellow drum glued to his stomach. When they go out 
marching they have to stand upon pegs on a thing like a lot of pink 
wooden scizzars, and go backwards and forwards very fast. Papa took 
me to see the two sentries at the Horse Guards. ‘hey were not 
marching, and that was why they were not on a pink wooden stand I 
suppose. 

T like the Lowther Arcade. When I am a man I shall walk there 
instead of in the park. I can’t get nurse to walk in the Lowther 
Arcade because she likes the park. She sits on the seats there while [ 
play about. Her cousin often passes by there. He has a red jacket 
and long legs—he is a very tall boy. Nurse says he is a soldier, but 
he has not got a sword. 


THE SMELLS OF LONDON. 


Arrn—“ The Bells of Shandon.”’ 


Wir recollection and great objection 
I often think of the awful smells; 
Which every rover beyond white Dover 
Has learned to swear at while he blessed Bow bells! 


I’ve smelt things nasty in deserts vasty, 
By Delhi's minars and by Lucknow's domes, 
But all my wandering has led to pondering, 
And set me thinking of our English homes, 


There’s a smell at Cairo, and in mud and mire, oh, 
On old Nile’s banks you see the fellahs pine, 

And cholera mounting from every fountain 
Is scarce kept under by the Quarantine. 

But I think Whitechapel may fairly grapple 
With all these places for impurity, 

And Cologne though smelling in every dwelling, 
Can't beat the waters of the River Lex! 


NOTICE.—Now ready, the Tenth Half-Yearly Volume of FUN, bewg 


THE THIRD VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. 
Magenta cloth, 4s. 6d. ; post free, 5s, 








the Proprietors) by THOMAS BAKER, 
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| SUPERLATIVELY SEVERE. 


First Youth :—“Tuat’s um, B11. 


; 
{ 
A SHINY LOT!”’ 


| FROM OUR STALL. 
| Ow Saturday, the 6th, another new theatre was opened in London. 
Welcome, little stranger! Fun hopes to see many more, for there is 
room for them. Mr. Bovcicavtt’s new drama, F/ying Scud ; or, the 
Four-legged Fortune, is not a good piece, but it contains one situation, 
and only one, which would save a worse. When Nat. Gosling, the 
retired jockey, aged 60, finding his darling Scud riderless, throws off 
his coat and waistcoat, calls for the drugged jcckey’s cap and jacket, 
and resolves to mount Scud himself and ride him for the Derby, the 
effect upon the audience is as of lighted turpentine on a tar-barrel. 
Every man, woman, and child in the “auditorium” becomes “ hossy.”’ 
One touch of horseflesh makes the whole world pigskin. Even our 
brief notice must terminate with the great Epsom Downs’ scene, for 
| the piece itself terminates there. There are many mistakes in the 
first two acts, the saddest being the introduction of a hornpipe danced 
by girls dressed as jockeys in a ballet, and a stupid song sung by the 
veteran Nat. Flying Scud should not be exposed to the night aira 
few hours before the race, as Mr. Bovcicautt perfectly well knows. 
Bob Buckskin is a detestable name for a jockey, and unworthy of an 
author who could invent so capital a cognomen for an old J ew “leg 
as Mo’ Davis; but this last is but a trifle. Notwithstanding its de- 
fects, Flying Scud is a great success, and Fun is happy to congratulate 
Mr. Szrron Parry on his new venture, and to wish him all sorts of 
good fortune— four-legged, hip-hip-hippo dramatic, and otherwise. 
The drama is well acted—the lion's share of the responsibility and the 
applause falling to that excellent actor, Mr. Grorce Brtmoxe. Miss 
CuarLotTe SaunDERS was also warmly welcomed. The rest of the 
characters are mere sketches, and, indeed, neither the veteran jockey 
nor the too meaty young one is full-length, but is boldly drawn 
and skilfully portrayed. 
Two extravaganzas on the subject of the opera of Der Freischutz 
are now dividing the attention of that large section of the public that 
doats upon burlesque, its puns, pink lights, parodies, primrose-coloured 
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He’s THE ‘BEST MAN,’ HE 18!” 
Crossing Sweeper :—‘* WELL, THEN, IF HE’8 THE BEST MAN THEY must BE 





THALIA’S FLOWER GARDEN. 


No. 7—PER ASPERA AD ASTRA. 


A LITTLE actress put to sea— 
_She and her wits together— 

Nor feared the waves’ inclemency, 
Or any stormy weather. 

Among the famed St. James’s crew 
Her ready tact was noted, 

And sailors own that very few 
Have been so soon promoted. 


The Ada Ingot, pretty waif, 
Was kissed by breezes craven 
She brought the Lady Teazle safe 
Into a well-known haven. 
With her no journey can be long, 
Whatever ills betide it, 
For every ship must skim along 
With Netty Moors to guide it. 








No. 8.—DUM VIVO SPERO. 


Tuey tell us the poor old drama’s dead, 
They talk of the past and begin to sigh; 
For the present, they say, can't lift its head, 

| Or hold a candle to days gone by. 
They may talk as they like, but I'll engage 
Their words no sensible mind have stirr'd; 
We may still hope on for our worn-out stage, 
For women of intellect will be heard. 


| 
| 
| Grand old Rome wasn't built in a day— 
We are not all poets and born to rhyme, 
And practise, never mind what they say, 
Will come to perfection in easy time. 
If you want an example now promise to se 
The Triple Alliance in Oxford-street, 
And tell us your estimate candidly 
Of the girl at the Huguenot Captain's feet. 


| O, law! 
A LapDy, who has purchased a “ Vowel’ washing- 
machine, says that she finds the only vowel that will 
wash is O. Is she quite sure caw isn’t a liquid? 


fires, and general prettiness. One is at the Strand, the other at the 
Prince of Wales’s. For the present, we must confine ourselves to Mr. 
Burnanp’s piece at the Strand. Mr. Brron’s, at the Prince of 
Wales’s, shall receive full notice next week. First come, first served. 
The Strand extravaganza was entirely successful. It contains some 
very ‘‘exquisite fooling.”” The incantation scene is especially good. 
That the scenery is beautiful, and that the dresses are gorgeous, goes 
without saying, for the liberality of the Strand directorate is well 
known on these points; and we may be sure that Der Freischutz ; or, 
a Good Cast for a Piece will be seen for many nights at the popular 
little playhouse near Temple-bar. 


Last from Paris. 


Tuk latest French novelty is, the papers state, a duck which has 
been taught to imitate THEresa and sing “‘ /a femme a barbe.”” This 
would be a sign of extreme intelligence on the part of the bird, and of 
great imitative ability, for Tueresa is anything but a duck. The re- 
port originated with the paper called La France Chorale—a coral that, 
in this case, is in the mouths of all who have not cut their wisdom 
teeth. We have, and our belief is that the bird in question is no Duck 


ee 


at all unless a canard, which is not a rara avis at this season of the year. | 





Not such a Great Mistake. 
Tue Court Circular reports that Don Joacuim Avucnon, the Governor 
of Seville, has issued a decree which is a bungling imitation of “‘ Lorp 


CAMPBELL’s Act.”’ 
many of the best works of the old masters, and of casts from the finest 
of the antique statues. Our contemporary, by a slip of the printer, 
calls the Don “Governor of Senille,’’ and really his folly is only ex- 
cusable on the ground of Senille-ity. 


Tur Great Unpaw.—The National Debt. 


Tt ttt 


It is so framed as to stop the sale of copies from | 
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OUT-OF-TOWN TALK. 1 oe ee like the dressing-gown. A certain} | | 


T am thoroughly , 
happy. My) 
country seat, 1n | 
the neighbour- | 
hood of the | 
rural village of | 
Blackbury, is a | 
perpetualsource 
of comfort and 
consolation to 
me. I have 
christened it 
‘‘ Balm of Gil- 
ead,” and I 
have caused 
those soothing 
words to be in- 
scribed in High- 

¢ Church _ text, 
with red ini- 
tials, on the 
gate - posts of 
the carriage- 
sweep that Jeads 
vo my portico. 

[ am decorating 
the place after 
an approved 

ecclesiastical 
fashion, and all 

my window 
frames are’ be- 
ing filledinwith 

| stained glassomaine (I forget the proper name) at eighteen pence w& 

| pane. I have a High-Church croquet set on my lawn—the hoops; 

| which were originally Norman in their architecture, are now Gothia: 
| (isn’t it Gothic, when it comes to a peint at the top ae I have: 
eaused the pegs to be tipped with frurs-de-/ys in brass. oreover, the 
balls are studded with silver stars, and the mallets are encircled with 

_ serolis, on which are painted legends in some foreign language— 
| probably Latin, but I don’t know. I am endeavouring to persuade 
' my handmaiden, old Marrwa, to wear sandals, but she «bjects. She 
: _ pleads bunions. I represent to her that sandals are capital things for 
bunions, but old Mantua is obdurate. I have entered into an 
arrangement with an Italian professor, who is to come and play solemn 
music on an organ in an adjoining room for two hoursaday. He is 
to have eightpence, and is to find his own instrument. As I write, he 
is grinding the Old Hundredth, which helps me on enormously. The 
whole thing is quite cathedral-like. 

I wish I couldn't see over into the next garden. The younz thing 
with the roller annoysme amazingly. She interrupts the sainted calm 
of my surroundiags, and directs my attention to the world without. 
The world without is rath °r pretty down here. There is a long sweep 
of mottled pasture land, reaching to the sea in the distance, but I hate 
long sweeps. I remember reading a story of a long sweep who was 
stack halfway up a chimney, and only came down by small instalments, 
| tothe great grief of his disconsolate family, who were thereby done 

out of their burial-club fees. I wish, too, that that young thing 
wouldn’t come and sing under my window. She has as swect a voice 
as Coriolanus’s first citizen, but she sings idiotic songs. She'd wish 
to be a bird, that she might fly tome. What if I answer her? I will 

—stop a bit, “bird,” “ word,’ “‘ stirred,’’ “‘ absurd ’’—I have it! 


“ She'd choose to be a bird! 
How utterly absurd ! 

I think, upon my word, 

It never yet oceurred 

Since Father Apam stirred, 

That any one has heard 

So mad a wish averred 

As that, to be a b-i-r-d !"’ 


| Then I try to whistle a bird accompaniment, but there I break down. 
| She stares at me in blank astonishment, and runs away. I am afraid 
she thinks Iam mad. I forgot to mention that I usually wear a brass 
mimbus and a criss-crosed dressing-gown like an open jam-tart, and 
sandals. The sandal. are a fiti!ur-, being made by a local cobbler. 
The soles won't keep «. se to the foot, but work round to the ‘nelo—J 
suspect that there is somethin; wreng about the thones. hey are 
/ not good things for croquét-ing a ball (is it croquet, or croquét, or 
croquet, or créyuet ?) and old Martua (who plays with me, but in 
boots) sends the balls twice as far. She calls it crouky. 
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| of-England shoon, criss-crossed 
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ke about “poor feet,’ which was popular in London some years 
winch, bas just reached this obscure spot, and is-hailed by the humbler 
inhabitants as a refreshing novelty. It is supposed: by them that its 


application to my sandalled trotters is peculiarlyhappy: After all, 


ing ; fastened to the k 
perhaps, long shoes turning up at the pr ogy cage | 


by gilt chains, are less conspicuous. ne ~ pe 
7 hed couriers right: in: sea of our | 
a 4 =: Vialiioe our next issue, to have | 


fortunate contributor, and we hope, 
hiesoade in Fieet-street. The utterabsence of anything to grumble at 


seems to have turned his brain.—Ep.* 
lll OO 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
(Answer ini ous next.) 


Snow from consuming: fires of forcigm rule 

A Phoenix rises: it were well to:sehool 

An idle nation that more earnest deeds 

Of manhood, now may'follow when it needa; 

For Freedom is:but seldom unmixed gain, 
Though won through: years of bondage and of pain. 


1. 
No: liquid that men ever drink 
half so great a power, 
And yet T eetotalers ne'er shrink, 
From using: this:‘each houp: 
2. 
Say when the two soprani, hardly tsied 
Hanpagt's music, with each other vied, 
as not’ that. critic: wiaely in the right, — 
Who wished: both veicea could. in one unite ? 


Upon the earth: no faiwer land 

You'll find; and Fortane’s ample hand 
Has given good gifta:in store. 

You'll spend. here if you choose to dine 

A pleasant time from five to nine, 
Then rise and pay your score. 


4. 
In kingly state he ruled his subjects well, 
None came with troubles to his royal side, 
For ’t would have been no easy task to tell, | 
Their errands as he rode upon the tide. 


5. 
All languages to guess Acrostics pat in, _ 
Is easy and you'll find this “that” in Latin: 
Seek it existent ever in idea, 
Where Paris judged, and now in Idumea. 


A singer, we know, by a cardinal sent, 
To Court in Bavaria gallantly went. 


7. 
No statelier keep the North could boast, 
Than that on which, o’er NuviL_n’s hoat, 
The silver saltire flew ; 
Where many a battle won and lost 
Proved Scotsmen true. 


ANSWER TO Last Weerx’s Acrostic. 


G Georgic C 
L Laura A 
A Alb B 
Ss Scawfell L 
S Scone E 


Answers received to Oct. 11th.—Correet:—W. C. B. 0.; Barbel; Ai Puseyite; 
A. Evans; A. B., No. 2; Copernicus; F. G. L.; Dandeleo Giganticus; banbury 
Cross; Old Trafford; Arabella B.; Constance; Aguja; Ixion; A. B. C.; 
“Coombes”? ; Mignonette; A. W., Mold; Liquorice; W. E. W.; Ovre; €. W. W; 


Whitehall ; i; W. B., Lincoln’s-inn-fields; A. E. 8.; ‘‘We Three”; “Jones 

of Clifton”; KE. E. J.; Albertha; ‘ Blackheath’; C. H. W.; Dicky 5a; 

W. E. : Hopts; fam ; J. G. G.; P. 5. T.; J. W. G., Kensingten; G. A..D-; 
. . a +e 


A.C. 8.3 W. D., South-street; Ruby; Friends in Council; ‘A Fiend 
in Human Shape,’’ War Office; Herbert C. B.; Tommy Traddles; W. T: Jackson ; 
Mr. Brown ; ‘ Barbel”’; Quilldriver; Ladbroke; H. S.; R. F.H.; Audrey; G@ & ; 
Ligzy—37; A. J. H., Lioyd’s; Polijane. 

Sus., Shorncliffe.—We never met with Por’s lines to Leonora. 

FunkM ContTIncERE GavupEntT, Reform Club, says No. ¢4 is “an msult; ” Dat why 
did he not pay for the postage of his letter ? 


* Brain-’ed. Joke somewhere here.—Ep. | 
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THE FLYING 
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SCUD. 


| ACT I. Sowne 1.—Love Lane, near Doncaster. Enter Tom Menepiru. | 


Tom.—Indeed, it wasso! (Weeps.) 
Scene 2.—The Gates of Nobbley Park. 
Enter Jorta Lattimer and Lorp Woopsie. 
Lory W.—I am fourteen, and I love you! 
Jvrm.—Fie, my lord! 
Toonp W.—Oh, bother! 
Jurta.—lIf you love me, discontinue that awful habit of swearing. 
[ Discontinues awful habit ef swearing. R. 
Lorp W.—Will you wed me ? 
Jvutm.—Not until you are old enough to go to Eton. [ Tableau. 
Scene 3.— Flying Send’s Stable. 
Exter Bon, the stable-boy, and Nat Gosuine. 
Bos.—I am getting stout. 
Nav.—That’s because you're always getting deer. 
Enter Katie Riveovt and Cart. Grrgpiey Gooner. 
Carr. G.—Katie, you can guess why I have brought you to this 
| stable. It is to propose to you. I love you. 
| Karre.—Never! 


[ Exceunt. 


| Carr. G.—Ha! scorned? Then I will lock yeu up with Flying 
| Boud! [Shoves her into a loose bux and locks the door. Exit Goovce. 
Enter Tom Merepira. 
_  Tomu.—I love Katie, and she is here! (Jiears screams from Katie in 
loose box.) Ha! My Katie in a loose box! Then she is ar—guilty! 
[ Exit, insensible. 
Seune 4.—TZhe Library in Nobbley Hall. Preparations for reading the 
| Squire's Will. 
_  lbawyer.—This is the Squire's Will. I give everything to—in- 
cludiag Flying Scud—Tom Meredith. 
Garr. G.—Ha! disinherited! 


ing that the will has not yet been proved, and although I am not one 

| ofthe deceased's executors, hand me over the key of Flying Scud’s 
stable. 

Garr. G@.—As everything ie, &c., and notwithstanding that, &c., 


and altheugh you are not, &c., here is the key—but I will be avenged. | 


-Tom.—Nat Gosling, I loved your granddaughter, Katie; but I have 
discovered her in a louse box, and after that, of course, I can’t marry 
her. [ Tableau. 


ACT II. Scene 1.—Hyde Park, Cumberland Gate. 
Nat.—This is our family rendezvous. We conduct all our business 
here, just inside the park, by Cumberland Gate, and opposite the 
curds-and-whey shop. It’s so quiet and retired. 
Enter Katie. 


ee ED — ae 


'  Karie.—Ha! Grandfather! [ They hug. 
Enter Bon. 

Bos.—F lying Scud is the favourite for the Derby! 

Nat.—It's five-und-twenty year since I rodeina race! [They weep. 


Tableau. 
Scenz 2.—Cor. Muiuican’s rooms in Piccadilly. Cot. Mvuiiican, Mo’ 
Davis, and Cuovuser breakfasting ina corner. The usual foils and 
boxing-gloves, to indicate MULLIGAN’S downward career. 


| Cor. M.—We will doctor Flying Scud. 
| AuL—We will! {[ Ezeunt. 
Enter Jutta LatTiMeR and Lorp Woopsie. 
'  Lorp W.—Still I love you! 
| Jvua.—Still you are too young. Retire up and grow older! 
[Ltettres up and grows older. 
Scenz 3.—Nat's Lodging. Enter Cart. Goonas. 
| Garr. G.—This is Nat’s lodging ; and lo, he comes. 
Enter Nat. 
Carr. G.—Sell me the key of Flying Scud's stable, and here are two 
| thousand pounds! ; 
| Watr.—Done. (Aside to audience.) Wait a bit, you'll see—it'll be 
| allright. (Aloud.) Here is the key. 
Goopcr.—’Tis a-very well! [Exeunt. Tubleau. | 
Seung 4.—The Pigskin Club. Jockeys discovered im full colours, and all | 
standing in the third position, with right hands on their hips, and 
combsin their back hair. Enter Nat. 

Nat.—I have sold Flying Scud! | 

A.u.—Shame! 

Nat.—But listen. I knew a horse that is own brother to Flying | 
Scud. They are, in fact, twins. I will substitute one for the other. | 
Here are two thousand pounds, divide them among ye. 

AuLt.—Good! We will express our joy in a jockey hornpipe. 

[ Express their yoy ina jockey hornpipe, whatever taat may be. 


' 





Se eee 





FON. 


You are too young. | 


Tou.—Capt. Guodge, as everything is mime now, and notwithstand- | 


Enter Nat. | 
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ard. Flying Seud’s twin brother discovered looking 

eut of a first-floor window. 
Enter Cart. Goonae, disguised apparently as a Pilgrim. 

Pitcrm.—TI have come to doctor Flying Scud. 

Enter Nat. 


} 
| Nar.—All right. (Exit Piccrim.) It's the wrong’un! 
{ 





| Scorne 5.— The straw y 


Sceng 6.—The Derby Day. (Opposite the Grand Stand.) 
Enter Bow Buckskin and Nat Gosuine. 
Bos.—The jockey that was to have ridden Flying Seud has been 
hocussed! 
WNat.—Then I will ride for him! 
[Rides and wins easily by a jerk. 
Enter Nat on the winner. 
Nat.—I haven't yet been weighed, but no matter. I will just 
trot Flying Scud through the carriages in front of the Grand Stand— 
it'll do him good. [General joy. Tubleau. 
ACT III. Scenz 1.—Mo’ Davis at iome. 
Cot. M.—We will cheat Tom Meredith at cards, and forge an 

I 0 U in Lord Woodbie’s name, and raise money on it, for an 1O U 

is ulways.a good negotiable security. 

[They forge an I 0 U and exount. 
Scene 2.—No matter. 

Scene 3.—The Tattenham Club. Gooner and Mvcuiican playing at 
cards with MexepirH. Mo’ Davis telegraphing contents of Mexz- 
DITH 8 hand in a most unmistakeable manner. 

Merevitu.—I will play you—ar—for—ar—everything I—ar— 
possess —ar. 


Joy of wooden orowd. 


Enter Lonn Woopste. 
Gooper.—’Tis well. [ Wins everything MBrepirn possesses. 
Lory W.—Goodge, I saw you cheating! 
Gooper.—Ha! Presumptuous boy! | Knocks him down. 
Loup W.—We will fight, at Calais! | Tableax. 
Scznz 4.—No matter. 
Scanz 5.—No matter. 
Scene 6.—Oalais Sands, illuminated by three moons. 
Enter Mvuiuican and Goonae with riding-whip to show that he has just 
trotted over. 
Goopce.—This is the place where I was to meet Lord Woodbie. 
Enter Merepitu. 
Merepitx.—Lord Woodbie cannot come! I will fight you instead! 
Enter Jutta Latrimer disguised as Loxp Woonvute. 
Juri1a.—I am here. Let us fight. [They fight. Juta ts wounded, 
Jut1a.—I am Julia. I would not let Lord Woodbie fight until he 
was old enough to go to Eton. So I came instead. [ Zableau. 
ACT IV. Scene 1.—WNo matter. 
Scene 2.—Lorp Woopsnin’s room. 
Enter Lavy Woopstr, Juta, and Lorp Woopste. 
Lapy Woops1s.— You are worthy to be the wife of a lord, although 


you are the scheming sister of an acknowledged blackleg. ‘Take him! 
[ Takes Aim. 











Enter Tom Merevitu. 
Tom.— Now to hunt down the villains! 
Scenz 3.—Mo’ Davis's garret. 
Mo’ Davis.—I will take all the money that belongs to Goodge and 
bolt. [ Takes money and hides under table. 
Enter GoovGr. 
Goopcz.— Now to get my money and bolt. 
villain Mulligan’s got it. 


* 


Ha! it is gone! That 


Euter Mviiican. 
Mvutiican.—Now to get Goodge’s money and flee. Ha! it is gone! 
That villain Goodge has gut it. 
Goopce.—Mulligan, we will fight. 
Mutuiican.—We will. 
(They fight and upset the table, discovering Mo’ Davis. 
Enter Every sovy. 


Evreryropy.— Ha! 

Loxnp W.—Goodge, you have forged an I O U for £2,000. Confess 
that Katie got into the loose box against her will, and you are free. 

Goopcz.—I will confess anything you like if you will let me go. 

Merepiru.—This is most satisfactory. A more disinterested ad- 


mission I never heard. Katie, come to my arms. 
[They love each other. 


Nat.—And if our Flying Scud will signify its approbation, there 


won't be a happier party in all England than 
Our Friends in Front ! 
CURTAIN. 
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A MODEL HUSBAND AND A LAY FIGURE. 
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What Miss Grundy saw in her brother-in-law’s studio. 


What Miss Grundy said about it to her sister :—‘‘ PerrECTLY DISGRACEFUL—AND TO CROWN IT ALL SHE WAS BALD!" 


GIFTS. 


I Gave you when first we were plighted, mine own, 
A bright nosegay of blossoms of spring: 

Of tulips and larkspurs and roses full blown, 
Such a gift as a lover might bring. 

You accepted the gift with a smile of delight, 
As an omen of happiest hours— 

And you sighed, “ May our future be ever as bright 
As this day which you garland with flowers.”’ 


I gave you, on reaching your twentieth year, 
A turquoise forget-me-not ring, 

With a hint of a plainer one—scarcely less dear, 
That around your loved finger should cling. 

You blushed and you smiled, as the present you took, 
Like a morning in April so bright, 

And I felt myself amply repaid by the look 
Which so filled my existence with light! 


I gave you—as close by the altar we stood— 
A hand that was honest and true, 
A heart, which was bursting with schemes for your 
good, 
And six hundred per annum, love, too! 
You accepted the gift and became Mrs. G—— 
Yes, the sweet little wife I adore; 
But now, my beloved one, quite plain I will be, 
And I've one gift to offer you more! 


I give—do not tremble or gaze with surprise, 
We've been wedded a good many years, 

And you know well enough that I love those blue eyes 
Far too well to suffuse them with tears— 


| 





I give—do not blame my decision, my sweet— 
I give you—aye, ‘there is the rub! 

I give you my word if there’s only cold meat 
I shall certainly dine at my club! 


A CHEAP ARISTOCRAT. 


In the Times the other day the following advertisement might be 
seen modestly appearing among the crowd of ‘want places” and 
houses to let :— 

A BARONET’S SON, who has resided much upon the Continent, desires to travel 
with any family or person going abroad. Terms, travelling expenses and 
salary to be agreed upon, etc. 
This is an opportunity that the inferior middle-classes ought not to 
lose, and the privilege of travelling with a real live baronet’s 800 
would amply compensate for any additional pecuniary outlay. It 18 
to be aa however, that his terms are not too high, and that the 
luxury may be indulged in at a moderate price. We can readily 
imagine that a gentleman who desires to travel in this way may have 
very particular reasons for not wishing to reside in England; reasons 
like those which keep a certain noble duke on the continent, when & 
meaner man would long ago have been the occupant of a police-cell. 
The trustful confidence in the proclivities of the British snob which 
evidently an‘mates the baronet’s son will not, we hope, go unrewarded. 
May he find some one credulous enough and snobbish enough to pay 
him handsomely to travel on the continent; and when once he 18 
located in the happy Enropean city he favours with his presence, by 
all means let him remain there. Our respect for the badge of Ulster 
is not increased by such ignoble “ touting.” 





A DROP TOO MUCH. 


Wuy should teetotalers never hold their meetings at a theatro?— 
Because there ought not to be a drop-seen at them. 
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OUR BOYS IN BELGIUM. 


Paterfamilias Bull: —“NOW, MY LAD, MIND YOU UPHOLD THE HONOUR OF OUR NAME!” 
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MRS. BROWN AT A “KNOCK OUT.” 


I was expectin’ as our ‘Liza and her ’usband would be a-comin’ up 
to see me about Christmas, and as we hadn’t never furnished our 
spare room reg’lar, I saysto Brown as I should like to do so. “ Well,” 
he says, “ what will it cost?” 

“Why,” I says, “about fifteen pound laid out judicious would 
make a little pallis on it.’”’ He says, ‘You may do it then.” 

I says, “I tell you what I means to do.”’ He says, ‘* What's that ?’”’ 

“Why,” I says, ‘attend a sale, as old Mr. LoveGcrove’s is to be 
sold off to-morrow,” as ’ad lived and died in the same house five-and- 
thirty years, and his good lady a-dyin’ only the year afore, as was a 
reg’ lar comfortable couple, with furniture kep’ that beautiful as it was 
a pleasure for to see, as I know’d through once bein’ in the ’ouse 
myself for the character of a servant as turned out bad, though that 
old lady give me no false character, but ’ad been took ‘in herself. 
Brown he says to me, ‘‘ Now, look here, don’t you go a-spendin’ 
money on rubbish, and get a lot stuck into you as ain’t no good.” I 
says, ‘‘I knows my way about, thank you.” 

The next day I goes into Mr. Lovecrovn’s, and law, it give me 
quite a turn for to see the ’ouse that topsy-turvy, as the sayin’ is, and 
all the beddin’ a-layin’ about, with a bit of carpet a-’angin’ from the 
baleony. 

Them brokers’ men always gives me the ’orrors, through well 
_ a-rememberin’ their ways in a place where I once lived, as come to 
| the ’ammer, as the sayin’ is; but one on ’em, as was, I should say, 
| bad off, and seemed a-chewin’ tobaccy, give me a ecard in the name of 
| Mov.ps, as says he should be ’appy to serve me. 

I says, ““’Ow do you think the things will go?’”’ He-says, “ Why, 
| there’s some things as is old-fashioned, and some things is new.” 
| I looks about me, and sees with arf a eye as there was a-many 
' things in that ’ouse as never belonged to Mx. Lovecreve in this 
_ | world. They was a-goin’ to sell the things in the first floor front, as 
 ___-wasa fine room, but soon got that crowded and stuffy as I couldn't 
, hardly breathe through ’avin’ got a seat near the auctioneer, as was 
| a-settin’ with a chair and a little table upon the dinin’-table, as I’m 
_ gure would ’ave broke Mrs. Lovecrove’s ’art to ’ave seen. 

There was a-many ’andsome things as they put up sold ridiculous 
low, but not what I wanted, then a deal of rubbish, and that broker 
as ’ad give me the card he was a-standin’ near and kep’ stellin’ me 
| about the things through mea-nudgin’ on inconstantfor to know what 
| he thought on the lots. 

They kep’ on ever so long a-sellin’ things as wasn’t worth lookin’ 
at let alone buyin’, and then they said as there was some wine as was 
werry fine, and drawed a cork for to taste it; so that broker he give 
mea glass, as I took off, but never did I taste such winegar in my 
life, and I’m sure as them as took it thought the same, for every one 
spit it out agin all over the place, as my shawl can show the marks 
on, likewise my dress, as is.a Saxony cloth a fawn colour, as shows the 
| least stain. . 

So I says to one feller, I says, ‘‘ Look where you’re a-spittin’ to, if 
you please.” Well, jest then another as ’ad filled his mouth with 
wine give a choke and a cough and downright smothered me. I 
jumps up and says, “ You nasty beast, keep your feelins to yourself,” 
and I give.’im that shove as sent ’im flyin’, and ketched twe parties, 
| leastways one on ’em, as was comin’ in with a chest.of drawers, as 
| throwed them back’ards, and drove them right through the winder 
| drawers and all. I never ‘eard such a smash. : 

“Who did that?” says the auctioneer. “This old ’ooman with 
_ the yaller shawl,” says a feller. 

‘It's a falsity,” Ieays. And says a party ae were of the Hebrer way 
of thinkin’, “I see you shove the man wiolent, as did ought to be 
ashamed of yourself.” . 

I says, ‘I was spit all over with that dirty wagabone’s wine.’ 
Beye the auctioneer, ‘Turn her out, she’s intosticated. I see her toss 
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the wine myself, as was only for tastin’, not for swallerin’. 
I says, “ You're intosticated yourself,” I says, ‘to talk sich rubbish. 
oweyer can any one taste anything as they don’t swaller; but,” I 
saye, “Jet me out.” ‘You'll ‘ave to pay for the winder afore you 
goes,” says a feller, “and give them men something as you might ‘ave 
wjured for life.” 
| I didn’t. stop to argufy, but hurries out of the room, when up 
comes that Movu.ps the broker, and says, “‘ You must pay a deposit. 
T says, “What for? the winder?” ‘ No,” he says, “the goods.” 
I says, “ What goods?” ‘ Why,” he says, “ what you've bought. 
T says, “I've bought nothink.” He says, “ You ‘ave, all these 
lots,” and shows me a cattylog as was all marked. ee eee 
I says, “‘ Whatever do you mean I never opened my lips.” “ No, 
he: says, “but you told me.” 4 
I pays, “Told yon! Why, I do believe as you'd say anythink but 
your prayers, and them you whistles, as the sayin’ is.” He says, 
“Don’t take up my time; I’ve other folks as wanta things.’ 
E saye, “Let ’em ’ave ’em, then, for I don’t want’em and won't 
‘ave ’em;” for of all the rubbish as he'd bought for me you never 
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did. A old slipper bath that long as I never couldn't ‘ave got it into 
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my passage ; a tent bedstead and some beddin’, as never belonged to 
Mrs. Lovecrove, I'm sure, the werry sight on it made me creep, as I 
wouldn’t ’ave “ad come within a mile of my place for the world; a 
lot of plated things with the copper showing through ; three waahin’- 
tubs as the ‘oops was off; a clothes-’orse as wouldn’t stand upright 


in my kitchen; and a old baby’s cradle; a gardin roller; poor old | 


Mr. LoveGrove’s chair as he was drawed about in foolish; a plate 
rack ; some flat-irons ; and a lot of empty bottles. 

So I says, “‘ Do you mean tostand me out as I bought them things ?”’ 
‘Yes,’ he says; “that is, you kep’ a-nudgin’ me everything as I 
bid for.”’ 

I says, “In course I did, but only for to say what rubbish, and 
such a price they was goin’ for.” ‘ Well,’ says the man, “I see 
you'd set your ’art on ’avin’ em, and so kep’ a-biddin’, and they comes 
to eleven pounds five without my commission.” 

I says, “I never bought ’em and will never pay for ‘em, so that’s 
all about it. Let me out,’ I says, “I won't stup in sich a den of 
thieves,’ and I makes my way out, leastways I tried to, but they all 
crowded reund me, sayin’ I was a swindler and all manner, and 
kep’ a-uslin’ me about, and I'm sure I got aelber in my chest as I 
shall feel to my dyin’ day. It’s a mercy as I'd a stee) busk, as saved 
my life I do believe, for it broke the wiolence of that blow as ketched 
me in breath, as [ thought I should never be able to draw free agin. 
I staggers to a corner where I could get my back agin the wall, and I 
says, as soon as I could speak, ‘‘ You let. me out.’’ Says old Movgpe, 
‘*You pay me.” 

I says, “‘I shan’t.” TI says, ‘ You're a set of rogues and wagabones, 
asis tryin’ for to cheat me and every one else. I see what yen are— 
a reg’lar knock-out lot. I'm up to your games; there ain’t nothigg 
green about me.’’ So says a old party, “ You'd better it. 
dessay as he'd take a fiver, and let you off anything as you dom’t par- 
tikler want.” 


“No,” I says, “you don't get no fivers or tenners neither out of | 


me. I never bought the things, and wouldn’t ’ave ’em at a gift.” 
I says, “ As to that beddin’ it turns: my stomic to look at it, so let 


me pags.” 
Well, there they all stood, and I waits for a chance, and all of a 
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sudden give a rush wiolent for the stairs as led to the door, as isenly — 


three or four. Just as I give the rush there was a man a-comin’ up 
with a Turkey carpet on his ‘ead, as: im course couldn’t see me 
a-comin’. I couldn't stop myself, and on to him I pitches. Down he 
goes carpet and all, and it’s a mercy the street-door was shet, or we 
should both ’ave rolled into the street. There was that man in the 
passage with the carpet and me a-top on ’im a-roarin’ like ten thousand 
bulls as he was killed and bein’ smothered. 

I do believe ag them wagabones ’ad give mo a shove, and I’m sure 
the way as they ‘auled and pulled at me for to drag me up was down- 
right disgraceful, let alone the pinches as has made me rainbows. 
When I got up there was a female as: took compassion like om me, 
and kep’ arsayin’, ‘Ah! poor dear, she didn't go to do it, and‘a yery 
little affects some.” 

I says, “ Mum, I am sure:as you can’t’ be no lady, or you wouldn't 
never be insinuatin’ like that, for as to liquor I ain't took nothing Dut 
arf a glass of that winegar, as I feels the cold shuddors th me 
now.” “ Well, then,” she says, “ pr’'aps you ain't, but no one to loek 
at you wouldn’t believe it,” and jest then I ketches sight of myself 
in a glass, and if my bonnet wasn’t reg'lar smashed in and my t 
was under my chin. 

I soon set myself to rights, and in course I give that poor mam as 
I’d been and fell on a tritle, as were a decent sort, though he did‘say 
as he never could ‘ave believed as I weighed that 'eavy, as of course 
would seem so to’im, 23 the ’uman ‘ead wasn’t. never formed: for to 
bear the ’uman body uppermost. 

When I'd picked myself up a bit I says to that old Movwsna, as 
kep’ a-folle.in’ me, “‘ Now I ain’t a-goin’ to ’ave nothing more te sey 
to you. Comeand speak to Mr. Baown, as you’!) find at ’ome any 
evenin’ except Wednesday, as isis club,” and off I walks, them breker 
chaps a-jeerin’ behind my back, as I went down the front gardm, but, 
bless you, they never come near Brown, though he did aggrawate-me 
by a-sayin’ as he'd heard say at the club as I'd fell down-stairs at the 
sale, and nearly shook tho ’ouse down ard injured several for life, all 
through a-tastin’ too free at the wine. But all I got to aay is as 


them brokers is the seourge of them sales, as in my opinion the 


| auctioneer did ought to put ’em down hisself if a ‘onest man. 


the women of the present day. , 
ware District we read that the daily call for pins in this country is 








Unbridled Luxury. 


We. may our contemporaries inveigh against the extravagance: of 
In The Birmingham and Midland Hard- 


| fifteen millions. Some idea of the lavish expenditure of the ladies: may 


' be gleaned from the amount of pin-money this represents. 
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THE PLATFORM AT LUDGATE. 


The British public waiting for the 8.37 train. 
By_Syivanvus_SupurRBan. 


Wuart [ complain of is, that they won’t even be punctual in theit 
unpunctuality. You can no more rely on their being uniformly late than 
you can on their starting at the time stated intheirtables. Asarule, I 
am at the station by half-past eight, and then I’ve generally had to 
wait for various periods ranging irom fifteen minutes to an hour. But 
on the two or three occasions—the exceptions which prove my rule— 
when I have reached the station at 8.38 I have found the train had 

The result is, that one bas to spend so much time in the 
station that when the tax-collector leaves a foim at one’s office, wherein 
one is directed to “ state place of residence,’’ conscientious scruples arise 
whether Ludgate Station would not be the proper return to make. If 
time were money, in a tangible form, the embarrassed company would 
be able to clear off all its debentures—all its liabilities with the sums 
accumulated between 8.37 and the arrival of the so-called 8.37 train at 
Ludgate—the involuntary contributions of passengers. 

I may be giving this perticular train an undue partiality ; there 
may be—in fact, 1 know there are—plenty of other trains during the 
day which fail to keep their engagements. But the 8.37 train is one 
that takes a man home when he has been kept later than he should 
have been at business, and it professes to Jand him in the bosom of his 
family in time to bid the little people good night, and before the tea- 
pot has been completely drained of all its virtues. He finds himself 
on the platform surrounded by other victims, and he hates himself 
and them, and nourishes a deadly hatred against the polite officials 
(they are not going home by that train), and against the passengers 
who are going ¢ff by all sorts of other trains that don’t go his way. 

He bethinks him of one or two little things he might have done be- 
fore he left the office, one or two little commissions he might have per- 
formed on his = if be had not been in a hurry to catch his train! 
Catch his train! Why, if he were to set out and walk home at once, the 
chances are the train would not catch him! But then, “‘ Of course!” 
he says to himeelf, bitterly, “if I had been late the train would have 
been early !”"—and the chances are that it would. 

He walks up and down the platform fuming—reads the advertise- 
ments with a vague suspicion that their exhibitors may bribe the com- 
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pany to be late in order to give time for their perusal. He makes a 
mental note never to buy of those advertisers, but has plenty of time 
to find out the folly of such a determination, because everybody 
advertises, and he must go somewhere for what he wants. So he asks 
the officials with bitter sarcasm, whether they think the train will be 
in soon; and they give him soft answers which do not turn away 
wrath, but make him feel as if he were a steam-engine with some- 
body sitting on the safety-valve! How it is that the courteous stout 
official who has the starting of the trains isn’t worn to a shadow | 
can’t guess. : 

[Nors.—Allowance must be made for Mr. Susurpan’s irritation. 
It is ef course impossible to expect exact punctuality in trains. But | 
there 7s room for improvement.—Epb. ] 











| 
| 
SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. | 


NicHOLAS ON THE CESAREWITCH, AND THE INSTABILITY OF 
PoruLtak Favour. 
NoRFOLKSHIRE. 
My pg4z young Frienp,— How true, Sir, is the poerverbial saying, 
that a Prophet is without honour in his own country! ‘The public 
is more insatiable than the raging tiger in its thirst for Sportive 
Novelties ; and if you are absent from your post a single day, there 
are a host of individuous and malignant subscribers ready to call you 
all the foul abuse as they can lay their tongues to. You may devote 
your whole energies to their service; you may rise early, not as 1 
often do so myself, and you may sit up or which is my own habit; 
you may burn the midnight gas, and take not a drep more spirits and 
water than what is absolutely necessary to promote the flow of pro- 
phesy; you may give them, as I gave, the absolute First, Second, and 
Third in the most closely-contested race of the whole year; and then, 
if you accept a pressing invitation to Norfolkshire for a few weeks 
shooting, and the stupid lout to whom you confide your weekly country- 
bution that he may take it to the train, forgets to do so, or loses it, OF | 
makes up a cock and a bull story of my never having given it to him, | 
why, then, forthwith the Public turn round upon you. It is:— What 
has become of Nicnoras, and why has he not given us a tip for the 
Cesarewitch ?’’ or it’s “Has the old Prophet, Mr. Editor, been | 
a-pegging away at the sherry-wine?” or it’s “Do you call yourself a | 


Pe . 





at: = eee 








a —_ ——-~ 


1866.] 


en = 


OcroBEeR 20, 


Sa ee ee et ee enone 


a 





Sportive Orgin with never so much as a analysis of the Seizerwitch ?” 
which I have the illiterate dog’s manuscript now in my possession. 
O, my dear young Friend, such is the ingratitude of the Multitude, 
the Fickle Mob! 

A literary friend of the Prophet's was telling him the other day 
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was doubted, took them off the file, as a man may say, voucherg and 
all, and tore them up, to show his disdain for the individuous imputa- 
tion. Sir, I think I have attained a position as your Sportive Editor 
which warrants my following the example of that historic swell. 

Your correspondents wants to hear my “Defence,” as they call it. 
One of them—and well do I know the Sordid Old Wretch’s scrawl !— 
say, “ We will not condemn Mr. Nicuo.as unheard, but we wait for 
an explanation.” 

Very well, Sir, you may wait ! 

a The stupid lout to whom I have already referred, and which I am 
| |. proud to say he have got the sack, he, Sir, knows the truth, and so do I; 
but, so far as Nicuoxas is concerned, it shall remain for ever buried 
% in a bosom, than which, perhaps, none ever felt a more righteous glow 
_ | of indignation though a little pained. 
As I have not the evidence to prove it, I scorn to tell you that 
_ _, Leoturer was my fancy all along. ‘Those who like to believe me may 
| oo do so; those who don’t may do the other thing.  . | 
Meanwhile, see what your correspondents have saved through me 
being Sportive Editor. bere Sir, every other Prophet gave Proserpine 
or Chepstow, and thousands have been lost accordingly by the credulous 
_ dupes who blindly follow the advice of well-meaning but incompetent 

Tipsters; whereas no admirer of Nicuoxas can say as he isa penny 
_ the poorer through my selections for the Cesarewitch. Facts like 

these, Sir, speak trumpet-tongued, or even a whole brass band. 

I was afraid, however, my dear young Friend, as it might throw a 
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A gloom over the subscriptions to the Memorial; but, after all, human | Victories that h Paes fog epee ey Fave. tee he 

_ _._ nature has its redeeming points, and if some have been abusive others | **©}0TI€8 7 a; al car are & A .o : i. ~ ay ye ble : t 
af have come forward, like true friends of the national pastime, with | “VT 8#!nc@ trom the great province. “Ana we many & D0 § 
ae eh my name it ig now associated throughout the terrestreous globe. | on the fair page of our history from the days of Warnes H4erines to t 
©) Temas delight, to your kind heart for to ace how your theming daysin our own time. Net th lo ugly em int a 
, a ooo ppew: Bene been responded to. Please ackmowledge as if | the Commander-in-Chief of our Indian forces has figured as plaintiff, F 
he ’ ie Mieneas Saenmeemras prosecutor, witness, judge, and executioner. He charged—to use his a 
~ Pare own words—two “ frightful” crimes against one of his vides-de-camp, iF 

Amount already acknowledged .. . £8 9 8 who on these two charges is honourably and fully acquitted by the ii 
One who hates Oppression —=—§ we te oi 49 court. But the prosecutor had, during :he progress of the affair, added es 
Collected by the Scottish National Nicholas three supplementary counts, amounting, in so many words, to this :— 1 a8 
» Committee (2,137 subscribers) .. rs 010 4} that the innocent man when accused and treated as a felon was Hi 
Sportmans (Paris) .. 090 9 naturally too indignant to be calmly discreet. He is found “ guilty” 1a 

An Admirer of Talent .. * ee 0 2 6 of this very natural conduct, sentenced, and recommended to mercy. 

Gentlemen empleyed at Mr. Mirr’s the Unfortunately, for the credit of the high office filled by Str W. Mans- ep 

eminent butcher's -. e “* 1 2 6 FIELD, his Excellency, though he possessed 4]l the qualities necessary — Lit 
A Poor Curate i oa a. 5 0 0 for the various duties of plaintiff, prosecutor, witness, judge, and i 

Llaberality (a penny short—stamps) 0 O11 executioner, lacked the one quality of mercy, for he showed non. 

Sereseoneete But I'm bound to say that it seems to me he was in this very impar- t 

£19 7 33 tial. If he showed no mercy to CarTaIn Jekvis he showed none to oy 

NicHouas. | his own reputation! 


“ P.S. 2.—Why do you not answer my repeated inquiries with regard 


to my Knurr and Spell? What have you done with it ? 


PHILOSOPHY. 


Aas! alack! and well-a-day ! 
How short my cash is running, 
I find I cannot make my way 
By poetry and punning. 
But poverty is not a crime, 
And I am young and clever. 
This kind of thing will end in time— 
It. can’t go on for ever. 


My health is in a pretty state !— 
I’m something of a sceptic 


about a Classical Gentleman who, when the correctness of his accounts | 


' love, commend me to the commonest and cheapest style of publication, 









Con Calh. 


By THE SAUNTERER IN Socrery. 


I nave always thought that the saying ‘blind as a mole” was due 
to a vulgar error as to the eyes of the burrowing quadruped, but there 
seems reason to suppose it may refer to the judicial blindness of a 
reverend west country magistrate. There comes «# report, well vouched, 
from Barnstaple which is enough to make a man open his eyes wide 
enough to see how purblind the Rev. Francis Mote was when he 
sentenced—and in harsh terms—to fourteen days’ hard labour a farm- 
servant named Joun WILLIaMs, who had “absented himself from his 
_ master’s service during harvest’’—the said Joun WILLIAMS having a 
| wife and child to support, and being unable to get any money from 
| his employer. There should be two sides to every bargain, as to every 

question, and if WiLLIams agrees to work for a certain wage he should 
| get that wage; or failing it, should be justified—and would be in the 
| eyes of a Christian—in seeking elsewhere the means of giving food to 
his wife and child. I don't think the reverend “ justice’? will be able 
to clear himself as the Dublin magistrate has done, who committed a 
| child of three to prison with hard labour. ‘This latter gentleman 
| states that “hard labour” was part of the printed form—a statutory 
| punishment he had no power to remit, but which he knew could not Li 
| be enforced; and he says he committed the children to secure them for 
| a time at least against a life in the streets. I must say that he seems 
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| to have gone a roundabout way for a very small benefit. Were there id 
| no reformatories he could send them to? or would not a remand, which i 
would wave given charity time to step in, have been better than a ry 
sentence to jail ? | 
Unuappy India! Eyropean rule hag done little to benefit her—aor, \ 


| indeed, some of the Europeans who are concerned in ruling her. 






I nave always a dread of elegant little volumes of verse, neatly } 
bound, clearly printed on toned paper, and otherwise turned out in the i 
best style. One opens them and finds them full of amiable medio- ; 
crities, so earnest and so well intended, that it gives one the heart- 
ache to say the truth of them, because one knows how it will pain the 
writers of the kindly commonplace and vapid versification. However, | 








to compensate for the discomfort one generally receives from such 

volumes one lights now and then on a poet who has no business in gilt 

edges, bevilled boards, and old-faced type. This is the case with Mr. 

Sawyer, whose neat little collection, Ten Miles from Town, is full of 

merit of a high order, and promise of a yet higher. I find that with a : 

cheerful disregard for delicacies of type and paper, which proves how "4 y 
' 











good the book is, I have turned down the corners of several pages 
as I glanced through the volume. Pretty covers, thick paper, and 
gilt edges are very proper for the illustrated edition of Turr+R that 
lies on the drawing-room table; but for the real poets we like and 














| that we can pencil-score, and thumb, and turn down the leaves of. 
| Mr. Sawygr, the author of Zen Miles from Town, has another volume 
| in the press I see— he’s welcome to my hint, for 1 think if he goes on 
| in this way he is likely to be thumbed and pencil-marked by-and-by. 


Regarding the decrees of Fate, 
(Which means that I'm dyspeptic), 
But this may alter by and by. 
Shall I depair? No, never. 
I mest in time get well or die; 
It can’t go on for ever. 


$$ — 








—_——— 


On a New Footing. 

Tre ComresseE DE Noatiues has addressed a letter to the “ Ladies’ 
Sanitary Association,” advocating the practice of going barefoot, as more 
healthy and cleanly than—and as a preventive of the def rmity which 
often results from—wearing boots and shoes. This wou'd be putting 
persons, in all walks of life, on a new—qnite a nude description of 
footing; but the Countess, bless her little sole, is not likely to succeed 


with the feat she has undertaken. 


I love—and I must bear the woe 
To which my folly dooms me: 

She knows, but will not seem to know, 
The passion that consumes me, 

My heart is fettered in a chain 
Impossible to sever ; 

’T will break or struggle free again, 

It can’t go on for ever. 


AY 
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And give us Harpy-’uns, 
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| | ‘WHO'S YOUR HATTER?” i 
: | Mr. Flushy is one of the lasi to desire public notice, and he cannot think why everybody stares \s0 at his new hat. The fact is he innocently 
put it on without taking off the paper ! | i ‘es 
. ———— ————T— a 
: (And there are things may wreck it, by the way,) | 
A Ode to the President of the Poor Law Board. You wouldn’t like to hear the people say— _ 
ya ‘Oh, he could promise—he was mighty clever— weit 
eo ee =. Se dy? But left the Poor Law—just as poor as ever!”’ _ 
. You promised to expel the ancient guardians ee | bs 
“Tah But still we’re bored with the old Board, and still 
f W fou’re sitting still, and probably you will, 
Ae For all that I can see, until next session, 
ty | When this vacation might have showed progression 
” A ao ee promise were not mere profession, 


t profession nothing but place-hunting, 
Likely your honest feelings to be blunting 
For fear of vested interests affronting. 


Come, Mr. Harpy, do 
Just carry out the view 
Whick has been Hanr-ily explained to you. 
Come, be a Ga-THORN-in-the-side of those 
Who on the poor so cruelly impose; 
Appoint inspectors who will truly 
Inspect, and then report shortcomings duly ; 
Because the real solution of the node is 
That very ancient query, ‘‘ Quis custodes 
| Custodtet ipsos ?’’ Make the guardians guard 
The interest of the helpless poor instead ~* 


| Of, when they ask for bread, 

| Sending them out to work in the stone-yard. 
You promised—’twas at nobody’s suggestion— 
You would not rest until you'd solved the question. 


So pray be active, let us see some fruit 
Of all the promise. Listen to the suit 
Of one who would advise you as a friend. 
Suppose your Presidency at an end— 


Answers to Correspondents. _ 


Rana Avis, Hornsey.—Your letter has been forwarded to the old man, | | 
who is out of town for his health. | io 
DABCHICK is a cowardly fowl. He should bring his MS. in person. | 
A CORRESPONDENT, dating from the Admiralty, should know more about | 
the lines of a man-of-war than about lines to Cetra. Why Celia letters 
in these days of adhesive envelopes ? | Bt 
ATHEN ZUM JUNIOR.—Look out for the Almanack. | fa 
| 
| 





J. R. C., Pimlico, who offers us ‘‘a small bait for a voracious public, | 
had better hook it. . 

Declined with thanks—Edith; C. B.; A Chatterer; H. G. A.; Ant | 
Board; A. L. H., Mincing-lane; D. D., Manchester; R. T., Worcester; | 
X.; F. A. A.; Alladin (sic); G. B., Newcastle-on-Tyne; W. F., Charles- 
street; H. C.; F. M.; Mrs. G. A. F., St. John’s-wood; H. H., Oxford- 
road; M. M., Southampton; McPickle; S. H. B., Euston-road; 4 
Nursery Ghost; C. P. C., Clapham-road; W. H. McG., Harrow; 
J. McD. G.; J. K., Bayswater; M. L. D., Old Kent-road; W. H. i., 
Shepherd’s-bush ; W. D. B., Manchester; Veritas; H. E. V. D., Moor- 
gate-street ; A Looker-on, Southsea; E. D. H.; E. K., Liverpool; Wise- | 
acre; W.C. M.; G. E. D., Hereford; Old Dog Tray; J. T. Ds.; A- Jey 
Scarborough ; J. A., Glasgow; H. Ludlow; Humanitas; W. L., Brighton; e 
S. E., Luton; J. H., Poplar; J. L., Hemming’s-row; H. S. J., New . 
Bond-street; H. B. B.; O. R., Blackheath Park; J. A. O., Southsea; . 
H. N., Kew; G. T. N., West Bromwich; F. L. C. 





<< 





NOTICE.—Now ready, the Tenth Half-Yearly Volume of FUN, being © 
THE THIRD VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. . 
Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each. i“ 


Londen: Printed by JUDD 2 GUAR PiDwwn wan SS ooo} 
London: Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phonix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons. and Published (for the 
80, Fleet-street, E.C.—Saturday, October 20, 1866. 


Magenta cloth, 4s. 6d. ; post free, 5s. 


Proprietors) by THOMAS BAK! RB, 
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YOUNG AMBITION. 


4 Bertie :—“ Papa, WHEN I Grow up, MAY I BE wHaT I trxE?” 
| Papa :— Yes, MY BOY, YOU MAY CHOOSE YOUR OWN PROFESSION.” 


Bertie :—“ Tugn I’Lu BE A SWEEP, FOR I SHALL NEVER HAVE 
MY FACE!” 





A PURE CRITIC. 


; (Tue following fragment has been kindly entrusted to us for pub- 
lication by our esteemed friend Aristarcnus Jones, Esa., lately the 
theatrical critic of the Utopian, in the belief that it will affurd many 
valuable hints to apprentices in journalism. ] 

Monpay.—This evening I visited Drury Lane in obedience to the 
Wishes of my editor. He was good cnough to offer me a free admis- 
s10n, which [ mildly but firmly declined ; being of opinion that criti- 
cism should be unbiassed by any sense of personal obligation. In my 
notice of the performance I had reason to find fault with several of the 
actors, which duty I carried out unsparingly. By occupying the 
centre of the pit I was enabled also to occupy the centre of indifference. 

y notice was not put in type. Why? 

Tuespay.—The Princess’s.—My seat—an inconvenient one for the 
purposes of my art—cost me two shillings. I was justly severe upon 
the general entertainment. My editor, who is a worthy but a weak 
man, took several liberties with my “‘ copy” before inserting it. I 





ae believe he is acquainted with an actor atthe Princess's Theatre. How 
a Can a journal be conducted under such circumstances ? 
> Wepbnespay. — The Haymarket.—A most miserable attempt. I | 


a regretted my £0 2s. 0d. (pit) and my £0 0s. 2d. (playbill). Very 
ley sorry to observe in a private box Fanos, the critic of the Adder. His | 
notice of the performance will doubtless be a favourable one. My own | 
—in which I wielded the lash with necessary vigour—was mutilated | 
e shamefully before making its appearance. "I understand that the | 
e manager of the Haymarket Theatre dines occasionally with my editor. | 
a Is it possible to fulfil the functions of a critic with dignity while such | 
a state of things is prevalent ? | 





T have already expressed my opinions on this despicable trash; and I 
3 can only regret that my merited castigation should have appeared in a 
4 softened and abbreviated form through the shameful cowardice of an | 
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scription list has been opened at this office. 
Tuurspay.—Visited the Olympie. Of all the execrable and—— But | be taken in.—Ed. Fon. ] 


AN ETHIOPIAN SERENADE. 


Wuenrr the palm-branches droop o’er the Ottawa's tide, 
Where the forest is gloomy and lonely, 
The African wandered and sang of his bride 
In a tongue that was known to her only. 
For ho sang as he tinkled his soft banjo, 
With an accent of melancholy, 
The passionate strain, so sweet and low, 
Of “ Golly—golly—golly !’’ 


| Though far from his native land he dwelt, 
A slave on a sugar-plantation, 
| He knew that the heart of his bride would melt 
At the thought of his situation. 
So he dashed the tear from his goggle eye, 
And blushed jet black at his folly, 
Then woke the echoes once more with the sigh 
Of “ Golly—golly—golly !”’ 


THE WIFE’S SORROW. 


Wirt haggard eyes and pallid cheeks 
She sits alone—alone. 

She scarcely moves—she never speaks— 
She does not even groan. 

But for a step she listens aye— 
A step she cannot hear, 

For still the moments glide away, 
And yet he draws not near. 


Untouched the meal upon the board— 
What appetite had she ? 

Her well-beloved—her bosom’s lord— 
Her husband—where was he ? 

For lonely hours she listened still— 
What agony to wait 

And watch—but hark! her cry is shrill— 
A step is at the gate! 


Upon her husband's heart she sinks— 
She clasps him in her arms— 
And from his lips in silence drinks 
The cause of her alarms. 
His brow is dark—his voice is hoarse— | 
As thus he mourn his fate: 
‘‘The train— confound the line!—of course, 
As usual, was late!”’ 
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editor. I went home supperless, having spent my last two shillings on 
a pit seat. A neighbour kindly allowed me to look at his playbill. 
My friend Ratris (critic of the Snake) wishes to introduce me behind 
the scenes at this theatre. Much as I admire the lady who plays 
princes in all the burlesques, I cannot sacrifice my critical independence 
by forming any acquaintances calculated to interfere with the honesty 
of my convictions. Still I shou/d like to know a live actress. Is not 
my path a thorny one? 

Fripay.—TZhe Prince of Wales's. Dreary beyond measure. From 
the last row of the pit (price two shillings) I watched with growing 
disgust the so-called amusements. At length, nauseated by the loath- 
some spectacle, I sought a neighbouring tavern, and poured out my 
indignation upon paper. The next day’s Utopian contained a notice ; 
but, so far from expressing my rea/ views, it spoke of the performance 
in terms of the most fulsome adulation. Is it fair, I ask, for a pre- 
judiced, pig-headed, and cowardly editor to treat me thus ? Am I, or 
am I not, acritic in the highest sense of the word? ShallI endure 
this perversion of my opinions any longer ? ae 

Saturpay.—I went in the afternoon to the office of the Utopian and 
received my scanty pittance; it barely covers the outlay involved by 
pit-seats and playbills. I requested an interview with my editor, 
expressed my indignation at his conduct, and informed him that my 


self-respect would no longer suffer me to remain connected with a 


venal and unscrupulous calling. I have resolved to quit journalism at 


once and for ever; and I now only require a moderate sum of ready 
money to set me up in some honest and unassuming trade. 


[Norg.—In furtherance of Mr. Jones's laudable ambition a sub- 
Unpaid letters will not 








A Corzerre.—Samvet Broruers. | 
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first numbers, as a rule, are vile—this is not so bad. But the list of 
x~ a ° lh forthcoming articles contains some solemnities I don’t look forward to 
@own CuK. oak er 











By THE SAUNTERER IN SooIrETY. 


ETHEL; OR, ONLY A LIFE. 


OT long since at the Social Science 














will always promise to do something new and startling: I don’t know Hitton.— Dearest Ethel. 


Congress at Manchester Mr. AN- ACT I.—Room tn Cambrice House. 
rHoNY Trottors revived the copy- Enter Tuos. Worptey, ard Hitton Worn.ey his son, 
right question—one which cannot be . ; i 
too often discussed, because it is one Worp.—I am a retired linendraper. 2 
whereon the most learned folk Hiiton.—And I am your only son! j 
blunderlamentably. Many of them, Worp.—I am also a cad. | 4 
and they have Macavutay to back Hitton.—You are. And x ath a cub. 7 3 
them, consider that copyright is a Woup.— You are—you are! [ They embrace. s 
conceded privilege, not a natural Enter Isanet Worviey. ef 
right, whereas surely an author has TsaBpeL.—I am your daughter, and am receiving music lessons from ; 
as much property in his ideas as a Ethel; or, Only a Life. a ae - 
tov-seller has in his ‘‘ notions,’”’ and Worp.—True. Here is Mx. Langdale, our family doctor, who has 4 
certainly ought to live by his head- | come to see how you are. ’ 
work as another man does by his Enter LANGDALE. , 
handiwork. The present system LAancpaLr.—Isabel—how are we this morning ? / 
of rewarding an author for his labours is most unjust in practice, Isanen (looking deep into his eyes).—Better (with empressement), better 4 
for it so arranges that the better a book is the less its author | now! (Sgueezes his hand.) Ob, Mr. Langdale! (Sighs at him.) Ah, | 
shall get. The longer it lasts the more certain it is to lapse into other | Mr. Langdale! (Jondles him.) (Aside.)—How shall LT let him know | 
hands. Really one would think that with regard to authors we had | that I love him? The maiden heart is shy, and shrinks from dis- | 
adopted the plan adhered to by Government in treating inventors ; | covering its preferences. . 
namely, robbing them, if their inventions are worth anything! Mr. Hirton.— Once I seduced a young lady whose name is inaudible at ‘ 
'TKOLLOPE’s paper was more especially directed against the evils | the back of the dress circle. She committed suicide. | . 
arising from the want of an international law, and he argues in very Enter Mus. MonTGoMERy. _ 7 
) plain words against American dishonesty in this matter. What is Mrs. Mont.—Not so. She ishere! I did not dic! j 
more to the point he gives good reasons why the Yankees should find Hitton.—You did! 
that honesty in this particular is the best—i.e., the most paying policy. Mrs. Mont.—I didn’t. I ama wealthy widow—far and away the © ay 
| That is an argument easy to be understood of the cute nation whose | richest person in the whole world—and I have come to buy your | ; 
| appreciation of British literature is no doubt intensified by the con- | house. ! 
ditions which, according to the proverb, make stolen waters sweet. Worp.—This way, and I will show it to you. | 
I spoxe just now of the way in which the inventors of useful pro» | Exeunt ali but Hirton and Etuer; or, Only a Life. | 
| cesses or machines are neglected by Government. There is no need to Hitton.—Ethel, I have orange hair and no forehead to speak of, | 
go far for instances of this. The inventor of the electric telegraph, | but I adore you! | 
i remains plain Mr. Wueatstone to this day. But he may thank his Ernet.—I am a most superior young person, yet, cub as you are,I | 
» 7 | stars he is no worse off when he sees how Government rewards some | worship you! 
of those who offer it valuable inventions. While Mr. Sniper’s rifle is Enter Worviey. | 
' | being adopted by the British army, a Government department is Worp.—Ha! my son proposing to a music mistress! Miss Chatteris, | 
. | | suing that gentleman, an invalid, and by no means a wealthy one, for | here is ninepence for the last three lessons. Now be off! | 
; a paltry sum expended in carrying out a few experiments connected [Exit Erne; or, Only a Life. | 
with his rifle! Under such circumstances Mr. WueEatstTonE may feel Hitton.—Dear papa, do not be angry—I am only going to deceive | 
—and justly—tha: it is perhaps well to be only neglected, rather | her! Iam going, dear papa, to run off with her to Paris under pre- 
rs than patronised, by Government. tence of marrying her, and when I am tired of her I will desert her, | 
A WRITER, who knows evidently as little of his subject as any man | and leave her to perish, dear papa. That's all! 
A | need know about a subject—to write about it, has been writing a lot Worp.—Ho! ho! Sly dog! Sly dog! [They dig each other in the ribs. | ‘ 
m eth OT of genteel twaddle about “ Bohemianism’”’ in the London Review. He ACT IL.—The Terrace, Richmond. Enter Erux.; or, Only @ Life. a 
a | discusses with an easy impertinence, born of ignorance, certain clubs, Eruet.—The scenery is by Danson. They call him the Danson , a 
ih which he assumes to belong to the recognised Bohemian types. If | swell. “ 
{ if | instead of founding his fictions on the exaggerated imaginations and Enter Mr. LANGDALE. "4 
5 ne distorted descriptions of sensation writers he had taken the trouble to LancpaLe.—How dedo? Oh, by-the-bye, I love you! Will you a 
mite judge for himself, this gentleman (one must call these amateur serib- | marry me ? ; 
blers gentlemen, I suppose, though I consider it as bad to write, as to Erneit.—Oh, do you? Well, I’m awfully sorry, but I’m engaged; 4 
tell, a lie) would have found out the pitiful blunders into which his | or I would with pleasure. ” q 
assumption of knowledge has betrayed him. ‘The Savage Club is an Lanopar.— Oh, it’s of no consequence. I am going to India, and a 
; i institution which, without great protestations and pretensions has | I thought 1’d mention it. Good bye. [Goes to India. 
j collected thousands of pounds in the cause of charity, without divert- Enter Hrxton. 4 
my ing @ penny to its own purposes. In other respects it differs little, if Hirtton.—We fly to Paris to-morrow ! : 
:' | at all, from ordinary clubs, literary or otherwise, except perhaps in the Eruei.—We do! 4 
| closer bond of fellowship which is to be expected where the rules Scene 2.—Etuer’s Lodging in High-street. Spring, 1866. ; 
1 | exclude from wy all who are not actual workers in literature, Etuet.—These are my lodgings. ‘They are painted by Danson. . 
) 8 | =o eee S ad tol wane = infusion of the outside element | They call him the——. Ah! Who is there? 
4 ee oe Pe a — ; oe = Garrick, and many : Enter Worvtey. 
| ae ae A Sag = r of the London Review article is Worv.—Ethel, my son is deceiving you! ; 
| a s1bLy gor chastised pretender, who sneaks away Erxue..—I mpossible ! 3 
| i behind an anonymous cover, and fires his rifle off at a body of men in Worp.—Read. [Gives letter. ‘i 
: the hope that by 80 doing he may, perhaps, by chance wound his Erxuet.—Too true! ‘4 
enemy. The device is as cowardly as it is silly. Worp.—I fly! ( Flies. 
e I Have received the long-expected B:/gravia. It is.a pity people . Enter Hiiton. 


| 4 and Sxity. As regards the letter-press, I can’t speak with authority, | 


for ve ver it: 
4 ae — glanced over it; there seems some neat verse; and I | cessfully for mastery, my dear! I'll soon cure him. (To thirtoN.)— 
mye, is8 DRADDON 8 novel has already got to the poisoning stage, Avaunt, directly 


_ 8pinach-garden, in which the aloe and pandemonium struggle unsuc- 
| 
80 the busines : ) ag > = . a fire | e : 
sincss does not flag. On the whole, for a first number—and | Hirron.—Ha! foiled! Butatime will come! [Avaunts R. U. E. 


what else I could have expected, but I was positively disappointed to EtueL. — Monster in human shape! Fiend unapproachable! 
tf find it looked very like an ordinary maguzine. The colour of the | Skeleton of the wilderness! Avaunt! PP 
; wrapper— designed by Harry Rocers—is new, certainly, but I’m! Hisron.—Never! (Aside)—Baffled ! 
i 1 undecided as yet whether I like it. In the matter of illustration, in Enter Mus. MontcoMERy | 
| Hy +t park pagel caps as to expect startling originality, T own Iam | Mrs. Mont.—What is this? Ah, I see it all. He refuses to avaunt | 
| ‘i pe » with good names in the list of artists, we get StaniLanp | to oblige a lady! Ah, well! The world is, after all, but a big 
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Mrs. Mont.— It’s always so, my dear. Life has its palladiums, but 
still it often happens that poppies grow up among the bear-yur dens of 


our choicest intimacies, woether we will or no! 


ACT ILL.—Chelsea, "London, S.W. Erue’s Rooms in Park-walk. 
Enier Erne. 
Eruet.— This is Chelsea, London, S.W. 
Danson has painted them on the back of the last scene. 
him——pbut no matter. 
Enter Antcat. Hawcrort. 
AnicatL.—I am Mr. Wordley’s niece, and I have been staying in 
Yorkshire. 
Eruet.—My own old friend! 
AsBicaiL.— Give me some refreshment. 
Erntt.—I have not a farthing in the world. 
AsicalIL.—I thought not. I will go out and buy you some hams. 
[ Lrit. 


How poor are my rooms! 


They call 


Enter Mrs. Montoomery. 
Mrs. Mont. —Ah, Ethel! Iam going to mar: ‘y that cad Hilton. 
Ernrt.— Oh! Mrs. Montgomery, how can you? 


Mrs. Mont.—Ahy, my dear, when you have seen as much of the | 


world as I have, you will learn that though we may desire to tri wel by | 
| day, and now o: never is the hour, tocome forward with the Testimonial. 


Life's Limited Mail, yet Atropos often steps in and, flaring the brivht 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


dazzling torch of inconstancy before our eyes, compels us to declare on | 


the side of intemperance and virtue. You will learn that when the 
mob pulls down the Hyde. park railings next summer. 
Enter a YounG Person. 
Youne P.—Miss Chatteris, a man called Starkie loves you! 
Ernuet.—Never! 
Youne P. (wheedlingly).—Have Starkie! 
Mrs. Mont.— Better have him, my dear. 
to alleviate the agony of a soothed soul; but depend npon it, my d-ar, 
Limited Liability is the best mainstay ‘that the motiled soap of affec- | 
tion can afford us, after all. 
Enter Mr. Rosert Romer. 

Mr. Rozert R.—I have come for some rent, madam. 
poor man, and if you could oblige 
EruHret.— Never! Audacious! 

Enter AniGat., with sowe raw hams. 
AxsicaIt.—There’s nothing like a 1aw ham when you are really 
hungry, and want your dinner in a hurry. 
Mx. Rosert R.—I want my rent! 
AxicaiL.— What! Dare to want your rent! Take that! 
[Knocks Mr. Ropert Romer down with a raw ham. 
Mrs. Mont.—Ah, my dear, decrepitude is all very well, in theory, 
but when you are my age you will know that one cannot pay too much 
attention to the benisons which an ungrateful world hurls at the head 
of impoverished tutordom! I am seventeen, and I ought to know. 
ACT 1V.—Hu1to0n’s Drawing-room in Cromwwell-road, SW. 
Enter Hinton and Worv ey. 
‘Worp.—Now I am a pauper, but you are married to Mrs. Mont- 
gomery, and this mansion is yours! 
Hitton.—True. It never occurred to me before! 
Enter Mus. Worviey MontGomery. 
Mrs. Worp.—Oh, the guests have not arrived. I may mention 
then, that infancy and old age are twin butterflies, whose only care is 


Tama very | 





to increase their store and to accept sharing-engagements wherever 


the goddess Bradshaw may waft them. 
Enter LANGvALE and Isaper. 


LANGDALE.—Isabel, we are married ! 
TsaneL.—Bless your honest, truthful nature—it scorns deception! 


Weare! 


Enter Gurests—the gentlemen tn frock coats, white waisteoats, pumps, and | more world-wide impurtauce, pleas 
wigs; the ladies in pink silk or black velvet bodies, made high, and | the following 


trimmed with silver, fancy skirts, aud black shoes. They admire the 


beauty of the rooms, and direct each other's attention to the elegance of 
the cornices, and especially to a portion of the South Kensington 
tmprovements which, in the shape of a dead wall covered with erimson 
drapery, projects far into the room ; also to a@ wide expanse of cham- 
payne country in the distance. 

Enter ETHEL. 

Eruet.—I have come to play the piano at this evening party. 
What a beautiful room ! It is painted, I hear, by my old friend 
Danson, who “did up” my rooms at Richmond and ut Chelsea. The ‘y 
call him the Danson swell, and well they may. This is quite the 


Danson cheese. 


LancpaLe.— Ethel! 
Erne. —Mr. Langdale. Oh, I am so glad to see you. 


tell you that as I can ’t get any one else, except Starkie, I will marry 
you—so come along! 
Bahar ee ies very awkward—I am married already. 
Eruei.—Oh! (Hysterieally.) Ha! ha! ha! Only a Life! Only 
a Life! [Falls over the grand piano and dies. 
Cunrain. 


T want to 


High spirits may do much | 
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SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


NICHOLAS ON THE CAMBRIDGESHIRE. 
Bevaravia, 18 October, 1866. 
My prar younc Friexp,—You will perceive from my supe: scrip- 
tion as [ have at length returned to town, than which I am sure a 


chillier, nor yet a muggier metropolis, though a little gay. The 
; git! 

Prophet is as fond of London as any man, bar none; but when you 
have rheumatism in your left shoulder, not to speak of a rackir s 


| cough which keeps him awake half the night, it is only natural for 


grumble at the climate, and wish as I was in the sunay south, w ise 


the warmth 1s. 

However, the voice of Duty is one to which the Prophet is never 
indifferent, ‘and accordingly tore n ivself from the dear fellows down in 
Norfolkshire, who wept. bitter! y when Nicnonas drove away, and 
hurried bac kk to my town residence—in itself a monument to the 
genius of one who raised himself froma comparative lowly pusition, 
though always respectable, to my present pinnacle, But, as to the 
| pleasure of coming back, my dear young Friend, don't you believe in 
such! Why, the bills as have been accumulating—but suppose we 
change the eubjec t, with merely the remark that now or never is the 


The last of the Great Turf Events of iSU6 is now at hand, namely, 
to wit, the Cambridgeshire at the Newmarket Houghton Meeting. 

When I look back upon my career during the present Anno ae, 
I am almost afraid to hazard another prediction les ‘sta solitary failure 
should tarnish the lustre of those undying laurels, than whom I am 
sure a larzer collection of them, nor yet more honestly earned. It is 
a terrible ‘hing, my dear young Friend, fur to have acquired a colossal 
reputation. Even your silence is misconstrued, like as it was with 
regard to the C:esurewitch, when thousands were saved to your readers 
| perhaps, through the acc idental non-delive ry cf my prophecy. I know 
only too well that whatever may be done by private commissivn rs 
the public money qoes with Nicno.as; and that as soon as he have pub- 
lished his Uliamatorium there is a rush for to geton. From the gay 
Officers of the Guurds (which have been good oo to propose a 
Banquet in mv Honour), down to the humble widow-woman and the 
cheeiful errand-boy, the public prove their confidence in the Prophet 
by backing of everything he likes to name. 

I hope, sir, as | am not unmindful of the responsibilities thus de- 
volving upon your Sportive Editor, whose every word, if I may use 
the expression, it is hung upon by the lips of the good and gay; 
and therefore I wi'l risk the effort, though I know how uncertain are 
<y things in this Sublunar Vale, be sides that handicaps always puz le 

he Prophet more than he is stage ‘red by such races as the Deiby and 
St Leger, the winners of which he foretold them faithful both in 1865 
and 1866. 

One thing, at any rate, the Prophet 
nearly half the horses, like my contempories, 
the winner will be found amongst so and so,’ 
we apprehend danver from any other quarter, it will be from so and so, 
naming six others. 

My course is bolder and more adventuresome ; success may or may 
not once more crown the Prophet's rather aged brow with the Halo of 
Victory, the Nimbus of Glory, and the Laurel Wreath of Fame, and if 


scorns, which it is to pick out 
and say *‘we expect 


so will have my portrait taken in that attitade and publis. ed; but 


nothing venture nothing win; and so here, my friends and putrons, 


the Athletic Men of merry, merry England, is my 
Propnecy CAMBRIDGESHLRE. 
Loox out Fon Prosexrine, ACTA, AND SCAKBOROUVGH. 
And now, sir, with regard to ano anna subject of (I may say 
be good enough to ackno 
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NICHOLAS TESTIMONIAL. 


SURSCRIPTIONS TO THE 
£157 3, 


Amount already acknowledged 
One who has won thousands through following 


Mx. NicHOLAS.. a Bs oe 09 1 O 
£15 8 3h 


This can hardly be considered a good week for the Movement, sir; 
but I daresay as we shall soon have a rally round. Do you not think 
another of your nice little Editorial Paragraphs might help to make 
the public a little less backward in coming forward ¢ NICHOLAS. 

P.S.—Nicuworas is deeply grateful for the kind letter of “ Rara 
Avis.” Such appreciation does the © ld man’s heart good; and, 

yet if 


although Hornsey is a con siderable distance from Belgravia, 
“ Rara Avis’”’ were not 80 arried to her * darling Wi.uig,” 
the Prophet would come up and sing a 8¢ renade under her window of 
a nicht, regardless of rheumitism; and, even as it is, would be glad 


to look in and tuke a gl iss of sherry wine with both of them. 
P.8. 2.—[] f you don’t give me sone explanation about my Kourr and 


Spell I shall be reluc.antly obliged to take legal proceedings against 


your publisher. 


hap} nly m 


"naming twelve, “whilst f 
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THE LEICESTER-SQUARE SENSATION. 


(By Our Srectat Rerorter.) 


On Wednesday last the usually quict, though romantic, neighbour- | further informs us that the police are on the track of the offenders, who, 
hood of Leicester-square was thrown into a state of considerable alarm | we may therefore conjecture, will, in all probability, not be speedily 
and excitement by the report that an outrage of the most shocking | brought to justice. ; 
nature had been perpetrated in the immediate vicinage during the | A deputation has waited on the Home-Secretary, to draw his atten- 
night. The rumour turned out to be only too true. On visiting the | tion to the disfigurement of this national monument. He is reported 





| 
=| 
| 


aiinctindieaiamanatil 


square, we discovered that the noble monument (statue of a monarch, | to have shed tears on hearing of the dastardly assault on an old and | 


name uncertain), which adorns its centre, had been ruthlessly profaned | defenceless statue. It is hoped that a sentinel, if not a detachment 
by ribald hands. The horse, stated by some authorities to be the | of guards, will be posted on the spot to protect the effigy from further 
identical “ noble animal” spoken of by the learned Mavor in his uni- | insult. Precautions which can be taken for the safety of so unarchi- 
versally-known spelling book, had been covered with spots, resembling | tectural an edifice as the Bank of England, may well be extended to £0 
large wafers in form, and black sealing wax in colour. Ears of a | magnificent a work of art. 
longitude that suggested caparisons, as Mrs. MaLtarror would say, with Up to the moment of going to press no further light has been thrown 
a quadruped generally supposed to have a taste for the Carduus com- | onthis mysterious affair. A lady, residing in the neighbourhood, the 
munts, or ordinary thistle, as an article of food, had been added to the | proprietress of a large bonnet shop in Cranbourne-street, states that 
head of the gallant steed. A hat, less resembling the cocked hat of | she heard screams coming from the direction of the statue in the 
military glory, than the dunce’s cap of infantine disgrace, adorned the | night, but she inclines to believe it was cats. 
head of his sacred Majesty—name unknown—a long truncheon, to | 
which a broom was suspended, had been thrust into the dexter hand 
of royalty, and other igrominious insults had been cast upon the 
kingly figure, which for years has braved the battle and the breeze, but | 
more especially the latter, in what a late statesman described as one of | 
the greatests sights in Europe.* 

Conjecture is rife as to the reason of the outrage. It is asserted by Female Progress. 
some, that a gentleman somewhat resembling the M.P. for Birming- | AN American paper reports a duel between a Mrs. Mantua Stewart 
ham was seen in the neighbourhood on the previous evening, and some | and a Mrs. Ronexts, at San Antonio, in Texas. The weapons were 
assert that this is only the first of a series of schemes for casting ridi- | revolvers, and Mrs. Roserts is stated to be badly wounded. America 
cule upon monarchy. Others, on the other hand, pretend to discern | is always spoken of by its admirers as the land of progress, and cer- 
in the masquerade a Tory travestie of the progress of Reform. We | tainly Woman is going ahead there! We suppose about fifty paces 
believe we are nearer the truth in stating that the demonstration is | was the measurement of the progress in this instance. 
not of a political character, and our conjecture is borne out by the | 
intelligent police-officer in whose beat the square is situated. He | 








LATEST INTELLIGENCE. 
(By Electric Telegraph.) 
NortuinG further has transpired. 





The Right Colour. 


Tue two colours of the Prussian flag are to receive an addition. The 
* It has been said that this speech was made by the late Sir R-— P—— about ; ; ; ; 
Trafalgar-square, but I know better. Having been a Parliamentary shorthand- gn iag 8 ben Sacheae ene, white—and ne, 
writer for the last three years, I ought to be an authority on questions of statesman- | + Orange 1s chosen as an emblem of a-peel to arms. Its amalgam 
ship.—Pzxxie, Heine. tion with the other hues may also be considered to make it Rhined. 
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IRS. BROWN AT THE ASSIZES. 


I was glad to be ’ome agin from that country, as would soon be my 


death, and will always say as them country people ain't no sense in | 


' 
their ’eads, and my words is proved true through that Mus. Mucar- 
nIDGE a-bein’ turned out of court by them judges’ orders, as served 
her right, and then tock and drawed a juryman on the spot, so in 
course everything fell through. I never would ’ave gone near them 
‘sizes, as is a foolish name, and don’t mean nothing at all, only Joun 
he says tome, *‘ You won't ’ave to say a word, but only look on, and 
‘ad better see the town, as is considered fine, and the judges a-goin’ 
to church in state, as is a old buildin’.”’ . 

| Joun he drove me and ’Liza over in the four-wheeler, for his old 
grizzle of a mother she'd gone off quite early in that blessed shay-cart 

| of hern, as is enough to shale the life out of any one, as my bones 
can prove, the first time as ever I tried it, as I’m thankful to say was 
the last, but she’s that skeleton as can’t feel nothing herself. 

| I must say as them country towns looks clean, but I should’ think 


dullany time, though certainly a fine inn, as were wonderful in postin’ | 
in that shay there was that old cat stuck in the back and no room for 


days I’m told, with a noble ball-room where the fust families did used 


his good lady the picter of ’ealth, as the sayin’ is, and every one 
seemed all of a fluster expectin’ them judges, and the church bells 
a-ringin’ and tollin’ by turns. 

We hadn’t been in there five minits, when in come them judges 
| a-blowin’ their ’orns, with javelin men afore ’em, as they calls ’em, 
as did used for to run any one through as come in their ways, but is 
now give up throuzh a policeman’s staff bein’ quite enough for to keep 
auy one back. 

I must say them judges looks noble in their wigs and robes, not as 
I should like for to be brought before them, as looked that fierce, no 
doubt for to keep them desperate characters under, though I’m sure 


ag 


for to come and dance in. The landlord he was a very nice man, and | 


some of them partics as was tried didn’t seem to care nothing about | 


eee << 
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to stand down, and all began a-talkin’ and puttin’ their’eads together, 


_ then I was told as they'd been and drawed one of the jury, and 
th judge said as it was werry proper on their parts. 

W hen I got outsid» there was Mrs. Mucoenipar in a towerin’ 
rage. She says, “ You're a nice party to come and stop under my 
r of and eat of my bread and drink of my cup, and then not stand up 
fur my character, as them as did ought to know better will stand by 
and see attacked, and then give in cowardly.” I says, “ Mrs. Muaor- 
RIDGE, Mum, 1t wasn’t my doings as I'm here at all, and ss to speakin’ 
agin your character I'd ’ave been burnt at the stake fust, as you 
might’ave see by me a-olding my tongue afore all them judges.”” But 
law, she was in that rage through not a-gainin’ the day as she was 
pitchin’ into every one, and as to Jonn, poor fellow, ’ow he could 
stand her langwidge I can’t make out, for she'd been and gone to 
law agin his will, and then said it were all his fault, and ’ad such a 
row with the lawyer as was downright diseraceful. 

Well, it had been agreed as ’Liza and me should be drove back in 
the four-wheeler, while Joun stopped behind for to settle up; but, 
bless you, when ’Liza, as’ad’ad a bit of dinner, was a-goin’ to get 


me. So I wouldn't stoop to no words with her, but says to ’Lrza, 
“You get in, my dear, and I’ll look out for myself,’ and walks back 
in the inn and got a bit of snack in the bar, though it was neither 
‘ot nor cold, as is bad with a calf’s-’ead and bacon without a bit of 
lean, as looked brown and tasted. rusty. As to roast beef the butchers 
don’t know ’ow to cut a prime bit in the country, and the animals is 
made with ribsas long as a whale’s. I asks the landlady ’ow I should 
get back to Mrs. Mugcrriper’s? “Oh,” she says, ‘there'll be lots 
a-goin’ that way as will give you a lift no doubt.” I says, ‘Then 
pr’aps you wouldn’t mind a-askin’ one on’em to give me a cast,” for I 
didn’t want to bother Jomy, as I know'd was busy through bein’ 
market day. 

There was a elderly party a-settin’ in that bar a-takin’ of some ’ot 


it, for I was a-settin’ a-listenin’ to them and see them a-smilin’. I | brandy-and-water, as I ’ad a glass on myself. He says, ‘* Where 


_ hadn't been there long when Joun come to fetch me, and said as I | does the good lady want to go7r’’ 


was wanted on the civil side. I says, ‘‘ Whatever for?” He says, | foes Fer : pao : ; 
| says, ° put ‘er down with pleasure, I passes the door.” says, * 


“They wants to ask you a question.”’ 


“Well,” I says ‘* of course I can answer a civil one anyhow.” So | 


| in I goes, and the lawyer saysin a whisper, ‘‘ Excuse me, Mrs. Brown, 
| but what did Mr. Mayrietp call Mrs. Mucceripce ?” *“ Well,’’ I says, 
‘“’Ow do you mean?” He says, “ When you met ’im in the field.” 
I says, ‘ Well, I hardly know ,” but, law bless you, I ’adn’t ’ardly 
opened my lips when up jumps another lawyer party and says as they was 
a-pamperin’ with a witness. Says the lawyer, “ She’s not a witness.”’ 





heard Mr. Mayrig.p a-sayin’ agin Mrs. Muacerince that time as the 
_ bull drove me slap through his inwisible fence.’ ‘ Will your lord- 
ship order her to be sworn?” says the tother lawyer. ‘ Let her be 


’ ~ 
old on me and shove the book in my ’and and say as I was to speak 


yet new, but only what is truths,” I says. 
the judge, quite a forgettin’ of ’isself. ‘‘ Now,’’ says Mrs. Muoce- 
RIDGE’S lawyer, “did you not hear Mr. Mayrrerp say that Mrs. 
Muccerincr was a old brimstone?” I says, “He certainly did say 
something like that.” ‘ Like what?” saysthe judge. ‘‘ Brimstone,” 
Says I. “Brimstone,” says the judge, “‘ why, what's that?” Isays, 

Some calls it sulphur, as is a fine thing for the skin, and often give 
with treacle in spring time when I was a gal.” 

_I spoke a little sharp, for I’m sure he wasn’t fit to be judge as 
didn’t know what brimstone was. If you'd see that judge look at me 
over his spectacles, you'd a thought as I was a wild beast. He says, 
“What on earth is she a-talkin’ about? I don’t understand her.” 
I says, « Very likely not, brought up in the country as you ’ave been ; 
for I'm sure no one as comes from London can make out their jargon 
down here, but,” I says ‘‘ Will you hold your tongue?” says 

the Judge, a-roarin’ like a mad bull; but law, I was that cool as shet 

im up, for I says, ‘I ain’t a-goin’ to be hollared at like a demented 
lunatic, as has got every sense about ine.’ So the one lawyer he 
said as I might stand down, but the other wouldn't let me, for he says, 

Your name is MaxtHA Brown?” I says, “ Yes.” “ You're a-stayin 
with Mrs. Mvcceripcre?” I says, “Tam, though a-goin’ ’ome the 
day after to-morrow, and wish as I ’adn’t’ave stopped so long to come 
to these ’sizes, as I considers as I’ve been ticed into.” ‘Yes,’ says 
- lawyer ; “but we want to know if you've ever observed as Mrs. 
| “IUGGERIDGE is a wild temper?’’ ‘ Well,” I says, “as to wild I 
can't say.” “ Remember,” says the lawyer, “you're on your oath. 
: Yes,” I says, “I know I am.” “Then speak the truth, ’ says he. 

Now, on your oath, isn't she a very quarrelsome woman?’ W ell, 
Whatever to say I didn’t know. I says, “‘ You'll excuse me a 
He says, « Certainly not, I won’t excuse you. You must tell the 
jury if you don’t think as she’s a most provokin’ temper.”” What to 
do I did not know, and stood like a statty a-starin’. At last I says, 








“We all ’as our tempers ;’’ but just then they told me very sharp for | 


| ES ee Ee a 








sworn,” says the judge, a-lookin’ very fierce, and if they didn’t ketch | 

| arf-past four. Whenthat farmer did come in ’is face was beet-roots 
the old truth.” JT says, “I’m not one as speaks neither old truths nor | for colour, and’is langwidge thick. He says, “Where's my sweetheart?’ 
“’Old your tongue,” says | a-meanin’ me, and, bless you, it was quite dusk. 
| look sharp, that’s a pretty dear, forthe mare won't stand.”” I went out, 


| for me to get back. 


; Says the landlady, ‘‘ Over to the 
Lands,” as is the name of Mrs. MuaceripGe’s property. ‘‘ Oh,’’ he 


thank you, sir; but ’ow about time, as should not like to’urry you 
though a-wishin’ to be’ome myself by tea, as is five, and now on the 
stroke of four.’’ He says, “‘I’m only a-waitin’ for a sample of wheat, 
and shall be off the moment it comes.”’ 

Well, he was a reg’ lar farmer, as mostly ’as purple faces and broad- 
brim’ ’ats, with a suit of clothes that dust colour as they wears, and I 
never see such a man at his brandy-and-water, for there he sat 


[ says, “Certainly not; and am only tellin’ this gentleman what I | a-sippin’ till I got all of a fidget, and the landlady persuades me to 


‘ave accup of tea, for she says, “It’s not six miles as the crow flies.”’ 
While we was at our tea that farmer went out a-sayin’ he'd be back 
in a instant, but law, it wasn't till past seven as he come in. I was 
put out, for I'd asked about Joun and they said as he'd gone off about 


He says, “I’m off, 


and there was a high dog-cart, with a white ‘orse, as wouldn’t stand still 
a instant, though a man a-’oldin’ its ’ead. I was that misgivin’ about 
goin’, but, law bless you, they bundled me in afore you could say 
Jack Rontson, the landlady a-tellin’ me there wasn’t no other chance 
I wasn’t ’ardly in when that farmer, as ’is name 
were CouLTER, says to the man at the osse’s ’ead, “ Let her be,” and 


if that oss didn’t start with that sudden jerk as pre'ty nigh broke my 


back and turned out of the yard with a twist as nearly sent me out. 
Talk of the wind it wasn’t nothing to that oss, as tore along like mad, 


/and that Mr. Courter let it do just as it liked through bein’ fast 
asleep ’iself. 


At last I see that the oss was a-takin’ me too far, and I 
ketched ’vld on the rein for to stop it, and if the brute didn’t take 
and turn bang round and run up a bank. If you'd ’eard old CouLTer 
swear you'd ‘ave stared agin; it that terrified me that out I jumped, 
and if he didn’t drive on without a word and leave me a-sprawlin’ 
on the bank, as was dreadful wet and slimy. I was thankful to be 
out, but, bein’ dark, I didn’t know where to go, and might ’ave been 
left on the road there to perish but for a day labourer as come along 
and picked me up and took mea short-cut to Mas. Muacermen’s, 
through a turnip field as drenched me, and didn’t get ‘ome till jest on 
tend ead-beat, and heard that old faggit say as it served me right for 
stoppin’ behind a-drinkin’ with the tarmers, and it’s lucky as t did 
jump out of that dog-cart, for old Covtrer was pitched on his ead, 
and the ‘orse went ome without ‘im, as was a-layin’ between life and 


death when I come away. 
eee 
9 
‘¢None of your Sauce. 


We see some one is advertising “ My Wife’s Sauce.” It is to be 
regretted that he does not keep his little domestic discomforts to 


himself. 
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THALIA’S FLOWER GARDEN. 





No. 9.—NUNC EST BIBENDUM! 


We journey'd, I think it was three years since, 
To a pantomime over the water, 

And was struck with the lady who acted the prince, 
Asking whence had the management brought her? 


This prince was in love with the pretty Giselle, 
But his spirits she never could take down,  & 

He were good at his lines and his songs as well, 
And ever so good at a break-down! 


But the prince he was false to his dancing-girl, 
And fled his Victorian mansion, 

Fortune had given her wheel a twirl, 
And talent, you know, needs expansion. 


A bevy of friends can my little prince boast, 
No lips of his praises are barren ; 

Will they drink the: a bumper? Wilt give them a toast? 
‘‘ Here's success iv Miss Emity F'arxen !” 





No. 10.—PETIT ARDUA. 


In mounting up the slope of life, 
How many of us tumble ; 

Some come across no end of strife, 
And those who meet none grumble. 


The upward slant, of course, is steep, 
‘l'o master and to puppet, 

Some tremble at the foot and weep, 
Or falter half-way up it. 


’Tis very true—although ’tis strange— 
And proved by autumn rambles, 

We love to breast the mountain-range, 
And glory in our scrambles. 


| ’Tis not the pace which always kills, 
A NOBBY IDEA. | Nor “stitch” which makes us tarry ; 


Little does Tompkins imagine the effect he produces by carrying his umbrella Thess ones oe en Oe Aills 


in this manner ! 


| do not apply to S P ti ich i 
ply HERIDAN’S Critic, which is a perfect work of art, 
FROM OUR STALL. | but to Sueripan’s Critic, as bedraggled on the stage. The bur- 


Wuatsver those people who choose to pooh-pooh the French drama | lesque of Der Freischutz, by Mr. Burnanp, at the Strand, on the 
may say, and they ought to be persons of high intellectual standard to | Monday, was followed by the burlesque of Der Freischutz at the Prince 
take that liberty, Monsieur Scrise was certainly an extraordinary | of Wales's on the Wednesday. Public opinion is divided as to the 
man. Any one who may wish to make acquaintance witk one of the | relative merits of the two works. We, who lead public opinion, and 
best pieces that even that ingenious gentleman ever constructed is here who hope in time to improve it, cannot suspend our judgment on 
recommended to go to the Princess’s Theatre, and see The Triple | 8° momentous an occasion. Mr. Byron’s first scene is superior to 
4 Uhance. This admirable play is neither more nor less than the story Mr. Burnanv’s. En revanche Mr. Burnanv’s incantation scene is 
of “The Judgment of Pans” put into a dramatic form. Juno is the preferable to Mr. Byron’s. Mr. Cuarxe makes a fine melodramatic 
Queen ; Minerva, the terrible Duchess of Marlborough; and Venus, | Caspar, who would have reminded us of Messrs. Huntiry, Row- 
the beautiful Maid of Honour. BOTHAM, CoBHAM, BLaNncuarr, and Brap ey, in their best days, only 

The Overland Route and The Critic have been revived at the Hay- that we never saw those gentlemen, and Mr. Frep Younceg, who is a 
market, and are drawing great houses. The Critic is acted after the | 8teat acquisition to the London stage, was a subtle, pointed, acid, 
singular fashion which has been handed down to us by those highly mordant, intellectual Zamiel, who likes evil en artiste, as well as e7 
over-praised persons our forefathers. Mr. Cuartes Matuews's Sir | 4”@¢eur, for the love of it as well as for the profit. Mr. MonTGomMEry 
Fretful Plagiary, although an intellectual, is by no means a vigorous is portentous as ever, and amusing as ever, as Killian, and a new face, 
performance, and we must protest against his playing the swindler voice, and heels, those of Mr. GLover, are to be welcomed as the pro- 
Puff—a mere newspaper Jeremy Diddler—as if he were a polished and | Petty of a very thorough artist. Miss Lyp1a Tuompson looks and acts 
perfect gentleman ; also, we must take exception to his utter absence | Most agreeably as Max, and the same compliment is due to Miss Lyp1a 
of irritability during the rehearsal. As for the rehearsal of the famous | Ma1TLanp. Miss Louisa Weston looked a gorgeous Christmas Prince, 
tragedy itself, it was the fun of schoolboys under ten years of age. It and Miss Lovisa Moor, as Agatha, looked so quaint and charming, 
may be agreeable to actors to represent themselves as ‘a very unintelli- | #24 played so well and sang so sweetly that we walked several times 
geut class of persons, and there may be considerable truth in this round Fitzroy-square alone that we might think about her uninter- 
modest view of their own intellectual powers, but surely the stupidest ruptedly. Our walk and reverie concluded, we resolved to go and see 
fellow who ever mutilated Shakspere would not substitute the word | her in the same character again and again, and again after that, for 

bacon” for “ beacon,” or “ whack” for “ wake.” For this sort of | the purpose of looking at and listening to her, and we intend to carry 
pitiable nonsense the Haymarket troupe is not responsible. The out ourdetermination. By the way, we must not let even the tempta- 
rubbish is traditional. It was done in 1780, and it will be done in | tion of writing about Miss Louisa Moore make us forget to say that 
1880, and in 1980, and so following. Our ancectors admired that sort | the scenery by Mx. Cuartes James is very beautiful, and that the 
of fooling, which makes us suspect that our ancestors got pretty con- | costumes are very splendid, and in perfectly good taste. 
siderably drunk before they paid their seven shillings to the boxes ee 
Cane eee, me oe good folks, who assure us that this babv- ECCLESIASTICAL. 

clearest co y : : : 
burlesque. Our readers will of ee Gholnewr a eR ss Tus Vicar of Margate has declined to take Farnsn Ionartus as his 
our strictures | curate. He says he does not approve of the Lyne he took, 
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H A MAN | HATE. | 7 a 
; Or all the bores that, now and then, ane 

; Society permits me 

i To talk to literary men, 


Or mix among the wits, 
The worst are those that will devote 
Their little minds to anecdote. 


I’ve sat and listened, I confess, | 
To fools of many kinds, 
Including people who possess | 
Encyclopedic minds. 
But oh! the very worst afloat 
Is he who takes to anecdote. 


I like a man who makes a pun 
Or else a deep remark ; 
I like philosophy or fun— 
If only just a spark. 
But how I hate the muffs who gloat 
Inanely over anecdote. 


| 
I loathe a man who recollects | 
A little thing he heard ; | 
Then tells a story and expects 
A grin at ev’ry word. 
For how can anyone promote 
Your liveliness by anecdote ? | 
' 
| 


LE LI SO tes 


Upon a desert isle, 

With not a voice, except my own, 
To cheer me all the while, 
‘han tall to men who learn by rote 

Their paltry funds of anecdote! 


oe 


Oh, no! I’d rather live alone 
| 


A Handy Receipt. 


| 
In a recent number our contemporary the Queen tells | 
people what “to do”’ to get white hands. We should 

think that the way to get—and keep white hands, is to | 
do nothing. 





—s —_———— ee ee 


The Great Moral Lesson. 
Tue “ St. Giles’s Murderer” as he was called—as if St. Giles’s had 


only once provided Catcrart with such a subject for the exercise of 


his art—as if, thanks to the activity and intelligence of the police, a 
St. Giles’s murderer were not at this moment at liberty, many years 
after the commission of his offence—well, “the St. Giles’s murderer ” 
was executed at the beginning of the month at the Old Bailey, on a 
Tuesday! Why? With the avowed intention of diminishing the 


+ e . . | 
crowd which used to attend on such occasions. Really this is too bad! | ; t s ; Pda 
, If| A Parr or Scissors.—We are well supplied with acrostics. ‘ Friends 


The great defence of executions is the moral lesson they enforce. 
this argument be worth a straw, the authorities, who, by fixing Tues- 
day instead of Monday, deprived a number of persons of the oppor- 
tunity of the spectacle, have, in fact, encouraged—to put it plainly— 


the crime of murder, by preventing a lesson from being taught by the 


’ 
Government schoolmaster, CALCRAFT. 


Let us have one of two things—let it be understood that hanging is | 


& moral lesson, and let executions take place when the largest attend- 
ance of scholars can be secured. 
day because fewer people will be present, let us, in honesty’s name, 
drop the sham, and call executions a disgrace to a Christian land, to 
be done out of sight, within the gaol. 





Some Pumpkins! 

THE annnal ceremony of crowning the king of the pumpkins took 
place last week at the central market in Paris. ‘The happy vegetable 
weighed 258 lb., and measured ten feet four inches round. At one 
ime it was feared the authorities might forbid the ceremony, on the 
ground of its political significance, because it might lead the disaffected 
to believe the crown was going to squash! 





From Southampton. 


Tue Southampton papers state that one of the greatest attractions 
at the local loan Museum was one just arrived from Italy—Srorey’s 
Medea, which is very fine. If Srorey’s Medea is half as fine as 

[epxa’s story it will do very well. 


Oe 


/ , 
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INSULTED MAI WAIFE ? 
Tall Ditto :-—* Wuy—AW—RBURST INTO—AW—TE-AWS OF CAWSB! 





But if we avowedly appoint a certain | 
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FROM A LOFTY POINT OF VIEW. 


Short Swell:—“ Wuat po you THINK I OUGHT TO DO IF A FELLAH 


©99 





Answers te Correspondents, 


J. L. C., Plymouth, is thanked. 
Bb. B., Argus Club, is thanked. The contribution would have appeared 
| had it arrived earlier. ; 

H. J., Belgrave-street-south.—In your picture of an ‘irresistible 
battery ” the lady is so plain we doubt if she would go off at all. 

FELIX is not 80 happy as he might be. 

J. H., Bristol.—The essay is quite unsuitable. 











will kindly accept this intimation’’ we hope. 

J. R., Woolwich.—See last answer. ve 

Jay Ess, Croydon.—The joke about pears is incomprehensiblé jargon-el. 

A GLASGOW CORRESPONDENT writes:—‘I beg to forward for your 
consideration several stanzas, poetry, which if fuund worthy my by insertion 
in your paper I add no more.” ‘This brevity is the sole of wit, however, 
in his communication. 

J. B., Blackftiars-road.—The extract is of no use to us. 
there are no cuttings. 

W. I. N., Glasgow, must be W out. 

H. I. P. would not get a corresponding ‘‘ haw! haw!”’ 

A. F. M., Liverpool.—It is very odd that when any one sends us an 
old idea it is sure to be accompanied by a request for an immediate 
remittance ! 

A. B., Croydon Common.—The grocer probably kissed your pert 
domestic because he liked her cheek, but it is no use your offering it to us. 

B., Admiralty, should not waste our time and the publics. 

‘‘In THE BLack Country ”’ is not of general interest, though it may be 
of Lieutenant-Colonel ditto. : 

Declined with thanks—J. L., Gatton; C., Liverpool ; G. M., Dundee ; 
W. F., Glasgow; G. I. H.; F.F., Chelsea; W. J. C., Holbeck ; J. W.; 
J. K., Bayswater; A. I. Y., Newton, Ayr; Delta, Clifton; A. B., London; 
A. F., Perth; S. W. T.; H. M. G., Hackney; A. W. M., Princes-street ; 
Lex; Cephas; W.H., Stroud; E. G.., Golden- square ; Reform ; Expectans : 
A. E. B., Marchester; T. M., Hastings; C. K.; T. B.; &. - Ipswich ; 
W. M. B., Penzance; B. L. M.; S. F. C.0.; M. E. B.; J. W. H., Stour- 


In our line 


| bridge; Alpha Beta; W. C.; F. H.; G. McG., Harrow, A. Bt Be Bs 


Fleet-street ; G. G., Brixton-hill; F.S. B., Stoke Newington; Mies A. T., 
Waterloo; Cockywhacks, jun. ; Ann Impéy Seal. 
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A TIDEY NOTION. 


Rose the Romantic :—“ How cuarminc! I covnp SIT HERE FOR EVER, AND NEVER QUIT THIS LOVELY spor.” 
Matter-of-Fact Maria :—‘‘ Not EVEN WHEN THE TIDE CAME UP?” 








5. 
| The Goths once lived amid huge forest tr: es, 
By the blue waters of Borysthenes, 
A pleasant place. Where is it—if you please ? 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


(Answer in our next.) 


A stx the English law condemns with scorning, 

And every magistrate hears many a morning, | 
It’s chief practitioners, ’tis sad to view it, 
Are those who o’er all others should eschew it, 

They fall a prey to drinking and venality, { 
And aid instead of checking niuch rascality. 


6. 
A Visigoth of noble race, 
He gave two emperors to Rome, 
The Vandals fied before his face 
And then att:cked him nearer home. 
So he who ruled o’er Italy, 
Unto Byzantium bowed the knee. 





1. 
The miner sees it as he strives 
To win the coal alway, 


It may endanger women’s lives 
And did, the other day. 


7. 
Succulent, edible, nutritious, pleasant, 
They're not grown here but oft come as a present. 





Answer TO Last WEEk’s AcrostTIc. 


of s 
sn5 ek Se merece rer Lik 
? Z T Tosi I 
“. A Albion N 
A great composer we too seldom hear, L Log G 
Wrote a good opera to Vienna dear; I Id D 
Though critics sneered at first, they lived to see | A Atto O 
The piece revived and played triumphantly. N Norham M 
. . 3. ° | Amswers received to Oct. 19th.—None correct. “Telegraph” gives “Italian 
2 ancient Saga sent across the Rhine Freedom” and says ‘‘ very easy indeed!” It is a pity he doesn’t show how he 
old how his cunning was too superfine. works it out. 
: S P ° Sus., Shorncliffe.~There were eight ladies of the name. You quote MAUNDE? 
4. correctly, but there are other authorities known, and we were correct :—as [or 
There never was a reader, Etretat—Bah! 


For the law became a pleader, ~~ ne a ae a lk ae 
Who did his work invariably right : NOTICE.—On November the 5th, price Twopec:, 

But he sometimes made a slip, FUN ALMANACK, 

And they caught him on the hip, Sixteen pages, Toned Paper, with numerous Illustrations, engraved by 
The indictment might contain an oversight. the Datzizt Brotuenrs. 


a EE Nel 
London: Trinted by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctor;’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietors) ty THOMAS BAKER, 
at 50, Fleet-street, E.C.—Saturday, Oetober 27, 1866. 
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ASSES IN SCOTLAND. 


Native :—** HAE YE KEN’D TWA WEE CUDDIES?”’ 


Tourists (puzzled):—“Eu? On! A 
WHERE THEY SELL SUCH THINGS, WE RE STRANGERS HERE? 








FROM OUR STALL. 
Tue Faust of Gorruxr—that sublime jumble of metaphysics, dtablerte, 
coarse wit and exquisite pathos, heaped up so elaborately and carved 
into the shape of a Sphynx—is not foracommon audience. It requires 
a houseful of deep thinkers; people who never applaud, never buy 
playbills, and never pay for seats when they can get orders. (Trans- 
cendental idealists in arms need not be admitted.) As a stage-play 
the immortal Faust, which takes four mortal hours for performance, is 
dull. Perhaps, as an acting piece, Hamlet is also dull; but amongst 
Englishmen Hamiet is a sort of religion and Faust will never be more 
than a sort of superstition. Everything in the power of management 
has been done for the drama by Mr. Cuatrerton. It is carefully 
translated and beautifully mounted; Mr. Brver.ey’s share in its pro- 
duction gained him a couple of hearty calls on the first night. The 
witch-festival on the Brocken is an admirable bit of effect, heightened 
by the weird music of Mendelssohn. Mr. PHE rs disappointed US ; 
the make-up of his head resembled a clown more than a devil, and his 
delivery was too solemn for that flippant fiend Mephistopheles. Mr. 
Epmunp Puetps—the father and the son, by the way, are as like as 
two P’s—hardly made his voice old enough in the study-scene, but he 
turned out a very graceful young lover afterwards. Mr. W i. Harnri- 
8on played the important character of Valentine and sang with more 
spirit than tune ; some of his higher notes were as flat as flounders, 
and a promising young tenor who sat near us during the performance 
was driven into great agonies thereby. Mrs. HERMAN VEZIN made a 
delightfully tender and impassioned Marguerite and looked as German 
asa picture by Scuerrer. The music seems to have been selected 
from every composer except Gounop ; it was very well played and not 
badly sung. Everybody should go to Drury Lane and see Faust ; no 
doubt everybody wi//. We shall rejoice, for our own part, if GorTHE 
should prove a success; for the success of GoETHE may encourage Mr. 
CuatTTERTon to give us a translation from ScuILier. allie? 
A new play, in two acts, by Mr. Craven, called Sfeg’s Diversion, 
| has been well received at the Royalty. The dialogue is pointed, the 
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No. 11..—0O! SI SIC OMNIA! 


Just now, when we've been shaking hands, 
And drinking wine at Brussels, 

We turn our thoughts to foreign lands, 
Forgetting by-gone tussles ; 

> Alhambra ballets —not in Spain— 
Are driving Paris frantic ; 

And plays and actors seek the Seine, 
Or cross the broad Atlantic. 


Columbia's wilfulness, they say, 
Her parent tries to smother, 
| But when she takes one friend away 
| She sends across another. 
| She may be thought a little wild, 
But let’s no longer parley, 
We all can well forgive the child 
| That gave us Mus. Cuarury! 


| No. 12.—TEMPUS FUGIT. 
Ou! whisper not that old Time will fly, 
Or watch his hour-glass scattering dust, 
| If he likes you well he will pass you by, 
And spoil his terrible scythe with rust. 
We can never forget one Fancy Fair, 
Though many a year its course has run 
Since slippers were sold at a guinea a pair, 
And pottles of strawberries kissed for fun. 


But sure as the holiday-time comes round, 

And the monarch of pantomime reigns again, 
Each year one favourite face is found 

Which lightens legitimate Drury Lane ; 
Then tell me not that old Time is fleet. 

Were he swift or slow ’twould be still the sama, 
For eyes will glisten, and hearts will beat 

At the sound of Lyp1a Tuompson’s name. 





From the India Office. 


A CELEBRATED city in India is about to be re-named 
in honour of the new Secretary of State. It is to be 
called in future Cranbourne Alley-habad. 


plot simple, but sufficiently interesting, and the performance in general 
worthy of the piece. With Mr. Craven, as an actor, we can only 
find a single fault—he plays ¢o the house. In spite of this drawback, 
he is an admirable comedian. Mr. F. Dewar was genial and brisk; 
and Mr. WynpuaoM impressed us very favourably, though his part was 
a small one. Of Miss O.rver, we cannot say enough; there is a light 
in her laughing eye which takes the shine out of criticism itself. Mrs. 
Leicu Murray, always a thorough actress, is in this charming. 
H.R.H. the Prince or WALES visited his own theatre, in Tottenham 
Street, the other evening, and previously requested that Mr. Byron's 
new burlesque might be played frst, so that H.R.H. (who goes to the 
theatre late, it appears) might see the comedy of Ours, entire. A 
princely compliment for the author of Owrs—who deserves compli- 
ments from everybody; but a princely slight for the author of Ler 
Freyschutz—who deserves slights from nobody, and is reckoned a de/ 
esprit now-a-days. 
When a disagreeable thing is to be said, there are two sources open 
to the speaker. Either not to say it at all, or to say it in as small a 
compass as possible. With regard to the New Adelphi drama of 
Ethel ; or, Only a Life, we prefer the latter course. It is a most dis- 
agreeable piece, and was, deservedly, a failure. Notwithstanding 
which, there are several clever things in it—all of the sort calculated 
| to inspire uneasiness in an audience. We can assure those gentlemen 
who cater for the public, that despite the success of La Traviata in 
various forms, Englishmen do not like their wives, mothers, sisters, 
and daughters to hear too much of the inevitable association of virtue, 
poverty, and Waterloo Bridge. Though men are vicious, there is no 
occasion to have the fact forced upon our notice at the theatre. Though 
vice flaunts in velvet, and goodness is condemned to cotton, there are 
other subjects more agreeable and interesting to the very respectable 
class of people who pay for Boxes, Pit, and Gallery. The Repulsive 
is not necessarily the Truthful, and it is always the Ugly, a fact of which 
the prose, poetry, and large capitals found in the writings of the pre- 
| sent Lord Lytton, ought to convince every aspiring dramatic author. 
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My playing gave great satisfaction, 
I acted the part to the life, 
Yet lost by each horrible action, 
Mr chance of the pet for a wife. 
They praised me next day—it was pleasant 
To know that my acting was good ; 
But Caprarin pe Lacy was present, 
And flirting as hard as he could. 


aia er . 








Coton Calh. 


By THE SAUNTERER IN SOOIETY. 


Tue Bethnal Green guardians have waked up! 
disregard of their duties has encouraged the undertaker, who contracts 
to bury their paupers, to neglect his dutics so grossly that they are 
obliged to become severe. A poor woman complained that two of her 
children were buried by the parish in July last, and that she, going to 
the funeral, had to ride in a Sur_iipeex hearse, which conveyed no less 
than nine coflins to the Great Northern Cemetery. Of these nine 
bodies, all, save one, were those of paupers who had died of cholera— 
the exception being that of one who had died of fever. Her descrip- 











tion of the horrors of her journey is too terrible to repeat, but they | 
may be imagined when I mention that though this took place in last | 


July, the woman has been so ill ever since that she could only prefer her 
complaint a week ago. But the horrors are not all over yet! The 
bodies had no funeral service read over them at the cemetery, and 
were—she alleged—not buried, but placed on the ground and covered 
with earth. The contractor was called, who, toall intents and purposes, 
admitted the poor woman’s charges against himself, and confirmed all 
she said about things which did not involve such charges! 

Wroveurt to the highest pitch of indignation by this abominable 
scandal on a Christian country and a civilized community, the board 
of guardians—told Mr. Bettamy not to doit again! Whether even 
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The last croquet battle was done, 
As twilight cams many a lover, 
Was sighing for victories won. 
For never a lawn was there laden 
With mallets and croquet balls yet, 
But some sorely-beaten young maiden 
Would put herself quite in a pet. 


And many a lover would languish 
In pxin, with a heart very sore, 
And promise, rash boy, in his anguish, 
‘Yo croquet his lady no more. 
And yet on this day when we parted 
From croquet, came comfort to all, 
And ladies the lawn left light-hearted 
To dress for the stage and the ball. 


We'd worked each in different fashion, 
‘Till night from the dawning of day, 
Tt put papa quite in a passion, 
When any one mentioned our play. 
This evening our triumph was certain, 
With songs and with dances grotesque, 
We'd promised to draw up the curtain, 
On Byron’s most sparkling burlesque. 


I know I was foolish to stand it, 
For oh! that unfortunate night, 
And yet I was “ cast”’ as a bandit, 

And she as the prince I must fight. 
Of course she would win, for to beat her, 
Would outrage all rules of the stage, 
Throughout I must threaten to eat her, 

And rattle my teeth in a rage. 


He kept with a grin the seat next her, 
I used to consider my place, 
I knew that I'd terribly yext her 
As brigand, with savage grimace. 
So, now in my woeful condition, 
I growl, in my impotent rage, 
A warning to those whose ambition, 
Would lead them to shine on the stage. 








| these remains have been carted there by some contractor employed in 
| levelling, removing, or otherwise violating some London churchyard. 
Unless some steps are taken in this matter in the interests of morality, 
decency, and health, paupers—end other people, too, for that matter— 
| will refuse to die, and the guardians would find that awkward ; so they 





Their proverbial | had better see to it. 


WuiLeE mentioning the Christmas books last week I forgot to 
mention one of the most promising—a collection of illustrations 
selected from the Argosy and Good Words (N.B.—Not the early illus- 
tritions of ‘* Madonna Mary’’), which will be printed at the Camden 
Press, and published by Mr. Stxanan. ‘The selections will be more 
varied than such selections generally are, and will number several of 
the best works of our foremost draughtsmen. Apropos of draughtsmen, 
I learn that photographs from Dors’s original pictures for “ Elaine”’ 
will be published, which will enable many who are familiar with his 
work interpreted on the wood to see how it looks fresh from his hand. 
Specimens may be seen at Messxs. Marion's, in Soho-square. ‘The 


Savage Club is to bring out an annual this year. It will number many 


| popular names among its contributors, literary and artistic. 


The pro- 
ceeds of its sale will be for the benefit of the young widow of an artist 


recently deceased. By the way, I have been puzzling over that London 
| Review article on the Savage Club, and a light dawns on me. It 


} 


| 


'member of the favoured association. 


this severity is sufficient to meet the case, I don't feel quite certain, | 


but do feel certain that unless an inspection of cemeteries—and a more 
complete one than that of workhouses—is established by Government, 


it will be better to burn our dead decently, like the old Romans. ‘Vhat | 


would be a far preferable course to such a system of interment as 
prevails at present, to say nothing of the chances of the bodies being 
dug up for railways, or served as we read of their being served in 
Bishopsgate-street. Human bones have been found among rubbish 
shot in St. George's Fields, Camberwell, and it is conjectured that 


does not attack a Clerkenwell Club, which is no better and no worse 
than those which it abuses. The writer is, therefore, probably a 
It will not be difficult to arrive 
at him by the exhaustive process, even if his gentle style betrays 
him nct. 

SHEFFIELD seems determined to lend its aid to those who denounce the 
working-man and oppose his admissiun to the franchise. Every friend 
of the industrial classes feels pained beyond measure at the outrages 
which are committed there, and all join in hoping that the perpetrators 


_ of the last act of ferocity may be discovered—if possible by the aid of 
| working men—and severely punished. 


It may be perfectly true to 
allege that these outrages are the fruits of the old laws of labour 
repealed by Hume, but unfortunately that rather gives weight to the 
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arguments against the fitness of the working man for the franchis®: 


The letter of the secretary of the Sawerinders Union does not benefi 
the cause either. And yet in spite of this, and with the full conscious- 
ness of the prevalence of strikes and the position taken up by the 


| working men generally, I can’t help saying that I believe the only 


| in Parliament, and a fairly grounded belief it is! 


cure for the evil will be fuund to be a material lowering of the fran- 
chise. It would remove one great cause of discontent and agitation 
among working men—the belief that they are not fairly represented 
The matter is 


_ rapidly growing serious, there is a terrible stagnation of trade, and 





It is time something were 


there must be a great amount of suffering. 
He is a man in whose 


done. Cannot Mr. Giapstonsg find a remedy ? 


FU 


confidence, and he might well take the place of arbitrator in the | 


difficulty. 
————— 


Lines to a Slumbering Infant. 


Sweer bud of frail humanity, thou liest— 
(I’mean repose of course, and not a fib)— 
Laptin Elysian slumbers, and thou sighest 
Serenely, heaving thy young guileless bib 
With thedong breath of sleep. Thy baby lips 
Pout with a baby snore, like Zephyr's sigh ; 
And as ‘thou suck’st thy tiny finger-tips 
Thou+-stay a moment for he opes his eye, 
And I must rock his cradle, lest he wake 
And wail to find the world is not all pap. 
Hush! He is going off—let no one make 
The slightest stir or it will rouse, mayhap— 
Ha! Whataslam! Confound the noisy door, 
He’s wide awake as Pua:nvs, God of Day. 
Now he begins—good heavens, what a roar !— 
Here! Susan, take this equalling brat away ! 


CURIOSITIES OF NATURAL HISTORY.* 


TO THE EDITOR. 





| 
| 
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N. i 


THE 1,000,000th!!! 
A THREE VOLUME SENSATION. 
Vou. I. 

AT the close of a fine autumnal day, during the troublous year eighteen 
hundred and sixty-cdd, a handsome and intelligent youth might have 
been observed collecting obliterated postage-stamps in a retired part 
of Islington. Several hundred of the fragile baubles lay before him 
on the table of his modest parlour. 

Suddenly there came a loud, quick summons that shook the entire 
district. Hark! a second; and then all was utter silence for a time. 
Anon there came an opening and shutting of doors—a scuffle of busy 


sense of justice, no less than his intellect and ability, all classes have | feet;—and a domestic entered the apartment bearing a letter. ‘he 


contents of the missive ran as follows :— 

** Dear Guy,— Nothing will shake Papa's resolution. I implore you 
to persevere in your task. You have two years allowed for its com- 
pletion ; and what is a million, dear? Go on and conquer, as you 
value the hand of Your ANGBLICA. 

‘“*P.S.—In the top right-hand corner of the envelope which contains 
this, you will find a queen’s-head. Remove it with care, and it will 
serve to swell your collection.” 

Guy kissed the precious missive—abstracted the stamp—and retired 
early to a bolster stuffed with feathers from the wing of Cupid. 





Vou. I. 

479,834 ! 

One year was over, and the labours of Guy were not yet half accom- 
plished. Still the hoard kept increasing day by day. His fellow- 
clerks in the City had come forward manfully in the cause; and a few 
young ladies at Barnsbury, interested in the romance of the affair, had 
formed themselves into a committee and contributed seventy-nine 
—- together with an expression of profound sympathy written in 

ink. 

But in the meantime toil and anxiety were deing their work upon 
the once jubilant and vivacious Guy. His cheek was no longer ruddy 
—his eye was no longer lighted up with Love and Hope. Occasion- 
ally, as he contemplated the barrier that stood between himself and 
Angelica, the tear would start unbidden. 

Medical men recommended a change of air; but there was an in- 
superable obstacle. Our great metropolis is the centre of commerce, 
and a large proportion of that commerce is carried on through the 


_ Smr,—I have a remarkably docile cat whom (I cannot allude to so | agency of the penny post. The climate of Broadstairs is irreproach- 
intelligent an animal as “ which’’) I have taught a variety of accom- | able; but there is only one delivery per diem in that salubrious 
plishments. Directly she sees a mouse she crouches like a tiger, and | Village. 


when she has determined on the exact distance between the mouse and 
herself, she makes a spring and seizes the unfortunate little animal 
with her fore paws. I have taught her to come into the dining-room 
at dinner time, and sit at my side until I give her a portion of what- 
ever I may be eating. I have also taught her to quarrel with any 
dog she may happen to mect. She distinguishes easily between a dog 
and a horse, for she never hogs her back at the latter, while she 
invariably exhibits much inquietude when left alone with a dog, 
especially if it is one of a ferocious breed. I had very little trouble in 
teaching her this. 

I have seen her sit for hours gazing at a canary bird, which I have 
trained to affect extreme alarm whenever within reach of pussy. Not- 
withstanding my dear little cat's horror of cold water, I have taught 
her to catch gold fish out of a vase, and eat tem quite up. She has 
feven of them every day. I have trained my gold tish to swim round 


and round and round their globe all day long, and to eat little bits of 


bread when I throw them into the water. I have also taught them to 
open and shut their mouths in a very amusing manner, which gives 
them the appearance of public singers at the Crystal Palace, and the 
sounds which they emit ure quite as audible as a vocal concert at that 
place of amusement. 

But my proudest triumph is the extraordinary power I have obtained 
over the mind of a tame blackbeetle which I have trained to scamper 
away into its hole whenever it sees me. 

If these interesting anecdotes are of any value to your useful paper, 
pray use them. 


Yours, AnmmMAL CaRRACcro. 


She ’ave been and done it! 
Tux wife of our bosom, having lately paid a visit to the cornfields 


witness the melancholy state of the harvest, declares that to see the - 


wheat standing in shoeks is quite shocking. We shall be glad if any 

of our legal subscribers will inform us whether we cannot apply to the 

Divorce Court for protection against any similar assaults on our 
omestic peace, 

ke hie ee 

a We fear that there has been some mistake here, and that t. » letter. .ntended 
r our friends above, Land und Water.—Eé. 


iaintiasticirienenesiiiadinesecisee es 


| postage-stamp. 


The enfeebled but courageous Guy determined that he would remain 
in London. Come what might, he would be true to his post! The 
weary weeks and months crawled on and the collection increased slowly 
but surely. ; 

Angelica’s devotion was noble. She wrote atleast once a fortnight, 
and never enclosed less than half-a-dozen obliterated postage-stamps. 
Guy was grateful, but a little jealous. How came it, he asked him- 
self, that 2 timid and retiring girl could receive six letters in a couple 
of short weeks? He would have given worlds to sce the envelopes ! 





Vou. III. 

999,999! 

At the close of an autumnal day, exactly two years after the events 
narrated in our first volume, Guy lay stretched upon a bed of sickness. 
The gorgeous fabric of his ambition was within one little unit of com- 
pletion, but his face was pale and his eyes lustreless. 

A few devoted friends were around his bed; there was no lack of 
sorrow in that little group. Many of them, stern men of the world, 
would have purchased at the price of gold one simple obliterated 
But it was not to be! 


Guy raised himself in bed—looked round him affectionately—and 


was on the point of speaking, when the well-known summons at the 


| allotted will expire at midnight. 


| 


| 


| 


i 


street-dvor reverberated through the house. 
They brought the letter to him. He tore it open, and read in a 
weak voice :— 
“Dear Guy,—Papa expects you this evening, and is prepared at 


once to join our hands if the conditions are fulfilled. .The time 
’ Yours, ANGELICA. 


“P.S.—At the corner of this envelope you will finda stamp. It 


will serve to swell your collection.” 
The trembling fingers of the reader tore away the precious gift. 


‘Victory ! victory!” he gasped, clenching it in his emaciated hand. 
“ But it is too late. Farewell, Angelica! Farewell, my friends! If 
you would earn the gratitude of a dying man, bury this relic with me. 





His voice died away. 
‘They found it impossible to extricate t 
buricd with him, as he requested. 
Fin13. 


he postage-stamp, so it was 
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SOMETHING TO BE PROUD OF. : | 
Broom ;—“ Au, you puNNO wort J’vE Got!”’ 
Basket :—“ No! Wor 18 17?” 


Broom :—“* THE TOOTHACHE.” 


a ee, 
‘‘Those who Live in Glass Houses,” &c. | 








. eyelid. ’T'was a fly that had settled on it, but it looked like intelligence. 
“The comfortable, self-possessed way in which Gerarp speaks of expecting a} I took him by the halter to pull him towards the wall, but he gave 


og teel the Pall Mall Gazette, i ionall AD A563 CRS. ; 

HAT very genteel paper, the Pall Mall Gazette, is occasionally iii id ‘ ; , le 

slated (4 vere onthe gamma compotion, fis ern | 49 Imgproto get by Dim rote, He nan Gad toa singin | | 

| poraries. We would humbly direct the attention of the editor to the “Poor fellow.” said I Pah nich dele bs th thy fell | 
| | communications of his own contributors. In a review of “The essen Medea "a donbt oe en be away Ww y Slows | 
aomence of ery Con stant,” which recently appeared in its columns, He turned his head towards me, plaintively, and winked his left | 
é. | we find the following :— , , | 


woman whom he knew passionately loved him,” . . 4 a patient shake of his head and hung back. 
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It is reported that an energetic effort will be made by the leaders of 
_ the fashions in Paris next season to revive the practice of powdering 
_ the hair. It is to be regretted the leaders of fashion do not pay as Morro ror THE VOLUNTEERS (by ene who went to Belgium).—“‘ Quo 
,; much attention to the insides of their heads as they do to the outsides. | Fete-a@ vocant.” 





ee poe D4 


* —— 


; To place the elegance of this phrase more clearly before our readers, { ‘If thy master placed thee there,” I said, dropping the rope, “thou 
i we will take away what every pupil-teacher knows as the adjective | art right to abide by his orders. If thou gettest a beating through me 
ft sentence, and we then have the passage in its unadorned beauty, “The |; may 1 be whipped.” . | 
£ woman whom loved him.” *Twas about an hour from mid-day, and my breakfast would not be 
: ready before half-past twelve, so I could well afford to wait. | 
aim Meantime the ass drooped his head and smelt atthe salt sand. ‘“ *Tis 
‘Lie ) MONOTONY. ill food, Jack,”’ said I, “but I can mend it, perhaps.” I felt in my 
f ie pocket, where I had puta pic-nic biscuit some hours before, but it 
| : | On! dive menotens, whence all escape wasnotthere. ‘I have eaten it, Jack, greedy wretch that I am,”’ said 
) et Is hopeless—unattainable! I fain I, “ but here is something that may assuage thy hungry pangs.”’ It was 
. | Hi Would learn in what unenviable shape _ a tract that had been put into my hands that morning. The ass took | 
ae | Thou dost reflect on man the direst pain. a couple of steps forward to test the quality of my offer. He smelt the 
Pi il ilies . | paper, but did not essay to eat it. ; F 
) ie The direst fo pe thi y eat ear, Now is my time, thought I. The ass in stepping forward had left 
) ¥ | ee chaeel a oe ene SE RSRS Lange room for me to pass behind him without walking into the water. 
s j d | , shape in which thou showest the most drear ‘Farewell, Honesty,” said I, as I essayed to make the passage. 
: 4 8 poverty, that cannot get small change. But just then, I know not whether ’twas that fly again or the tract, | 
’ | i i | but Se ae flung out behind and caught me with both hoofs in the | 
ee , ; mach. 
} Ne i : A Capital Suggestion. “ poor Yorick. 
| | | 
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RAILWAY RICHES; OR, THE RACE FOR WEALTH. 


Share and Debenture-holders :—“ HI! STOP HIN! HE’S GOT OUR MONEY.” 
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== 
MES. SROWN’S GARDEN. 


Don’t talk to me about the garding, for whatever they puts them 
little gardings to ‘ouses for I can’t think, as isn’t big enoush to dry 
jn, and as to anythink a-growin’ in’em, why, ’owever can they, for 
what with the blacks a-smotherin’ the place, and the cats a-tearin’ 
and a-scratchin’ about ‘em like mad, nothink ain't got a chance, as 
is either scratched up in its seeds or broke off short when jest a-comin’ 
up, as is very dis’artenin’ to the feelin’s ; and I must say I was put out 
with them sparrers as come and nipped off the tops of my sweet peas as 
was justa-peepin’ up thro’ the potsas I’d got ina row at the back parlour 
winder, though mininette is my favourite. But there the garding was, 
and a nice wilderness when we come in; so I says to Brown, “It 
must be done something with,” as spoke in ’is way, a-sayin’, “ Blow 
the garding!” I says, “It’s werry easy to set there a-blowin’ the 
garding, Mr. Brown, but you won't get nothin’ to blow in the garding 
if something ain’t sowed, and it won't never do for us not to’ave it 
genteel, like next door, both sides, the one bein’ done with nubly stones 





for paths, and oyster-shells round the border, as look uniform, but I | 
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| they’d done for the money, and just as I was walkin’ along the gravel 


| walk, I gets a knock on the nose, as woke me up, and if it wasn’t old 
| Acocks, as ’ad thrown « snail as big as a new pertater over the wall, 


_ and ketched me on the nose. 


should say ’urtful to the feet; and as to old Acocks a-flingin’ all his | 
snails over our wall, if I ketches ’im at that game agin I'll settle’im, | 


for I’m sure there was a noble sunflower as never come to nothink 
thro’ them snails a-climbin’ and a-slimin’ all over it.” Brown, 


it won’t never repay,” for Brown ’ad brought the cowcumber frame 
from the old ’ouse, thro’ bein’ partial to ’em, likewise a wegctable 
marrer, as I calls poor watery trash. 

I says, “I don’t suppose as it ever will raise nothing, but tidy it 
must be, or areg’lar eyesore from the back winders.’ I’d ’ad the 
front done werry nice that time as we fust come into the ’ouse, and 
kep’ up reg’lar till the party as did it emigrated, and it was now 
a-gettin’ overrun, and so I asks Mus. Twerepy, as is the baker's at the 
corner, for to recommend me any one as could do it. ‘ Well,’ she 
says, “there’s old Epmonns, as did use to be a florist’s ’ead man, at 
Battersea. He'll do it, no doubt, and be glad thro’ bein’ come down in 
his circumstances, and only eighteenpence a week for to maintain 


I was ina rage, and more so when I 
looks round and sees six or seven big snails a-layin’ about, and crawlin’ 
slimy all over the border. So I picks ’em up, and over I throws ’em 
agin, a regniar shower, and ’eard old Acocks holler; the steps was just 
by, so I gets up ’em, and sees ’im a-starin’ and a-wipin’ ‘is bald 'ead. 
He says, “Did you commit that houtrage on me?” I says, “I don't 
know what you means by a houtrage, but I throw’d you back your 
nasty snails, and if you gives me any more on’em, I'll throw you 
over’somethin’ stronyger.”” He says “You're an abusive old terma- 
gant and abad neighbour.”’ I says, “I’m nothin’ of the sort, as pays 
my way, and would scorn to starve a servant or steal a bun.” ; 
I know'd I ’ad ’im there, as owcs tie milkman over three pounds, as 
he can't get, and was took up about the buns; and if one gal ’as left 
them in six months, I'm sure as five ’ave, and told my gal as they was 
starved out. He says, “’Ow dare you stand up there abusin’ me?” I 
says, “‘’Ow dare you throw your snails over my wall?” He says, “ I’ll 
throw you over the wall. Don't stand on them steps a-overlookin’ me.”’ 
I says, “ I shall stand where I pleases.”” He says, ‘‘ You shan’t,”’ and 
if he didn’t give the top of the steps as I were on a shove, and away 


_ they slips from under me, and over I goes into that cowcumber frame 
he says, ‘I don’t care what you do, only iet that cowcumber frame | 4 , : — ; 
alone, and don’t go a-runnin’ into no expense with that garding, for 
| into that frame, or I should ’ave been disfigured for life. Well, there 


as Brown was so proud on, and smashed it to powder. 
It’s lucky as them steps turned round with me, and sent me backards 


I was in that cowcumber frame, wedged, and couldn’t get out was it 
ever so, and the gal ’ad gone out and forgot to take the key, and there 
she was a-ringin’ likemad. I felt as the glass had cut my elber, and 
was afraid to struggle much for fear as it should penetrate deeper. If 
that cowardly old Acocks didn’t run in-doors and shet the back door, 
tho’ he must ’ave know’d what he’d done through ’earin the crash. I 
don’t know how long I might ‘ave been left a-stickin’ in that cow- 
cumber frame if old EpMonps’ man ’adn't come for his barrer, as he'd 
left behind, and knowin’ the ways of the place, opened the back garding 


| dcor a-puttin’ ’is ’and over the top, as is ‘ighly dangero ( 
dcor through a-puttin’ ’ l the top, ghly dangerous for 
| any one as wanted to break in. As soon as he see me the idjot grinned. 


’isself, and a-livin’ with his own son, as is a engineer, and a nice life | 


he must ’ave always a-draggin’ about them children, and ’er a reg’ lar 
brimstone.” 
“Well,” I says, ‘‘send ’im to me,”’ and he come accordin’, and when 


he see the garding he says, “Ah! I could make a parydise on it for | 


you for quite a trifle.” Isays, “I don’t want no parydise, as isn't 
things to be looked for here, but,’ I says, ‘only commonly decent.” 
He come in the werry next day, and begun at it, and brings in barrers- 
full of earth thro’ that back gate. 

So I says to’im “I don't want no expense, Mr. Epmonps.’’ He 
says, “We shan’t quarrel over that. I takes a pleasvre in it, and 
should like for to do it.” Well, I thonght as it was nat'ral as he 
should feel like that, and p'r’aps glad of a excuse to keep out of the 


"you give mea receipt ?” 


I says, “‘ Don't stand there a-grinnin’ at me like a fool, but come and 
’elp me out,’’ as he did, and there wasn’t much ’arm done to me, except 
my elber, but them cowcumber plants was smashed dreadful, not to 
speak of the glass. Ofcourse I give that man a drop of something (9 
drink, and then thought as p’raps I might as well pay ‘im, and ’ave 
done withit, as might want the money for ’is family. So [ says, ‘* Can 
He says, “ Yes.”’ I says, * Do so,” and took 


and paid ’im the bill, so off he went, barrer and all. 


way of his grandchildren, and so he come a-potterin’ about and - 


brought another man two days as put in box and a load of gravel, and 
raked up them borders as looked, 1 must say, werry neat. He begun 
the Tuesday and left off the Friday, and leaves a bit of paper with the 
gal through me bein’ out to tea, and off he goes. When I come in that 
night I was tired, so I puts the bit of paper on the mantelpiece as the 
gal give me, and went to bed, and when we was at breakfast the next 
mornin’ Brown takes up the paperand says, “‘ Hullo! 
‘Oh!” J says, “a shillin’ or two for old Epmonps a-tidyin’ up the 
back garding.” He savs, “I don’t know what you calls a shillin’ or 
two. Why, here’s a bill for ncarly four pounds.” I says, ‘‘ What- 
ever are you a-talkin’ about?’’ Hoe says, ‘“‘ Here’s Jabour, one pound 
four; gravel, a pound; anda lot for mould and box, as makes three 
pound sixteen.” I says, “ He shall summonsme forit. I'll never pay 
itin this world.” Brown says, “You must.” I says, “I won't.” 
€ says, “‘ We shall see.” 

It was about eleven that same day, as that o’d Epmonps come 
a-cringin’ up to the door, and sent in word to know whether it would 
be convenient to settle his little bill. Out I goes, and I says, “ Your 
little what, you extortionin’ old thief? To dare for to try onsicha robbery 
with me.” -He says, “ Who are you a-callin’ a thief?” I says, “ You, 
for that’s what you are.” He says, “I’ll make you prove your words.” 

Says, ““Tcandoso. Didn't you tell meas doin’ up that garding would 
cost a few shillin’s, and here you've been and run me up to nearly four 
pounds.” He says, “ I’ve only charged you cost price for everythink, 
as this young man can prove,” and then I see as he'd got the feller 
with jm as ’ad been ’elpin’’im, as stood there a-smilin’. I says, 

Do you mean to say as it’s cost just upon four pounds to do up that 
dog-'ole?” He says, “It's ’ardly payin’ us.” And he says, “If 
you don’t pay me, give this young man the moncy, as ‘as got a family 
to support, through its bein’ Saturday.”’ I says, “Get out, the pair 
on you, for a couple of swindlin’ thieves; Ill never pay you,” and 
I bangs the door slap in their faces, and in I goes. 

Well, I thought as I'd just look round that garding to see what 


initiate i diawl 


What's this?” | 
‘Ow dare you bring such a'wile character about my place? 


Brown was werry much put out about the cowcumber-frame when 
he come’ome, but law bless you, in course took Acocxs’s part, a-sayin’ 
as I did ought to be ashamed of myself. I never did see such a man 
to side agin ’is own flesh and blood, never; and [ felt very much ‘urt 
in my feelin’s, let alone what the cowcumber frame had done. I can’t say 
as [ was sorry when old EpMonps come ag’in the Monday mornin’, 
follerin’ for ’is bill, and [ told ‘im as I'd paid ’isman. He pretty nigh 
went wild. He says, “ You didn’t ought to ‘ave paid im.” I says, ‘Then 
why did you tell me to, as I've a witness can prove,’’ a3 was my gal, as 
’eard’im say as I was to pay the young man as wanted it for his family. 
He says, “ He's got no family, and I shall never see a farthing of the 
money.” I says, ‘And serve you right if you don’t.” He says, “ He’s the 
biggest blackguard in the place, anl a ticket-of-leave man.” I says, 
' I says: 
“ But there's the receipt, and I hope you'll never get a farthin’,”’ and I 
walks in and shets the door. But I sent the gal immediately for the 
locksmith, to come and put a fresh bolt on that back-gate lower down, 
so as I mightn’t ‘ave my ticket-of-leave gentleman a-walkin’ in any 
more. And it’s my opinion, as old EpM»nps put nothing in that 
| garding, but weeds, for they growed up, and all good for nothing, except 
| a bit of groundsil, as did for my bird. But I don't spend no more on 

that garding, not if the weeds growed up to choke me, as the sayin 1s. 





LOST. 


“‘T wissep thee at the dawn of day: 
I rose before the light; 

I missed thee—it is vain to say 
That my regret is light! 


““T missed thee! all my hopes were lost, 
My labouridly spent; — 

Why speak of all the pain it coat 
To learn that you had went!” 

So sang a youth one dreary morn, 
And sadly gazed about him, 

He’d missed the train, and was forlorn 
That it had gone without him! 
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THE 


BRI.D 


By Lonevs Socivs. 


I stoop on the bridge at mid-day, 


And the crowd was striking in power, 


And the roar rose from the City, 
And the docks about the Tower. 


And I made a bright reflection 
On the waters under me, 

Like a muddy highway flowing 
With steamers to the sea. 


* o * * * 


How often, oh, how often, 
In omnibus or fly, 

I have crossed the bridge at mid-day, 
When you hardly cou/d get by. 


How often, oh, how often, 

I have wished the crowd beside 
Were at Jericho or elsewhere, 

Or the pathway were more wide. 


For my heart was hot and restless, 
And my mind was full of care, 

That the train I wished to go by 
Might have started when I got there. 


7. * * * 2 


And I think how many thousand 
Of crowd-encumbered men, 

Each striving to stem the current, 
Have missed their trains since then. 


I see the Ieng procession 
Of the cabs and the buses go, 
And the eager people restless 
Because they must walk so slow. 


And for ever, and for ever, 
For all that a party knows, 
As long as the cabs and ’buses 
Must pause with their frequent ‘* wohs,”’ 


To cross it in either direction 
Will take an hour or near, 
So you simply must start at eleven 
If by twelve you would cross it clear. 


A TALE. 
Vou I. 


Antuur Barney was a poet. His hair was long: so was his pipe: 80 
was his tailor’s bill. . 

He loved his publisher's daughter. But this is not a tale of mans 
love for woman, nor of woman’s love for man. No, certainly not. 
Perish the publisher’s daughter, then ! 

Axtuur BarLgy had but one intimate. One intimate who shared 
his study as he wrote—who shared his breakfast as heate. A cat. 

A tall cat, with long legs, and no tail to speak of. <A cat with a 
Roman nose, and fat eyes. A cat that crackled when you_rubked her 
the wrong way. 

Her name? It was Mary Janz Worters. Mary Jang, after 4 
person called Mary JaNR. Worrters after a person called WortTsxs. 
Life is crammed with such coincidences. 

She was the poet’s only boon companion. He had trained her to 
dance a saraband, and to imitate Herr WHAULKINI in his celebrated 
drawing-room entertainment with a hearth-rug and a globe. He was 
always teaching her something. So she progressed in knowledge. 
Weekly he read her the current number of Fun, right through from 
beginning toend. So she increased in wit, which is the father of 
knowledge. She could sing a comic song, or give a lecture on Experi- 
mental Philosophy, after the manner of Mr. Perrer. She was always 
practising her accomplishments. 

So, no wonder the poet could not get on in his profession without 


her. 


They were inseparable. 


SEE eee 














Vou IT. 


One day the poet fell asleep. It was not a thing he often did, so do 
not blame him, reader. No, reader, donot blame him. Can you look 
back on your guilty career, and, laying your hand upon your heart, 
declare that you have never done the same? No, reader, ycu cannot. 

He fell asleep, and dreamt a dream. Singular to say, when he 
awoke (which, to his honour, be it said, he eventually did), he could not 
recall its incidents in the order in which they presented themselves to 
him, nor could he always supply the links which connected his brain- 

arrative. 
7 Pained at this curious accident, he called for Worrgrs, to know 
whether she had forgotten the dream also. “For,” argued he, “I 
distinctly remember that WonrTERs was in it, and she will at all events 
be able to recollect those portions in which she took an active part. 


For Worrters is no fool.”’ 
He called “‘ Worters!”’ 
He shouted ** WortTeErRs !” 
He yelled ‘‘ Woxrters!”’ 
He screamed ** WorTERS!.’”’ 
He shrieked ‘‘ WorTers! ”’ 
But no WorTERS replied. 
In short, she was not to be found. 


to put it differently, had disappeared. 
AxkTHUR BaILeEy, poet though he was, fell senseless on the floor. 


Vou. ITI. 
"99 


“Five thousand pounds for Worters, dead or alive! 
This was the handbill circulated by ArruuR Batey over this great 


Metropolis. 


In other words, she was lost; or 


He had sought for her in the East, in the West, in the North, in | 
the South, in the N.K., in the S.E., in the N.W., in the S.W., in the | 
N.N.E. by N. Northerly, in the—(thirty-two points of the compass. | 


Ep.) But in vain. 

He had written fifty poems in her honour, and would have written 
fifty-one, but that his publisher thought fifty enough. So did the 
publisher’s daughter. But what of her? I answer “ Pish!”’ 

Ha! A tall elderly man—a cab-driver—with the body of a dilapi- 
dated cat! Itis Bartry’s Worrters, but dead! Alack! 

ArtTuur makes the Five Thousand, Ten—and hands it to the cab- 
man who is evidently pleased, though he asks for sixpence more, 
because it is a wet night. 

Artur has his Worters once more. Yes—the same long legs— 
the same no tail to speak of —the same fat eyes, though closed in death. 
Worters has evidently had a hard time of it, for she is much rumpled, 
and bears evidence of having been run over several times. An ear 
has gone, and many flics are intimate with her. She is extremely 
dirty, and altogether most unprepossessing. 

But what is this to AkTHUR? Nothing! He washes the corpse with 
Turkey sponge and lukewarm rose-water. He combs its hair and 
rearranges its crushed ribs with the delicacy of a woman. He prints 
one soft kiss on its brow, and with a sorrow that is too deep for tears, 
deposits it in its quiet grave beneath its favourite rosemary. 

fiaeiow ! 
_ ‘Ha! That sound? It is—no !—yes!—no !—can it be? it is !—it 
1g my long-lost Woxrers!”’ 

It was indeed the truant Worrters who stood upon the wall! 

“And she whom I have buried ? with such tender care f”’ 

Somebody else! 

And Artuur Barrry married his publisher’s daughter, and bought 
a large dry goods businces in Bevis Marks. 

Tue Enp. 








THE HIDDEN SORROW. 


Ler others join the giddy whirl, 
,... = And dance while dance they may, 

Nay smile not on me, foolish girl, 
1 cannot waltz to-day. 

A hidden anguish wrings my breast, 
A grief I cannot show, 

My sorrow must not be confest— 
I cannot tell thee—go! 


Ah! false and frail and all too dear— 
Thy treachery must be hid ; 
I’ve not another pair, too, here— 
Oh! treacherous Alpine kid! 
Farewell to waltzes, whispers, loves— 
Oh! grief that knows no balm; 
These wretched eighteenpenny gloves 
Have burst across the palm. 


ane 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


(The answer in our nezt.) 


THE honest workman shrinks away afraid, 
From those who rule by terror o'er his trade ; 
And he who rules by terror doeth wrong 
Most grievous, Tennyson hath said in song. 
Lect friends of freedom steadfastly unite, 

To sweep such institutions from our sight. 





3. 
We read about the fiery Hun 
In Campsew’s stirring lay, 
Yet greater deeds that race had done 
Than on that awful day 
When Iser flowed so swift and strong 
Ensanguined to the 
And the great battle rolled along 
Its sulphurous canopy. 
In ancient days they gained much fame, 
And many chiefs bore one proud name. 


2. 
The Mussulman who kept the prophet’s rule 
(It must have been unpleasant while it lasted) , 
For one whole month—a most misguided fool, © 
Except at night most scrupulously fasted. 
3. 
The Guisceard we read, 
Was a wise man indeed, 
And Salerno acquired for his race ; 
With a brave little town, 
That o’er ocean looked down, 
And by commerce attained a high place. 


4. 
The lamps die out and the dancers fly, 
From the earliest touch of the dawn’s glad light ; 
*¢Tt hides her dress,”’ he said with a sigh, 
‘“‘ But I see where the winsomest eyes gleam bright.” 
5. 
A smile was on his countenance,—he scem’d 
To common lookers-on like one who dream’d 
Of idleness in groves Elysian ; 
Say who the youth was, of whom one great man, 
So wrote that garlands of immortal rhyme, 
Made the old legend fresher fur all time. 


ANSWER TO Last WEEK’'s ACROSTIC. 


Prop 
Euryanthe 
Reineke 
Jeofail 
Ukraine 
Ricimer 
Yams 
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RAILWAY ECONOMY. 


WE would recommend to the attention of our readers the followin: 
extracts from a report of a meeting of railway servants recently held 


at the Metropolitan Music Hall :— 


‘¢ One speaker said the labour imposed on them was beyond endurance, and as an 
instance of the work often required, he mentioned the case of a guard on the South- 
Western line who was employed twenty-seven hours without the slightest relief. Mr. 

| C. B. Vincent, the founder of the Railway Working Man’s Provident Society, stated 
that he knew ofagnard intheemployment ofthe Midland Railway having worked eight 
days and eight nights without having gone to bed, and he had seen others who had 
worked three days and three nigbts without relief, in the serviee of the same com- 
pany. It was also a fact that engine-drivers, in consequence of being over-worked, 
often lay asleep on the foot-plate of the engine while the train was in motion ; and 

| that on awaking they only knew where they were by observing some familiar 
spot on the route. -The speaker appraled to the meeting for corroboration of the 
statements he had made, and several of those present, by cries of ‘ Right, right,’ 
testified to their truth.’’ 


We have no great belief'in Royal Commissions, but here is a case in 
which—if the House of Commons were not merely a railway-directorial 
body—we might hope to see one asked-for and obtained. The evil 
cries for a remedy, and every exertion should be made to provide it, 

| not only for the sake of the railway servants, who are, as a body, civil, 
| good-tempered, patient, and obliging under very trying circumstances, 
| but also on behalf of those who travel by rail, and whose safety is 
seriously endangered by this over-working of the staff. 
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A CROSSING IN LOVE. 


Sweeper :—“Sztpme, Brit, I'p SOONER SHE GUY ME VUN LOOK OUT OF HER BLUE HEYES NOR ALL THE BROWNS IN LUNNUN.” 





CHIGNONS. 


O Fasuton! how strange thy vagaries 
In dresses, and bonnets, and boots! 

How often the crinoline varies 
That whirls to a deuxtemps of Cootr’s! 

And the wreaths, and the sleeves, and the bodices! 
And the waists that are clasped in the dance, 

Would astonish the gods and the goddesses— 

| Unless they had visited France. 


| But the fashion that governs the bonnet 
(Perhaps it is tout au contraire— 
I can’t make my mind up upon it—) 
Is the fashion of “doing ”’ the hair! 
We all of us have our opinions, 
And mine, I must candidly own, 
Is this: that the things you call chignens 
Are the ugliest things we have known! 


| They are half of them false as the figure 
We see in a hairdresser’s shop! 
You must wear them, because it’s de rigueur, 
But you're always in fear lest they drop! 
They are larger than ever this season, 
And this theory’s bet‘er than none, 
That two heads—of hair, you may reason, 
Are certainly better than one! 





| Done on Porpoise. 
“ Own of the sure signs,” says a contemporary, “of the decrease of 
| fish in large bodies of water is when the latter are forsaken by 
peepee " The exact opposite holds good in the case of bodies, 


or smal], on land, for their existence becomes more fishy as it 
grows more porpoise-less. 





Answers to Correspondents. 


E. Grpzon.—The story has been the round of the papers, and we are 
not in the habit of printing circulars. ; . 

Dxry-pEN—not the weteran bard of course—is under consideration. 

Private Sec.—Thanks. 

ADDLEPATE.—We sympathise with you. 
puzzle has thrown a damp on our spirits. 

J. J.—We fear the allusion would not be generally understood. 

Tocsin.—No, he isn’t—he’s out. 

SuRREY SIDE.—We regret that we eannot ‘look always on the Surrey 
side’? with approval—at any rate we can’t in this instance. 

Gamma.—lt of sufficient importance and merit. 

Rustic.—Your drawing, like the horse, is scratched. ; 

J. H. P.—The extracts from the Eisteddfod prize poem are certainly 
Welsh rare-bits—(or should it be rabbits ?—or other long-eared animals ?). 

Bap.—Too bad. ; 

H. W. J. C., Dublin.—The air of your city must have the power of 
doublin’ your meaning—we can’t see a single joke even in it. 

‘‘ JUVENILE”’ is fuolish too. ; 

Declined with thanks—P. R.. Cornhill; G.S. P., Torquay; A. M. N., 
Islington; Premier Pas; Pat O'S.; H. N., Kew; . J. S. ; Cc. P., 
Monmouth; Touchstone; A. A., Notting-hill; F. C. B., King’s-cross ; 
Penumbra; J. Y. W.; E. M. A., Bayswater; W. B.; An Old Brute; 
W. G. B., Belgrave-road; A Pert Girl; Verdant Green; J. H. hs 
Hackney; H. H.; W. C.; H. G. B., Pimlico; L. L.; T. E. P., Dar- 
lington; Leonard; A. H. G., Birmingham; Talbot; H. R., Dublin; 
R. L. F., Dublin; S. W. G., Mildmay Park; X.,Manchester; Aladdin ; 
W.E.; A. W., Cookham. 





An attempt to solve the 








NOTICE.—On November the 5th, price Twopence, 


FUN ALMANAC, 
Sixteen pages, Toned Paper, with numerous Illustrations, engraved by 
the Datz1EL BroTuERrs. 


TO THE TRADE.—The Fun Office will be open at 5 a.m. on Monday 
the 5th and the two following days. 





Lendon: Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phoenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors?’ Commons. and Published (tor the Kruprietors) by smVvmaS BAKER, 


80, Fleet-street, E.C.—Saturday, November 3, 1866. 
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Thieves” in the Star, I should very much like to see reprinted in the 
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Gotun Calk, 


By THE SAUNTERER IN SOOIETY, 


HILE the grass 
grows’’—the 
proverb’s some- 
what musty, but 
it has just re- 


illustration. 
While public in- 
dignation was 
protestingand the 
War-oflice solici- 
tor was  quib- 
bling, poor Syt- 
DER quitted this 
life! The Army 
and Navy Gazette 
took up the 
cudgels for Go- 
vernment against 
But its arguments 
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an inventor who was only a civilian after all! 
don’t tell exactly as it would wish. We are told— 

“It is not to be dented that Mr. Snider is in straitencd circumstances, but any 

activity on the part of Gove: nment, we fear, would not be of use to him, if, as we 
learn, he has transferred to others, for a consideration, all his pecuniary interest, 
present and prospective, in the invention.” 
Dire must have been the straits to which he was reduced by the usual 
dilatoriness of Government departments ere he parted with his inven- 
tion, and little indeed must have been the sum which he could have 
raised on such a poor property as national gratitude! And this, as far 
as I can see, only strengthens the case against Government. But what 
is the use of wrangling about it now? The poor man is beyond 
reach of recompense or ieward, and as to the possibility of such a case 
arising again, 1 should say it would be small: inventors will take their 
wares to a better market henceforth, and so much the better, for it is 
very hard that the retired delights of Government clerks should be 
interfired with by these troublesome people! 

THE magazines have come in. The Corniil contains some verse 
which is above the average. The illustration to ‘* The Claverings”’ is 
good this month, but that to “The Village on the Cliff’ is unsitisfic- 
tory. Mk. Waker can draw so exquisitely that one cannot but 
grieve to note a growing carelessness and looseness in his style. 
London Sut ty is a very fair number, but why is some of the verse 
printed in such eye-trying type? ‘lhe cuts accompanying an article on 
the Old Bailey, which, by the way, is worth reading, deserve bettcr 
printing than they have received. I must postpone my notice 
of Zemple Bar and the Aryosy as they have not yet come to 


hand. Christian Society appears to be by no means so ponderously 


pious as its title would lead one to suppose. By the way, dpvvpos of 
things literary, has any one noticed a funny change in a rather 
startling advertisement of a book called ‘“ Letters from’’—Well, I d 
rather not say where! At first the authorship was attributed to “a 
lost soul,” but now it is given to a “ Danish Pastor ’’—rather hard on 
‘the latter that! 

Tue British Lion is at it again. The seizure, off Madeira, of the 
British steamship Tornado, by the Spanish frigate Gerona, is tolerably 
well known by this time. ‘The crew have been put in irons, the stores 
carried off, the machinery and tackle removed, and all appeal to the 
authorities has been in vain. Under these circumstances, as might be 
expected, the British Lion is at itagain! A British fleet has at once 
sailed to Spain, Madrid has been bombarded, the Tagus set on fire, 
and the English vessel liberated of course. I repeat, of course! Tory 

overnments are always pugnacious, and Spain is about of the size to 
be hit with impunity, and so there can be no doubt that what I state 
has taken place. | 

How oddly they conduct trials abroad! Risk Arian Bey is now 
on trial at Brussels for.murder. Days have been occupied in ex- 
amining witnesses and listening to the statements of experts. And 
what does the Procureur-Général do on rising to speak for the 
Proseution ? Will it be believed that he devotcs his first day to a 
scolding of the prisoner for wearing two or three orders to which it 
18 assumed he has no right! Fancy our Attorney-General opening 
4 prosecution for murder with a complaint that the prisoner had 10 
right to wear the button of some particular hunt, or—ifor one of 
the py rooureur’s allegations amounts to that—of an imaginary 

unt! 
Tere is an admirable leader in the Telegraph of the 30th of last 
month which, with Mr. James GkeENwoop’s paper on the ‘Forty 
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form of a tract. to be distributed among publishers, vendors, and 
writers of the Blueskin and Starlight Bess class of literature, Itis a 
great pity that Lory Campnety’s Act does not extend to the euppres- 
sion of these publications which are quite as immoral and damaging 
as those of Holywell-street in its worst days. The Telegraph instances 
& case in which a gang of young lads who assumed the nicknames of 
Jack Surepparp, Dick Turpin, and Craupe Devat (think of that, 
Mr. Harrison Arnsworrn, and my lord of Knebworth !), were com- 
mitted for stealing a pair of boots. They were the sons of respectable 


| people, tempted not by want but the false romance of thief-literature, 
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and they treated their capture as a good joke laughingly,—for they 
gloried in suffering as their heroes had suffered, and in being averse 
to “ peaching”’ as their models are supposed to have been. What bitter 
reason they will have for repenting of this by-and-by we all know. 
But can nothing be done to punish the Fagins of literature who train 
up these youngsters in the way in which they should not go—a way 
from which as they grow older they cannot, even if they would, depart, 
because of the jail-stain ? 

Antemus Warp, I am glad to see, is coming out at last. His 
“Show,” which is entitled “ Antemvus Warp among the Mormons, a 
trip from New York to Salt Lake City,’ is to open on the 12th of 
this month. I wish him the very best of good luck, for he de- 
serves it. 

Tus North British Railway Company has set an example which I 
hope other lines will not be slow to follow. It has placed boxes at its 
stations for the reception of newspapers, periodicals, and books, which 
travellers may feel inclined to bestow upon hospital patients. ‘The 
dreariness of any sick room is bad enough, but that of a hospital ward 
is terribly monotonous and hard to bear, and those who thus contri- 
bute to relieve the weariness of the poor patients wi!l, beyond a doubt, 
contribute, in so doing, to their recovery. ‘The railways are in duty 
bound to do thus much for the hospitals to which they send so many 


patients every year! 





THE ROMAUNT OF THE CREST OF GOLD. 


IGIHT brave, a knight camo 
pricking forth 
In silver armour drest, 
And he looked south and ho 
looked north, 
And shook his 
crest : 

A golden lion gaily ramped 
Upon that gallant’s helm, 
How oft his fuemcn’s tage it 

damped, 
When threatening to oer- 
whelm! 


golden 


He placed a bugle to his 
mouth 
And blew a mighty blast, 
And first to north aud then to 
south 
His glance around he cast. 
And when he saw no person 
there 
He looked to east and west, 
To see if any foe should dare 
To spurn his golden crest. 


And, lo! a single horseman rode 
Across the sandy plain. 

£0, o ice again his horn he blov ed — 
hie blowed it once again. 

And fast and fain that distant wight 
Across the plain he prest, 

And shouted, “Stay, thou eraven knig] t, 
That wear'st the golden crest!” 


“‘ Now, who art thou?” the knight replied, 
“Tat callest me to stay ! 
For by the falchion by my side 
I wot thou It rue the day!” 
“Not so, sir knight—thon art gainsayed !”’ 
Cried he of daunt!ess breast ; 
Vax-gath'rer am I !—you ain’t paid 
For using that there ercet!”’ 


—————————— 


Unsarispactory DirLomacy.—No-go-tiations. 


Signed, R*ss* xx. 
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AN ESCAPE-ADE. 


Belated Reveller :— TeE.uyERwor, ,Cansy;! 
PARCER—(Aic)—TAKE Y’R NUMB'R!” 








OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


Tue approach of the gift-laden Christmas time already 
itself felt—our library table begins to groan beneath brightly bound 
and gaily got-up books. We must clear them off by instalments as 
quickly as we may, knowing well that our readers are waiting for our 
impartial and candid opinion on the books that await them this 
season. 

Juniores priores at Christmas, so we'll peep at Little Lays fox Little 
Folk (Rovt.ence & Sons); a selection of verse for the juveniles. Ad- 
mirably turned out, with illustrations—those of Mr. Smaut especially— 
that are truly charming. The printing is Ciay’s best, the paper and 
type of the finest. The selection—well! we miss one or two old 
favourites, and could spare one or two we don’t miss:—and then 
editors, for their own sakes, should refrain from including their own 
writings in selections, even “at the especial request of the projectors.’’ 
To a typographical eye, too, the variations in the size of the type— 
¢.g., pages 93 and 94—will jara bit. These objections are, however, 
minor ones as far as our young friends are concerned. ‘We must be 
critical, but they will be delighted. Not less will they be pleased 
with Histories of Joseph and of Moses ; two admirable picture-books, 
colour-printed in the Leicutons’ best styie—with covers which 
alone are worth the price—and issued by the same publishers, who 
also give us RouTLepGe’s Every Boy's Annual, which is one of the best 
publications for boys that we know. It is well illustrated, well printed, 
and contains just the style of things to interest boys. It is so good, 
that we feel we ought to point out where it is susceptible of improve- 
ment. “What book shall we give our boys?” is a most important 
question, for the influence reading exerts over young minds is great, 
and those who cater for our lads have no easy task. We would, 
therefore, venture to point out where the editor might have improved 
his work. “ Barford Bridge,” for instance, is an excellent story as a 
picture of school-life, but the Rey. H. C. Apams has injured it, from an 
artistic point of view, for the sake of dragging in a moral, which, false 
or true (and that’s an open question), would be fairly addressed to 
schoolmasters, but is not quite the thing to present to schoolboys, for 
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| THALIA’S FLOWER GARDEN. 





| No. 13.—PALMAM FERAT. 


Tuovenu wild Caledonia’s wealth has been squandered 
To prove by your face to what land you belong, 
By the green banks of Shannon you oft must hayo 
wandered, 
And played in the fields of the Island of Song. 


Oh! Eily Mavourneen, you surely remember 
The desperate header Na Copraleen took ; 

And how, from the first of the year to December, 
No creature the pleasant Adelphi forsook. 


Princess's, ; 
Together with Shaun and his blarney, the rogue, 
When you freed him from prison and all his distresses 
And earn’d your sweet title of Arrah-na-Pogue! 


Bright Scotland may fairly be proud of such daughters, 
But though she may weep that her birdie has flown, 

We may make up our minds that the isle in the waters 
Will claim Mrs. Bovcicav.t’s fame as its own. 





No. 14.—IN MEMORIAM. 


Ir someone said you were the rage, 
And had returned to us to-day, 
And I went off to see the play, 

And saw you standing on the stage, 


And if about you I could see . 
Your golden hair in masses twine, 
The same rich hair that used to shine, 
And you the same you used to be, 


And I should tell you we were sad, 
And say that you could ill be spared, 
And very ill the public fared, 

And you imagine we were mad, 


In all sincerity I'd say, 

Despite a clever sister’s fame, 

’Tis true that ELLEN TERRy’s name 
Suggests a flower for our bouquet. 


SE 7 


the sake of discipline. Mn. Apams spoils the character of a fine 


makes | Schoolboy, and shows a good schoolmaster to disadvantage, by intro- 


ducing an impossibly perfect clergyman of the parish in order to prove 
that pastors are better than masters. The question may be interesting 
to parents, guardians, and school-trustees, but we doubt the advisability 
of discussing it coram populo juvenili, as subversive of authority. 
While we are fault-finding we would indicate other minor points 
which need sterner supervision. For instance, we'll take LizuTENANT 
Low’s article on the White Shark. When that writer talks of “a 
great variety of species or genera” as if they were the same thing, 


he is wrong in his science. When he says the White Shark is “a 


confirmed man-eater, like the Bengal tiger,”’ he is wrong in his natural 
history; the Bengal tiger, like any other tiger, only takes to man- 
eating when he is so old or so ill that he cannot capture more cunnirg 
and swift prey. And, finally, when he says, “the page on which 1s 
printed these lines,” he is wrong in his grammar. With a trifle more 
care in this respect the book would be faultless. As it is, it is one of 
the best books for boys that we have met with. Quotations from Shak- 
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‘Twas the same when you took for your home the 





speare (ROUTLEDGE) is carefully compiled. We have tested it with | 
one or two out-of-the-way bits, and it comes out of the ordeal with | 


triumph. It is tastefully got-up, with the clearest of old-faced type, 
and the best of printing, not to mention the neat style of its binding. 
Altogether a book of sterling value. 

We are indebted—and by the “‘ we” it is our wish to designate the 
British public, and not only ourselves editorially—to Messrs. WARNE 
& Co. for Two Hundred Sketches, Humorous and Grotesque, by Gustave 
Dort. No one who enjoys a laugh at genuine fun and drollery of the 
most whimsical character should fail to buy this book. it is one con- 


tinuous guffaw from beginning to end, letter-press and cuts alike | 


combining to tickle the risible faculties. ‘‘ Life in a little provincial 
town,” ‘‘Cunsequences of the Exhibition of ’62,’’ and ‘‘The future 
of the French people,” are all screaming fun. Dong has been long 
admired as an artist of great power, but he runs a risk of being 
loved now as a caricaturist. English folks delight in caricature, 
and there is not much of it to be had nowadays, worse luck! 


SS aE 





Z,INUL HF. 








NovemBeR 10, 1866. ] 


Tourist :—“ Hr! Driver! Wo! 





DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


(Answer in our next.) 


Tur writers of sensation novels come, 

To win fresh laurels in the drama's home; 

There’s none more welcome than the man who told 
Of Fosco’s dodges in the days of old; 

And so we greet his drama in the place, 

Where Wican meets us with familiar face. 


1. 


Sprung from an ancient Spanish race, 
ith wit and an expressive face, ~ 

Among all operatic prancers, 

Men reckoned her the best of dancers. 


2. 
No smoother greemsward we can name, 
ere strong men play a noble game, 
And sometimes e’en the halt and lame, 
Through summer days, 
With many athletes known to fame, 
Win endless praise. 
3. 
Macautay wrote them, here we use 


The singular, and not the plural. 
And how the name we much abuse, 
And end them oft with “ Tooral-looral ! ” 


4. 


In Rome's ancient days of splendour, 
When her children gathered strong, 

With no thought of base surrender, 
As they marehed with warlike song. 


a | ete 


A JAUNTY REPLY. 


You’LL MAKE HIM RUN AWAY! 
Hibernian :—“ Ou Beaor, YE NEEDN’T BE AFEARD 0’ THAT, YER HONOR, HE’S A KA'AL SOJER, AND ‘UD SOONER DIE THAN RUN! 


” 


? 


O’er them as barbarians knew, 
High the sacred standard flew. 


5. 


We know each coming Pantomime 
Will be well filled with puns and rhyme, 
But children take the most delight 


In small weird dancers, clown, and sprite. 


6. 


A singer that Apptson wrote of, who played 
With a lion in opera, cunningly made. 
7. 
A hard white coat that keeps the eye 
From dangers coming near, 
Before it gets too hard and dry, 
"Tis wetted with a tear. 


-_—- 





ANSWER TO Last Week's Acrostic. 


T Tanjou U 
R Ramadan N 
A Amalfi I 
D Domino Oo 
E Endymion N 





Answers to Acrostic in No. 77, received up to Friday last.—Correct :—T. T. D.; 
A. B.2; B.E.; T. W. B.; J. W., Notting-hill; E. H. B; Audrey; N. 3.; The Rev. 


W. B.; J.C. P.; J. J.; Mignonette. 
BosscvEssMAN Will see that three of his solutions being wrong, his objections, 


‘with one exception, fall te the ground. The last one is not unreasonable 


perhaps. 
A. B., No. 2.—Ask any schoolboy, and read the newspapers. 
J. Macroar (and a host of others) must be good enough to understand that we 


cannot accept a solution as correct which only gives the two chief words without 


the intermediate ones. 
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PARCER—(Aic)—TAKE Y'R NUMB'R! 


OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 

_ Tus approach of the gift-laden Christmas time already makes 
itself felt—our library table begins to groan beneath brightly bound 
and gaily got-up books. We must clear them off by instalments as 
quickly as we may, knowing well that our readers are waiting for our 
impartial and candid opinion on the books that await them this 
scauson. 

Jroaores priores at Christmas, so we'll peep at Little Lays for Little 


Ii’ RNoviTtenGce & Sons); a selection of verse for the juveniles. Ad- | 


mirably turned out, with illustrations—those of Mr. Smaut especially— 
that are truly charming. ‘he printing is CLay’s best, the paper and 
type of the finest. The selection—well! we miss one or two old 
favourites, and could spare one or two we don't miss:—and then 
editors, for their own sakes, should refrain from including their own 
writings in selections, even “ at the especial request of the projectors.” 
lo a typographical eye, too, the variations in the size of the type— 
¢y., pages 93 and 94—will jara bit. These objections are, however, 
minor ones as far as our young friends are concerned. We must be 
critical, but they will be delighted. Not less will thev be pleased 
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care in this respect the book would be faultless. 
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No. 13.—PALMAM FERAT. 


THoven wild Caledonia’s wealth has been squandered 
To prove by your face to what land you belong, 
By the green banks of Shannon you oft must havo 
wandered, 


And played in the fields of the Island of Song. 


Oh! Eily Mavourneen, you surely remember 
The desperate header Na Copraleen took ; 

And how, from the first of the year to December, 
No creature the pleasant Adelphi forsook. 


‘Twas the same when you took for your home the 

| Princess's, 

Together with Shaun and his blarney, the rogue, 

When you freed him from prison and all his distresses 
And earn’d your sweet title of Arrah-na-Pogue! 


Bright Scotland may fairly be proud of such daughters, 
But though she may weep that her birdie has flown, 

We may make up our minds that the isle in the waters 
Will claim Mrs. Bovcicavtt’s fame as its own. 





No. 14.—IN MEMORIAM. 


Ir someone said you were the rage, 
And had returned to us to-day, 
And I went off to see the play, 

And saw you standing on the stage, 


And if about you I could see 
Your golden hair in masses twine, 
The same rich hair that used to shine, 
And you the same you used to be, 


And I should tell you we were sad, 
And say that you could ill be spared, 
And very ill the public fared, 

And you imagine we were mad, 


| In all sincerity I'd say, 
Despite a clever sister’s fame, 
’Tis true that ELLEN TerRy’s name 
Suggests a flower for our bouquet. 
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the sake of discipline. Mr. Apams spoils the character of a fine 
schoolboy, and shows a good schoolmaster to disadvantage, by intro- 
ducing an impossibly perfect clergyman of the parish in order to prove 
that pastors are better than masters. The question may be interesting 


to parents, guardians, and school-trustees, but we doubt the advisability | 
of discussing it coram populo juvenili, as subversive of authority. 
While we are fault-finding we would indicate other minor points 


which need sterner supervision. For instance, we'll take LiguTENANT 
Low’s article on the White Shark. When that writer talks of “a 
great variety of species or genera” as if they were the same thing, 
he is wrong in his science. When he says the White Shark is “a 
confirmed man-eater, like the Bengal tiger,” he is wrong in his natural 
history; the Bengal tiger, like any other tiger, only takes to man- 
eating when he is so old or so ill that he cannot capture more cunnirg 


_and swift prey. And, finally, when he says, ‘‘the page on which #3 


printed these lines,’ he is wrong in his grammar. With a trifle more 
As it is, it is one of 


the best books for boys that we have met with. Quotations from Shak- 


| speare (RouTLEDGE) is carefully compiled. We have tested it with 


s+} for . P OeeNp . » . . 
with ZHistortes cf Joseph and of Moses ; two admirable picture-books, | 


colour-printed in the Leicutons’ best style—with covers which 
“sone are worth the price—and issued by the same publishers, who 


’ 


us) give us RoutLepGe’s Every Boy's Annual, which is one of the best 


yyy })) itinne f ; z= “ . . ° | 
pubsications for boys that we know. It is well illustrated, well printed, | 
} 


and contains just the style of things to interest boys. 
that we feel we ought to point out where it is susceptible of improve- 
ment. ‘What book shall we give our boys!” is a most important 
question, for the influence reading exerts over young minds is great 
und those who cater for our lads have no easy task. We would, 
therefore, Venture to point out where the editor might have improved 
his work. Bar ford Lridge,”’ for instance, is an excellent story as a 
picture of s¢ hool-lite, but the Rev. H. C. Apams has injured it, from an 

istic point of view, for the sake of dragging in a moral, which, false 
or true (and that’s an open question), would be fuirly addressed to 
schoolmasters, but is not quite the thing to present to schvolboys, for 


It is so good, | 
| & Co. for Two Hundred Sketches, Humorous and Grotesque, by Gustave 


' most whimsical character should fail to buy this book. 


one or two out-of-the-way bits, and it comes out of the ordeal with 
triumph. It is tastefully got-up, with the clearest of old-faced type, 
and the best of printing, not to mention the neat style of its binding. 
Altogether a book of sterling value. 

We are indebted—and by the “‘ we” it is our wish to designate the 
British public, and not only ourselves editorially—to Mrssrs. WARNE 


Dort. No one who enjoys a laugh at genuine fun and drollery of the 
dt is one con- 
tinuous guffaw from beginning to end, letter-press and cuts alike 
combining to tickle the risible faculties. ‘ Life in a little provincial 
town,”’ ‘Consequences of the Exhibition of ’62,’’ and ‘The future 
of the French people,” are all screaming fun. Dong has been long 
admired as an artist of great power, but he runs a risk of being 
loved now as a caricaturist. English folks delight in caricature, 


, and there is not much of it to be had nowadays, worse luck! 
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A JAUNTY REPLY. 


Tourist ;-—“ Hr! Driver! Wo! Yovu’L, MAKE MIM RUN AWAY!’ 
Hibernian :— Ou BEGOR, YE NEEDN’T BE AFEARD 0’ THAT, YER HONO?, HE'S A KA'AL SOJER, AND ‘UD SOONTR DIE THAN 





DOU BLE ACROSTIC O'er them as barbarians Kn Ww 
. High the sacred standard flew. 
(Answer in our next.) 5. 
Tue writers of sensation novels come, We know each coming Pantomir 
To win fresh laurels in the drama's home ; Will be well filled with puns and rhy 
hero’s none more welcome than the man who told | gut children take the most delight 


Of Fosco’s dodges in the days of old; | In small weird dancers, clown, and sprite. 
And 80 we greet his drama in the place, 
Where Wican meets us with familiar face. 


. 


A singer that Apntson wrote of, who played 
With a lion in opera, cunningly mace, 


1. - 





Sprung from an ancient Spanish race, A hard white « that k {} 3 
With wit and an expressive face, From dangers coming near, 
Among all operatic prancers, Before it gets too hard and dry, 
Men reckoned her the best of dancers. ‘Tis wetted with a tear 
3. - > 
No smoother greemsward we can name, ANSWER TO Last Week's Acrostic. 


ere strong men play a noble game, 
And sometimes e’en the halt and lame, 
Through summer days, 
With many athletes known to fame, 
Win endless praise. 


3. 


T Tanjou U 
R Ramadan N 
A Amulti I 
D Domino O 
E Endymion N 


Macavtay wrote them, here we use — 
| The singular, and not the plural. Answers to Acrostic in No. 77, received ny to Fritay ta rs 
And how the name we much abuse, A. B.2; BE tw. Beef. W., Notting-lill; b. MW. By Auarey, a 
r BB. J.C, 2% d. dst earmonerte. 
| And end them oft with “ Tooral-looral ! ” Ww. Bi 4 Pe iY 
| BossGuEssMAN Will see that three of his & 
; ‘ 4. with one exception, fall te the ground. The lust one Is 
In Rome’s ancient days of splendour, perhaps, ; Ra 
When her children gathered strong, A. B., 0, 2.—-Ase any sehoothoy, and rm cand amiaaak Se: miilal 
With q J. Macroar (and @ host of others one ee ee rigs 
it no thought of base surrender, cannot accept as ylution as Correct Walecu OLY Pives tue two cule: W 
As they marehed with warlike song. the intermediate ones. 
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BALLAD 


Just rapped out at a Seance, near Westminster, 
by a Spirit, initials G. F. 


ay / 
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Wren foolish squibs and fiery darts, 
Their tales of Fawkes shall tell, 

In language whose sole sense imparts, 
That powder still will smell ; 

There may in such a silly scene, 
Some useles* memory be, 

Of days when I was very green, 
Yet don’t November me— 
Pray Jon't November me. 
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When fog throughout the streets at night, 
Shall pain your tender eyes, 

And you must have a borrowed light 
To sce the ugly Guys; 

When hollow cads shall wear a mask, 
And shout in hideous glee, 

Think then of my unlucky task, 
And don't November me— 
Oh! don't November me! 
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A SERENADE. 


Ben7zatu my darling’s lattice 
I touch my light guitar, 

And hymn her while the cat is 
My echo from afar. 


But hark, how, softly stealing, 
From yonder window creeps 

A long deep sound, revealing 
She sleeps—my lady sleeps! 





YOU, AND 


SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 
BELGRAVIA. 


My pkar youna Frrenp,—The racing season is over! Ata former 
period of my career such intelligence would have blighted my young 
hopes, and plunged me into an impecunious ocean of casual postage- 
stamps, picked up from the innocent, the childish, the linendrapery, 
and the good. Formerly the end of festivity upon the British Turf 
widlikewise, with Nicno.as, the end of having anything to eat, ex- 
cepting what might be attained promiscuously from private charity, 
such as a bullock’s heart or tripe, than which I am sure anything 
invre nourishing, though a little low. 

Thanks to my own industry and acuteness, Nichotas have now 
attained a pinnacle from which he is not merely sure of his daily 
bread, but, if I liked to do so, might cover it with treacle as thick as 
a paving-stone. ‘The worst of it is, my dear young Friend, that indi- 
gestion have marked me for her own. In the hours of penury my 
appetite was excellent; whilst now the Prophet feels quite squeamish 
after breakfast, though he may only have had a few eggs, some ham, 
rolls, a chop or two, kidneys and a little marmalade spread out upon 
toast, and etcetera. 

Before, Mr. Editor, we treat the racing season of 1866 as entirely a 
thing of the past, you will perchance allow me the privilege of a brief 
interrogatory explanation. 

Subscribers all, during the mad and confused intermingling of 
prophetical opinions naming of at least a dozen horses, was there any 
one who restricted his selection for the Cambridgeshire to Three ? 

Supscripers.—Yes, there was! One—on/y one! Methinks ’twas | 
gentle NicHoLas. 

GentLe NicuoLas.—Qh, you only think so, dost ye? 

Sunscrisners.—Now, look here, old man. We are very well aware 
as it was thou. Let us unite our voices. What did the Prophet 
prophesy ? 

7 one \ (uniting their voices).—Actea. 


Postsxiry.—And so I found it on referring to the Number. 
o e 7 = * 


_A truce to poesy. Let us return to the non-avoidabilities of daily 


life. 

Sir, I am a Conservative; I have been so ever since I was able to 
look down upon my fellow-man from a pinnacle of pecuniary superiority. 
But, my dear young Friend, with reference to the manuscript of my | 


ee 





Fond Parent ;—“‘ Uau, yz AGGRYWATIN’ CHILD! 
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I'LL CALL THE BIG UGLY MAN TO 
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‘“‘ History of Knurr and Spell,” do you not think, Sir, as it it is quite 
possible the new Pestmaster-General and his staff may have been just 
a little on the loose? that, in point of fact, they may have rather 
mislaid the manuscript in general than delivered it at your office in 
particular ? My position is one of no ordinary difficulty nor yet em- 
barrassment. If I had only written you a little skit, like some of the 
Laureate’s recent productions, or young Mr. Swixpourng, than whom 
I am sure he never ought to have been quite so candid, though a little 
vay, why, I could dosuch again. The History, however, involves the 
research and the miscellaneous reading of a lifetime, from penny 
papers up to getting a ticket for the British Museum; there are re- 
ferences and quotations in that book for which the originals have very 
probably been cut up and destroyed; and here am IJ, Sir, a sort of 
sportive Bucxxz or an athletic Grors, as will possibly go down to his 
grave, ‘‘unwept, unhonoured, and unstrung!”’ Be it so; only I warn 
you again as I will bring an action against the Proprietor. 

In a week or two your Prophet will give you his review of the 
racing season of 1866; than which, what with having prophesied the 
winners of the Derby, St. Leger, and Cambridgeshire, not to mention 
minor events, Iam sure none more satisfactory. ‘There were many 
good sort of people who used formerly to read Nicnoxas as though he 
were merely a great comic humourist without attaching much faith to 
his positive predictions. 1866 I hope has cured them of this error. I 
am @ great comic humourist; no one knows it better than myself; but 
I am also, contradict me if you can, 

Tue Most Successrut PRoPpHET OF THE YEAR. 

One word, Sir, on a topic in which you have kindly taken the utmost 
interest. Bless you, my dear young Friend, and be good enough to 
print (the publisher said it ought to be put as an advertisement and 
paid for, but never you mind Aim /) the following list of subscribers to 


Tue NicHoLas TESTIMONIAL. 





Amount already acknowledged.., »» £158 5} 
Tue O' DonoGHvE a a co 1 0 0 
Mr. Pore HENNESSsEY ., “ e° 1 0 0 
The People of Ireland ., a ee 2 0 0 
The Irish People ‘a :3 $3 2 0 0 
Rara Avis (bless her) ,, ‘a sa 00 2 
£21 8 7} 
NIcHOLAS. 


P. 8. 2.—Nothing more. 
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A BRIGHT PROSPECT; OR, WHAT 





” 


Mr. Bright on the British Constitution. 


‘The House of Peers has become too much a refuge for worn-out members of tho House of Commons. 
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SS 
MRS. BROWN AT A MOCK AUCTION. 


I was a-walkin’ along, not a-thinkin’ of nothin’ but the dirt as was 
downright filthy, for I'd been to the Bank for to receive a trifle, and 
| wanted to walk as far as St. Paul's through havin’ ’eard as there was 
- wonderful cheap silks to be had close by there, not as I ’olds with 
cheap silks, as is ’arf cotton, and will cockle up in a shower and spot 
with the least thing, and I’m sure the one as Mrs. Ivory bought, as 
lived at the corner of the square, though it certainly looked beautiful 
| in the winder through that plate-glass, were shameful, and when the 
| dressin’ was out of it ’ung like a rag, as is gummed-up rubbish; but 
| whatever can any one expect for a guinea anda ’arf. But as to the 
| black welwet mantle as was in that winder, it looked splendid for two 
| pounds ten, with a blue bloom on it and fitted ’er jike wax, though not 
a good figger through bein’ all shoulders and a round back, but no 
more the same mantle as she tried on when we come to open the 
parcel at ’ome than I’m the Lord Mayor. Oh, I'd’ave’ad the law 
| on the wagabones only she didn’t dare to through ’aving told Ivory 
| as she’adn't a penny piece in the world, and got two sovereiens out of 
‘im as ain’t by no means well off, and ’er all the time with five pounds 
by’er as she'd saved out of the ’ouse-keepin’ money, as was to ’er 
credit, but not to keep dark from ’er ’usband, as is a steady man and 
not one to spend a shillin’ away from ’is ’ome. 

Well, I was a-walkin’ along and I see a place as was crowded with 
things, there was silver tea-services and lookin’-glasses, with French 
clocks and lovely things all over the place. As I was a-stoppin’ to 
look, a party says to me, ‘*Stepin, mum, the sale’s just a-goin’ to com- 
mence.” I says, ‘‘ What sale?” “Oh,” he says, “the bankrupt 

| stock of one of the first establishments in the City, as ’as been ruined 
_ in the panic; things,” he says, “‘ will be given away, and it’s ’ard on 
| us.” I says, “’Ard on you, ’owever do you mean?” ‘ Why,” he 
savs, “there’s over five ’undred on us thrown out of bread.” I says, 
| “Youdon’t say so.” ‘ Yes,” he says, “and many with large families. 
_ I’ve seven myself.’”’” I says, ‘You must’ave settled early for to ’ave 
| somany at your age,”’ as didn’t look thirty. 
| _ “Ah,” he says, “ they always seem to come where there is least for 
| ’em.” TI gays, You don’t look as if you'd stinted yourself much,” 
| for he was a dressy young feller, ina welwet waistcoat and gold chain, 
and a fancy shirt and his ’air curled. ‘Oh,’’ he says, “ I’m obliged to 
keep up a respectable appearance.’ I says, ‘“‘{n course, and there’s 
many a beatin’ ’art under a fancy shirt front and a’eavy ’ead with a 
| glossy ‘at on,” for I never did see such a ’at for shinin’ as’isn. I 
| didn’t think much of the furniture as I see about the place, but there 
_ was lovely picters there, partickler one as ’ad a church in it with a 
| real clock in that church, and a water-mill asturned. It was a lovely 
| picter, and there was some beauties only black and white as ’ad glass 
| Over em for fear as they should get smudged, as I think must ’ave 
been done in black lead.” A good many come in as was mostly men, 
| = ha on ’em got up in a desk and then they begun sellin’ the 
| I never did see a more lovelier tea-tray as went at first dirt cheap, 
| 48 I bid for ; but another party claimed it and was that bent on ’aving 
; as he run it up to thirty-five shillin’s in no time, so I let him’ave it, 
though it would ’ave gone werry nice with my green tea set. I 
bought a lovely tae “a 
are phage Ys y lot of wax fruits under a glass as looked for all the 
ca = if you could eat ’em, as couldn't be dear at fifteen shillin’s, 
doaid te come cigars as I didn’t want, and a ’andsome carpet as I 
— ked to’ave’ad for the down-stairs room, only eight pounds 
7 i, _ than I wanted to give. Then come the silver as was fit for 
i did § ouse, with a silver kittle and all, on a silver tray. In course 
at me, enink of that, but it was werry cheap, and so was a set of 
ds ert Knives and forks as I got for one pound twelve, in a box, asa 
ana eae to get away from me, but that auctioneer he stood my 
ae and so I got ’em, and then I went in for a silver tea-pot, sugar 
: 208 milk Jug, as they put in a lot for me, through not a-wantin’ 
ot Rnee as is a thing I seldom nor never ’as. They knocked the 
“Well 0 oe v4 three pound twelve. " 
gob a hare’: ys the young man as I see fust at the door, ‘* you ’ave 
Sone fn, _ While he was a-talkin’, up comes another, and says 
Well ~ t hens you five pound for the lot.” ‘ Notso green,” says I. 
ep en en, in comes a party, and says, “It’s downright robbery 
man to 7 Ons 8 property like that. Who's got it?’ Says the young 
: me, “If you take my advice, you'll go on the quiet.” I says, 
ready eo should I? I’ve bought the things ’onest and fair, and am 
Sane oie pay for ’em,” and out I pulls the money, as come to pretty 
bw pate ten, with the duty, as they said I must pay. Sol 
goes, and th €men to get me acab as I give twopence to, and off I 
ai the € cab give that jerk in startin’ as throw’d me forard slap 
got the are fruits, as was shivered to atoms ina instant. When I 
like, for ree, ome they looked beautiful on the sideboard, all glittery 
800n as 2 eee em out for Brown to see; but whatever does he say as 
give me ee em but, “ Where did you pick up that rubbish?” It 
are you ke aturn to ’ear ’im speak like that. So I says, ‘‘ What 
| ¢ rubbish ?’’ ‘Why,’ he says, “this gimcrack stuff,” 
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I says, “It's real ‘lectrified silver.” He says, “You're ‘lectrified. 
Why it’s pewter done over with some preparation as’ll look like lead in 
a day or two.” And then he takes ’old of one of them dessert knives 
as he pulls slap out of the ’andle. 

I says, “ Brown, are you mad?’ “No,” he says; “but you must 
be, to buy such things. Where did you get’em?” Sol told’im; 
and he says, “ You've been done at a mock auction.” I says, ‘’Avo 
[? We shall see.” But, law bless you, he was right; them things 
went that dead by the end of the week as nothing wouldn’t polish up, 
though I tried with some leathers as I'd bought at the door. And the 
knives and forks was all to bits. But I wasn't to be done like that, 
and so up I goes to town the next fine day arter, and I takes ’em with 
me, but there wasn’t none of them same parties there. So I says toa 
man as were standin’ at the door, as I wanted to see the proprietor. 
He says, “ What do you want?’ ‘Why,’ I says, “ my money back 
for this rubbish as you sold me last Tuesday week.” He says, “I 
never sold ’em you.” Isays, “Some of your lot did; and if I don’t 
get back my money to the Lord Mayor I goes.” The fellow says, 
‘*Go to the Lord Mayor—I never see you, nor the goods neither, before 
in my life.” 

Well, [looks round, but didn't see any one as I see afore, and I 
spoke to a policeman, as told me I'd better go to the Mansion House 
and lodge a complaint; and I says to him, ‘I will,” and off I goes. 
In course, the Mansion House is very grand, as it did ought to be, 
through ’im bein’ the King of the City, as the sayin’ is; but I'm sure 
I don’t think much of the room as he sits in, as is werry stifley and ’ot. 
I ’ad to wait ever so long, and then a party asked me what I wanted. 
“Well,” I says, “justice is what I wants, agin them as ’as took me in 
shameful.”’ [ says, “ Are you a judge of silver?’’ and out I pulls the 
teapot, as I’d got ina biue bag. ‘Bless the woman,’’ says the man, 
“we don’t want anything of that sort here.” I says, “ P’raps not; 
nor more do I elsewheres, as is downright rubbish, and a dead robbery.” 
‘“‘Oh,” says the party, “if it’s robbers his lordship will attend to you 
in a minute.” Well, I waited on while the Lord Mayor was a-talkin’ 
to the other gentlemen as was a-settin’ by ’im about where they was 
a-goin’ to dine. Well, in course, I didn’t take and interrupt, but 
waited till the party as ’ad spoke to me began a-talkin’ to the Lord 
Mayor, as said, “ Well, my good woman, what can I do for you?’ 
I says, “A good deal; get me back my money.” Says the Lord 
Mayor, ‘‘ Was it burglary?” I says, ‘‘ I should say it were.”’ ‘“ Where 


do you live ?” asked a party. ‘South Lambeth,” says I. “Not in 
my jurisdiction,” says the Lord Mayor. Goto Lambeth.” “ Yes,’ I 


says, ‘so I shall when I’ve got my rights.” So I jest tells the Lord 
Mayor ’ow I'd been served. He says, “ Really, I'm surprised that a 
woman 6f your sense could be took in like that.” I says, ‘Took in 
I wasn’t, for I walked in of my own accord; but the things looked 
lovely.” “ Why, consider the price,” says the Lord Mayor. “ Well, 
I says, “ that’s nothin’, for everything is come down in price ; for well 
I remembers the time when everything cost double and treble. 
‘‘ Well,” says the Lord Mayor, “ I'll grant you a summons if you like. 
What's the name?’ I says, “ Bless you, I don’t know; its the left- 
‘and side a-goin’ towards St. Paul’s, as any time as you re a-walkin 
that way you may sce it.” So a policeman, as was called in, he 
knowed all about it. ‘ But,” he says, “ they’re always a-changin 
there. Can you swear to any of the parties?” “ Yes,” I says, “ any- 
wheres.” Then,” says the Lord Mayor, “you'd better go with the 
policeman.” As I did accordin’ ; but, bless you, it wasn t no joke 
a-carryin’ them things in that bag, as kep’ a-bumpin down on the 
pavement every instant. ' 
When I got to the shop they denied all knowledge on me. I says, 
‘Do you mean to say as these things didn’t come out of this shop ¢ 
and out I pulls the teapot; but, law, it was that battered as I didn t 
’ardly know it myself; and so was the sugar-bason. Says the man, 
‘“‘ What ’ave you been a-cleanin’ of them with*’’ I says, . Only wash- 
leather, as turned as black as a coal with rubbin’ ’em. ‘Oh, a 
says, ‘* you’ ve been usin’ sweatin’ leathers as ’as took all the mret-0 : 
He says, “I never sold you the goods; but,” he says, © it's clear = 
you spoiled and knocked ‘em about yourself.’ So the policeman e 
seemed to think as I hadn’t better trouble the Lord Mayor goon 
And it’s my opinion as they’re all ina gang in that City (oo ere 
another, as the sayin’ is, all day. So I thought as I'd be r r poles 
with the loss, and say no more about it ; and wouldn t nag vs — 
if Brown wasn't that aggravatin’, a-sayin’, “ Adn't you e 
best silver service out to night?’ and a-askin’ constant for them 
oe a eo right as they should be 


rt knives and forks, as it serves mé :; Id be 
rubbish, for they ain’t things as I really wanted, only through thinkin 


as I’d bea bit of a swell, as is a rock as many 4s split upon, as the 


sayin’ is. 
' ———o 
Sage Remark. 


i i ” gai Doppgr, as he 
“ Wert. may they call it coolie labour, said Mr. [ 
walle the blacks Y aloading the steamer at ——. W - may they 
call it coolie labour, for it makes me quite hot to look at em. 
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FROM OUR STALL. 


HE heroine of Mr. 
Wiixre CoLiins’ 
Frozen Deep falls, 
occasionally, into 
trances. She is 

favoured, in one of these 
visitations, with a very 
fair view ef the Aurora 
borealis—a phenomenon 
which most of us have 
only been able to read 
about in books. Thi 
lady has two adorers; 
Number One she rejects, 
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nearly as possible; and 
Number Two she accepts 
because he is on the 


brink of joining an 
Arctic expedition, from 


which he is not likely to 
return. The rejected, 
being engaged in the 
very same expedition, 
meets the accepted in 
the neighbourhood of 
the North Pole, and 
thinks rather seriously 
about shooting him. 
; The apparition of the 
a ~ = % this See. Who on 
e ' while the sky an @ ice were blush- 
ing at the notion? So Number One, instead of killing his companion, 


Northern Lights, however, 
i earth could murder a man 





THE RANK AND THE DIGNITY. 


Hansom (to Growler’):— Come, I sax! Now, do HE LOOK LIKE A FOUR-WHEELER?” 


18 


after accepting him as 
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saves him from shipwreck, and restores him to the arms of his 
affianced, whom they meet casually on the coast of Newfoundland. 
Such an exertion of generosity proves too much for poor Number One, 
and so he dies—very slowly, and very hard; while Number Two, at 
the fall of the curtain, seems in a fair way to follow his example. We 
presume, though, that the author intends him to go on living, and get 
married. 
| The piece is a gloomy and painful one. Mr. Cotirys has made & 
| fatal mistake in his attempts to relieve it through his low-comedy 
character. The repulsive story about sea-sickness, told in the second 
‘act, was nasty enough to make one seriously ill. The preparation for 
| making soup was not in much purer taste. Throughout the play, 12 
| short, the humour struck us as being of a very grim and ghastly kind. 
| Messrs. Nevitte, Wican, Montacur, and Murray exerted them- 
selves manfully, but they were not well-fitted. Among the ladies, 
| Miss Lyp1a Foorg was the only one who had anything to do; she 
played with great earnestness and expression, giving the abstracted 
_ and spiritual side of her character with much effect. The scenery 18 
| admirable; and the entire mounting of the drama deserves high 
| praise: but the tone of it, we fancy, is too sombre to please the many. 
Ss the first night, at all events, there were strong signs of disappro- 
| bation. 

Astley’s is open under a new management. A second-hand play and 
an old extravaganza can hardly be called attractive fare. Mr. Nation 
must give us novelties if he expects us to cross Westminster-bridge 12 
such weather as the present. His company, too, is open to improve- 
ment; the Golden Dustman was infinitely better acted at Sadler s 
Wells than here. 








Gay De Sevres. 


Tuy were gay desavers it seems who flattered the Irish that they 
could make high-class pottery in the Green Isle. The project has 
fallen to the a? Strange that in Ireland they couldn’t succeed 
in making an Irish Buhl! 











ee 
November 10, 1866.] 


N 
y tt 
a 
Ray 
NY 


D 
Cd 
nf 
N 
¥ 
b 


7 LE, 
ie a 
Ly 





et ket 


e 


F ey Sie 
wl 





THE WEATHER. 


Exhilarated Milkman :—“ Lots 0’ WATER AGIN, Ropert! Fonp or 11, EH?” 


Depressed P. C. :— 





A Promise to Pay. 


_ Tue War Office is going to be a good boy, and promises not to cheat | 
Inventors out of the profits of their inventions any more. An ad- | 
Vertisement, that issues from that department, requesting gunmakers 
and others to send in proposals for breech-loading rifles to replace the | 
present service rifles in future manufacture, concludes with the follow- | 


log humiliating paragraph :— 


“* The Secretary of State will take care that no ingenious novelty produced in 
answer to this advertisement shall be adopted into the service without proper | 
acknowledgment, and that the name of the individual with whom it originates | 
6 all be recorded in connection with it. eee 

If the rifle to which the first prize is awarded is adopted into the service, it | 
| 
| 


Will bear the inventor’s name. 
‘“*J. ST. GEORGE, Major-General, Director of Ordnance.” 


It seems that before the Secretary of State can hope to receive | 
tenders from ingenious inventors, he finds it necessary to assure them | 
that, on this occasion, no fraud whatever will be employed. | 

The concluding pledge, that the accepted invention will be known | 

y the inventor's name seems rather rash. There are such names as | 
Bue, Cock.eropr, and Bocey to be found in the London Directory— 
cum multis aliis, which it were tedious, now, to write down. 





The Archbishop at Inverness. 


Z ERE is a lovely slip, in the leader on the Archbishop of Canterbury, 
which appeared in the Zimes of the 23rd October. Referring to the 
Consecration of the cathedral at Inverness by the Archbishop, the 
writer indulges us with the following paragraph :— 
« 
Pc haag occurrence, it was said at the banquet, was a thing u precedented in the 
re Ty of Scotland.” We have no doubt of it; and we trust it will always 
main so, 
} 
Pe hay writer may set his mind at rest on this point. If it is unpre- | 
of eng now, there is no doubt but that it will remain so to the end 
me. 


lt 


“Not SUCH AS WOTS IN YOUR CANS—WATER BEWITCHED!”’ 


Answers to Correspondents, 





C., Bromley.— We dinna ken. 
H. R. D., Pentonville.—Not exactly suitable, so it wouldn't suit to 


| close with your joke about the suit o’ clothes. 


OXONIENSIS.—Thanks, Our attentiun has already been drawn to the 
theft. 

J. H. D., Darlington.—We cannot depart from our rule, viz.—not to 
return MSS. of which the writers thiok so little that they do not enclose a 
stamp for retransmission. 

H. S. B. would have past had his verses been more presentable. He 
should have been more generous of rhymes, 

G. F. B., Brighton, is reminced that Exeter, is not a county! 

Pen. has much to learn yet in drawing to judge from the specimen. 

G. G., Maida-vale.—An idea without a sketch would dv far better than 
the many sketches without an idea that we receive. 

J. N. B., Windsor.—Clever and comic, but not quite suitable. 

A. C. S., Brighton.—The “‘ Alphabet’ might be alpha-better. 

W. A., Camden-town, has, in his lines on the wet weather, not given 
Pegasus sufficient rain. 

AN OLD BuFrer's letter is not (to quote his own words) ‘‘a very useful 
invention and of considerable utility.” 

KyRLIzZ Lox is thanked, but our acrostic department is well supplied. 
Numerous correspondents are requested to accept this intimation. 

Declined with thanks—‘‘ Karl”; R. C. H., Bayswater; M. A. G.; 
G. W., Kingston; M. R. P.; L. J. L., Southampton; “A Constant 
Reader and Admirer;’’ M. S.; Montaigne; W. J. F., Johnstone; M. T. 
Head; J. J. T., Preston; F. S.; A Volunteer; X. L, Merton; Photo- 
Hartist; C. N., Strand; Y. L.; W. R., Clapham; 8. F. C. 0.; E.E., 
Gipsy-hill; Chuppil, Liverpool; J. T.; A Bloated Aristocrat; H. J., 
Belgrave-street; A. L. M., City of London; W. T.; A. B, Ealing; M. C., 
Cheltenham; E. A. J., Glasgow; H. A., Lewisham-road: J. E. G., 
Birmingham; H. J. P.; M. F. C., New Cross; G. C.; A See; T.C., 
Union-road, Borough; F. R., Edinburgh; ‘“‘His Bob”; A. M. W.; 
Arthur; A. J. J., Belfast; C. C., Penrith; C. A. D., Pimlico; Colney 
Hatch; W. H.; P. Idrac; X. Y. Z.; Pusillanimous; E. L.; Alpaca. 
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LORD MAYOR’S DAY. 





I nememnenr—I remember— 
As my boyhood flected by, 
That the. fifth of each November 
Brought the ever-welcome Guy. 
And L knew that, rather later, 
Was another Gvy in sture; 
And the second Guy was greater 
Than the one we had before. 
How distinctly I remember, 
When my life was in its prime— 
That the ninth of dull November 
Was a joliy sort of time! 





All the people—all the people— 
Gave a Jong and lusty cheer; 
While the bells in every steeple 
Sounded beautiful to hear. 
Then I recollect how proudly, 
The procession floated by; 
All the bands were playing loudly, 
And the banners kissed the sky. 
How distinctly I remember, 
While my life was in its prime— 
That the ninth of dark November 
Was a happy, happy time. 





I was merry—I was merry— 
When I went with Many JANE; 

(A discreet young woman—very— 
And immoderately plain.) 

Then her bony fingers tightened 
Like a vice about my hand ; 

For the pushing made her frightened 
As we struggled up the Strand. 

How distinctly I remember, 
When my life was in its prime, 

That the ninth of dull November 
Was a fascinating time ! 


Oh! I never—no, I never— 

Saw so marvellous a show. 
I am sorry that I ever 

Should have come to think it slow. 
I’ve discovered—more's the pity— 

(Midst a lot of other things) 
That the monarch of the City 

Is but flesh like other kings. 
Yet I perfectly remember— 

When my life was in its prime— 
That the ninth of chill November 

Was to me a pleasant time. 
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DEDICATED TO Mr. Fr*nk B*cKki*np. 


amphibious journal devoted to Practical Natural History‘! 








POETS AND REVIEWERS. 


Mr. AucERNon Swinsurne’s reply to his reviewers will do him 
very little good, if any. We will admit that his prose is even finer 
than his verse; and this is admitting a great deal. Beyond the beauty 
of his language we can see nothing to praise in Mz. SwivBuRNE’s 
pamphlet. He repeatedly asserts that it is not written in vindication 
of his last-published poems; yet the attempt at vindication seems its 
only object. The ambition of our young poet has been “to translate 
into a baser and later language the divine words”"—of whom? ‘The 
imperishable and incomparable verses of that supreme poet,” SarrHo! 
The ambition is a poor one for a genius like Mr. SwWINBURNE’S. 

We notice, en passant, that our author is a little severe on Mxssrs. 
Moxon and Co., for transferring the responsibility of his works. A 
footnote, which alludes to the blasphemy of Sugitey’s Queen Mab, 
concludes thus: “The poem which contains the words above quoted 
continues, at this day, to bring credit and profit to its publishers— 
Mesxes. Moxon and Co.” The paragraph might surely have come to 
an end at the word “ publishers.” ; 

Mr. Swinsurnz takes upon himself to explain two or three of his 
most indecent poems. The language in which he does this is a little 
more indecent, perhaps, than the poems themselves. He also expresses 

imself disgusted with reviewers because they receive solid money for 
onest work. ‘‘ J have never worked for praise or pay,” writes eur 
pamphleteer. So much the better for his publishers ; but he himself 
18 none the more virtuous for being in independent circumstances. 
€, ourselves, are in the habit of writing poetry for poetry's sake ; 
ut we receive money for the publishing of it. 

Mr. Swinsurne wishes to write for men, he says, and not for 
women and children. Good; but his critics are men, and they don't 

ehim. He lives in England, and in the second half of the nine- 
teenth century ; it is a misfortune, and not a fault. Even in our own 
€ and country there is one place—between St. Clement Danes and 
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The pleasures of editing a comic paper in an office situated under that of an 





| rLAY. 


By an Unsvecessrut Dramatiat. 


“THE play—ah, yes, the play’s the thing!” 
I used to fancy as a boy. 

Alas, what changes years will bring! 
How soon the dearest pleasures aor 

For I entirely since that day 

Have changed my views regarding play. 


And as a batsman gained some note, 

Till a round-hander stopped me—when 
It knocked six grinders down my throat : 
Well, you'll admit opinions may 
| 


| I used to play at cricket then, 


Be modified, by that, on play! 


At Baden, Wiesbaden, and Ems, 
I next with fickle fortune played. 
Well, gambling every one condemns— 
And practises! I was betrayed, 
Lost all I had, and had to pay, 
Which weakened my regard for play. 


I wrote a play! Yes, that came next— 
A five-act Drama, be it said: 
Then all the managers I vexed, 
And all returned it me, unread~— 
With such rebuffs I well might say 
That I was rather sick of play. 


The worst’s to come! One read my plot— 
Accepted it in terms profuse ! 

’Twas played! When—horror, name it not !— 
The audience played “‘ the game of goose.” 

So, though I live till I grow grey, 

I'll have no more to do with play! 


NE 
ee 


The Freedom of the Press is Mitey! 


A new daily journal, price one-fifth of a penny, is 
being published in Vienna. It is a Government organ, 
well printed on good paper, and consisting of eight pages 
quarto. The Austrian Government has evidently a very 
modest belief in the popularity of its opinions, for it 
would seem to admit that the public will not give more 
than the fraction of a farthing for them! 





St. Mary-le-Strand—where books “for men” are sold with compara- 
tive impunity. ; ; 
Reviewers are no better than pigs, to judge by our pamphleteer’s 
eight lines of epigram. His logic is not so good as his rhyme. They 
are impure, it seems, because they find «sm impure ; therefore, every 
man who accuses another of picking pockets must be himself a pick- 
pocket. We are sorry that Mr. Swivsurne should have published 


his weakness, and made worse of a bad case. 











L’Opinion de ces Gens-la. 

¢ RED, what are they a-singing of now?” 

és yak It ain’t eae pertickler. It’s onl wretched-ateevy.” 

“ Well, I thought it wasn’t as good as it might be at the price. Ah! 
Give me the ‘ Boemian Gal’ for my money!” 

‘‘ What are you talking about? Baur ain’t to be named in the 
same day as CHERRYBEANY. This ere, what we're a sittin out now 
is CHERRYBEANY’S shied-over.” 

“Well, that’s just exactly what J say. Is there much more of it 
a-coming ?”’ ; a 

“Yes; there’s three hacts hafter this. We ain’t got fur on with 
the second yet. Can’t yeu keep quiet? Ancore! Beese, beese! 
Braw-vee, braw-vee !”” a : , 

‘“T say, Hatrrep, though! They ain't a-going to ave all that 
screamin’ and squallin’ hover again, are they e I’m a-gettin’ so 
awful tired. I wish we'd a-gone somewheres else. 





Virtue its own Reward. 
Ovr gallant Volunteers devcte themselves so thoroughly to their 


duties, that they deserve recognition. It is therefore with pleasure 
that we saaied those who practise at the butts continually, that 


they are going the surest way to make themselves an-aim. 
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Coun Calh. 
By THE SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


HE Victuwre Gal- 
leries have onen- 
ed for the Winter 
Exhibitions with 
the most startling 
unanimity. Ima- 
gine the state of 
limp lassitude in 
which the art- 
critics were lost 
last Saturday week 
alter five or six 
private views! 


Puinters in Water 
Colour — best 
known as “The 
New Water Col- 
our ’’ — gives: its 


year. 
the pictures are 
veritable sketches, 
but too many 
show 
having been man- 
ufactured for the 
occasion. To get 





sketcues, Only, there would have to be a rule laid down that no 
sales shall be effected; for until then, pictures, like PzrTrr 
Pixpar’s razors, will be “made to sell.’’ The collection is a 
very large one, and a really excellent one, as far as I could see at the 
hasty glance I was enabled to give it. I must go again, and will 
then report further. Mr. Waxwis opens a very extensive exhibition at 
the rooms of the Society of British Artists, containing close upon five 
hundred pictures. In so large a number one might expect far more 
inferior pictures than are to be discovered. ‘Two very fine pictures by 
Perrre are the chief objects of interest— Hudibras in the Stocks,” 
and “At Bay,” a cavalier turning upon some five or six Puritan 
pursuers with a white, determined face, and a pluck that rather chills 
his adversaries. Marcus Stone has a picture here with a very grace- 
ful figure of a girl in it; and Goopatt, Nicor, Tourrter, Lestir, and 
Lono are capitally represented, while the landscapes include works by 
Leaper—most delicious of painters—C. J. Lewis, and G. Cote. 
There is a fine Hoox, too, and some excellent foreign paintings, com- 

rising works by THom and De Joneue. Miss Osnorng and Miss 
SLLEN Epwarns represent female art, and do so ably. At Mr. 
Gamnmant’s Gallery the collection is smaller, but, on an average, not 
better. Waker has a fine, truthful picture there; and there are 
some splendid Watson's (most specially Robinson Crusoe). A. 
Moorr, correct and original; Goopat, witha new view of “ Hagar 
and Ishmael,’’ Hvuoues, less out in drawing than usual, and no less 
rich in colour; Farp and Prinsep, with the least faulty work they 
have done for years; Catprron, always good; Marks, never better 
than in his picture of Olney; Tourrier, Hopcson, Lesiiz, Rossirer 
—these are among Mr. Gampart’s foremost exhibitors. Davis, 
Ditton, G. Sant, Epwarps, Antony, Pruieav, and G. SranFieLp, 
have charge of the landscape department, and acquit themselves 
admirably. Manox Browne does not do himself justice; Mx. Mar- 
SHALL CLaxton might be dispensed with; and as for Mr. Kewstvs's 
signboard, it is the most violent development of the carrotyd art-ery 
I ever saw! It is quite curiously bad. Mr. Mactgan’s Water 
Colour Gallery, and the collection of Mr. Fiatov, who seems to be 
always having ‘‘ more last words,” like Mrs. Baxter, must stand over 
fur a week, or I shall not be able to do them justice. 

Tue last sensation is ‘“‘ Going on the Stage,”’ a series of articles, by a 
lady, which appear in the Pali Mall. It is very inferior to the 
**Casual’’ sensation, and is clumsily done—in fact, I doubt if a woman 
really does write the papers, they want tact so! She professes to be a 
swell, who, because it wasn't the season for a German watcring-place, 
and she knew Italy by heart, was driven by want of occupation on the 
stage. Bah! The idea is too far-fetched; and, after all, there is 
nothing in the experiences, as far as they have gone, to make their 
publication at all necessary. When the P. I. G. takes to announcing 
this sort of thing in large type in its bills, the thought strikes me it 
wants another casual sensation to stimulate its sluggish circulation. 





‘Che Institute of 


first exhibition of 
“sketches”? this 
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signs of 


an exhibition of 
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Aas! The young salmon at the Horticultural Gardens haye 
perished untimely ! Some repairs are reported to have been necessary 
in the waterpipes, and when they were completed, Mr. Frank Becx- 
Lanp was horrified to find his pets all floating on the top of the tank with 
their innocent little silvery stomachs uppermost. I can’t help think. 
ing the story of the repairs was invented to quiet him, and am inclined 
to believe that some of the Boiler people had been meddling. Srp 
Wentwortu and Corr, C.B., who would ‘‘take command of the 
Channel Fleet’’ at a moment’s notice, no doubt think they know al] 
about pisciculture, and have been trying some experiments. Or is it 
possible that the former was practising his maiden speech for Parlia- 
ment in the neighbourhood of the fish; or did the C.L. read them 
Humbo Jumbo 2 Ifso, I’m not astonished at the mortality. 

THERE isa regular rage for Double Acrostics nowadays, and an 
ingenious publishing firm availed themselves of the idea to put forth a 
poster in which the name of a Christmas book they were about to 
publish was given. The notion was successful, but had a somewhat 
unexpected result :—I hear the bill-posters have been inundated with 
answers ! 

I’ glad to see that Macraren, of the Oxford Gymnasium, has pub- 
lished a book on ‘Training, in which he deprecates the present system. 
He says it is from the purpose of training to change a man’s habits 
suddenly, or to any great degree,—especially in what affects the 
nervous system. J have several times drawn attention to the harm 
which severe training on the old plan has- done, and I am delighted to 
find sueh an authority is with me. He meet& the hackneyed argu- 
ment,. “see what. men, trained on the old plan, have done!” by the 
pertinent remark, ‘‘men, who were able to stand that were able to 
stand anything.” I hope Oxford and Cambridge men will read the 
book in which the system is exhaustively and calmly discussed. If 
they do but read it they will, I think, be inclined to follow its reason- 
ing rather than the unwholesome rules of ignorant trainers whose only 
defence of their system is that it is traditional ! 

I mvusr confess myself a convert to spiritualism. One of the 
strongest. arguments against it to my mind was that it answered no 
possible purpose. Having discovered that it. does, I inet own myself 
convinced. My conversion is due to the following paragraph which is 
going the round of the papers :— 

‘‘ Mr. Home; the spiritualist, has received a gift of £20,000, in Concols, from an 
octogenariam lady wliom his ‘ manifestations’ have profoundlyimpressed.’’ 

If that doesn’t mean that Spiritualism has answered somebody's 
purpose, I don’t know what it does mean! 


AN OLD BAILEY BALLAD. 


Taz ‘* Newgate Calendar” has furnished themes for fashionable 
novels. We can see no reason why it should not supply drawing- 
room songs :— 

TO MARY. 


Tue lark delights in morning skies 
And, mounting, carols free ; 
The turtle to its lover hies, 
And coos upon the tree. 
Then Mary with the deep black eyes 
I will be bail for thee, 
Mary! 
I will be bail for thee. 


I care not with what crime thou'rt charged, 
It matters not to me! 

By yonder Statutes, vermeil-marged, 
I swear that thou shalt be 

On my recognisance enlarged— 
Yes, I’ll be bail for thee, 
Mary! 

I will be bail for thee. 





What next! 


We have a House for Destitute Dogs—and an excellent institution. 


it is!—and now we learn there is a Boarding-house for Hogs with 
limited incomes. The Wandsworth Board of Works has proceeded 
against the proprietor of the establishment, who takes in pigs at six- 
pence a week, board and lodging, at Clapham, but who neglects to 
comply with the requirements of the Lodging-house Act, as to cleanli- 
ness. We shall have a college for donkeys next—of course we mean 
four-legged ones! P 





Legal. 


Whur is a lawyer the most ill-used man in our social system ? 
Because though he may drive his own carriage, he must draw the 
conveyances of other people. 








] 
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THE FROUEZEN BEEP. 


ACT I. Scenz 1.—A Country House in Devonshire. 
Enter Lucy Crayrorp and Mrs. StTeventon. 


Mrs. 8 } ’Tis now some seventeen years since—— 
Lvuey.—Oh, I beg your pardon. 
Mrs. S.—Not at all, go on. 


Luey.—’ Tis now some seventeen years since Clara Vernon first met 


Lieutenant Crayford. It’s a long story—I will tell you all about it. 

Mrs. S.—No—don’t—some other time. J, also, have a long story to 
tell. It takes twenty minutes; but, nevertheless, I will give it to you. 

Lucy.—Spare me! 

Mrs. S.—Never! [ Tells her a long story that lasts twenty minutes. 
Any jumble about the Arctic regions, polar bears, and second sight will do. 

Lucy (awaking).—You astound me! Now let me tell you the story 
of the “ts of somebody in the Arctic regions—say Lieutenant Frank 
Aldersl 

Mus. 8.—Well, it’s certainly your turn. 
with it! 

Lucy.—But soft—Clara is coming; we will dissemble. 

[A door opens of tts own accord, and in comes CLARA, frantic. 
Oxara (hysterically).—Ha! ha! I have seen him ina dream! I 


(Sighing) Do get on 


have seen Lieutenant Frank Aldersly, and he is dying at the hands of 


Lieutenant Crayford ! 

Lucy (meditatively).—In our family we always call Lieutenants by 
their naval rank, however intimate we may be with them. But 
(rousing herself) no matter! 

+ } (to Luey).—I will tell you the story of —— 

Ciara (to Mrs. S.).—Oh, I beg your pardon. 

Mrs. 8.—Pray don’t mention it—-go on. 

Crara.—I will tell you the story of my engagement to Lieutenant 
Frank Aldersly and Lieutenant Crayford. Lieutenant Frank has long 
loved me—he told me so—and we were engaged. Then came a person 
called Lieutenant Crayford whom I knew but slightly. After telling 
me that he was going to fight the Paynim foe in Central Africa he 
informed me that he should consider himself engaged to me, and 
before I could expostulate he kissed me, and exitted to Central Africa. 

Lucy (decisively).—That was rude. 

Crara.—It was. He returned from killing the Paynim foe, and 
then he claimed me. I told him that I was engaged. He said, “ Ha! 
_ “ (You know how he stamps when he is excited.) 
Arctic regions. 

Lucy.—_Humph! 


Crara.—You are right. Well—Lieutenant Crayford and Lieutenant 
Frank are on board the same ship! Ha! I see them now through 


my back hair! 


Enter a London fog. 
a room in the next house. 
another, on the top of a gigantic twelfth cake, is about to shoot him. 
Fireworks at the back. 


Ciana.—Ha! ha! The Frozen Deep! The Frozen Deep! 
ACT II.—Hut tn the Arctie Regions. 
Enter LizurENANT CRAYFORD and LiguTENANT STEVENTON. 


Lrevr. S. 
easel a } Let me tell you all that has happened since—— 


Lizut. C.—Oh, I beg your pardon. 
Lizvr. 8.—Not at all—go on. 


Lir-r. C.—I was going to recapitulate to you all that has happened 


since we left England. 
IzUT. S.—So was I. 
Lier. 0. (disappointed).—Oh. Then I suppose I needn’t go on? 
Lieut. S. (dismally).—Oh, do. 
Lievr. C. (cheerfully).—Well, I will. 
[ Zedis him everything that has happened since they left England. 
Enter Franx ALpERSLY with the scurvy. 
Fraxx A.—I have got the scurvy. I have had it for months. 
R Enter Ricuarp Warpovr. 
tex. W.—Yah! I do not yet know that Frank Aldersly is my 
- rival. But I shall learn it ‘ere long. 
lzuT ©. (aside to Sraventon).—He is rough, but he means nothing. 
oie 18 the best-hearted fellow in the world. I will tell you a story 
fn uthim. ’Tis now some twenty-seven years since 
nter, providentially, Captain HE.pinc. Somebody shovels some snow 
over him at the door. 
are H.—I should be glad to know why you station a party, ina 
cap, at the door to shovel snow over your superior officer when- 
€ver he comes in or goes out ? 





“T will kill 
And in furtherance of his determination, he exitted to the 


Then the party-wall at the back opens, and discovers 
A gentleman ts lying on the floor asleep, and 





HUN. 101 
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Lirut. C. (to Franxk—aside).—Rich r ’ 
ines (to Frank—aside).—Richard Wardour's story another 
Carr. H.—We will cast lots tosee wh P, i 
st lots o shall rt : 
who shall stay. all go away from this, and 
Enter the Suir’s Company. A partyin a white cap heaps a shovelfull of 
snow on each as he enters. They expostulate. 


Lieut. C.—Now for the dice! 


[ They cast lots. Wanrpour is to stay, but ALDERSLY 78 fo go with the 
exploring party. Then exeunt all but Warvour. Party in white 
cap shovels more snow on to each man as he goes out. This is, perhaps, 
& preventive against scurvy, 

Ricu. W.—I am incensed—I know not why—and to relieve my 
feelings I will break up the hut. Let me begin with Frank Aldersly’s 
berth. Yaah! Wow! (Chops up Franx’s berth, which has been 
roughly put together with tin tacks. On one of the planks he sees the letters 
FE. B.) Hah! E. B.! That must stand for Clara Vernon! At 
least, she’s called Vernon in the bills, though her real name is Burn- 
ham. Clara Burnham! (Muses.) Burnham wood! This is young 
Aldersly’s berth—then he must love Clara; or why did he cut E. B. 
in the plank? He must die! 

Enter LizuTsnant Crayrrorp. 

Lieut. C.—What’s all this ? 

Ricu. W.—Listen. I will tell youa story. ’Tis now some ninety- 
two years since 

Lieut. C.—No, no. What is the upshot of it ? 

Ricu. W.—The upshot is that Aldersly must die! 

Ligvt. C. (wheedlingly).—Oh, don’t kill him! 

Ricu. W.—I must. He has carved E. B. on his berth. 
Clara Vernon. 

Lieut. C. (weakly).— Well, I wouldn’t kill him for all that. 

Tableau. 
ACT III.—A Cavern on the coast of Newfoundland. 
Enter Ciara and Lvey. 

Crara.—Well, here we are in a cavern in Newfoundland. Why 
did we come here ? 

Lucy.—Oh, I don't know! And yet Ido. Iwill tell you. You 
must know that two hundred and three years ago there lived—— 

Ciara.—Qh, bother. Suppose we should come across the explorers 
from the North Pele! Wouldn't that be a coincidence ? 

Lucy.—It would, indeed. Ha! Here they are! 

Exter LizuTENANTS CRAYFORD, STEVENTON, ad OTHER Explorers. 

Lieut. C.—Lucy! You here? Who wowu/d have thought of seeing 
you? How dedo? 

Lvucy.—I will tell you howIam. ’Tis now some 

Crara.—But my Lieutenant Frank—where is he ? 

Ligut. C.—Ha-a-a-h! Who shall say ? { Weeps. 

Ciara.—Lieutenant Steventon, where is my Lieutenant }'rank ? 

Lieut. S.—Ah, me! [ Weeps. 

Ciara (to a Sailor).—Sailor, where is my Lieutenant Frank ? 

Sartor.—Belay ! _[ Weeps. 

Crara.—My gift of second sight, taken in conjunction with your 
tears, convinces me that there is something wrong. I will go home 


and faint. 





That means 





Enter Richarp Warvour, ragged and hungry. 
Rien. W.—Ah, give me to eat! 
Ligvt. ©. (recognizing him).—Richard Wardour! What have you 
done with Lieutenant Frank? I know—you have eaten him! 
Ricu. W.—Ha! Lieutenant Frank? Wait a bit. 
[ Bxit—then re-enters with the ghost of LIEUTENANT FRANK. 
Crara.—My Lieutenant Frank’s ghost! Oh, joy! { Llugs him. 


sy Let me explain 

Ricu. W.—Oh, I beg your pardon. 

Lizvt. F.—Don’t apologise—proceed. 

Ricu. W. (politely).—After you. 

Lieut. F.—Oh, I couldn't think of it ! 

Ricu. W.—Well, then, I didn’t kill him; but, on the contrary, I 
saved him. I wandered to Newfoundland with him, where, by a 
curious coincidence, we have all met at the same moment. I was 





| starving—starving—starving ! 


Lieut. C.—But—you are English officers—why didn’t you apply to 
the British Consul ? 

Ricu. W.—Well, do you know, it's very extraordinary, but that 
never occurred tome. To resume. I was starving, and seeing that 
you were eating, I came to you, and lo! you turned out to be—start 
not !—Lieutenant Crayford! 


Lizvt. C. (musing).—Strange! 
Ricu. ae a) And now let the revels commence ; and there 


i i sm in Newfoundland! And if 
won’t be a merrier party 1n any cavern in Newfoundland! 4 


; . iJl——But, ha! ‘This is death! . 
our friends in front will . [Dies in exeruciating agony. 
GENERAL JOY. 


CuRTALN. 
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repeat. Stef. 


Wuen Doctor Jounson—the Surly Doctor,” as the literary duffer 
delights to call him—remarked to his friend, “‘ Sir, let us take a walk 
down Fleet-street,”’ Fleet-street must have been a very different sort 


of promenade from what it now is. The man who would select it for 
a stroll in our day would be a bold man indeed-—the kind of man who 
would bathe in the Maélstrom, or take a light for his cigar from the 
burning crater of Vesuvius. Not but what there are many shops 
whose display of wares might, could, would, should, and, what is more, 
does, attract the passer-by. Is not Fun’s own window daily and hourly 
besieged? But Fleet-street is no place for idlers: you must not fldner 
there unless you want an indignant and_busy public to hustle you, a 
crowd of newsboys to press the daily journals on you, and a City 
policeman to move you on firmly, but respectfully. 

It is a street of old associations and present stories. It is intimately 
connected with the history of past worthies, including Doctor 
Jounson, but it is also connected with the present and the future, as 
being the street wherein Fvn is published every week. And, by the 
way, if the idler shuns it, or should shun it, generally unless he 
wishes to be mobbed into unwonted activity, we would specially recom- 
mend him not to try a saunter in it on a Wednesday ; for that is Fun’s 
publishing day, and the chances are he may be crushed flat under a 
few hundred reams of that popular paper, borne hastily along to 
supply a craving public. If the idler takes our advice he will quit on 
that a the Fleet thoroughfare, and seek a more congenial locality— 
the Temple, where there are lots of other idlers, and where he can loiter 
in the gardens, or look at Goldsmith's tomb. 

All the noted men of the day are to be met with in Fleet-street. 
An hour's study outside the window of the Stereoscopic Company, 
and an hour in Fleet-street, make one acquainted with most of 
the notabilities. Yon golden-haired youth, with the poetic eye, is, 
perhaps, the editorof The Morning Advertiser ; the tall thin gentleman 
a little behind him may be the editor of the Times ; the short, stout 
gute with the bald head and spectacles is, possibly, the editor of 

. Nor is the nobility of intellect the only one represented in 
Fleet-street. zp Dexsy’s carriage may at times be seen waiting 
outside the office of his favourite journal, the Star, while Mr. Disragxi's 
wiry little Caucasian nag may occasionally be observed at the Telegraph 
office, and Mr. Buicur’s Hansom may be noticed at the Standard 
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office about six times a week on an average. At onetime the Fun 
office used to be besieged daily by the carriages of the whole aristo- 
cracy, the entire House of Commons, and Society in general, but the 
interference with the traffic of the narrow street was so serious that 
Fn, at the entreaty of the Lorp Mayor and a deputation of Alder- 
men, has been compelled to insist on his noble and distinguished 
admirers visiting him on foot. s 

Time and space—two rather important things in their way—will not 
admit of our surveying Fleet-street under two interesting aspects—by 
night, and on Sunday. ‘The extraordinary calm which replaces the 
ordinary bustle in the latter case, and in the former the classic beauty 
of the noble architecture of the street bathed in the silver light of the 
moon and peopled by a solitary City policeman are themes on which it 
would need columns to enlarge. a 

When Doctor Jounson, we repeat, remarked to his friend, “Sir, 
let us”"—but, to quote the words of the author of the drama entitled 
Flying Scud, ‘no matter.” 


SHAMELESS EPIGRAM. 
CoMPosED BY PATERFAMILIAS, 
When recently visiting Flodden with his. family: 


Ort has the squadron’s tramp, the trumpet’s blast,. 
And yeomen’s shout awaked these silent hilis.;: 
Methinks I still hear echoes of the past, 

My wife and daughters cry for ‘‘ beaus and bills.” 


Homeopathic Treatment. 


We have had occasion more than once to recommend that those who 
illuse paupers should be severely punished, but we never 
such extreme severity as, we learn from the Standard, has been put in 
force in one instance :— 


“ At a meeting of the board of guardians of the Hackney union, held on the —t 


| at the Hackney Workhouse, the following letter was received from Mr. Driscoll, 


the master, and Mrs. Drisco.t, the matron, of that establishment, who, it will be 
recollected, were suspended by the beard, on account of alleged inhumanity towards 
a boy who was refused admission to the infirmary while suffering from cholera.” 


We don’t believe in homeopathy, and certainly do not think cruelty 
will cure cruelty. 
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THE NEW MARRIAGE OF THE ADRIATIC. | 
Venice (to Victor) :—‘* LONG WAITED FOR, WELCOME AT LAST!” 
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MRS. BROWN IN CUSTODY. 


Aut asI says is drat the police and them as supports them in their 
wicked ways, a8 is downright pestilences in their goin’s-on, a-lettin’ 
cold-blooded murders be done under their very noses in Cannon- 
street of a defenceless woman, and pretty nigh a-swearin’ away a 
‘nnocent man’s life, as must ’ave walked like a steam-injin to ‘ave 


done it; as to that female as ’ad been at Greenwich, and passed the | 


door promiscous, why, in my opinion she didn't ought to ’ave been 
listened to; but fur to think of such a thing as takin’ me up on false 
retences, a8 any one might make believe about anybody, as is easy 
done, the same as we know many a innocent life’s been took away 
through Jack Kite; not as I blames ’im, as must, of course, do ‘is 
duty; but to think of me bein’ even suspected of such a thing, let 
alone walked through the streets between two policemen, and that 
oor gal ’Mrxra a-sobbin’ fit to break ’er ’art through fears, as I kep’ 
a-tellin’ on er as they daren’t ’urt a ’air of our ’eads, as the sayin’ is; 
for she’s a gal as I’ve always took to ever since ’er poor mother died, 


and left five a-strugelin’ on, and ’im, though not a bad father, yet too | 


fond of the public-’ouse to suit me, as led to ’is pitchin’ ’ead foremost 
into a drain, 28 he never got over with ’is collar-bone broke and three 


ribs, and that gal a downright slave, as went to service, and a good | 
place too, with eight pounds a year and everything found you, and | 


a-walkin’ out every mornin’ with the only child, as Kennington Park 


is a nice place for, and does it mysclf reg’lar through the doctor | 


a-tellin’ me as it was exercise as I required, and therefore did often go 
and ‘ave a friendly chat along with ’Mertra, and she’d bring and show 
me things as ’er missus ’ud pive ’er through takin’ care of that boy, 
as will never ’ave no use in ‘is limbs, and foolish in ’is ’ead, as is 
obliged to be drawed about in a luyin-down chair, a-takin’ no notice 
of nothing through fits. 

Well, once or twice I'd take ’er a bit of a cake or a tart, and she 


give me a worsted thing as she’d made for my shoulders, for a more 


grateful gal I never kuow’d, and did ’er duty by that poor boy as 
died, and « mercy too; net as ’is mother could see, as isn’t nat’ral 
ina parent's’art ; but I'm sure no one could wish to live with a ’undred 
and fifty fits :unnin’. 

I’m sure the way as that gal Metra Arnis fretted you'd a-thought 
as it was a’uman bein’ she was a-lamentin’, and nota mass of deformity 
with water on the brain with his eye-teeth. She used to come out of 
amornin’ just the same after he was took, for ’er missus see she was 
a-pinin’. Certainly I never did see genteeler mournin’ give to any 
one; not but what crape was tuo deep under the circumstances. 


Well, one mornin’ | met ’er, and she was a-showin’ me a very 


pretty jet brooch as ’er missus ’ad give ’er with that poor child's ‘air 
in it, and we was a-secttin’ down, and I ’ad my redicule with me, and 


‘ad a watch as I’d bought second-’and, as I couldn’t get to go, and | 


was a-takin’ to the watchmaker’s in the Kennington-road for to be 


repaired, and also an old butter-knife as ’ad come out of the ’andle. I 
was a-showing ’er the things, when all of a sudden up comes the park- | 


keeper and a policeman, as says, “ I know’d as I should nab you some 
day, you old wagabone.” 

I says, “ Whatever do you mean?” Mean!” says the fellow, 
“why I means as I’ve vot you at last, the policeman see you do it.” 

“Do what?’ saysiI. ‘Come, none of your gammon, it won't do,” 
says the policeman, “ we've bern watching you.” 

I says, “ Watchin’ me !—what for?”’ 
your innocence, it won't do, I tell you.” 

I says, “Do you take me fur athicf?” ‘ No,” he says, “a dea 
worse.”’ 

“How do you mean?” saysI. ‘ Why,” says he, “the receiver's 
worse than the thief any day, and it’s such as you as brings honest 
gals to ruin, for if there wasn't no receivers there wouldn't be no 
thieves,”’ 

Well, I stocd a-starin’ at the man like anything putrified into a 
stone, as the sayin’ is, but "Mexia ’Arris she flew out a-sayin’, ‘’Ow 
dare you call me a thief or Mrs. Brown a receiver?” “Oh,” says 
tke policeman, ‘she’s Mus. Brown now, is she? I’ve know'd ’er go 
bya many names.” 

“Now,” I says, “ policeman, mind what you're about, for I'ma 
respectable woman.”” “Oh,” he says, “in course ; but,’’ he says, 
‘come on, we’re a-wastin’ time.”’ 


I says, “Come where?” He says, “To the station-’ouse,” and he | 


collars me. 

I says, “’ Ands off, if you please, or I'll make you rememt 
a8 you dared to lay a finger on MAkTHA Brown.” I says, 
With you anywheres, but,” I says, “touch me agin and I'll leave my 
marks on you till your dyin’ day.” Hesce by my way as 1 meant 
it, for he never wentured to touch me. 
; Poor ’"Mzura she says, “I'll go too.” ‘ Yes,” says the bobby, 

that you will,” and ketches ’old on ’er arm that wiolent as made my 

lood boil, and I ups with my umbreller and give ’im such @ one 1n 
the chest, as made ’im roar agin, and out he pulls his staff. 
days, “ Tse it, you wagabone, if you dares, and I'll strike you to 


yer the day 
“T'll walk 








“Come,” he says, “ none of 
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the hearth,” and I'd a-done it too, but the park-keeper, as was a 
| reg’ lar sneak, he Says, ° Pray be calm.”’ 

I says, “I'll be calm, you snivellin’ wagabone, but you shall rue 

| the day as ever you give me in charge.”’ ; 

| I do think as it’s best to be firm with them police, for after I'd 
fetched im that crack he seemed to look up to me with resper ¢ like. 
So I walks along with ’im like a lamb, and Mera the other side, as 
| couldn’t keep ’er tears under, and I was aggrawated, for who should 
I meet but our taxgatherer, as acted like a true man, for he spoke to 
that policeman, as was all cheek and wouldn’t listen. 

Well, when we got to the station-’ouse they would no doubt ‘ave 
been as cheeky as is their natures to, but Mn. Greenaway, the tax- 
gatherer, as ’ad stuck by me like a true friend, he up and spoke for 
me, and then the policeman begun to change his tune, and said as he'd 
been mistook. 
| ‘Yes,’ I says, “ you ’ave, and never more so in your life, and yeu'll 
live to rue the day as ever you dared take me into custody.” So says 
the superintendent, ‘‘ Any one may make a mistake.” : 

_ “Well,” I says, “that’s right; but,” I says, “they, must pay for 
it.”” “Oh,” says he, ‘ you’re too good-natured to bear malice.” 

I says, “I don’t bear no malice; but,’ I says, “I'll teach you a 
lesson, my boy, as will do you good. I might ’ave been a poor friend- 
less wretch, and then should ’ave ’ad all the insultgand no redress ; 
_ but,” I says, “I'll make you pay for this as sure as my name's 

Marta Biown.” 
I don’t think as ever I was so angry, and when I told Brown ‘is 
blood was reg’lar up, for he can’t abear the polices and he says, 
“ Martua, if it costme twenty pouids 1°41 vring ‘1m up;”’ but law, we 
didn’t ever ought to talk, for the werry night arter that our ’ouse took 
fire through that gal a-readin’ in bed, and if the werry policeman as 
see it in time wasn't that werry one as ’ad collared me in Kennington 
Park. So arter that there wasn’t nothing to be said, and glad 1 am 
as we was able to square it, for he wasn’t a bad sort that policeman, 
and a very nice young woman for a wife, with two children, and ‘im 
with a dreadful cough, as the nightwork was killin’, and the poor wife 
come to me through takin’ care of a empty ’ouse in the Oval, and she 
tuld me as they couldn't ’ardly keep their ’eads above water, as the 
sayin’ is, and, poor fellow, he got a deal worse with a cough enough 
to shake his soul out of his body, and little did he think when he took 
me up for a receiver of stolen goods as I should be the one to nuss 
’im up in ’is last illness, as he did used to say to me, “It breaks my 
’art to think of it.” I says, “Go along with your rubbish, you 
‘thought you was doin’ your duty through bein’ young and ‘asty ; 
but,” I says, “I should be a bad sort if I thought about that with 
you on a sick bed ;”’ but I’m thankful to say as he did get throuzh it, 
and strong enough to emigrate, as the sea voyage will pick them up, 
though, goodness knows, it knocks me down, and if ever I was ill, 
and they was to send me to sea they’d finish me pretty quick; but 
them police must be very strong, for that young man got well and 
wrote mea lovely letter from over there ; not as it’sa place as I should 
care to go to, but must be well worth seein’, as the collytlowers is that 
| big as you couldn't boil one, he says, in a copper ; but all I’ve got to 

say is that them police is too down on parties, as ’ad better look at 
|’ome, for I’m sure some on’em is equal to any robbery; but their 

lives is ’ard and their wages low, as did ought not to be, for ’owever 

can they be ’onest when arf-starved, and only to think as "Meria 
|? Arris should come to marry one, and then left off a-goin’ on at me 
| for not persecutin’ that one as collared us in Kennington Park ; but 


1 young people will be ’asty, as we did ought to make allowance for, 


though you'll never ketch me in Kennington Park agin to my 
| dyin’ day. 
SS 


LINES. 


| 
| By A Lover Or THE PICTURESQUE. 
| 


Sm.ver stars on a golden sheen, 
Glimmer of flowers in a tender rain, 
Sighs for a future that might have been, 
Smiles for a bygone pain. 
Passionate longings, spoken tears, 
Whispering boughs in a sullen noon, 
A lifelong sorrow growing with years, 
Frowns of a tropic moon. 
Moanings of eld in shadowy pines, 
Haunting pictures on silent wall ; 
And about a dozen nonsensical lines 
Writ about nothing at all! 
a he 
Legal Lights. 


We understand that the new law-courts will no 
the ordinary gas-chandeliers, but by a series of pen 
lawyers say. 


t be illuminated by 
dentes bites, as the 
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SOLD AGAIN. 


. 7 ’ ’ 
Outside Passenger :—“SaD THING, SIR, TO THINK SLAVERY I8 REVIVED IN ENGLAND! . 


79 


Stiggins :—“‘ How 80, sik? WHERE? PRAY INFORM ME; 


’ 
O. P,:—“ Ws, You SEE, PEOPLE ARE SOLD EVERY DAY AT PUBLIC AUCTIONS!” 


A BISHOP ON TRUTH. 


Tux other day, a letter from the Bisnor or Oxrorp, in refutation of 
certain scandals drawn down upon the clergy and aristocracy, resident 
near Windsor, by a statement in one of Mr. Bricut’s recent 
harangues, appeared, in large type, in the columns of the Times. The 
excellent prelate was surely more intent on sound than on meaning 
when he wrote the following neat piece of nonsense :— 


“ If truth is stranger, perverted facts are often more misleading, than fiction.” 


Let us examine a little this proposition, which, coming from 
a bishop, must be worth a minute's thought. To begin: Why 
is the proposition dependent on an “if’’? It would have been 
more like accuracy to have said, “Truth is stranger than 
fiction, and perverted facts are more misleading.’’ There is no 
commoner fault of expression than the careless use of “if” and 
“but.” In nine cases out of ten, where the minor proposition is im- 
ported in an argument, nothing comes of it, and nothing is really 
intended to come of it. People say, ‘‘ but,” with a sort of notion that 
they are being epigrammatic, when a simple “and” would answer 
all the purpose of their speech. A reviewer in the same leading 
journal which is favoured by the Bishop of Oxford’s correspondence, 
talks of a “‘short but able treatise.” Why not “short and able” ? | 
Ability, in fact, is a rather natural inference of terseness, and certainly 
does not suggest a conflict of ideas, or an antithesis, such as “ but” 
would imply. It is much in the same way that the bishop mistakes 
the “ value of an ‘if’.’”” But he makes a more serious slip in ratioci- 
nation when he talks of perverted facts being ‘‘more misleading than 
fiction.” Everybody will allow that “‘ perverted facts’’ are the most 
misleading things in the world; whereas, fiction, of its very nature, | 
does not mislead. The bishop might, with equal propriety, have laid | 
down the grave dictum that Mr. Bricut's mis-statement itself was a_ 
more injurious anecdote than a fable of Larontarne’s, or a tale from 


the fairy treasury of the Countess D' ALnois. 


————————_ 


Matrimonial and Meteorological. 


Trrrms, who is an old married man, and ought to know, declares 
that the only sensible plan by which married life can be made free 
from quarrels, is that adopted by the old man and woman in a Dutch 
weather-glass. 
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AFTER «THE DANCE. 


Aras! I cannot sleep a wink, 
But toss till I am nearly raving, 
| I cannot dream, and dare not think 
What I shall look like when I’m shaving, 
| Upon the wall fair forms I trace, 
My ears ring with a merry Babel ; 
Again that voice! that haunting face ! 
Again those madd’ning notes of “‘ Mabel!” 


| Two hours ago I sought my bed, 
| T'was light when I blew out the candle; 
My pillow’s gene, my fever’d head 
Nevposes on—what’s this? The handle 
Fy Of darling Amy’s sandal fan, 
Which clumsily last night was broken, 
<\ She smiled, and called me ‘naughty man,” 
Wi | Dut broke my heart, and here's the token. 
k| A sweet mirage of loveliness — 
Intoxicates me as I’m lying ; 
I'm tangled now in Maaerr’s dress, 
And now with Isang I’m flying. 
But, hark! a German valse! Around 
I float with pretty Mitprep Arrey; 
How light she is, and o’er the ground 
Skims like a gossamer-wing’d fairy. 
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My arms are twin’d—was that a knock ? 
Alas! what dismal sounds to wake on. 
‘“‘ Please, sir, it’s nearly ten o’clock, 
And getting very cold your bacon.” 
How changed the scene! They say aright, 
Life is a ceaseless round of sorrow ; 
I often wish to-day last night, 
Instead of being but to-morrow! 


Whury are people of short memories neces- 
sarily covetous?—Because they’re always for- 
getting something. 


A Hint. 


Tue Danes give our Legislature a hint, which our Legislature might 
deign to take. Here is the scheme :— 

The new constitution of Denmark, granting full liberty of worship, provides that 
no one is to be compelled to contribute to the support of a church of which he dis- 
approves, but that every individual who docs not show that he is the member of 
some relizious community in the country, must pay towards public education the 
personal cuntributions imposed by the law in favour of the national church. 

Here isa solution of the great church-rate question in a nut-shell! 
Surely some ingenious member of the Government might twist this 
into a splendid Tory measure! 


SONNET TO NIAGARA. 


By ONE WHO HAS BEEN THERE IN IMAGINATION. 


Masestic spot, where ’mid a thundering roar, 
We see the waters in their fullest pour, 
The stoutest heart you may inspire with awe, 
For he is more than man who ever saw 
The mass of water plunging from thy shore 
And shook not—for it shakes the rocky floor 
Whereon he stands. O water, thing of might, 
How great a boon art thou to human kind, 
Of uses manifold for his delight— 
Improvement—teaching! For in thee we find 
Power for our mills, paths for our ships, a grace 
For scenery—and means to wash our face— 
A thousand things beside! Oh, wise men shrink 
From thee, O water,—only as a drink! 


Legal Note. 


Tre appointment of Mr. Bacon, Q.C., to be QueEn’s Ancient Ser- 
jeant, cannot fail to please the pigs. Should he be raised to the peer- 
age, it is to be hoped, to avoid confusion with the Bacon so artistically 
cooked by Mr. Herwortu Dixon, the new Serjeant will assume instead 
of the title of Verulam, that of Verypork. But joking apart—and the 
name is so suggestive of crackling—, we beg pardon, cracking a joke! 
—we are glad to hear of the learned Serjeant’s appointment, for he 15 
a man of great and varied attainments, as well as a clever lawyer. 


— 
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VENICE TO VICTOR. 


Lovp be the voice of rejoicing to day, | 
Morning is breaking, and night dies away! 

Watching for this, we have patiently borne 
Years of oppression, and silence, and scorn — | 
Now thine arm, round me, is clasping me fast, 
Oh, thou, long waited-for, welcome at last! | 


Under the heel of the tyrant down-crushed, 
| Mirth has been silent, and song has been hushed, 
| Liberty's ghost scarce dared glide through the street, | 
'  Foemen, not free men, were all she could meet— 
| Nowall the darkness and sorrow are past— 

Oh, thou, long waited-for, welcome at last! 


| Sweet Adriatic, smile brightly to-day, 

' Long on thy bosom the cold shadows lay, 

This is free sunshine that gladdens thy stream, 
Night has departed, and faded the dream: 
Glory, not gloom, o’er thy path shall be cast, 
Oh, thou, long waited-for, welcome at last! 


Fling out your flags as the boat glides along, 
| Make the banks echo to music and song, | 
| Clash the bells gaily—no sound must be dumb, 
Let dead Venetians learn Freedom has come! 

Flutter out streamers from spire and from mast— 
Greet the long waited-for, welcome at last! 


FAITHFUL TO THE END. 


Gone all the dreams of carly youth— 
Like morning’s vanished ray ! 

Alas, that what we deem is truth 
Should ever fade away! 


Gone all the friends whom once I knew, 
Companions of my prime; 

I little thought such friendships true 
Could perish ere their time! 


Gone! gone! Except one—one that shows 
How constancy endears : 
My faithful watch! It never goes— 
It hasn’t gone for years ! | 





FROM OUR STALL. 


THE Haymarket management gives us yet another comedy of the 
ultra-Gallic type. In .4 Dangerous Friend we have another fond, but 
rather foolish husband—another weak wife—and another fascinating 
Lothario, who writes atrociously common-place rhyme, but looks well 
In a dress-coat and patent-leather boots. ‘The piece is not one of Mr. 
OxENrorp's happiest adaptations; he has not given his usual point 
and epigram to the dialogue. But the present Haymarket company 
would make a much faultier play run glibly : and the performance of 
A Dangerous Friend is very nearly as perfect as possible. Mr. Kenpar 
(a promising young comedian from the provinces), and Mr. Cuak.es 

ATHEWS (a youthful beginner from the Variétes) are gentlemanly 
and vivacious. ‘There isone remarkable distinction, however, between 
them ; the first has been engaged on purpose to play a part—the 
second has got a part written for him to play. The ladies—daughter, 
mother, and grandmother—are charming; the daughter seems to be 
sont eighteen, the mother twenty-one, and the grandmother thirty. 
Miss Carotine Hitz is pretty enough to make any married woman 
jealous, especially when she goes about in a mauve riding-habit, and 
shows the tiniest scrap of the tiniest foot in the world. The dresses 
and Scenery are all that could be wished. 

fr. Bouctcautt’s new drama, Hunted Down, is a success; and it 
would be a very difficult thing to say why. There is no particular 
novelty 
© plece is, beyond question, the handiwork of a master in his art. 

© performance is, asa rule, worthy of the play. Miss Hernert is 
8raceful, but she sobs and cries too much. Muss ApA Dyas charmed 
aoe her tranquil tenderness, and Mrs. Frank Marruews resembled 
z u 1-blown sunbeam in her expansive gaiety. Mr. Irvine improves 
very night,and has taken a great step in Hunted Down. There are 
Wo or three beautiful scenes in the drama, but “memory wi// bring 

ack the feeling” that we have seen them before. 





F XOM THE East.—Is there any similarity between a “ Pa(r)sce” and 
Mammy-look 


i ee 
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HAVE A STORM, Biiu ?’ 
Second Ditto (looking nearer home) :—‘*‘ Ay! 
LOOKING QUEER, SO I AND THE KIDS CLEARED oUT!”’ 


in the plot, and no particular brilliancy in the dialogue; yet | 
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LOOKING OUT FOR SQUALLS. 


First Fisherman (looking at the horizon):— Do’st THINK WE SHALL 


’ 


I SEE THE OLD GAL WAS 


Answers to Correspondents, 





W. R.—Well drawn, but not original enough in style. 
SEMPRONIUS, Birmingham, who begs leave to diffvr with us, is informed 
that his difference is a matter of indifference. 
A Hrirevtinc YANKEB is informed that we did not 
management of Fun until after April 29, 1569. 
EaAnr.—Under consideration. 
Umpra.—There is not the slightest foundation for the report you refor 
to. We have “no connection with any other establishment.” 
‘Vite Caitirr.’’—You can apply the epithet you have given yourself to 
the versification. 

F. C., Maidstone.—We Kent insert your contribution. 

A. S.—“ From the Lakes”? won't do. ‘lhe pink of perfection is clearly 
not one of the lakes. 

J. Beck has not got a call for literature. 

Jor.— MILLER he would have said, but,”’ &c. 

H. C., Truro.—Our acrostic department is arranged for, and we cannot 
accept anything in that line. 

PEN. is unfortunately not a “ pen-ny comic.” ; 

Ir H. H. Pyke only knew that after reading seventy-five of his rambling 
epistles we have taken to basketing them unread, he would save pen, paper, 
and postage. 

| A €ORRESPONDENT, who signs himself **H. M. G. 
the pleasure is mutual—/e wouldn't pay. 
H., Strand; 


Declined with thanks—P. J., Highbury; W. HW. M., 
Amos; A. J. F.; H. N., 


undertake the 


unpaid,” is assured 


| Pimlico; Schoolmaster; R. L. P., Darlington; ¢ 
| Kew; X. Y. Z., Harrow; Gratis; R. T., Birmingham; J. G.; J. H, 
Plymouth ; Noelibron; T. W., Homerton; J. M., Woodmancote; W. L., 


| Hyde Park; H. W., Brompton; ‘ Curious Charlie ; " C. HH, Glasgow ; 
| M. F., Southsea; J. T. D.; Beans; R. N., Denbigh-street ; A., Bath ; 
| O. A. O., Edinburgh; R. C., Borough; T. 5. P., Came n-road ; E. A. , 
Hanover-terrace; D. N., Coventry ; a Edinburgh ; A. B., Forest- 

| hill ; Alcibiades; Z. Y. X.; R. J. C., Glasgow; F. N. L., Liverpool ; 

| A. J. B., Bedford-street; T. J. L.; A. B., Gresh un-street; G. A.B. L.; 

J. R.; Chipps; Unhappy Ireland; Kimpton ; Ww. C., f n hurch-street ; 
| Psyche; EK. K., King’s-cross; C. J. G., Blackrock; W. B. M.; 6. H., 
| Pimlico; W. D., Woolwich; Pipo; A. C. F. 
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ADROIT. 


Aunt Peggy (who has testamentary powers) :—“ Do you, KNow, Fanny, I someTIMEs FANCY BABY WILL BE LIKE ME.” 
Fanny (astonished into candour) :—** Like you, Aunt Pgeccy! Dear me! I[ norz not!”’ 
Aunt Peggy :—‘* You HOPE NOT, AND PRAY WHY, Fanny?” 


- o 
Fanny (suddenly recollects herself in view of Aunt Peggy's powers) :—“ Ou! GOOD LOOKS ARE FREQUENTLY SUCH A SNARE, YOU KNOW, AUNTY. 


———— 








Did you ever write a sonnet, 
DOUBLE ACROSTIC. Or an ode and verses on it, 
(Answer in our next.) And declare that it excelled your wildest dream ? 
From the far West he comes where Prairies spread, 5. . 
And the mint-julep soothes the traveller's way, Some country roads are horrid and we frown, 
The sly opossum boundeth overhead, And bless the man who made them smooth in town. 
And loafers liquor-up the livelong day. 6. 
He comes, and well his character we know, Fair lady of the poet’s lay 
His wanderings ’mid the Mormons and the fame As bright and beauteous aR Fay, 
Of Reese Senet od { wonder, spite of his porsstonce, 
So let us welcome him to Britain’s isle If you o'er hag & wont eee. 
: With many a public laugh and “ private smile.’’ és ; 
. Pleasant at table, Buckiann’s dear delight, 
1 Pink as a maiden’s cheek when rouged at night, 
) . , ; , : And yet, alas! ’t’s sulky too sometimes, 
: You flourished for long years old stories said, And hides from sizht as now among my rhymes. 
| Then some one came and swiftly cut the thread. lial 
2 » 2. Answer To Last WEEK's AcROSsTIC. 
et No greater boon a man could bring i 
i, | To England in her need ; " 2 poeta 2 
Ss | All ages shall his praises sing a Y 
it And—*' Won't you have a weed ?”’ L iin M 
"i 2 , 3. I Imp P 
in With unaccustomed hand he draws the bow, N Nicolini I 
Bs ; Or wields the cue at Pyramids, and so S  Sclerotic Cc 
| 5} All books of games will call him—what you know, Solutions of Acrostic in No. 78.—Correct :—F, Carozzi; ‘ Ilpeligrino.”’ 
.o 4. Amos.—Answers to the Acrostic should not be accompanied by other matter. 
4 When you praised your lady’s beauty, ——{[={==={=_=_—ae—_a_a_=_—_—_=_=_—— ~C*&« 











; As a lover should in duty, NOTICE.—Reading-cases for Fun may now be obtained at the Office, 
Did you ever take one feature for your theme ? price 1s, 2d. 
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Scene 1.—Interior of a Government Office. Clerks discovered employed 
in various acts of industry. 

Mr. Dresser (to tatlor.\—Yaas. ‘Two paiah of twousers of that, 
and one of that, and, aw 

Mr. Barker (to pet animal).—Sit up! Good dog. 

Mr. Ransom (reflectively to mirror).—Bai Jove! Doosid long haiaw 
in this whiskaw ! 

Waiter (to Mr. Grupper).—Lunch, sir. Anything 
else, sir ? 

Mr. Grusper (to waiter).—Yes, you can bring me 
up another chop at three. (Deprecatingly to friend at 
next desk.)\—You see a chap must do something, you 
mem and eating is an easy and not unpleasant oceupa- 
ion. 

Mr. Reep (with Times).—Extraordinary case this. 
Most extraordinary. 

Mr. Timpxins (making gigantic efforts to catch a fly).— 
Anything in the paper? ‘Take it after you. 

Mr. Rezp.—Nothing. ll right. I’ve only got 
three more columns to read. I've got as far as the law 
reports. 

Mr. Brappine (with book).— Capital novel this, 
DawpLEr—you ought to read it. 

; Mr. Dawpter.—Ah! Lend it to me when you've 
one, 

Mr. Brappinc.—Yes. I'm afraid I shan’t finish it 
to-day, it’s half-past one, and I’m only half through 

second volume. 
[.4 knock is heard. Alarms and excursions. 





Scenz 2.—Same as above. Clerks discovered apparently intent on public 
business. Intelligent dog retires into private life. 
Mr. Grusser.—Come in! 
Enter Memser or Britisu Pvustic. 
Memser or B. P. (to clerks generally).—Oh, if you please, I want | 


— FS 


TEN TO FOUR: A FARCE 


IN TWO SCENES. 
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| to know—(they all sigh audibly. Memner or B. P., finding they 
unanimously avoid his eye, addresses himself particularly to Mr. Dressex.) 
—I want to know, sir,—— 
Mr. Dresser (breaking into a cold perspiration). —Head of room— 
Mr. Grusper—desk there. 
Memper or B. P. (to Grusner).—Can you inform me, sir,—— 


Mr. Grupper.—May I ask the nature of your appli- 
cation ? 

Mevner or B. P.—I was going to say I wish to 
know 

Mr. Grusser.—Is it with reference to red tape, or is 
it a question concerning sealing wax ? 

Memper or B. P.— Well, it’s about sealing-wax, 
but —— 

Mr. Grupser (relieved).—Ah, then you've come to 
the wrong room. That belongs to Division X. 

Mempenr or B. P.—I have been there, and was told, 
as there was a stamp on the end of the wax, and it had 
been used for sealing a 

Mr. Grupper (depressed).—Oh, then it’s ours. Mr. 
Reep, will you be good enough to give this gentleman 
the information he requires. 

Mr. Reep (advancing with a martyred air).—Now, sir, 
what may be the nature of your application ? 

Memner or B. P.—I want to know whether my son, 
who is serving in Timbuctoo, will be called on to pay 
fer the sealing-wax which—— ; 

Mr. Reep.—Ah, then you had better write to the 


office about it. 








Memner or B. P.—When may I expect an answer ; wy gOn—— 
Mn. Reep.—Oh, as soon as the case has been submitted. 


Exit Memper or BD. P. to expect an answer. General sigh of relief and | 


universal demonstration of joy. 
Curtain. 
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PAUL GRAY. 
Born 17th May, 1842. Died 14th Mobember, 1866. 
a en 


Whru sorrow of no ordinary kind we record the de 
the young and talented artist whose graceful pencil has, 
since the commencement of the New Series, until within 
the last fortnight, supplied our weekly cartoon. It was a 
labour of love and loyalty which he only relinquished when 
the rapid progress of consumption had almost exhausted 
the vital energy. 

Although he was but twenty-four, and had worked as 
a draughtsman on wood barely three years, he already 
showed more than mere promise, and his career was 
watched with interest by some of the best judges of art. 
His earliest drawing was a frontispiece to the Bunch of 
Keys, his first important work the series of illustzations in 
Good Words to the Rey. Cuartes Kinosixy’s “ Hereward.” 
His drawings since then will be found in most of the 
magazines and periodicals. His picture in London Society 
of October, and his illustration to Mr. Bucnanan’s poem 
in this month’s -4rgosy, show with what rapidity—almost 
unparalleled—he was gaining the mastery of his material. 

He was an earnest and diligent worker, and for the most 
unimportant block would make sketch after sketch (and all 
were good) until he designed something which satisfied his 
conscientious nicety of judgment. His last drawing was 
made for a book about to be published by the Savage Club 
for the benefit of the widow of a dear friend and brother 
artist. 

We cannot close our melancholy task without a record 
of the purity and excellence of his life. He was, indeed, 
wise and good beyond his years. He leaves not a single 
enemy behind, dying with perfect faith in his Creator and in 
kindliness with his fellows. Le leaves an aged mother the 
mournful memory of one of the best of sons; while those 
with whom he was connected on this paper have lost in 
him not only one whose genius greatly contributed to its 
success, but a valued and tenderly-loved friend. 


Coww Calk. 


By THE SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


Wuo says the unpaid magistracy is a stupid and unjust body ? The 
remark has been so generally made that I rejoice to have an oppor- 
tunity of saying a word in defence of that much-abused class. Every 
country gentleman is born duly qualified to become an administrator 
of justice, just as every nobleman has a cengenital fitness for law 
making, and no ene but a rampant and rabid Radical would attempt 
to decry ‘justices’ justice.’ I have just come on an example of 
magnanimity and self-sacrifice, in the /pswich and Colchester Times, that 
must silence for ever the murmurs of the disaffected. In the report of 
the proceedings at the Ipswich police court towards the end of last 
month, the following passage occurs :— 


come rs from the garden of Mary Ann Llowes, in the parish of St. Helen, on the 
25th inst. 
* The Magistrates dismissed the Magistrates with a reprimand.” 

This was humble-minded in the extreme. The Bench was hardly 
accountable, in fact, for the apprehension of the child; but it knew 
that in law it was answerable for the doings of its servants, and as the 
police had taken the little thing in charge for the heinously childish 
offence of picking a few flowers, the magistrates very properly dis- 
missed themselves with a reproof. . 


| to find congenial work for women, and am glad of it. 


I nave received the report of the Early Closing Association, which | 


seems to be as active and energetic as ever. 


Its objects, on the whole, | 
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aro laudable, so we won't haggle over details. But what lucky fellows 
shopkeepers are to have hours of labours that can be abridged ; they 
are better off than literary workers. By all means let them have their 
Saturday half-holiday, and enjoy it. But I think the Association 
seems inclined to go a little too far in one respect, which might lead 
to its opposing the opening of the Crystal Palace and the Museum on 
Sundays; and to do that would, in reality, be against its principles, 
I have also received Mr. Rrmmet’s daintily perfumed and prettily 
illustrated almanac, which, this year, is one of the best he has ever 
issued. The designs which accompany the months are evidently by 
a French artist, and are well printed in colours; some of them are 
extremely fanciful and pretty, for instance, those for the months of 
January and February, and July and August. 

Resoice, oh, bachelors! and ye, pining spinsters on the look-out for 
a husband, despond, for one great cause of matrimony is removed for 
ever! Buttons—those fatal discs, so often conspicuous for their 
absence, that they have been the motives of almost as many marriages 
as love—buttons are superseded! Some ingenious person has dis- 
covered a scheme so simple that it is a wonder no tormented bachelor 
ever hit on it before. The new button is constructed on the same 
principle as the paper-fastener, which most people are acquainted 
with: two points at the back of the button are pushed through the 


material to which it is to be affixed, a little ring or ‘“ washer” is 


slipped on them, and then they are bent back in opposite directions. 
A really excellent notion—and oh! why wasn’t it discovered years ago 
befoure—but no matter ! 

I rvinp that I omitted to notice Zemple Bar and the Argosy last week. 
The former is a fair number this month; the latter more than 
ever confirms my belief that it is the best of the magazines. Roxnert 
Bucnuanan and Matruew Browne are enough to effect that. The 
former has a charming poem—what a pity one must use hackneyed 
terms—and the latter a splendid critique on Ggzorcr E.1tot—for criti- 
cism give me Matruew Browne and Georce Lewes against the world. 
There is also a sound paper on children’s books. ‘‘ Griffith Gaunt” 
concludes in this number—a clever novel, but what a pity its author 
has written such letters about it! The picture to “The Lead-melting,” 
by Paut Gray, should be treasured by art-lovers, for it is almost the 
last work of a pencil which has given us so much of the graceful and 
the beautiful, and can never do so again. 

My favourite journal, the Pall Mail, seems bent on reforming the 
English language, and I am very glad to see it. It must be awkward 
for some people to find themselves “cabined and confined’’ by such 
minor considerations as grammar and construction, so I feel sure the 
efforts of the #. M. to dispense with them will be hailed with delight 
in many quarters. One of the latest instances of this bold attempt of 
‘our fashionable contemporary ’’—-I won't say the latest, for I havent 
seen it for two days—occurs in an article in which we are informed 
that the Sepoy mutiny and the Jamaica insurrection are illustrations 
of the truth that “no nation in the world is, at bottom, more fiercely 
tenacious of its power than the English nation, or more disposed to 
resort to the most desperate measures in defence of them.’’ 

AMonG my announcements of books for Christmas I forgot to men- 
tion that Mx. THornnvury will appear before the public, who will be 
sure to welcome him, with a collection of vers de société, to be entitled 
*‘'I'wo Centuries of Song.’ The selection is certain to be a good one, 
and is to be illustrated by eminent artists. I understand, too, that he 
will publish a collection of articles, in prose and verse, which have 
appeared in Ali the Year Round, and elsewhere. 

Tue Albert Press is an admirable institution which has turned the 
present rage for illuminating into a means of giving employment to 
women. ‘lhe ait is eminently one in which female perseverance and 
tuste are needed; and I believe that success has attended the attempt 
The Princess 
or WALEs has just ordered a set of crimson-lake etchings of the out- 
lines to the Idylls of the King, and I hope many of the nobility, who 
make Her Royal Highness their model, will copy her in this. 





Such a Getting up Stairs! 


A nors in the Government stables at Berlin found his way into the 


| loft over his stall by a narrow staircase of twenty-two steps, and was 


**A little boy named George Hails, aged 10 years, was charged with stealing | 
i a . sare aie ° a | a 
| of Government ought to be received with’ great satisfaction in 4+ 


not discovered for two days. This unexpected promotion of a servant 
public departments, where there are many—well, say, horses—who 
would like to get a rise, but seem as little fitted for it as their equine 
fellow-worker. 





‘¢ Trifles Light as Arr.* 


A PALE-FACED young man, who is considered ‘a wagge”’ 
Camden-town society, was heard to whisper into a young lady's ear 
during supper time at an evening party that he had a soul above 
Perigond Pie and all such “ trufles.” 
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OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


A rew more juvenile books. Johnny Jordan and his Dog, by Mra. 
Emoart (ROUTLEDGE ANP Sons), seems an amusing and healthy book 
enough for the boys. ' We are glad to see that the author puts boys’ 
language into the boys’ mouths, and makes them say such things as,“I'm 

recious glad we're here at last. I say, won’t Jones open his eyes at the 
sight of the beef!" Some writexs would have polished such a sentence 
into, ‘‘ Mamma, I am extremely rejoiced that we have at length arrived. 
Will not Mr. Jones express surprise when he perceives the beef”’ 
Young readers are apt, we are informed, to call those characters into 
whose mouths this nonsense is put, ‘‘ muffs,’’ and we rather agree with 
them. Johnny Jordan, with his unpolished Saxon, on the contrary, 
is likely to be popular. Zom and the Crocodiles is too “ goody” for our 
liking. Ina book of adventure and travel the only tracts admissible 
are tracts of luxuriant vegetation not pious platitudes. The book 
abounds in the high-faluting style of language alluded to above, but 
there is a person called Barnes in it who speaks a dialect which isa 
strange jumble of all dialects possible and impossible. We suppose 
this is done to heighten the reahstic effect. ‘This sort of story may be 
turned out by the ream—all you want ds a supernaturally learned 
father who knows all the sciences and matural histery, and is always 
ready with a “‘ goody” tag; asweet-tempered and thoughtful mother, 
alittle simple in order to trot out her husband’s knowledge, and a 
few children tolerably unlike the real artidle, each one endowed with 
a thousand virtues and one fault which has to be eradicated in the 
course of the narrative. Add a few savages, a shipwrecked mariner 
and a pirate, garnish with scraps of erroneous natural history and 
smatterings of science, simmer gently over a few difficulties, including 
a shipwreck, and serve up on a desert island or some other uninhabited 
spot. There’s the recipe; and we defy Miss Geroxrciana HI 1, 
authoress of Soups, and How to Make them in a Hundred Different 
Ways, to improve on our formula. Miss Hiv’s book is, we are told 
on competent authority, a very useful one. We can only judge it on 
its literary merits, and after all, one cookery ‘book must be very like 
another in style. Why doesn’t somebody write one in Carlylese? By 
the way, Miss Hitt might have added one more recipe to her century 
—that for the celebrated ‘‘ yurée of horse beans,” which the Daily 
Telegraph purchased at a somewhat high price. 

Mrs. Broperfp, whose books for the young are the ragged, thnmbed, 
and dog’s-eared treasures of many a nursery, gives us a book this 
year which addresses itself to the elder children. Wild /ivses ; or, Simple 
Stories of Country Life (Grirvira and Farran) will be found in the 
schoolroom rather than the nursery. We would not, nowever, be 
understood by this remark to mean that it is anything of a “lesson 
book” —a moral it teaches certainly, but without any straining or 
tagging-on of ‘‘ goody.’ The little public which in former years 
delighted in Funny Fables and Morning Gossips have grown up and 
got past those books, so they will be glad to find their author-friend 
has not forgotten them, but keeps pace with their growth in these 
new stories, which we can heartily commend to our young friends. 





“WHEN THE CAT’S AWAY,” ETC. 


(a> REDENCE is generally given to the 
statement that the editor of the Athe- 

n@um has been in Polyygamia, studying 
the manners and customs of the 
Aborigines of that remote locality. 
Whether this be true or not, it is 
evident that ‘‘a’prentice hand’”’ is in 
charge, and the results are very 
amusing. In the ‘‘ Weekly Gossip ”’ 
of a recent number, we are informed 
that Ficurer’s World before the Deluge 
—one of the most worthless and in- 
accurate of French sensational scien- 
tific hooks—is ‘‘ worth a thousand 
gilt Christmas volumes as a gift to 
intellectual students.” When we 
remember that it was so utrociously 
unsound as to provoke three columns 
. of severe “slating’’ in the Zimes, we 
smile at the puff, which is scarcely creditable to the journal that claims 

€ regarded as our highest literary weekly. 

But the oddest announcement is that Capratn Craw ey is about to 
publish a Monocram on Cricket. ‘THACKERAY certainly delineated 
th it Heavy Dragoon as an illiterate billiard sharper; and if any 
modern writer chooses to select the title as his Nom de plume, it 1s no 

usiness of ours; he is doubtless the best judge of its fitness. W ith 
Tegard to the proposed publication, we submit the initial letter of this 
article as our idea of a ‘“‘MoNnoGcram on Cricket.” One specially | 
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applicable to the work, as it displays the initial which belongs equally 
to Captain, and Craw ey, and Cricket. We trust the gentleman who 
is at present in charge will purchase a cheap copy of Webster, by the 
aid of which he may discover that a monogram is no more like a 
monograph than a telegram is like a telegraph. 


Sinn leecrereneeeesecennsangsscmenasenseasece see 
DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
(The answer in our next.) 


Ir keeps its secret well until the time 
For speaking, and then windy words reveal 
Too oft that telling would have been no crime, 
Because there was so little to conceal. 





1. 


He looks on all men with a jaundiced eye, 
Unheeded youth and beauty pass him by ; 
However fair the night or red the morn, 
He lives, unhappy mortal, but to scorn. 


2. 
A lady in old tunes that made Gods stare, 
Having the very strangest things for hair. 

3. 
*T will keep your books and papers safely, there 
You go when to the consul you repair. 


4, 
They called it merry in the days gone by, 
Where now an Angel welcomes you when dry. 


In your study take a look, 
On the shelves around it, then 
Seek in some large Latin book 
One small! word that answers—when ? 
6. 
‘His sons were dead, all joy in life was o'er, 
He fell supine—nor worshipped any more. 
7. 
Read o’er each part and weigh the answer well, 
By bright fireside, or near some “ giant bole,’’ 
The answer will be easy then to tell, 
You’ve guessed the rest, and here you have the whole. 


ANSWER TO Last WEEK’s AcrosTIc. 


A Atropos S 
R Raleigh H 
T ‘Tyro O 
E Eyebrow W 
M Macadam M 
U Una A 
S Salmon N 


Solutions of Double Acrostic in No. 79 received up to 16th inst.—Correet :— 
Tommy Traddles ; Schwartz; Constance; Kate; W. F. L.; H. G. H.; Clifton 
Hall; J. M. B.; Eté; F. T. D.; H. W. R.; L. and 8.; Sobrac; Row; 8S. W.; 
E. D. E.; S. P.; Fra-fan; Erichthonius; Dabchick; Ked Brethren; Carlotta; 
- W. R. M.; Leigh Lane; V. V.; J. J.; A. D.; Bossie; H. J.C. K. W.; 
Asmodeus; C. K. 8.; Quilldriver; Furniture; A. B. 2; Novus Homo; Three 
Meteors; C. R. A. B.; Yerbert; C. B.; W. W.; Kafoozlcums; Bobby; J. M. M.; 
Barbel; J. W.; T. R.; J. 8S. L.; Keynshambury; RK. T. V.; Wisbechiensis; 
D. E. H.; J. E. A. ; Ruby; Old ‘I rafford; W.C. B.D ; A Gay and Fc stive Cuss; E. P.; 
Juvenis; Goethe; A. de M.; The Kite; M. W.s.; W.G. L.; W. 3S. D.; Boss- 
guessman; Audrey; A + slick; E.S.; LinnawusL. Z.; Madlle. G.; J. W.; 8. R.; 
Armour Plates; W., son of D.; S. F. C.; F. J. G. W.; W. W. (66); Mutza; 
Mignonette; R. H.G.; M. B.; T. L. S.; G. D.; Snuff box ; (kdipus; Perseverance ; 
T. W. C.; C. H. W.; Rose of W.; Young Cu-s; A. A. B.; A.L.; J. A. B.; M. D.; 
Co.; Deepthought; Pipekop; Iota; Hamjah; E.G. R. 0. E.G.; Entield; Flush; 
South London P.; Ladbroke; Three Blind Pigs; Old Boots; Tiny Dillon; 


| H. McP.; Birkenhead; Crumb; Alice T; *‘ Kiss Polly Twice.” 





Cutting! 


A CONTEMPORARY, in extracting and abridging a letter recently 
addressed to the Zimes by a member of the Stock Exchange, with 
reference to its tolerance of “ bears,”” made a cut which has rather a 
Its extract stands thus :— 

‘“‘ Although the danger appears to be over, I trust Parliament next year will pass 
a Bill prohibiting time transactions in bank shares.’’ It 1s not, however, from 
Parliament that a remedy can be looked for. The question is solely one of 
public welfare.”’ 

This is rather a striking admission of the too well-known fact that 
questions solely of public welfare are not those which occupy Par- 


liament! 
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‘“THE SMALLEST DONATIONS,” ETC. 


Tumble Hansom (to young lady who has been caught,in the rain a few yards from church):—SrxpENce! P’Raps, Miss, you’D BE GOOD ENOUGH 
TO PUT IT IN THE POOR-BOX AS YOU GO IN!” 


A One-horse Affair! 
Henrex’s a chance for timid equestrians :— 


. ‘‘ Among the many wonders of the Great Exhibition is to be a mechanical horse 
When the mountains flow seaward, which trots, gallops, or walks, as may suit the pleasure of the rider. He even 
And ocean is dumb, prances after the most approved style, and neighs when that sound is agreeable to 


No more this fond bosom its possessor. Cost 52,000f.” 
To thee shall succumb. Really it would be worth the while of a few of the young gentlemen 
Then, oh, my adored one, who promenade Rotten Row in the season on discreditable hacks to 
Respond to me, pray, form themselves into a One-horse Company (Limited) and purchase 
And say will you love me this invention. The saving in feed, stabling, grooming, and taxes 


A LOVE SONG. 
(After the Popular Drawing-room Style.) 








When I am away. would be immense. 
By the bloom on thy brow and the tear on thy cheek, ' 
Oh, say will you love me on Saturday week! The Verdant Isle. 
Though hearts may be blighted A mzETING of vegetarians, held at Dublin the other day, was brought 
By hollow despuir, to an abrupt conclusion by some wag in the crowd, who asked the 
Though the loved may be parted chairman ‘ what he would do if duty called him to the North Pole, 
In sorrow and care. where there areno vegetables’? ‘The poor chairman had not a word 
Will you cling to my image to say—a proof that living exclusively on prate-ies doesn’t teach people 
When absent, my star, to talk. But he might have told his interrogator that he was quite 
And guze still unchanging safe at the North Pole, for wherever he (the chairman) went, there 
On me from afar ? would be sure to be something green ! 
Oh! answer my fond supplication and speak, 
Yes—say will you love me on Saturday week! 
Horsey ! 
1 Horser.esu is becoming such a general article of food in Pams, 
Arms Found! that visitors, in order to prevent waiters, at restaurants, from bringing 


Bonxtns was a retired grocer. Bonxins was run over in Rotten | them the new viand, have to give a very distinct “nay!” One old lady, 
Row. Bonxins recovered, and immediately had painted on the panels | who was betrayed the other day into tasting the novelty, said, that when 
of his carriage, a shield, in which he quartered the blazons of two dis- | she found what she had been eating, it gave her such a chill, she 
tinguished ducal families. ‘How is this, Bonxmss?” inquired his | supposed it was a Cheval-de-freeze. We would warn visitors to the 
friends. “Gentlemen,” said Bosxixs, “when I was knocked down | Exhibition to furbish up their French, or they may have their equine- 
in the Row the other day, I was picked up by two noblemen. They | nimity disturbed, by asking for saddle of mutton, and getting saddle 
immediately offered me their arms—and I’ve taken ’em!”’ of horse instead. 
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MRS. BROWN GETS NO THANKS. 


I po say; and will say it agin to my dyin’ day, that parties did 
ought to be ashamed of theirselves for to take and trust their children 


out with them drabs of gals, as I’ve seen myself a-behavin’ scandalous, | takes one child up and gives it th 
will | 


and then pitch into the children for cryin’, as they nat’rally 
through bein’ kep’ a-waitin a-perishin’ in them preambulators, while | 
them gals is a-carryin on their games like anything with sogers and | 
other chaps a8 is idlin’ about them parks. | 

Brown he was obligated for to go to Colchester agin through some 
bother, as there always is about them engines, so I says, “I shall go | 
and see Mrs. CHADWICK,’’ as is my ’abits when alone, and ’er that bad | 
with the rheumatics as pretty nigh cripples ’er, and obligated for to | 
give up ’er place, a8 was a good one, but through the family as she’d | 
been in for more than eight-and-twenty year a-settlin’ a pension on | 
‘er, and with ’er little savins and a small bit of property was altogether 
comfortable ; not as I should care for to live at the West-end myself, 
where the rents is downright frightful; but always glad to see me, 
and wonderful cheerful in ’er second floor, as is kep’ like a pallis 1 
will say, through ’avin’ a party as comes in to look arter ’er every 
day, and a little gal as belongs to the ’ouse always a-answerin’ ’er bell. 
I've seen ’er bad with them rheumatics afore, but never nothink like 
what I found ’er with, and says to Mrs. Frewins, as is ’er married 
daughter’s name, as I didn’t think as she’d ever get out of ’er bed 
agin, as ’’elpless as a infant, and a-screamin’ in terrors if any one went 
nigh the bed, but I’ve known parties so afore, as there was Mrs. 
FetstEaD as lay seventeen weeks, and couldn’t bear even the bed- 
clothes to touch ’er, as was kep’ off ’er with ’oops, and yells of hagony 
if you even put on coals, and yet was a thrivin’ woman arter as ever 

rou see. 

Well, I’d been with Mrs. Cuapwick ’ard on ten days when she 
says, “ Mantua, I wish as you’d go and get a little fresh hair, as I 
feels a deal better, and you must be tired of bein’ stived up here day 
and night,” as I ’ad been, through Mrs. Frewins not a-bein’ able to 
be with ’er, as is fur from strong ’erself. SoI says, ‘‘Oh, I can get 
on very well without hair,’’ though I must say as that bedroom with 
a fire burnin’ night and day was rayther close, yet I felt loathsome 
like to go out and leave ’er; but just then who should come in but 
Miss Batpick as is a old friend in the dressmakin’ line, as says she 
’as worked for ladies a-goin’ to Court, but I’m sure made me a dress 
once as was all gobble-stitch and bunch, as the sayin’ is, and wouldn't 
trust ‘er no more with stuff of mine, as she cut up nicely to waste, and 
charged me arf’ a guinea without a bit of trimmin’, as I ’ad to ’ave 
unpicked and made up agin, but never did fit me, and was give away 
at last to our Liza, as lived along with me and married the baker's 
man, as ill-treated ’er shameful, and went off and left ’er with two 
chargeable on the parish, a wagabone. 

Well, when Miss Bapicx said as she’d come to stop the arternoon, 
I said as I would go out for a bit of a turn, as would no doubt do me 
good; notas there was any occasions for ’er to say asit would freshen 
me up a bit, as is one of them sneerin’ characters as I can’t abear. 
Well, I wasn’t long a-gettin’ ready, and out I goes and makes for the 
park, as don’t look well with them wooden palin’s up, and as to that 
Marble Arch, whatever it’s stuck there for I can’t think, for it ain’t 
no use, for nobody ain’t allowed to go through it, and as to ornament 
that it never was nor never will be. 

I suppose it’s some old rubbish as they didn’t know what to do 
with, though I’m sure they might mend the roads with it, a stunted, 
nuntin’ old-fashioned thing, as is a reg’lar eyesore and only in 

@ way, 

Well, I was a-walkin’ along, a-thinkin’ about a many things, and 
far from warm through the wind a-blowin’ fresh from the north, when 

See a couple of infants, as you may say, in a preambulator all alone 
a-cryin’ and a-wantin’ a pocket-’ankercher dreadful. I looks round 
and didn’t see nobody near ‘em, so I goes up to ’em a-speakin’ kind 
like, and would ’ave used my own ’ankercher to their dear little faces, 
48 was blue with coldness, but, law bless their dear little ’arts, they 
Was that frightened at the sight on me as made ’em scream wuss nor 
ever, and as I was a-sayin’ to ’em coaxin’ like, ‘Pretty dears, don’te 
Cry, nussy’s a-comin’,” up comes a hugly-lookin’ wretch of a woman 
with poutin’ lips and a mouth from ear to ear, as says, “ Let them 
children alone, can't yer.” I says, “I ain’t a-touchin’ the children, 
a8 if they belongs to you did ought to be ashamed of yourself to take 
and leave ’em like this.” She says, ‘You mind your own business, 
and takes and wipes them dear children’s faces as if she was a-rubbin 
Own a ’orse, nd 

Poor little dears, ’ow they did scream, and if that nasty ’ussy didn t 
= ke and slap ’em. Well, that did put my blood up, and I says, 
pron wile trollop, if you dares lay a finger on them children agin 
Se give you one for yourself with my umbreller.” I see ‘er turn 

eadly pale, and she ketches ’old of the preambulator and hurries on. 
I didn’t folier ’er then ’cos I wanted to watch ’er, so set still for a 
lt a-watchin’ which way she took, and then I walks round the other, 
or to meet ’er, but some’ow or other I missed ‘er, and was just 


11S 








a-thinkin’ as I’d turn back when I ’eard a child cryin’, so goes ona 
bit further, and just round a corner was them same babbies and that 
| creetur a good bit off a-talkin’ to a feller. 

I think as she saw me a-comin’, for she ’urries up to the preambulator, 
ald at shake as was enough to loosen the 
very bones in its skin, and then give it a good spank and put it back. 
She was a-goin’ to serve the other the same, but I'd got up to 
’er and give ’er such a crack across the back as sent ’er spinnin’. Up 


| come the feller she'd been talkin’ to and says, “ What's this?” I 
| Says, “‘I let you know what it is, you lazy wagabone, as is idlin’ 


about ’ere a-ticin’ them 'ussies to neglect their duties.” 

By that time she’d recovered ’er breath, and she comes at me 
a-glarin’, but I’eld my umbreller that tight as made ’er stop, but she 
’ollars to the chap, “ ‘Take it away from’er.” I says, ‘* Let ’im dare,” 
and jest then, as luck would ’ave it up comes a park-keeper, and asks 
what's the matter? 

I says, “‘ Matter enough! Why, this bold-faced ’ussy is a-goin’ on 
lettin’ this chap kiss ’er in the open day, though what he ean see in 
sich a ugly beast to kiss I can’t see, and leavin’ these poor dears 
a-perishing ; but,” I says, “I'll foller’er ’ome if I drops at it, and let 
"er missus know what a wiper she’s got about ’er, as isn’t fit to ’ave 
charge of a cat, let alone twins,”’ as I see them infants was. 

That fellow he slunk off as soon as the park-keeper come up, as 
looked a reg’lar bad lot, I should say one of them as goes into them 
parks for to count the trees for a dinner, as the sayin’ is. Well, that 
female, for that’s the fit name for ’er, she starts off with the preambu- 
lator a-walkin’ pretty brisk, and I follows ’er; no doubt she thought 
as she’d walk me down or tire me out, but I ain’t so weak as all that, 
and I kep’ ’er in sight though she turned down many a street out of my 
way, and just at the corner of one up come that feller as ’ad been with 
’er in the park, and says, “‘ What ’ave you got to do with that young 
woman a-follerin ’er about?’’ I says, ‘‘ You mind your business and 
I'll mind mine.” 

He seemed as if he was a-goin’ to stop me, but a policeman come 
by jest then, as I spoke to, and that feller levanted, as the sayin’ is. 
I’d kep’ my eye on my lady, as couldn’t geta turnin’ ’andy, and on I 
goes arter ’er, but shouldn’t never ’ave caught ’er up if a lady ’adn’t 
stopped ’er and spoke to the children, as give me time to get up to ’er. 
So I says to the lady, “‘ Excuse me, mum, are them infants yourn?”’ 
She says, ‘‘ Yes, leastways I’m the aunt.” 

“Then,” I says, ‘that’s a wile ’ussy as is their nuss, for I’ve seen 
’er myself a-goin’ on disgraceful in the park, fust a-neglectin’ them 
children and then ill-usin’ of them, through a-wantin’ to give ’er time 
to aidle wagabone as she’s been a-disgracin’ ’erself along with.” The 
lady, leastways she was no lady, says, ‘‘My good woman, I don’t 
think as you knows what you're a-talkin’ about, pray compose 
yourself.” ; , ae 

I says, “ Thank you, I’m quite composed, never more so.’”’ “ Well, 
she says, “ take your breath then.”’ : 

I says, “I've got it, thank you, but shan’t waste no more on you, 
as, of course, bein’ only a aunt, ain’t got the feelin’s of a mother, for 
she looked asour oldmaid. So shesays, “ You’re a very rude woman, 
and I don’t believe a word you say, and as to that young woman as 
you're a-takin’ away the character from, she’s a most trustworthy 
young person.”’ ; 

I was that savage, for that creture ’ad gone on with the preambu- 
lator, so I couldn't find out the mother’s address. ‘ But,” I says to 
the aunt, as werea reg’ lar old winegar-bottle to look at, I says, “ You 
takes it very cool,” I says, “ but wait till one of your own children is 
ill-treated, and see ’ow you'll feel.” She says, “ My children! I'ma 

ingle lady.”’ . 
> ‘6 I thought as much, and a lucky escape the men’s ’ad in 
you,” and off I walks ina reg'lar huff; but if I falls in with that 
creeture agin I'll let er missus know, as sure as my name's Brown. 





A Silly Manager. 


Wuen Managers have stooped to folly, 
And find vulgarity won't pay, 

And audiences won't be jolly, 
But boldly rise and hiss the play: 


In order their misdeeds to cover, 
Some clap-trap for the gods they try 
Before the farce is halfway over, 


And insult add to injury. 





ee 


Incidental Remarks. 


Wury is the profession of a dentist a most anomalous one ?—Because 
the more he “‘ stops”’ the faster he gets on. 
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THE WEATHER IN YORKSHIRE. 


First Native :—“ Do’st THINK ’TWILL BE FINE TO-DAY ?”’ 


Second Ditto:—“* Ay! I THINK ’TWILL WHEN THESE SHOWERS KEEP OFF.” 





FROM OUR STALL. 


We are afraid that the lady who misrepresents Miggs in Barnaby 
Rudge thinks more of her own pretty face than of the art that she 
possesses. Really, there seems to bea slight glimmer of meaning in 
allthat croaking cant about the ‘“‘drama’s decline,’ while actors re- 
fuse to shave their upper lips, and actresses will nut even redden their 
noses at the call of duty. At the Princess’s a novel of Dickens is 
put horribly out of joint in order to give Miggs the most prominent 
part ; yet the intelligent reader who has laughed at her in type would 
fail to recognise her on the boards. Mrs. Joun Woop gives us a 
very good-looking transatiantic ‘‘ help,’’ with a beautiful pair of arms 
and a coquettish manner that is charming, so that the whole proba- 
bility of those domestic scenes at Vuarden’s is knocked on the head 
effectually. Another scene in which Miccs addresses the rioters from 
a tub—tumbles through the bottom of it—and runs off with nothing 
visible but a rather free display of black stockings, deserved what 
it met with, asound hissing. The cause of the riots is kept a pro- 
found secret; the dispassionate observer would fancy that Hugh of 
the Maypole had set London topsy-turvy because Sir John Chester 
gave him a little money to buy drink with. Asa vehicle forscenery, 
the piece is effective ; the burning of the Warren and a view of its 
ruins by moonlight, are things worth going to see. The best bit of 
the acting was Mr. Horsman’s Hugh, but his assault on Dolly Varden 
was a little overcharged. Stealing a kiss is one thing, lifting a young | 
woman up like a doll, and swinging her about as if to throw her ut 
the head of somebody in the stalls, is anotker. Mr. Suoxre fences 
very nicely, but he is not much like Sir John Chester. Mu. Forrester 
makes Haredale too sepulchral, and the gentleman who represents 
Cobb should contrive to make up without putting little apples or 
large nuts (or whatever the materials may be) into his cheeks; they 
affect his utterance to a considerable extent. If Barnaby Rudge | 
turns out a success, the fact will be chiefly due to a managerial epi- 
sode that occurred between the acts on the first night. 
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THE TRUEST LOVE. 


A rune, disinterested love 
Is what my lady brings ; 
An admiration far above 
The thought of earthly things. 
She loves me for myself alone— 
My bright—my beautiful—my own! 
Tet money tempt the meaner mind : 
My lady fair prefers 
An honest indigence, resigned 
To link its lot with hers. 
She loves me for myself alone— 
My bright—my innocent—my own! 
A wealth of ugliness is mine, 
But well my lady knew 
That beauty which is half divine 
Would quite suffice for two. 
She loves me for myself alone— 
My bright—my fairy-like—my own! 


If I could bind poetic bays 
About my throbbing brow, 

I might have won her simple praise— 
Her worship greets me now. 

She loves me for myself alone— 

My bright— my exquisite—my own! 





THE SONG OF SORROW. 


F111 high the cup of misery, 
For happiness will drown ; 

Let’s toast an end to joliity, 
The face that wears a frown! 


A health to friends in sorry plight, 
With lengthy tailors’ bills ; 

Let’s hope for many a restless night, 
And long for rhubarb pills. 


A cheer for maids who love to hide 
Your clothes in secret nooks, 

And throw your papers far and wide 
And borrow all your books. 


But grant to me, for I'll not flinch, 
But dance from night till morn, 

Some patent-leather boots which pinch 
My most obtrusive corn, 








ArtTemvs Wanp is one of the drollest creatures on earth. Besides 
being a humourist of the most original and eccentric stamp, he is 4 
thorough actor in every movement and every sentence. The introduc- 
tion to his Mormon lecture keeps the audience in an almost continuous 
roar—sparkling as it is with puint and delivered in the most finished 
high comedy manner. We scarcely need recommend all the town to 
go and sce him; if anybody comes away disappointed it will be at the 
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shortness of theentertainment. Brevity is too much the soul of Mr. | 


Wakp’s wit ; but perhaps his health (which, we are sorry to say, seems 
delicate) has a little to do with the only fault that we have to find with 
him. ‘The natural and easy way in which Anremus Warp glides from 
the lively to the severe, and then dives into his native element of 
fun again, is one of his most pleasant characteristics. Uninterrupted 
humour of his wild kind would have become almost perilous, especially to 
those happy people who laugh considerably when they hear ajoke. A 
little serious talk affurds one time to get cool again after the heating 
process of cachinnation. 


PUNNING. 
Arter LONGFELLOW. 


Whereunto is punning good ? 

Who does it not, he can’t—or would. 
Who does it’s caught in double snare ; 
Who once has done it tears his hair. 


Cruel, Rather! 


Galignani commenting on the new discovery that spectacles coated 
with gold and silver leaf greatly relieve persons who labour under the 
inconvenience of weak sight, says, ‘‘ We trust the present article will 
catch the eye of persons so circumstanced.” This is attacking them 
in their weak point, surely ! 
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= EBARNABY RUDGE. 


ACT I. Scene 1.—Interior of the Maypole Inn. Joun WI1teTT, Jor 
WitietT, Tom Cosp, A Person WITH FIGS IN HIS MOUTH, and THE 
STRANGER, discovered. 

Joun W.—This is the nineteenth of March. A gruesome night! 

Party wiTH F1Gs.—Chow chow. Popchip chock chow chobbles. 

Tur StRANGER.—Terroo. The young a-man says a-well! 

Party WITH F1Gs.—Cockchop chow Cogglechipchow. 

Tur STRANGER.— Tis a-very terroo! 

Joun W.—This is the night of the murder at the Warren—twenty- 
three years ago. 

- Tus STRANGER.—Ha! Tell me all about it! [ Writhes. 

=Joun W.—I will. Somebody was murdered at the Warren, and 

the murderer was never discovered. 

~ Tue StRANGER.—Hauh ! [ Takes up his hat and bolts. 

= ParTY WITH ¥1Gs.—Catchow cockchaw chob bow wow chick. 

« Joun W.—As you say. ae 

. er ts, Enter Barnany Rupee, shrieking. 

= Jouxn W.—Boy— What is it ? =~». 

* Barnaby R.—I am an idiot stable-boy with beautiful white hands, 

and a remarkably delicate intonation. I am extremely clean, and I 

speak most grammatically, _ 

Aut.—Hah! .-—.;. | 
Barnaby R.—But that is not all. I have seem blood, and it has 
made me faint. --.--. 


[Enter a body carried by four men—ail scream. Tableau. 


Scenz 2.—Room in Varden’s House. Enter Miss Miccs. 


i Miss"M.— Where is my Simmun? Ha, he is here! 
Enter Siu. Tarperrir. 

& Siu. T.—Miggs—avaunt ! 

Miss M.—Oh, Simmun! 

[Claws him. He shoves her away, and she tumbles against VARDEN, who 
enters ; VARDEN shoves her against Mrs. Varpen, who enters ; Mrs. 
VARDEN shoves her against Sm. Tarrertit, who shoves her into a 
corner and leaves her there. Pantomime. Rally by all the characters, 


Scunz 3.—Apartment in Widow Rudge’s House. Enter Wwow Rune. 


Wivow R.—Considering that I am starving, the amount of white 
collar, cap, apron, and sleeves I show—all expensively starched—is 
really remarkable. 

: ~ Enter Tur STRANGER. 

Tue StRANGER.—Give to eat. I am your a-husband! 

- : [ Gnashes his teeth. 

Wmow R.—Oh, horror! Here is a halfpenny—it is all I have to 
keep house upon for the next fifteen years. ‘Take it, and be off! 

[ Takes it, and is off. 
ACT II. Scene 1.—Exterior of Maypole Inn. 

Enter Gasrie, Varven and Mrs. Varven in chaise, followed by Sm. 

ve Ad and Miaas on a horse. 

Miss M.—Here we are again! How was you the day after 
to-morrow ? 

[Tumbles down—is picked up by Stm.—hits him in the eye—Sm. hits 
VARDEN in the eye, VARDEN hits his wife in the eye ; all tumble over 
each other, and Miccs sprawls horizontally over a small table with her 
legs in the air. we URCETEAO 4 

Scenz 2.—The Widow's Cottage (exterior). Enter a Burxp Man. 

Biwp Man.—Give me to eat! 
ot ge R.—Certainly. Here fis water—take it—may it make you 

ev F ee 

Burixp Mix.— Water? Humph! (Zakes off a false beard.) I am 
your husband! - 

Winow R.—Hah! Then (pointing to BARNABY) this is your son ! 

Bunp Man.—True. They might have mentioned it in the bills, 
Which would have done away with the necessity for this scene. 


Scenz 3.—Room in Varden’s House. 

Enter Miss Miccs. Song “ Hot Codlins.” Enter Sm. Tappertit 
drunk. Miaes knocks St. Taprertit down, picks him up in the 
usual way, Sim. knocks her down, she gets up and knocks Mk. VARDEN 
down, and then runs off after the manner of policeman pursuing 

n. 
ACT III. Scene 1.—Landing Stairs at old Westminster Bridge. 


Enter Mr. Harepare meeting Mr. CHESTER. 
Mn. H. (sneering).—Humph ! 
Mr. ©, (sneering).— Pooh! 
Enter a Mos from Huguenot Captain, with moustachios. 
Moz.—Yah ! 
Enter Miss Micos, who gets on a barrel to make a speech, head of barrel 
gives way, and Miccs fal’s into it, and is carried off with her legs 
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Scene 2.—Zirterior of Varden'’s House. 
Enter Mos, headed by Sim. Tarrentit. 
Mon.—Surrender! 
a . vr 
VARDEN (at window).—Never! 
















Miss M. (appearing at attic window).—Boh! [ Disappears. 
Sim. T.—Hah! That voice! [ uses. 
Miss M. (appears at second-floor right).—I'’m a-lookin’ at you! 

3 [ Disappears. 


Sim. T.—I will dissemble. 

Miss M. (at first-floor window).—I’ve lost a farden! 

Sim. T. (aside).—Can it be ? 
Miss M. (at ground-floor window).—Here’s a policeman coming. 
Ook it! [Mob attack house, capture VARDEN, and carry him off. 
waldo ct Scenz 3.—The old Warren. 

Linter Mos. They burn the old Warren down. Enter Micas, who is 
knocked down by everybody. She hugs Sus. TArPERrtit, who carries 
her off, kicking. 

ACT IV. Scene 1.—2e Warren in Ruins. Enter Mr. Curster. 
Mr. C.—The Warren im ruins, eh? And very well done it is. 
Regardless of danger I wilt wander about the ruins. 
[ Wanders about the ruins. 
Enter Mr. Harepane. 
Mr. H.—Hah! That villain Chester! 
Mr. C.—Hah! That villain Haredale! 
Mr. H.—We will fight. 


Mr. C.—We will. 

[ They do, and CuEsteEr is killed, but nobody cares. 
Sceng 2.—Varden’s House. Grand ballet of lads and lasses. Enter Mies 
with trunk, which she puts down on her toes, then tumbles over. 

Varpen.—This annoying clown of a woman back again. 

Miss M.—Here we are again! (Fungs up her leg.) Oo’s yer ratter ? 

[Puts arms akimbo. 

VaRDEN.—Marry Sim. Tappertit ? 

Miss M.—I will. Come to my arms! (Hugs Siu. Taprgrtit.) And 
if our friends in front can make head or tail out of what we've been 
doing, or can derive the slightest gratification from the preposterous 
farrago of coarse nonsense we have set before ’em, there won’t bea 
happier party in all England than Harlequin Barnaby Rudge ; or, the 
fairy Varden and the Yankee Gal from Down-East. 


Granp Ratiy and CurrTarn. 





Answers to Correspondents, 


J. H. H., Brecon.—Such old jokes are heart-Brecon. 

A. Kerr.—The riddle is not a side-acher, and cannot be allowed. 

JESSIE.—Not bad for CHARLIE, but it has been done before. . 

H. C., Queen’s.—There is not enough comedy in your “tragedy. 

J. W.—“ From the Times”’ is too personal—it is also from the purpose. 

‘LINES TO AN EGYPTIAN Mummy.’’—Lines to an Egyptian? Mum!’’ 
Eh? Well, we will spare you. 

H. C. B., Southgate-road.—We can scarcely allude to your joke about 
the comb, as “‘ comby genteel’’ as the opera has it. n 

W. H., Forest-hill.—You head your article, “leathery rather’’—you 
won’t think us rude if we agree with you that it’s (s)tough. 7 

E. F.—You might have found more “ useful employment” than writing 
to us. 
‘‘PREMIER Pas” says he didn’t see his name in our “‘ obituary ”’ last 
weck, Of course not! ,, We suppose the “premier pa’’ died with Adam, 
rather before our time. 

NUMSCULL sends us something which he calls “the production of a 
heated imagination,” and encloses his address for a remittance. We don’t 
see the imagination, and as for heat consider it rather cool. FUN is not a 
fun-gus to be produced by heat from Acs imagination. 

P. E. G. not being up to our standard, is a P. E. G. too low. 

J. V. is nearly being good. A little polish would do it. 

J. F. N.—Done ages ago. 

A. D. W.—tThanks, but next time send us something original. 

W. J. M., Edgware-road.—** Mama’s Alphabet’’ is ma’d by bad rhyme 
and worse metre. 

B. A. G.—No, thank you; the “rum fish” is a regular case of 


s 99 


“B. A. G. : 
OLonzo W.—Weak imitation is the sincerest form of flat—you know 
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IT WON’T WASH. 


English Commercial :—‘‘ I’m GOING TO WA8H THE DUST OUT 


OF MY THROAT. WHILL yoU ACCOMPANY ME?”’ 


French Commercial (who thinks he is invited to perform his ablutions):—“Eun? Wat? No, sanz, I VILL NOT!” 


The Heart-Beats of a Bobby. 


Art Ilford petty sessions, the other day, a policeman was summoned 
by a fair one, to whom he had proved a faithless swain, and in the 
course of the case it was proved that the constable had not only “taken 
up”’ with the young woman, but had also “ taken up” with the Muse, | 
having “‘ taken up”’ his pen to indite the following lines :— | 

‘** T have observed your genteel ways, | 
l’ve seen whot passes their, 
| 


And all my study are to please, 
And you my only care. 


** I do esteem you far above 
All others of your sex, 
Possessed of every power to please, 
Without a will to vex. 


** And while your beauties I admire, 
Your virturs I adore: | 

I glow with friendship and esteem, 
And love you more and more, | 

} 

| 


‘* Now if these signs denote a hart, 
To friendship feeling true ; 
Grant me the mighty boon I ask, 
To be esteemed by you.” 
Really these are quite as good as, not more ungrammatical, and far | 
more rythmical than much so-called poetry, which gets the honour of 
type in many periodicals now-a-days. “The Bard of the Beat”’ 
ought to be placed in the A(pollo) Division of the force, and might be 
employed “to comprehend all vagrom men”’ who try to pass as poets, 
by false pretences: the task would be no easy one, and the employ- 
ment would be far from light. 





‘*‘ The Truthful.”’ 


Ir is a great pity that Lorp Lytton, who is such a brilliant orator, 
should have a delivery which renders him at times almost inaudible. 


But, perhaps, the reason is that his lordship does not wish to be classed 
with the Herd. 
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THE LAST OF SIR LAUNFAL. 


Rrv¢ slow the bell with solemn toll, 
And let the gloomy echoes roll | 
Like thunder overhead ; 
For, oh, Sir Launrat, gallant knight 
As ever wielded brand in fight, 
Sir Lavunrat is gone dead. 


Say, did some paynim warrior fierce 
The gallant chieftain’s bosom pierce 
With his relentless sword ? 
Or was the hero of romance 
By some accurséd soldan’s lance 
Unpityingly bored ? 


Ah, no—alackaday! ah, no! 
No vaunting foeman laid him low, 
A cold ’twas—in his head. 
The squire who him for fight prepared 
Forgot to have his helmet aired, 
And that's how he’s gone dead! 


A Drop too much. 


A capriraL idea, which the Teetotalers should try to get made law 
in England—it is far more reasonable than the Maine Liquor Law—!s 
suggested by the Russian practice with regard to the “ drunk and 
disorderly.” All tipsy people found in the streets of St. Petersburg | 
are lodged for the night in the police cells, and in the morning 
obliged to do penance as scavengers. Such a regulation in London 
would deter many from getting into—literally—a scrape of ths 
disgraceful character! Taking a drop would seldom lead to such a 
come-down, we fancy. 





—— 
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NIMIUM NE CREDE COLOR). 


You say I am pale as a ghost now, 
And hint that my temper is short ; 
You recommend trips to the coast now, 
And plenty of oysters and port. 
Though advice just so long as it’s gratis 
Can’t possibly hurt one at all, 
I will tell why your Damon irate is 
And his passion transformed into gall. 
You must know that no fairy in story— 
If you don’t you're a dolt or a clown— 
Could compare as to beauty and glory 
With darling Evrpurosyng Brown. 


When we parted she called me her Bitty, 
And asked me how soon I’d be back; 
Her complexion was pale as a lily, 
Though her hair was inclined to be black. 
She gave me a tress from her locket, 
And made me a couple of ties; 
Then her handkerchief crept from her pocket 
To mop up the tears from her eyes. 
No traveller shirks from his duty, 
No bagman can dally in town, 
So I left her, and dreamed of the beauty 
Of darling EupHxosyngz Brown. 


I'd finished my wearisome travel 
Through sleepy old towns with my pack, 
And returned to the Kensington gravel, 
When Evrurosyne welcomed me back. 
You may treat what I say with derision, 
But words won’t express the surprise 
Which I felt when a horrible vision 
Appeared to the traveller's eyes. 
I dared not to think of caresses, 
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On her cheeks spots and patches had 
blown, 


Very Amateur Fiddler and Fond Parent :—‘ Nor A JOT OF MUSIC IN THAT CHILD, Emma. 
Directty I BEGIN PLAYING HE BEGINS SCREAMING AS IPF HE WERE BRING MURDERED.” 


Young Mamma (defending her offspring):—“ RgaLiy, Epwin, CONSIDERING THB NOISE 


For the dye which she used for her tresses 


Had spotted Evpurosynz Brown. 
EVIDENCE OF GREAT 





OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 

Wiru waving of banners and pennoncelles, with shivering of swords, 
and thundering tread of barons in mail, Mr. Hannay's Three Hundred 
Years of a Norman House comes before us. It is the history, for ten 
generations, of the great Norman family of Gournay, and tells us how 
they bore themselves in tourney and battle, at council and feast, and 
how stalwart men of the race fought for the Cross beneath the walls 
of Jerusalem, 

The family history begins with a follower of RoLto named Evpks, 
who, although, as Mr. HANNay says, not a poetic mythus, like the 
Dark-Gray Man, the legendary founder of the Douglases; is, never- 
theless, rather an indistinct personage about whom very iittle is 

nown. After him we come to the sure ground of charters and 
historical record, and after two generations, to “old Hucu,” one of 
the most important men of the family. This Hucu pg Gournay, 
whom Mr. Hannay calls Huon II., charged amid Grrrarps and 

ONTFORTs, on the field of Senlac, where, no doubt, the blazon of 

OURNAY, pure sable, was well forward in the fight; and that 
memorable year placed his name on the Roll of Battle Abbey. We 
then come to Hucu III., who died a monk of Bec; and after him to 

ERARD the Crusader, another gallant soldier, who married into the 
Sreat family of WaRRENNE. Mr. Hanyay’'s account of the Crusades 
18 exceedingly vivid and picturesque, and one of the most interesting 
Parts of his book. He says, in a characteristic sentence, ‘‘ We do not 
hesitate to say that to have a clearly ascertained ancestor in the First 

e is the blue-ribbon of genealogy.” Hvucu VI. was the last 
baron of the race in the trunk-line, which Mr. Hax vay has followed 

m the reign of Epwarp THE Conressor to that of Henry III., 
when it ended in an heiress. ; 

he Gournays may be taken as a typical Norman family, and the 
account of their doings represents pretty accurately the condition of 
many other Norman houses. They stand nearly alone, however, 
as regards antiquity ; and Mr. Hannay is inclined to doubt that any 
‘amily, except the CourrgNnays, can boast of so considerable an ancestor 
im the male line, in the middle of the eleventh century. : : 

Asa record of early Norman life and thought, apart from its merits 
&8 a family history, this book is especially valuable ; and it is not the 

work simply of a genealogist, for Mr. Hannay writes with the 
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YOU MAKE WITH THOSE———-FUGUES DO YOU CALL THEM?——I THINK HI8 CRYING AN 
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MUSIGAL TASTE 





brilliance and power of an accomplished man of letters. He en‘ers 


keenly and sympathetically into all the details of the old feudal 
existence, and we can fancy him sighing, in these degenerate days, for 
the shout of “4 moi Normandie,” for all the heraldic splendour of 
azure and gules, and longing to ride out at the head of a select body 
of retainers to accomplish the annihilation of the “‘ cad.” 

In addition to the history of the Govnrnays, the book contains a 
most interesting article on ‘‘ British Fam:ly Histories,’’ and a paper 
on * The Family of Temple,” in which the admirers of the late Loxp 
PALMERSTON will find an able accouat of the famous men from whom 
he descended, and to whom he owed the shrewd and genial! side of his 
character. Wehope Mr. Hannay will give us more pictures of feudal 
life, for he is thoroughly at home when writing of the old barons ; men 
who were, like King Axtuor, stars of tournament, and who 


** Shot through the lists ¢ * and charged 
Before the eyes of ladies and of kings.”’ 


In the Days when we went Gipsying. 


My hair is grey with snows of age— 
It once was black as jet. 
But two deep problems much engage 
My cogitations yet— . i 
Two things that in my earliest days I wildly wished to kaow, 
In the days when we went gipsying a long time aso. 
I asked it of earth’s learned sons— 
I asked it of the skies— 
But these, and eke the learned ones, 
Gave back but low replies. . 
I sought to learn the reason why the corkscrew didn’t show, 
In the days when wo went gipsying a long time ago. 
The other point whereon at fault 
I found myself, for aye, 
Was this—how came it that the salt 
Was never brought away ? 
These haunting marvels spoilt my rest, dealt happiness a blow, 
In the days whea we went gipsying a long time ago. 


ad A - 


i ———————E——E 





SE aR - Sot — 








Ne eammmene —te 
. 


= e- 
a. si Pe 


es “= 


teens + A LT ein A OR ARR: P 
—_— PAO alin ile 
ee Oe ; alla 2 
oe OE A. see eee a 
: a - - 


— 
Redes. he Lyall 


~ (cn diaitiika gamete anamua . 


- ~ Se tial . 


re ¢: 


OP ents a 
~ 
ie a ie 


~~ 
a a 
Saas a ad 


ee 


aie 











OSE et eee 





) 
H 


elm. Re A ee” 









- 
Cale R 


ae 


<p apn. 


ee eel Eel S 


A I EO  - ety 2 A eee oo 
— “ 
— 
a 
whi 
2 





| 
| 





Toto Talk. 


By THE SAUNTERER IN SOOIETY. 


T this time of the year, 
when, with such frost as 
we have had, it is almost 
impossible to keep warm 
sitting by one’s fire, the 
discomforts of travelling 
present themselves vividly 
to the imagination. Allow 
me to add one more dis- 
comfort to the mental 
picture—not to heighten 
your enjoyment of your 
own hearth. my dear 
reader, but with a hope 
that by drawing attention 
to an evil I may perhaps 
do something towards 
remedying it. Imagine 
then the worthy Mr. A. 
who enters his first-class 
compartment with ample 
wraps—he seats himself 
with a shiver, and an 
obliging porter suggests’ 
to him the idea of a foot- 
warmer. Mr. A. jumps 
at the offer, and the tin 
of hot water is brought. 

Poor Miss Lb. (a governess going to @ new place), or Mrs. C. (a poor 

widow going to see her son off at Portsmouth) sees the comfortable 

apparatus. A second class fare is all she could afford, poor soul, and 
considering the difference of fares, she pays more highly for what she 
gets—a wooden seat and uncarpeted flouor— than the occupant of a first- 
class compartment. It seems to her then that a foot-warmer would be 
a great comfort in the cold box she is thrust into with her modest 
shawls and wrappings—so she asks for one and is told “‘ foot-warmers 
are not allowed to second-class passengers.’ ‘This appears to me scan- 
dalous, a disgrace to our railway system, which should be at once 
remedied. On thecontinent such meanness is unheard of. Ido hope 
the companies will take this into consideration—they give little 

enough for the money to second-class passengers, and the expense of a 

little hot water is not extravagant, while the hardship falls heavily on 

the very people who cannot afford high fares and yet need proper 
accommodation—women with limited incomes, poor widows, and 
governesses. 

I par a visit according to promise to Mr. M‘Lean’s Gallery in the 
Haymarket, and found there some gems of water-colour painting. 
Though not large, the collection is so well chosen that almost without 
an exception our best artists are all represented. The International 
any of Fine Arts has followed London to Brighton, and has 
opened a fine exhibition at the Pavilion—that most foolish of all Royal 
Follies. There are some very admirable foreign works there, but as 
yet the English painters hold aloof somewhat, which is a pity, for the 
plan of the association is to encourage independence, and to narrow 
the dominion of the middleman. There are fine landscapes by Krn- 
DERMANT, DULIPHARD, VANDERHECKT, and Hurerti—a noble sea by |: 
Van Heemskerck—and a masterly “Susanna,” by Bittom. A 
young painter Hermans, who is a pupil of Gatzarr, exhibits one or 
two pictures, from which it is easy to see that he will become a great 
painter. Reynart, Ocxer, and Cuatengav, are also represented by 
excellent works. ? 

I am glad to see that Mr. Buewanan is about to publish with 
Mesers Rovriener, a volume of “ Ballad Poems of the Affections, 
from the Scandinavian.’’ The book isto be illustrated by the best 
artists—much to the agony, I doubt not of the art (!) critic of the 
London Review. What has befallen that once well-conducted journal ? 
Its articles of late have sadly fallen off—can there be any truth in the 
rumour that small booksellers are occasionally permitted to air their 
English in its columns ? 

The Lancashire folk have started a sort of 4/! the Year Round of 
their own. It is called Country Words, and contains contributions 
from many well-known pens, though the chief part of its staff very 
properly consists of those provincial writers, whose names are well 
enough known in London too—such men as Messrs. Epwin Waveu, 
and Brrerntey. Another provincial publication, the Pogmoor Almanac, 

must confess myself unable to appreciate. I suppose much of the 
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point depends on the dialect, which I don’t understand, tor I can't 
find any anywhere else. 

A question which has been often put to me by ladies in the country 
but which I have found it difficult to answer, solved itself as I was 
walking through Ludgate Station the other day. When the dear 
creatures run up to town for a little shopping and their husbands can’t 
—and perhaps it’s as well that they don’t—go shopping with them, 
their great question is ‘ Where can we get a little bit of dinner?” [ff 
they are wise they will try the Ladies’ Dining Room at Ludgate, con- 
ducted in the capital style in which all Srrexs and Ponn’s rooms are, 
where they will get a wholesome dinner and a good glass of wine cheap, 
instead of injuring their constitutions with pastry and brandied sherry 
at aconfectioner’s. It issofar East! Well, then I daresay they can 
get what they want at Victoria—but if they are wise they shop in the 


es 


City, where things are quite as good as at the West End, and far | 


more reasonable. 


THE HUNGRY JURYMAN. 


I never thought when I was called 
To serve upon that wretched jury, 
And when my name was loudly bawled 
In court, ’twould fill me with such fury ; 
To think upon that awful day, 
When judging some felonious sinner, 
My poor digestion had to pay 
For logs of luncheon, tea, and dinner, 


I don't think I’m a greedy man, 
But I consider meat’s a blessing, 
And from my early youth began 
To think of breakfast-time while dressing. 
The dinner-hour I know to be 
The sweetest of the four-and-twenty, 
And kinds of food are nought to me, 
That is, providing I get plenty. 


What matter where the case was tried, 
Or when, or who the wretched man—it 
Seemed all a muddle quite; and I'd 
An appetite ere they began it. 
I didn’t listen in the least 
To all they said of deeds unlawful, 
For, oh! that appetite increased, 
Until my state was really awful. 


I don’t know why they sent us out, 

I thought we all agreed upon it, 
But one slim grocer had a doubt, 

On some point, and raised questions on it. 
They locked us up in one small place, 

The while that horrid grocer chattered, 
And argued with important face, 

Of pro and con., as if it matter’d. 


I said I’d vote for either side, 
’T was just to get the matter settled, 
And then, with huge mouth open wide, 
He talked of conscience. I was nettled 
And quick replied, ‘‘ We've had enough 
Of jabber, sir, upon the question ; 
Let's toss for it—what’s conscience—stuff! 
To damaging a man’s digestion ?’’ 


My argument was all in vain, 

It made his opposition stronger, 
For hours I was in shocking pain, 

Till none of us could hold out longer. 
And so we let him have his way, 

And win the verdict, transportation ; 
And I shall ever rue that day 

Of agony and of starvation! 


‘Hard Lines. 


Tat fanciful young gentleman whose surname is Lyne, but who 
is playfully called Borner Ienativs by his friends and admirers, 1, 


we believe, giving a representation of his much-admired Norwich | 


farce at the East-end of London. The little play is charmingly got 
up, and the dresses are spoken of in terms of warm admiration 10 
certain circles. But the advertisements are the great success. 


Every omnibus and hoarding is placarded with the announcement that | 


| 


“ A. Lynes’, Shoreditch, is the place for smart clotbing!’’ Bravo: 
Brotuer Ienativs. 
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ALL THE DIFFERENCE. 


with SmirH and Rosrnson, Brown and Jones will talk somewhat after 
this fashion when they meet in front of Somerset House. It is always 
well to be definite, even in hypothesis; and therefore we say, in front 
of Somerset House. Brown begins. 

Brown.—Hallo! How dedo? Why, where did you spring from ? 

Jones.—Ha, ha, ha! Dearme! Whata coincidence! IJ-was just 
thinking of you. 

Brown.— Were you though? Ha, ha! Fine day, isn’t it? 

Jonzs.—Very. Ha, ha! 

Brown.— Well, and how are you, old boy ? Pretty salubriens, ch ? 

Jones.—All right. How are you? 

Brown.—Oh, all right, thank you. 

Jonzs.—Thai’s all right. 

(An interval of ten seconds is supposed to clapse. 

Jones.—And how’s everybody at home ? _— 

Brown.—Pretty well; slight colds, and that sort of thing. 

Jones.—Ah! Winter's coming upen us. 

Brown.—How are all your folks ? 

Jones.—Oh, they’re all right, thank you. 

Brown.—That’s all right. 

(Am interval of eleven seconds and two-fifths ocours here.) 

Brown.— You're looking well enough. 

Jonzs.—Oh, yes, thanks. Seldom very much the matter with me. 

Brown.—Been in the country ? 

Jonzs.—No. 

Brown.—Oh! 

Jongs.—No; have you ? 

Brown.—No. 

JonEs.—Qh ! 

Brown.—No, I seldom go. Think of going somewhere soon. 

Jongs.—Oh! Where do you think you shall go? 

Brown.—Don’t know. Perhaps to Margate. 

Jonzes.—I’ve been thinking of going to Margate. 

Brown.— Well, one hardly knows where to go. Every place is full. 

Jones.— Have you tried Herne Bay ? 

Brown.— Well, no; I haven't exactly tried Herne Bay. Don’t like 
the thought of Herne Bay. Do you, ch P It’s so out of the way. 

Jonzs.—Just what I say ; It always seems so out of the way ! 

Brown.— Well, are you walking east ? 

JonEs.—No; west. 

Brown.—Wish you good-bye, then, till we meet again. 

JonEs.—Good-bye. 

Brown.—Good-bye. 





[Exeunt severally. 


common-place individuals as Ropinson and Situ. 
imagine that Brown had the droll humour of Prorgessor Leong Levi, 
and that Jones possessed the genial gaiety of Mr. Beates, M.A. 
What should we then have heard? Something like this, perhaps :— 
Brown.—Hallo! How de do? Why, where did you spring from / 
Jonzs.—Didn’t yousee? Off thatcartload of greens. 
Brown.— What a rum fellow you are! Isn’t it a glorious day? 


up as.a judge of weather. 
Brown.—You can relieve my anxiety, nevertheless, with respect to 
your health ? 
JonEs.—No, I can’t. My doctor’s out of town. 
Brown.—How far is that? 
Jongs.—Same distance as back again. 
Brown.—How are they all at home—come now, seriously ? 
Jonzs.—They are seriously well; but they are comically affected 
with the snuffles. Talk through the doze, every one of them. It’s 
dot at all dice to hear people always talking through the doze. 
Brown.—Have you been in the rural districts lately ? 
Jongs.—Not farther than the Land’s End myself; but, mon cher 
ROwN, dites moi—— 
Brown.—Ah ! je vous remercie comme il faut tout 4 fait quelque 
chose parlez vous rosbif bon jour monsieur comment vous portez vous 
emain sil vous plait round ze cornare? Beg pardon, mounseer, you 
Were going to ask in your dear native language 
Jonzs.—Gammon. I was merely about to inquire whether you have 
en out of town for a blow ? 
kown.—Nong, mounseer, nong. I dare say I shall get down to 
argate before next week's out. But Margate’s beastly full. 
Jones.— Herne Bay isn’t. Try Herne Bay. ; 
Brown.—Shant. This light and pleasing interchange of epigram- 
matic wit won't do though. ‘Time's a hobjick. Going east ? 
Jonzs.—Tout aucontraire. All to the contrary. Westward, ho! 
RO*N.—Ta, ta, then! You that way, we this way, as the divine 
ILLIAMS saith. 
They part on the best of terms, mutually gratified. 


I es ae as eas 























Ir Brown and Jones are, let us suppose, on an intellectual level - 


Now, this is the kind of conversation which would have been carried 


on in front of Somerset House if Jones and Brown had been about as 
But only let us 


Jonzs.—Can’t express an opinion on the subject. Don’t set myself 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
(Answer in our next.) 


TELEGRAMS come from over the sea; 
News of war in a classic clime, 
Read with the rasher and morning tea, 
Soothes the languor of breakfast time. 
The galley yields to the swift Caique, 
And the curse is heard for the low salaam, 
And to half the world the news is Greek, 
For no one believes the telegram ! 
L. 
"Tis very plain and yet dispu 
Wits. endless talk athe Sari 
Arise from each man’s sticking tight 
To usage he believes is right. 
2. 
There’s nought more abused, 
But yet wise men will scoff, 
And say, much amused, 
That we might be worse off. 


3 


A southerly wind amd a cloudy sky, 
And what may happen and what may die? 


4 


He lived in exile, and with poet skill 
He wrote to change a tyrant’s stubborn will. 


5. 


Her Teuton name was a beautiful man, 

That beautiful girl when his love began ; 

And the great poet giving one last sad kiss, 

Wrote the sweet verses that called her this. 
6. 


Uneasy lies the head that wears—you name 
What SHakespeareE wrote and find this much the same. 


ANSWER TO Last WeEeExk’s Ae@RosTic. 


Cynic 
Alecto 
Bureau 
Islington 
Nunc 
Eli 
Total 

Answers te Aerostic in No. 80, received Nov. 23.—Correct :—Bossguessman ; (i. 
and B.; Unmitigated Cuss; J.8.L.; Quilldriver; Xarifa; Novus Homo; Pauline ; 
Deepthought; Saskatchewan ; Barbel; Karl; Vicious Vagrant; T. R.; Kiss 
Polly; C. K.; W. D. M.; J. P. W.; Pluff; Asmodeus; Mandeville Bb. P.; T 
Fenians; W. H. S.; Kilforbekeck; J. W.; Ruby; Gilbert; R. E. C.; A. B.P.; 
Smittles; M. W. S.; Jib-Jobbey; Sawbones; Count C.; Don J.; A. P. B. C.; 
T. W. B.; One Blind Pig; G. E. P.; B. Crumb; McGoo ; Mignonette ; No Matter; 
Montagu; Byngo; Blackheath; Dudgeon; Swoppington,; Owdashus Cuss; 
Stradbroke; Letherhead; J. J.; L. X. Kepi; Old Joha; Little Blazes; Swindle; 
Sweet is T. L.; Big Ben; Rev. Brethren; one Hatcher; J. E.A.; L.A. 38.; 
fl. KE. V. D.; Bumblepuppy; A. 5. A.; Co.; H. E. H.; W. A.; Solrac K.; Two 
Tubs; Zamiel; Fredericus; Isnexl; Latchford; Aguja; The D. on 2 3.; 
Fr JG. W.: A_D.; G. T. D.; Gdipus; and “The Champion Solver,” who isu’t 
the “Champion Speller,”’ for he mis-spells five words out of the seven. 


eee ee 


A Disorderly Disorder: 

Amonc the contents of the Victoria Magazine for last month we see 
‘Cholera: a Poem.” The subject seems hardly a promising one, but it 
is susceptible of lofty treatment, as may be seen from the following 
extract from the Nodles’ Gazette of Moscow :— 


‘nti ‘s visi holera has oni 
‘‘ Until now, thanks to the visible protection of Providence, the cho 
attacked the lower classes; but at present the terrible scourge attacks the middle 


class, and even the nobility.” 


ed 


HoeZzwpa 
HrHatdoa 





Economical Indeed! 

We have heard of people who wished to get a “ generally useful 
man cheap. That is to say, they wanted a groom, gardener, footman, 
messenger, porter, and farm-bailiff for the wage usually given to him 
who performs one of these duties. Here is somebody in the Surrey 
paper, Zhe County Times, going a step further :— | 

TANTED, a useful Man, of good character, to look a Horse and Chaise, and 
| Vv work in a garden.—Apply to Mr. B——, Chertsey. 
| We should think any man who would attempt to look a herse and 
| i ike ok a good deal more like a donkey. 
| chaise would be likely to look a g 
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‘“A PERFECT CURE FOR SMOKY CHIMNEYS.” 


Charlie (whe is a wag):—“‘I say, ToM, THAT LANKY FORBIGNER OUGHT NOT TO SMOKE, OUGHT HE?” 


Tom (wonderingly) :—‘‘ Wuy not?” 


Charlie :—‘"* BECAUSE HE'S HAD AN EXTRA LENGTH PUT ON HIS CHIMNEY-POT.”’ 


FROM OUR STALL. 


Tue new five-act play at Her Majesty’s Theatre is inexpressibly 
tedious; on the first evening of its performance it lasted four hours 
and three-quarters, beginning at eight o’clock and finishing in time 
to allow the weary heroes who had seen it out a quarter of an hour 
for refreshment in conformity with an obnoxious Act of Parliament. 
Amongst all Mr. Fatcener’s previous mistakes—and they are many— 
there is no such mistake as Oonagh, or the Loversof Lisnamona. Theleading 

in the piece is about half as long again as that of Hamlet; and, 
y way of making bad worse, the author—who plays this character— 
makes a point of saying almost everything twice, not to mention his 
habit of going into.fits at intervals, and only being brought round 
after a considerable lapse of time. These attacks became so frequent 
as the drama drew near its close that they were openly derided by the 
audience ; at the slightest symptom of syncope a roar went round the 
house. There is nothing very Semasbeobie in the way of scenery to 
counteract the drowsy influence of the dialogue. The best effect in 
the piece was the representation of an Irish hay-field, which was 
twice introduced. Messrs. Fatconer, Paics, and Ryper, and Miss 
Appison got through their work with courage; it must have been a 
hard thing to face for three or four hours the growing disapprobation 
of stalls, boxes, pit, and gallery, expressing itself through hisses, 
yells of “No more!” loud Jaughter, ironical cheers, and various 
other forms of interruption. The house, which was far from full at 
the rising of the curtain, was not far from empty at the falling of it. 
Mr. Fatconer has not commenced his winter campaign auspiciously ; 
the only way in which he can hope to retrieve this disaster is by im- 
mediately taking the name of QOonagh from his playbills. 
The adapters of Barnaby Rudge have now cut out some of the most 


undergone that operation. 


objectionable “ business,’’ and the piece is all the better for having 








Mr. Burnann’s latest burlesque, Antony and Cleopatra, is a poor 
piece of work. ‘There are no break-downs and very few songs (badly 
sung asa rule) to carry off the Cockney rhymes. A patter song was 
introduced by Mr. Cuartes Matuews; but he lost his memory, or 
his nerve, or both, and spoilt the effect sadly. The scenery is pretty 
and the dresses beautiful; this is about as much as we can consciel- 
tiously say in favour of Mz. Burnanp’s new burlesque. 





SHE COMES! 


By an ARDENT NATURALIST. 


From where the Afric forests spread, 
So deep and dense and lone, 
With fields of cloudless blue o’erhead, 
My beautiful, my own, 
She comes! 


The frigate bounding o’er the waves 
Will bear her here with speed 
To me—the truest of her slaves— 
My own adored indeed, 
She comes! 


No mortal human fair is she 
Of whom my muse thus sings: 
You’ve heard the good ship Zenobie 
A young gorilla brings— 
She comes! 
She quitsthe Torrid Zone, 
My ape, my beautiful, my own ! 
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‘“A PERFECT CURE FOR SMOKY CHIMNEYS.” 
Charlie (whe is a wag):—“‘I say, Tom, THAT LANKY FOREIGNER OUGHT NOT TO SMOKE, OUGHT HE 
Tom (wonderingly) :—‘‘ Wuy not?” . 
Charlie :— BECAUSE HE'S HAD AN EXTRA LENGTH PUT ON HIS CHIMNEY-POT.” 
ssoaiat aie acetl a 


Mr. Burnanv’s latest burlesque, Antony and Cleopatra, is a poor 
piece of work. ‘There are no break-downs and very few songs (badly 


FROM OUR STALL. 


Tue new five-act play at Her Majesty’s Theatre is inexpressibly 
tedious; on the first evening of its performance it lasted four hours 
and three-quarters, beginning at eight o’clock and finishing in time 
to allow the weary heroes who had seen it out a quarter of an hour 
for refreshment in conformity with an obnoxious Act of Parliament. 
Amongst all Mr. Fatcenenr’s previous mistakes—and they are many— 
there is no such mistake as Oonagh, or the Loversof Lisnamona. Theleading 

in the piece is about half as long again as that of Hamlet; and, 
y way of making bad worse, the author—who plays this character— 
makes a point of saying almost everything étice, not to mention his 
habit of going into. fits at intervals, and only being brought round 
after a considerable lapse of time. These attacks became so frequent 
as the drama drew near its close that they were openly derided by the 
audience ; at the slightest symptom of syncope a roar went round the 
house. There is nothing very ae in the way of scenery to 
counteract the drowsy influence of the dialogue. The best effect in 
the piece was the representation of an Irish hay-field, which was 
twice introduced. Messrs. Fatconer, Paice, and Ryper, and Miss 
Appison got through their work with courage; it must have been a 
hard thing to face for three or four hours the growing disapprobation 
of stalls, boxes, pit, and gallery, expressing itself through hisses, 
yells of “No more!” loud Jaughter, ironical cheers, and various 
other forms of interruption. The house, which was far from full at 
the rising of the curtain, was not far from empty at the falling of it. 
Mr. Fatconer has not commenced his winter campaign auspiciously ; 
the only way in which he can hope to retrieve this disaster is by im- 
mediately taking the name of QOonagh from his playbills. 


The adapters of Barnaby Rudge have now cut out some of the most | 
objectionable “ business,’’ and the piece is all the better for having 


undergone that operation. 


o 


sung as a rule) to carry off the Cockney rhymes. A patter song was 
introduced by Mr. Cuartes Matuews; but he lost his memory, OF 
his nerve, or both, and spoilt the effect sadly. The scenery is pretty 
and the dresses beautiful; this is about as much as we can consciel- 
tiously say in favour of Mr. Burnanp’s new burlesque. 





SHE COMES! 


By an ARDENT NATURALIST. 


From where the Afric forests spread, 
So deep and dense and lone, 
With fields of cloudless blue o’erhead, 
My beautiful, my own, 
She comes! 


The frigate bounding o’er the waves 
Will bear her here with speed 
To me—the truest of her slaves— 
My own adored indeed, 
She comes! 


No mortal human fair is she 
Of whom my muse thus sings: 
You’ve heard the good ship Zenobie 
A young gorilla brings— 
She comes! 
She quitsthe Torrid Zone, 
My ape, my beautiful, my own ! 
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| eee for he said as he was a-goin’ to tell us something werry 
; Ous, and I couldn't hear a word for their laughin’, and only see 





pe Evers, “and ’as growed a full ’ead since I see ‘im at Drury 
e. 








——————— 
MRS. BROWN AT THE EGYPTIAN HALL. 
“He wasn’t never at Drury Lane,” says the young man as was next 


I says, “Me go to the ’Gyptian ’All? never,” as isa place as I doen't | » é ? 
‘old with, through ’earin’ speak about a feller there in the name of er. “That he was,” says she, “for I ’eard ’im myself a-talkin’ 
ScraTCHLEY, as took me off, and yet should like to hear what he's got about Mas. Brown atthe Play.” “As is a baso falschood,” says I. 
tosay about me, not as it can be a bit like. So Mrs. Exxins, she says Says the young man, “ Why that’s ArTHuR SKETCHLEY as you're 
to me as she wanted werry much for to go, but didn’t like to be seen a-talkin’ about.” “Well, ain’t this Arruur Sxercutey,” says I. 
there alone, a8 I’msure might go to the world’s end safe and sound for | ; No,” says the young Pe ee eeeeene mee OF America, 
her looks, let alone her time of life, as will never see fifty no more in in the name of Axrtemus W ARD.” 
this world, and in my opinion nearér sixty of the two, though certainly J thought he couldn't be that Mr. Scratcutey,” says I, “ for he 
wearin’ well, not as ever I could abear them mow-'air fronts as she don t look like any one as would take off a lady, a-makin’ free with 
will stick to, and too much bonnet cap to my taste. er name. Well then it was just over, as ended in the National 

It was all through a-stoppin’ a day or two with ’er, as lives close Anthem, and I d been that pleased, I says, “ Brayvo,” for I'm partial 
agin Palestine-place, Bethnal Green, where they converts the Jews to them Merricans through the way as they behaved to my Joe when 
though I only knowed of one, as I'm sure looked as much like a Jun he went over there a-goin’ to Canady, and I'm sure any time as that 
as ever, and I don’t think ever took to pork kindly in’is’art. Well gentleman would come and take a cup of tea I should be proud and 
os she'd och ee mind on goin’, a-sayin’ os we should be ’ome onthe. appy, and shouldn't ave no fear of his puttin’ no ideas about them 
and ordered supper by eleven, and tas Kale alae’ os Oda dane fe Mormons into Brown s ead, not as Brown is &@ man as would ’old 
door, asthe sayin’ is, I didn’t so much mind, not as I likes bein’ with a many wives, as well I remembers ’im a-sayin’ when the man 
stived up at the end of one of them ’buses, wit’ not a breath of air and as kep’ the broker's shop opposite was took up and persecuted for 
that straw a-smellin’ that sickly, and jolted me that dreadful as I bergamy through marryin’ twice, as he thought the best punishment 
seemed shook to death by the time as we was set down in Piccadilly for a man as married two wives would be to compel ’im to live in | 
and ’ad only time for to take just a something for to still my nerves ae ‘a = ’ . 
as was shook to fiddle-strings, as the sayin’ is, and up we goes to that wee © oe On Gee Wenge Gay ee, See 6 eee on the 
'Gyptian’All. ‘There was that crowd at the door as I says to Mrs ground with my umbrella as is nat’ral, bein’ pleased, and flattened 
Exxis, “I ain’t a-goin’ for to be shoved about like a alligator for ice pron ig gp 7. ae « a oe Se eee: onan 
please nobody,” whena gent comes up and says, “‘ We'll find room for your noise, be quiet can't youf” I says, “ You're no gentleman to 
you, Mrs. Brown,” and sure enough he did, though I’m sure how he = = — a ae ee 

owed me I can’t think, and though a seat I got, it was very soon a or, oY yy mae Dasenes Sig tees 8) Bete was your 
like settin’ on one another’s laps, as is a thing I don’t ’old with in the confounded umbreller.” 1 says, “‘ Put your toes in your pocket,” for 
general way. I ~~ rather ye ~ So _ ye a time as you're a-comin’ out 

T con't cov-60 T thiols much of thet ° i . and ‘as onions for dinner let me wise you to bile ’em.” [I says, 
-_ when oa thinks of the Gal dina ca in tae oan - Reais Se TG Oe et we 6 ae ES pel your | 
when in course they didn’t ’ardly kn thi it’ inn er | 
as it’s as good as it te and Mrs. Tawe ie i ae ‘Se wen aes ook jee Dien aes an 8 Se top of Hectic, wien I 
it a bullock’s museum, as was no doubt the cattle show in them days oe See ee ee Bre Sy Seen en, Cee NP 5 males See 
There was beautiful music played as you couldn't see but ’ear, like - foot and down I pitches for'ard and swep’ all before me, and might | 
iawisible gal as I’ve card my dear mother speak on as di Saeed to | 8° fell into a glass door only a iron bar saved me as I felt for days 
'ear, see, and say nothin’. —_ 2 spoke po a os apt “ 2 * was they 

Axter the. sreaie 0 centile a ‘ ,.- | all, but the young fellow, he declared as he never touched me, and I 
i arp mo, Seu he come in with 2 Levely ad fat | wan't quitonure whether ‘as ketched my fot in my govnd ei 
whatever parties could see to keep a-bustin’ out laughin’ at T couldn't worry Dogue i Geet Caenge see. Feniie s-pees 18 Me Bain’ so 
— out, for he never smiled ’isself, and looked that serious as I could . pd per tend ; a - esa a — SP RNS SEMA, Sev Me's made 
see he felt ’urt at their lauc ; oburg downright shamefu 
miata Reatecen laughs, 2 nenet tid soo mare, erely | They feok me into dota’ shop two door of, os, Fm ure 
made parties laugh, though no doubt it were true, ’cos he said as he'd arene ray Sen REA 20 ANE Ge me 8. 88mepER | 
been in them Sait ahaes the.esld end aives oe ee ae and wouldn't take no money, but begged as I'dsit there tilll recovered | 
MRED ceade OF aticoe oad of cause oald ic. tm be ‘od cn Some e my breath, as I did for at least a quarter of a ‘our and then we started, 
Slt tee te eente. on rosea ai S pice ial AN, i pormgaien and we walked along, for the night bein’ chilly, Mus Evxins said as 
where the mines is. ] east way s so I’ve ’eard say Pp we'd better, and the ’bus would overtake us, but law, we kep’ a-walkin’ 

But I couldn’t’ ardly aan te, *ene:*dem, fall ile ical and a-walkin’, and at last I says, ‘Wherever can the ‘bus be got to, 

em Mormons, as he says ’ave got wives by the ’undred and oat one 2 ne ee ee cat os es ee | ee 
mother-in-law, as don’t seem nat’ral to me; but when he cated a Ca re ae . gee A gh aes A 
Picter of one old reprobate with all ’is wives and children a-playin’ ante ‘Oban ents senpest Sau to onene. + ean 7 , Cnee ere 
nae Gad Gost Yt aces @ithame een a aha Ot on - died with the cold, my teeth was a-chatterin’ in my ‘ead, so I says, 
“What do you mean ce * ame “Whe. Tea - as cents “ang “For mercy sake, Mrs. Exxrys, let’s get a little somethin’ ’ot ina 
see them créeturs as is no better than so is iat 24 Ont SO | seapectanio "enee, ” 98 We Gas Sanne, S08 seb arene eae & Che 
~ Bak law, it's wanderfal the thines aa the ee ee ek» tal bottle department where there was a couple of stools, as was better 
18 brimful of salt, and he told us Z the Beh their ey : pita wae Dotneny , 
ive, as must be painful to them dumb ncaa ‘as ’as their feelin’s “ . sant much foncy the ee oh Tha ee, Se 
doubt, thouch ch . : she kep’ a-coming and wipin’ down the counter, so I says, “ Don't 

’ gh a great savin’ of time and rubbin’ in. ’Owever them | }, fidgetin’ death like that.’’ She says, “If you’ 
women there can put up with ’avin’ fresh wives brought ’ome constant oe ee ae a Gre or , rn ae ae ree 
© edie cok ae Wcnece can tc dave to 1'4 ueett ke | 80'2 to stick’ere all night over that sixpen’orth of rum-and-water 
short work of the ’ussy. N ot but what that entl ae : my erry | ee re enenen oo Sagnt anyone. 
proper, a-sayin’ it war idlans in a man to ’ave . naan a oe T cays, “ Don't you be se and if she didn't take and tuzn up er 
eM We coe T aait, took to that yous ? I nose atme. I see what it was, she wanted me to make way fora 
y . quite too at young man, as I’m | young chap as was a-standin’ there smokin’, and if he didn't take and 












































sure’s bee > : ‘ ’ 
think Se eee serous, and Bay Ae we ae “TI can t puff ’is cigar right in my face. I give’im one for ‘isself in the chest with 
ols keeps on a-grinnin’ like mad when he’s a-talkin my elberas sent’im that wiolent agin the petition as brought out the 
Mus. 


landlord, and if he didn’t tell the pot-boy for to turn us out. 
Evxrns was that frightened as she bolted out of the place, so in course 
I follered and ’ad to crawl all the way tothe Bank afore gettin’ a "bus 
for Bethnal Green, as it was near one when we ne ‘ome, — the 
is lins k a a = supper sp’ilt, and the beer as ’ad been fetched by eleven as ead as 
ae eo in’ and ’im lookin’ that solemn and all as I could Aik erie, ‘ But I’d go anywhere's for to’ear that Merrykin gent 
i F out somebody a-faintin’ in some one’s arms, 80 I says to | ag puts down them Mormons, as is parties I don’t ‘old with. 
> sen LKINs, “If them grinnin’ baboons is a-goin’ on like this we k 
tee “ go, m~ I can’t’ear a word for ’em.”’ a asa 
4 young chap, “ What did you come for?’ I says, “ That's i 
Pominees,” “You can’t see a joke,” says he. “ Can't I,” say I. Talagrapme: eee 
vader’ eae gentleman is quite put out with your be’avin’ that Why must a telegram be slower in transmission than most 
; Mh... 80 he was, for he left the room twice, though once was for | letters? : ; : 
: _ up the moon, through bein’ a man short, as he said. Because it must go by s0 many posts before it reaches its destina- 
Says after a bit, “He ain’t much like his picter.’”’ ‘ No,” says | tion. | 


that proper as I ’olds with.” 
lan td that wild with one party close to me as kep’ a-shoutin’ with 
Shin’ so as I couldn’t ear a word at one part as I wanted partikler 
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SIX O'CLOCK AT THE GENERAL POST-OFFICE. 


One of the sights of London which you should always take your 
foreign friends to see is the General Post-Office at the time when the 
last great rush is made to catch the evening mail. If your foreign 
friends have been rather a bore to you of late you had better quietly 
allow them to become entangled with the crowd. If you do this 
adroitly you will see nothing more of them for hours; indeed, they 
will be lucky if they don’t get into the wrong box and find themselves 
despatched with other unconsidered trifles to remote parts of the 
United Kingdom, not to say the world. We once heard of a small 
boy who was taken to witness the scene at St. Martin’s-le-Grand, and 
became inextricably mixed-up with the rush. His agonised parent 
saw him disappear, and he was not heard of again until he was re- 
turned from a place in the north of Scotland, where he had been 
refused on account of the excess of postage charged on him. This 
may seem improbable—in fact, we think it very likely it does appear 
80, but that is no fault of ours; all applications on the subject may be 
made to the Postmaster-General, and, by the way, there is no necessity 
to enclose a stamp for the reply. 

As it approaches six the idler, by lounging in the immediate neigh- 
bourhood of the Receiving Department, and throwing himself in the | 
way of the general public, will be able to gather the public’s opinion 
of him with great ease. This is a mode of study we can hardly re- 
commend to those who possess sensitive minds, as under the circum- | 
stances the public is apt to be candid. If the lounger prefers, he can | 
gather some insight into the internal workings of the Department by | 
tapping at any of the little doors and engaging the clerk within in a | 
friendly conversation about the recent meteors, the length of Mr. | 
FaLconer’s new drama, and the probability of Mr. Drsrakgui’s | 
bringing-in a Reform Bill. Or he can give the pleased official a rapid | 
sketch of Arntemvs Warn’s lecture, the Christmas books, and a de- 
scription, with whistled illustrations, of Mgtion’s Concerts. He must | 
make the best use of his opportunity of getting an insight into the 
workings of the Department, as we cannot disguise the fact that he 
will probably only get a very brief glimpse of the interior. 

Some amusement may be got out of the window where the news- 
papers are posted. It may be refined into a highly ingenious and 
seasonable game, which you cannot obtain of Asser and Suerwrm, 
Parxins and Gorro, or Cremer junior. You must first of all insert 








[| Drcester 1, 1866, 


— 
LT ———— Sa eee 


~~ 
EE rr 


=r TTT] 


UT 
a | 


<a ee anes 


vs ee Lar 


a notice of your own birth, death, or marriage—or all three at once— 
in one of the principal London papers. You must then buy up the 
whole edition, pack up the copies separately, and direct them to all 
your friends and acquaintances—and everybody else you don't happen 
to know. This may be easily done with the help of a few directories. 
Having packed and addressed your papers, you employ one or two 
men to carry them, and when the window opens you amuse yourself 
by pelting the clerks inside with them. With a little practice you 
will be able to hit your man to a certainty—and even seriously injure 
him if there happens to be a heavy article in the paper, which is fre- 
quently the case. 


News from Burlesquia. 


The pantomime season is fast approaching, and dramatic authors in 
quest of subjects for burlesques have already reached their wits’ ends 
in the endeavour to meet the demand for pieces which will run till 
next Wits-end-tide. Lepnrriens is used up, the heathen mythology 18 
exhausted, and it isonly by combining the plots of two or three totally 


| different stories that the tastes of managers for good stock titles can 


be gratified, and a collection of remnants made to look as good as new. 
Of course we know the names of all the coming entertainments, but 
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in all but one case we have been sworn to secresy. We can only hint | 


that there will be a remarkable unanimity at all the theatres in con- 
sequence of authors having separately arrived at the artful conclusion 
of beginning all over again. There is one exception, and we are 
permitted to divulge it by the kind permission of 





but never | 


mind. The play now in active preparation at the Theatre Royal —— | 


but that’s of no consequence—is to be called Robinson Hood Crusoe and 
his Man Little John Friday. 





The Meteors. 


Pourcrsan X.O. says that while on his boat on the 14th of 
November he saw an area-light very distinctly. It smelt, to bim, 
very like cold meat. 





Wry is a gentleman who is ill in Kensington like a recluse ? 
Because be .s s.cx-west’ard. 
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HOW TO WRITE AN IRISH 
DRAMA. 


Ir you'd write an Irish drama, 
Be awhile attentive, pray, | 
While I show a panorama | 
Of ingredients in the play. | 


Take, oh take some lads and lasses, 
Take a dreary moonlight glen, | 
Take a comic spy who passes 
Through a lodge of Ribbon men. | 


Take a burly Irish squire, 
Take a wretch, to work the harm, 


Let him set a barn on fire, 
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Take a mortgage on a farm. 


Take a chain of circumstances 
Implicating innocence, 
Take a chambermaid who dances, 
Take unworthy evidence. 


Take a secret still, and work it, 
Take a rattling Irish jig; | 
Take a judge who sits on circuit, 
In his flowing full dress wig. 


Take a lawyer in a fury— | 
Evidence that’s most unfair, 
Take an idiotic jury 
With moustache and flowing hair. 
Take a colleen, flirty, jilty, 
Take a crowd in court to yell, 
Take a verdict, too, of guilty, 
Take a priest and take a cell. 





HOW TO MEET YOUR CRITICS. 


Coster :—‘‘ Yau-aAH! ALL A-BLOWIN’ AN’ A-GROWIN’! Yau-au!” 

Testy Old Boy :—‘‘ PRETTY NOISE THAT FOR A MAN TO MAKE!” 

Coster (with injured feelings):—“ Come Now! You DON’? SET YOURSELF UP FOR A 
JUDGE ©’ MUSIC SURE/y !”’ 


Take a noble sheriff, bringing 
Pardon which the convict claims, 
Take the village bells a-ringing,— 
Take and piteh ’em in the Thames. 








! 
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| AN OLD STAGER ! | Answers te Correspondents. 
| AGoop story, which used to be told by Mrs. Jorpan, has been re- | 


| peated and not improved by a writer in the Pail Mall, who has the P. P., Yorkshire.—Good boy, very clever; but, you see, omnibus-drivers, 
moral courage to narrate it in the first person as a piece of actual ex- in London at all events, sit in the middle, so there was no mistake at all! 
| perience. The stery, well-known to the last generation of theatrical LIVERPUDLIAN.—A person in the act of springing does stand on nothing. 


_ folk, was to the eff : . For the rest see P. P. and don’t do it again. 
ceffect that one evening, when the celebrated actress . B., Bayswater.—We do not return rejected MS. You should have 


above-named was about to play Rosalind in that most charming of ; 
pastorals, As You Like It, the wicked brother of Orlando was indis- | ~~ eae ee —. Fleet-street. 
| . me one eng to stamp and growl by deputy. The gentleman; wp. J.—Be patient. Our correspondence is so numerous and our 
| neties ot y consented to act as Oliver's substitute at very short | space so limited, we can’t reject you even in a week’s time, and can take 
| » Jound that the poetry of those twenty-four exquisite lines in | no notice of “Please reply in your next number.” 
the penitent scene completely staggered him, and he was obliged to; Sau1B wouldn’t go off well. 
_ Say his say in prose, which he did as follows :—‘“* Well, you see, I'd Tue author of “A Cloud with a Silver Lining’? must be content to 
_ $one to sleep under an oak, and a little green snake came and curled | remain under it. — ; ; ; 
itself round my throat, as [ was given to understand afterwards, or,| Box is an amusing dog, but why can’t he write English ? 
| - eanres I shoul dn’t have known a bit about it, being as sound as a | ——— metre’s so irregular it looks like Devon-sherry 
, » you know, ma’am. Nasty thing to have a snake twisting | : = seats ; ?; 
| ™ : nad your throat, you know, especially if it’sa venomous snake, | fos th kes Vesneue Why be idiotic? We may safely sit upon your wit, 
but O ey say this one was, confound it! Well, who should come up | yy, 4’ must B. A ——we-won’t say what, not to know that joke is as 
rlando, who frightened the varmint into a bush, where there | old as the hills. 
— ° growling, hungry brute of a lioness, which had got loose out of; H. R. D., Pentonville, will see ‘‘ Her Eye” is out. 
: me travelling menagerie, I suppose, for I’m not aware that there’s| CC. B., The Mumbles, seems also afflicted with the jumbles. Wo can’t 
any such breed of animals running wild in these parts. Well, hanged | make head or tail of what he sends. 


if Orlando didn’t kill the beast, and then——oh, yes, I see, Mrs. GROWLER must put up with anything that’s fare. : , 
ORDAN, ma’am, you're waiting for the cue. All right. Why, you! H. J. J., Cheltenham, has apparently Prarzp upon the Red Fisherman | 


Ow, then, ma’ ,»” | for his fishing lines. 
: am, 5 owohe W. B.—Don’t give way to joking, it’s wrong in one so young. 

Declined with thanks—G. F. G., Penzance; X., Wimbledon; A. P., 
Kensington; R. S., Kilburn; Phenomenon; ‘A Voice from the Gods”’ ; 


Extraordinary Anthropological Discovery. A.B R. C. 8., &c.; W. T. N., Henley; T. D. V. B.; E. 1; 





»¢ = , a “ 
Tae Anthropological Society has picked a quarrel with the Ethno- 7 ‘ora >, ‘ ai a P. a ~ fos ag ee a _ iS : 5 
Society about the days of meeting; they happen to meetin 4" 3) “Ht friars: ae C.,. Lincoln’s-inn ; 'R. G. 8. r. “* Pether : 


logical 

| same room on different Tuesdays. é M 
| merits of the question, because the Anthropological Society is 
€r notorious for quarrelsomeness ; but, in the course of the dis-— 


2 : A. B., Blackfriars; S. S.; 

It is unncessary to enter into O'Shea” ; Nuode, Chester; Peter Gayters; J. G. H.; W. L.; Cos 0; 

I. M., Becile; E. W., Liverpool; T. B., Derby; J. K.; E. F. C, E., 

| pute, this ] ; - Edinburgh; J. W. S.; W. 8., Dundrum; T. G. C., Essex; J. K. A., 

it atter society has found out that the day before Wednesday is Marchester; E. B., The Hall; X. X. X., Islington; M. de P.; W.F. B., 

| re ge day from Tuesday! This learned body will no doubt make | Belfast; W. H.; E. G., Greenwich; F. W.; W. BE. D.; Atharcodicus ; 
her discoveries in due course of time. Down to the present time | Kafoozleum; E. C. W.; J. G., Camden-town; G. T., Bushey ; Nemo; S., | 


We fear this is the only discovery they have made. Euston-road ; Insansis; W. C. B. 
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EVERYTHING you po?” 
Unele :—“ YE8, MY DEAR.” 


Master T.:—‘‘TuHex WHY DO YOU ALWAYS TRAVEL THIRD-CLASS ?”’ 


Uncle :—“* BgcaUsR THERE'S NO FOURTH!”’ 
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A VERY GOOD REASON TOO! 


Master Teddy :—“‘I say, UNeLB, DIDN’T YOU SAY YOU ALWAYS HAVE A REASON FOR 
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THE SEASONS. 


Tue mirthful Spring is too light a thing— 
Too much of a child for me ; 

No trace in her face of the sober grace 
That a lover would wish to see. 

ilers are the showers—but half the flowers 
Hang back for her sister's call. 

| Amongst the seasons, for divers reasons, 

The Spring is the worst of all. 


I fear the Summer, the next new-comer, 
Because of her changeful forms, 

She hath all my praise for her cloudless 

days— 

My teak for her dreadful storms. 

She hath dipt her love in the fires above— 
Her kisses like lava fall. 

Amongst the seasons, for various reasons, 
The Summer is worst of all. 
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The Autumn drear glides into the year, 
And moans like an injured ghost ; 

Then tremble and fall the brown leaves all, 
Till the earth is in rags almost. 

The Autumn flings on blossoming things 
A shadow of shroud and pall. 

Amongst the seasons, for several reasons, 
The Autumn is worst. of all. 
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| To revel and dance and sing). 
It is full of such ills as tradesmen’s bills, 
And its pleasures are few and small. 
Amongst the seasons, for many good reasons, 
The Winter is worst of all. 


Purr-HAprs.—The French proverb says, 
** La joie fait peur,”’ whicb is the reason why 
a cat always purrs when it’s happy. 
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FRANCE. 


From Ocr Own CoRRESPONDENT. 





Paris, Tuesday. 

Tarxine of still sillery—we were talking of still sillery once, you 
recollect, and why shouldn’t we talk about it again if we choose ?—I 
was told of a capital thing the Emperor said last week about the 
dukedom of Chatelherault, the claim to which it is expected he will 
decide in favour of the Marquis of Abercorn, though an absurd 
rumour has for some days prevailed that he has already given judg- 
ment for the young Duke of Hamilton. I shall send you the news 
by telegraph as soon as it reaches me, which I expect will be in the 
course of a very few days. With respect to the Imperial joke, 
I am extremely sorry that, as it won't bear repeating in English, 
ee ne happen, at this particular moment, to remember the 

nch. 


A very amusing incident happened yesterday while I was dining at 
the Trois Fréres. Just as the waiter brought round a simple little 
salmi of frogs'-legs, oysters, ortolans, turtle-fin, grouse, pheasant, 
foie-gras, larks’-tongues, olives, plovers’-eggs, champignons, cocks’- 
combs, cucumber, truffles, and venison-fry, he upset it all. All? Yes 
that’s all. Funny anecdote, don’t you think ? . 

There was a murder the other day in the Rue de la Morgue. A 
mother and daughter, who lived together in one room, were found 
with their brains knocked out, their throats cut, and their features 
horribly mutilated. Life was extinct in both cases. One of the 
bodies had been thrust with seemingly superhuman violence up a 
chimney. The whole affair was, for some time, involved in mystery 
as it was quite impossible that’ any person should have got into the 
house, and it was clearly proved that nobody had gone out. The idea 
of suicide was totally precluded by the circumstances; so was the idea 
of mutual assassination. At last the riddle was very simply solved 
and the only wonder then was that anything so ridiculously obvious 
had not been seen through at the very first. A favourite little monkey 
the property of a man named Epoar Por, had done it all in a mis- 
chievous frolic. The poor little brute, quite unconscious of the havoc 
it had committed, was found shaving a hair-trunk with the razor it 
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had employed in the perpetration of the double murder. All Paris has 
been to see the monkey, and has taken it large store of nuts. 

_ The Bourse has closed easy but flat to day. I have been to look at 
it, and it has a very singular appearance. Coupons have nothing re- 
markable about them, but are generally described as firm. The 
circular of the Minister of Foreign Affairs has restored confidence in 
the coulisses, but I would rather be excused from saying why. Rentes 
are calm; I might even add collected. The following figures will 
speak for themselves :—4} 96°30 to 1°363 ; 75c for the account ; Crédit 
Mobilier, 1:947f. 36c. cash ; Lyons Railway, 502f. 16 3-7ths c. in de- 
mand. Odd occurrence in the Rue Richelieu, tandem turning the 
corner turned over, nobody hurt. 44 96°30 to 1:363; 75c. for the ac- 
count. I will tell you a little story. Lorp Exvpon had an insur- 
mountable objection to travelling with more luggage than was 
absolutely necessary. 4} 96°30 to 1°363; 75c. for the account. 
One day Lapy Epon begged that she might accompany him 
to the York Assizos. 4} 96°30 to 1:363; 75c. for the account. He 
reluctantly consented ; but said that he would have no band-boxes. 
43. There was a band-box. 96°30 to 1363. He pitched it out of the 
carriage window. 75c. for the account. When they got to the 
Assizes Court, there was no finding the Lord Chief Justice's W'S: 
4} 96°30 to 1:363. Where could the Lord Chief Justice's wig have 
hidden itself? 75c. for the account. Suddenly .her ladyship’s maid 
remembered that she had put it in the bandbox. 4} 96°30 to 1°363; 
75c. for the account. 


| The Winter is good, be it understool, | 
| For scarcely a single thing 

| (Although it is prime at the Christmas time 
———lL === | 
Bon Mot by the Baby.* 


War is pitch like “thank you?" Because it’s “ tar.” 
* Born within sound of Bow bells. 
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NOTICE.—On December the 3rd, price Twopence, 


FUN CHRISTMAS NUMBER, 


Sixteen pages, Toned Paper, with numerous Illustrations, engraved by 
the DauzizL Broruegrs. 


Proprietors) by THOMAS BAKER, 


[December 1, 1866. | 
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WINTRY REFLECTIONS. 


By Aa Poor Man. 


Let poets rave of Christmas mirth 
And Christmas weather: why, on earth, 
Should I pursue their channel ? 
My Christmas mirth’s rheumatic pangs, 
My Christmas weather only hangs 
This scarecrow with more flannel. 


Why, with those bells’ perpetual noise 
So clash with others’ feelings? Joys 
Like yours are only greedy. 
Take hands to wring, not ropes to pull; 
For empty bells, give bellies-full 
Of food unto the needy, 


| 
| Oh! that one’s springtime could return— 
The lips to kiss, the heart to yearn— 
Spring season brief and sunny! 
Instead of winter, harsh and old, 
When lips are withered, hearts a-cold, 
And comfort’s bought for meney. 


Alas, by these poor sticks I sit 
| And shiver, while my feeble wit 
The backward course is tracing, 
To youth’s first spring, love’s early prime. 
No winter then !—it was a time 

Not bracing—but embracing. 


He took her fancy when he came, 
He took her hand, he took a kiss, 
He took no notice of the shame 
That glowed her happy cheek at this. 


He took to come of afternoons, | 
He took an oath he’d ne’er deceive, 
He took her master’s silver spoons, | 


TAKINGS. 
| And after that he took his leave. 


SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


REMINISCENCES OF Russia. 
Home, sweet Betoravia! 


My DEAR YOUNG FRignp, I heartily forgive you! 
Fo For three weeks,’’ as you very properly put it, ‘“‘the readers of 
UN have been kept without their Sporting Intelligence ;’’ and then 
a §0 on to say, like a kind-hearted man as you are, ‘“‘ This is really 
ae bad! It makes me appear as though I broke faith with the 
Never you mind the public, my dear young friend! The public is 
oe old enough to take care of himself. The public never gave me a 
re _— when I really wanted it, though it now comes and pros- 
f itself every Wednesday morning under a pinnacle than which 
were a Golden Calf it could not grovel more obsequious. The 
public! If the public could get my tips gratuitous, do you think it 
would buy them for a penny? ‘The public ain’t such a fool. 
H I have forwarded your letters as usual, but have received no reply. 
n 18 this to end? Where are you? Where have you been?” 
a n the next sentence, which for your own sake I suppress,"you call 
ea delusory old vagabond, or words to that effect. 
‘i i, if you had ventured to use such language where I was, a couple 
grenadiers of the Preobajinski Regiment would have taken you out 
Dh the N evskoi Perspective, and, after a few glasses of vodga (not at 
ad Stuff is vodga), would have knouted you for such an insult to a 
Wioworermlly revered in Russia—the honoured name of 
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_ apean alleys; but is it my fault if a Friend of mine, with whom I 

shi Shooting partridge-birds along of him at Sandriagham in Norfolk- 

fault if } mentioned at the time, see your last volume passim—is it my 

i nt = pa have the Old Man for his “ guide, field-officer, and 
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day as “it did not become him for to bandy compliments along 


"—(I quote from memory)—and my own feelings were similar. | 


Better Ditto :-—‘‘SBALL BOLLETS, ILLDEEL! 
dolsels, BAJOR, THE SOOLER WE PART THE BETTER!”’ 
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® early years of the Old Man were not passed in courts—except | of this dark, Nicuoras is quite 


| 





THE BONNET AND THE WEATHER. 
' 


Half ;—*‘ QUITE ENOUGH TO GIVE ANY ONE COLD! 


Tr you GOIL TO TALK 








| of Human Wishes,” and I'll show you a hundred who read their 
| Nrcuotas regular on the eve of a race. So much for the burly old 
doctor! 

As for Russia, I consider it one of the largest territories ever known, 
except, of course, the British Islands; but it is still plunged in bar- 
barism, and most ef our popular sports are still unpractised within its 
frigid soil. I must say, however, as nothing could exceed the warmth 
of the reception they gave Us—except the cold of the climate, which 
you will find confirmed in every geographical work upon the 
boundaries. Wherever We went—and owing to the luxurious nature 
of the sleeping accommodation in the railway carriages, I may have 
passed insensible through many a province—there were dozens of 
Boyards (of whom you may have heard as being sans peur et sans 
reproche, French), of Hospodars, and Waiwooks, and Waywardens 
(Foresters), and Droschkies, and Moujiks, end Nevas, and, in fact, all 
the paraphernalia of a proud and happy land. 

But even loyalty has its limits, and you must draw the line some- 
where. When my dear young Friend—not you, sir, good as you are— 
when my dear young Friend asked Nicuowas fer to go a-hunting of 
the wild boar, with the chance of a wolf or two, NicHotas up and told 
him as he was a Briton, and none of your tallow-gorging serfs, and 
which /e might go risking of his valuable existence, but not with the 
Prophet’s sanction. The Old Man’s pluck is tolerably well established, 
but so is his position, and he don’t choose to display the former at the 
risk of losing the latter. Boys will be boys, and those which like to 
| go a-hunting the wild boar are as welcome to do so as the flowers in 
May; but the Prophet stayed at the Duchess’s, which there was a 
| very nice Champagne lunch there. Still, if you don’t mind kceping 

game to write a series of articles on 


“Tae Forrst Sports or RvusstaA; BY A BOoAR-S8LAYER; 
? 


Witn Remarks ON KNURRSKIANDSPELLOVITCH 
NICHOLAS. 





P.S.—Should the happy pair be blessed with offspring, I am told as 


| it is not at all improbable but what one of them will be christened after 


Dr. Jounson, who ‘wrote the spelling-book, very neatly ve 2 | your Old Man. 


P.S. 2.—The sherry wine in Russia is poor stuff; and NicHoLas 


As for literary ability, you show me ten men who read ‘The Vanity | have a bad cold in his head. 
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MORNING PLEASURES. 


Pirasant is the early morning, 
When the London fogs are strong ; 

And the joys of Somnus scorning, 
You arise and march along. 

Where Grimalkin caterwauling, 
Looks disdainful of your dress, 

And the milkman, hoarsely bawling, 
Brings the matutinal mess. 


Pleasant ‘tis to see the "buses, 
When they roll along the street, 
While the casual coster cusses, 
As his vehicle they meet. 
Useful is the City’s teaching, 
To the intellectual head, 
But I swear, sir, while I’m preaching 
That you're better far in bed. 





Caotn Talk. 


‘By THE SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


hurries along — as 
‘Time must do now-a- 
days to keep up with 
railways and _ tele- 
graphs ; poor old boy, 
he must be sadly out 
of breath on occasion 
for he is no chicken! 
Time hurries along, I 
say, and the signs of 


Christmas become 
plentiful. Christmas 
books, Christmas 


bills, Christmas in- 
vitations, and Christ- 
mas calls, like coming 
events, cast their 
shadows before. The 
theatres are most of 
them the scenes al- 
ready of incessant 
labour on the pre- 
parations of the 
Christmas pieces. 
Weary authors are 
just gasping as they 
rise to the surface 
after a plunge into 
the troubled waters 
of Christmas work. 
One of the signs 
of the near approach 
- of Christmas is the 
——- appearance of the 
= annual flight of 
almanacs and diaries. 
. One or two stray 
birds have already been brought down at the Fn office. Messrs. 
Devarve produce a variety—there is a fragrant Russia leather pocket- 
book and diary for the man of business—a morocco with gilt clasp for 
my lady—and several other forms. In each case the printing in black 
and red is a specimen of finish and delicacy. The City Press, witha 
spirit worthy of that excellent journal, produces a handy-sized diary 
interleaved with blotting paper—price only one shilling! - 
Mr. Hvoues is a gentleman whose writings I admire, from some of 
whose opinions I dissent, but for whose conduct I have the warmest 
admiration. Heis one of the truest friends the working man possesses, 
for he does not scruple to oppose him and condemn him when he is in 
the wrong. His speech to his constituents the other day was in 
admirable style—fearless, but not defiant; good-tempered, yet not 
fawning. He spoke on two subjects which should have more attention 
than is paid them—the condition of the dwellings of the poor, and the 
dishonesty of the small trader. The latter subject was treated rather 
lightly by his audience, who seemed to forget that they were making a 
ke of having their pockets picked. In discussing the former subject 
x. HuGues, with his accustomed candour, gave us an insight into 
the private workings of Parliament, that clearly explains how good 
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measures melt into thin air, and abuses are suffered to linger on froy 
session to session. This portion of his speech [commend to the Ref): 
League. That body would do the cause more good by reprinting jt 
asa tract than by publishing rough caricatures of its opponents. Such 
things are allowable enough at an election in a borough or even 
county, but are scarcely dignified productions for a national associa. 
tion. 

Mr. Noste’s admirable statue of Sir Joun FRANKLIN was uncovered 
the other day. It is a good likeness, and the position isa natural one, 
There is always a howl about our statues; the friend of some disap. 
pointed sculptor starts it, and there are plenty of senseless people to 
follow suit, but I fancy Mr. Nosre’s last work might fairly escape 
even such interested dispraise. Apropos of criticism—who is sent 
sent to “do the pictures” for the “leading literary journal,” [| 
wonder? I saw that there was in that journal the other day a criti- 
cism of a picture by Nicoi1, at WALLIs's Exhibition—said picture 
being only in the catalogue, not having been finished in time fur ex- 
hibition. Curious cleverness this, and reminding one of the noted 
guide-book condemnation of a bust in the Great Exhibition—which 
had never been out of the sculptor’s studio when the notice was 
written. 

In these days of Penny Readings, the little folk ought surely not 
to be forgotten, and I am glad to see Mr. Francis Youne is about to 
edit a series of Excelsior Readings to be published by Mr. Muxny, of 
Bouverie-street, who brings into co-operation his own experience as a 
teacher. The scheme seems a good one to judge from the prospectus. 

The New Water Colour Society’s Exhibition of Sketches is a re- 
markably good one. There is a view of Bevrout, by Cart Wrenyex 
there, that I’d sooner have than almost any water-colour I ever saw. 
It is a masterpiece. There are good bits of sea and coast by Haves 
and Mocrorp, and pleasant landscapes by Piperon, Wuymren, and 
Warren. Gurpo Bacnu is very strong—one of our young giants in 
the figure-school, and CaTrermMoLe, W. Lveas, and W. L. ‘Tomas, 
are well represented. The Old Water Colour opened last Saturday, 
but I couldn't get there, so I must postpone my report on that till next 
week. 

I don’t always agree with the Pall Mall, as I fancy my readers may 
have perceived, but I must give my warmest commendation to an 
article on the Civil List Pensions in the impression of the 26th ult. 
It is deliberate and fair, and puts the case with great clearness. But 
I’m afraid all the press can do will never remove the evils com- 
plained of. 

The annuals lie before me. Messrs. Casseiu’s Ay Pale Companion 
has a telling wrapper; and some of the illustrations are capital. The 
prose is good on the whole—better than the verse; and the book is 
turned out in most creditable style. Messrs. RourtepceEs’ Annual is not 
so happy in its wrapper, nor are the illustrations so good, being, for the 
most part, Mr. Ross’s, whose drawing does not strike us as fuany, 
even in its badness. The literary portion is good, though we could 
spare Mrs. Henry Woov’s story. Beeton’s Annual (which, for reasons 
pretty generally known, is now Messrs. Warp and Locx’s) should 
have been styled Hash-ups, for it abounds in illustrations that 
appeared long ago in other works—old friends with not particularly 
new faces. In this respect it reminds us of the famous pictorial Yel- 
verton case, which was adorned with ancient cuts, lugged in, neck and 
crop, to ‘‘illustrate”’ the text. Compared with the other annuals, this 
is but a meagre shilling’s worth; and Messrs. Warp and Lock do well 
to retain the otherwise dubiously advantageous Becton title, for even 
A String of Stories, bad as it is, is better. Of Mr. Wakne’s annual, 
Five Alls, the only one remaining for notice, it is obvious that much 
cannot be said in these columns; but, that it is the best of the annuals 
I assert fearlessly. * 








Verbum Sap. 


Ovr Tarver Twsivetrees (limited) is being wound up! The 
Court of Chancery is endeavouring to discover how he is off for 80a), 
and the Grocer points out how the proceedings reveal that mixed up 
with the speculation in washing-compounds are the names of ‘‘severa 
clergymen, one a doctor of divinity, and others well-known as leading 
preachers.’’ Cleanliness, we have always been told, is next to godli- 
ness, and the reverend gentlemen may have some excuse for taking UP 
the trade of vermin-destroyers, since Beelzebub means nothing more 
than the king of flies. But it depends on the issue of the proceedings 
how far they will wash their hands of the soap powder. 





The Long and Short of it. 

Mr. and Mrs. Bovcricavtz, it is said, are about to quit the Lyceum: 
Tie Loug Strike not having proved a success, we suppose they “tur? 
out” in order to try the success of a short one. 
yelling: 4: hla 

* Because the Editor has threatened to punch my head if I don’t. 
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OONAGH: 

| OR, THE LOVERS OF LISNAMONA. 

| In Five Firs. 

| FIT I. Scexz 1.—O’Donovan’s Farm House. Enter Coxnor 
O'Donovan meeting BARTLE FLANAGAN. 


BartLE F. (se’zing Connor by the throat)—Your father is a mis- | 


creant. He has ventured to ask me to pay him what I owe him—none 
but a double-dyed villain would do such a thing to a bhoy of the 
| Qirish pisintry. He is a blaygaird; but I want him to take me into 
| his employ. . , 
Connor O'D. (mildly).—Nay ; he is my father, and to put it rently, 
our remarks are in bad taste—especially as you come to ask a favour. 
BartLeE F.—It would perhaps assist to give an Irish tone to our 
conversation if I here remarked, “ Musha alanna avick ?”’ 
Connor O'D. (firmly, but kindly).—It would, Bartle. 
BartLe F.—Then consider it done. 
Coxnor O'D.—I will! I will! [ They rush into each other's arms. 
BartLe F.—Connor, Oonagh O’Brien loves you! 
Connor O'D.—Ah, get along wid ye blarney ! [Simpers R. 
Scene 2.—A Hayfield. Enter Laps and Lasses dancing. 
A Lav.—Faix, bhoys 
[A conversation, twenty minutes long, between A Lap and A Lass, cut out 
for want of space. Apologies to Mx. Fatconer.— Ei. ] 
A Lass.—Thrue for yez! 
Autb.—Musha! 
Enter Connor O'Donovan, meeting OonaGu. 
Connor O'D.—Oonagh, I am but an Oirish bhoy, while you area 
respectably dressed young person, suggestive of a music mistress—but 


I love ye. 
OonacH.—Ah, avick alanna machree! Also acushla! 
[Comes down and blushes. 





[ They musha, 


Connor O’D.—We will marry ! 

Oonacu.— But net without the consent of pa. He is an extensive 
landed proprietor, and you are only a farm labourer, or something 
(pardon me) equally common, and he might—I say he might object. 
It’s unlikely, but he might. 

Connor O'D.—My father, Fardourougha, the miser. 

Oonacu.—Whom everybody loathes! 

Connor O'D.—The same— shall go and ask his consent. 

Oonacu.—My own Connor! [ They entwine. 

Scene 3.—Intertor of O'Brien's Farm House. 


[Episode of some length about Lent, cut out for want of space. Apologies 
to Mr. Fatconer.—E£d. ] 
Enter O’Brien and FarpDovuRovuGHa. 

Farp.— Mishther O’ Broien, my son loves your daughter. 

O'Brren.— Well, as I haven't the plishere of knowing him, and as 
he is far below me in the social status—I should say shtathus—and as, 
moreover, he is the son of the biggest ould blackguard—— 

Farp. (sternly).—You mean blaygaird. 

O’Brren.—I beg your pardon—blaygaird for miles around, why I 
must take time to consider. 

Faxp.—Ha! My bittheresht cairshes on yez for not jamping at an 
alloince wid the house of O'Donovan. I amlike a dog with his tongue 
out. Cairsh ye! cairsh ye! cairsh ye! [Goes into Fit the Furst. 

Enter BARTLE FLANAGAN. 

Bartz F.—I will entice O’Connor to the quarry where the Ribbon- 
men hold their secret meetings. He shall become one of us—and then 
Iwill betray him. For no particular reason. 

Dance by all the characters. 


FIT II.—TZhe Quarry. Risnonmen discovered. 


[A lecture on Ribbonisim, an hour and a quarter long, cut out for want cf 





space. Apologies to Mr. FALconen.—E£d. ] 


Enter Connor O'Donovan and Bartle FLANAGAN. 

Bartre F, (‘ntroducing him).—A comrade, bhoys! 

Connor O’D.—Niver! I came because I expected to meet my 
young womanz here. We always meet here by moonlight. It is not 
Correct, perhaps ; but never mind that. 

ALL.— We don’t! We don’t! [they don't. 

_Somesopy.—Here is a person called Peery Clancy. We will bury 

m and cut off his ears! 

ALL.—We will! [ They bury him, all but his head, and cut off his ears. 

Bartie F.—We will leave him here, and Phil Curtis shall watch 
Over him. 

ALL.— He shall. ae aoe 

( Exeunt all but Puri Curtis and Peery CLANcy’s HEAD. 

Pur C.—Clancy, I will murder you! 

Auprence.—Cut it short! 

HIL C.—Never! I will smash your head with a stone. 


_ a 


| 


| 


Se 
SE, 


| Fardourougha, the Lover of I 
| lady. 
| 
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' Enter Conxor O'Donovan. 

Connor O'D.—Not so! [ Points at him, 

Pui C.—Foiled! Humph. Another time! { Tableau. 

}’anp.—Ah, musha, then! {Goes into Fit the Second. 

Tr" . ‘ 7 ° — 
FIT IIT. (considerably curtailed).—Exterior of a Saving’s Bank. 
2 Enter FARDOUROUGHA. 

Crowp.—The bank has stopped! 

_Fann.—And Iam ruined! Cairshes on ye! I am but a dog with 
his tongue out! (Goes tnto Fit the Third. 
PIT IV.—A Court of Justice. Coxxor O'Donovan being tried for 

something which doesn't appear. 

CouNsEL ror THE Crown.—I am going to call five hundred witnesses 
for the prosecution. 

CounseL rox Derencr.—And I two thousand for the defence ! 
(Evidence of ninety-two witnesses cut out for want of space. Apologies to 
Mr. Fatconer.— Ed. ] 

Jupcr.—I am obliged to clutch at my desk or I shall tumble over it 
into the court. But (veek/ess/y) no matter! 

Counsen ror Derence. —I will now call my _ seventy-second 
witness—— 

JupeE.—No, hang it all—I know it’s in your part, but—dash it. 
You know—I can't stand it. Even they (indicating audience), who can 
stand a good deal, can't stand it! 

Avupience.— We can’t. Hear! hear! 

Jupce.—What say you, gentlemen of the jury, is he guilty ? 

Jury.—He is! heis! 

[Great joy of audience, who hope that Connon O'D. will be taken out and 
shot. But he isn't, 

Farp.—Musha avick! I am like a dog with his tongue out. Cairshes 
on the judge—cairshes on the—cairshes on--— 

[Goes into Fit the Fourth, 


FIT V.—The Condemned Cell. Connor O'Donovan discovered. 


Coxnxor O'D.—I suppose no one ever saw a condemned cell with a 
eroiaed and mullioned cathedral window before. But Danson is as 
Danson does! [ Weeps resignedly. 

Enter FARDOUROUGHA. 

Farp.—I am like a dog with his tongue out. Cairshes on society 
at large! [ Faints. 
Enter BAntTLE FLANAGAN in custody. 

Barrie I’.—I am in custody, and I must die; but what of that ? 
The Oirish bhoy laughs a hidewus laugh of scorn at death. . 

"(Laughs a hideous laugh of scorn at death, All shriek. 
Enter the Suerirr or Cork. 

Farp.—Sheriff of Cork, what if I cairshed yez ? 

Surnirr.—Oh that were too fearful! Spare me! [oes on his knees. 

Faxp.—I will. I am like a dog with his tongue out! But stay—I 
will reveal all! 

Is about to reveal all—hy which he probably means that he will explain 
: the allusion to a dog with his tongue out ; everyone listens eagerly to 
hear this awful mystery explained, when a ground cloth to be used 
in the next scene makes a premature appearance from the back of 
the stage, and cuts all the performers off tueir legs. | 

Farp. (recovering his balance).—I will reveal ALL! 
[Same business—all pick themselves up, and goon as tf the phenomenon 
. was a familiar characteristic of all condemned cells. | 


Farp.—lI will reveal ALL! 
‘Same business. They all hurry off, and reveal ALL in the Green Room. 
Sceng 2.—Behind the Scenes. FARDOUROUGHA and STaGE CARPENTERS 
discovercd. But no—this scene is too awful. 


Scene Last.—A Hayfield. Laps and Lasses. Enter Oonaau. 
Oonacu (supported).—My lover is to be hanged to-day. How 
annoying ! 
Enter O' Brien. 
O’Briex.—Nay ; he is reprieved. Bartle has confessed ! 
OonaGcu.—Oh, I am pleased to hear that. Ah, he is here! 
Enter Connor O'Doxovan—Oonacu and Connor fondle. 


[ Three-quarters of an hour's dialogue between the lovers, cut out for want 
of space. Apologies to Mn. Fatconer.— Ed. } 

Farp.—Then all is joy again. Iam no longer like a dog with his 
tongue out; and I revoke all the cairshes which I have had occasion to 
make during the piece. (Zhe Suerirr oF CORK, the JupGE, Jury, 
O'Brrey, Bartie FLANAGAN, and all others cursed in the previous scenes, 
enter in high spirits.) I will faint no more ; and if (addressing a person 
at the back of the pit), you, sir, who alone have sat out the performance, 
will signify your approbation, you shall have the dying blessing of 
isnamona—which is a place, and not a 

l Goes into Fit the Fifth, all over the Stage. Tableau, 
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GOING TO BATH WITH A VENGEANCE. | 


’ » 999 
Jane —“ Come ovt, Master CHARLES,—WHAT Gre YOU A-DOIN OFF 


Master Charles -—“Gu! suck FUN! I'LL BE THE BATHING-WOMAN, AND THE PERAMBULATOR'S THE MACHINE, AND YOU RE THE 
HORSE—AND COME ALONG AND WE'LL GIVE BABY A DIP!” 








FROM OUR STALL. | Mr. Dominick Murray astonished and pleased us: the character | 
} 
| 


. ae on ‘should never have been given to a low comedian, but Mr. Murray 
Tue new Adelphi play, -4 Sister’s Penance, is likely to run for some | very cleve 


time. Its plot is tolerably interesting, and its performance tolerably 
artistic. The gravest fault of the piece lies in the character of its 
hero, a particularly repulsive and heartless person, whose fate cannot 
possibly be a matter of concern to anybody under the sun. The | of Dowrnick Murkay would have brought matters to a better end. 
dialogue is not up to Mr. Tom Tayxox’s usual mark, and the low-| ‘The Victoria Theatre improves rapidly ; there is some really excel- 
comedy business might advantageously be dispensed with. On the | jon¢ scenery by Mr. Fenton in the last piece produced here. Big 
first night of A Sister's Penance the audience was kept waiting too ships and heavy seas are represented with wonderful truth ; and there 
long between the acts ; the scenery at this theatre is not such a marvel | ;, the usual transpontine allowance of cutlasses and gunpowder. The 
of elaboration as to justify “‘waits’’ of half an hour. The Adelphi play is well worth a trip across the Thames 

moon, too, requires looking after; it very nearly caught fire the other ; 


rly disappointed the hopes of the vulgar by declining to be 
at all coarse. ‘The costumes are very handsome; Faust looks lovely 
in mauve, and Valentine's extremities are indescribable. The last | 
scene is much too gloomy for the finale of a burlesque; an apotheosis 


evening, and was only put out just in time. Miss Kate Terry was 
uproariously received, and acted with her usual finish. Mr. Hermann EPIGRAM 
Vezin, despite the hardness of his style, made a favourable impression ; — 
and Mr. Bi.uincton played with great care in a very unsuitable part. | By OnE wWHo was Bit. 
At the fall of the curtain, Mr. Puititms came forward and told us » 

Were I on the look-out for ventures, 


that 4 Sister's Penance would be performed ‘every evening for the t think & aaald oat lox dabouinies ; 


oe are disposed, for our own part, to limit its career toa But if I did I'd put my veto . 
It is not fair to write a burlesque on Faust ; neither is it easy. The On managers whose motto's “ Fvto. 

legend is too terrible for parody, and much of the diabolic dialogue is | — 

too grotesque to bear caricature. Mr. Hatrorn’s version of GorTHE’s G 

play, now performing at the Olympic, is not a very brilliant produc- POSERGE: 

tion. It goes pretty glibly, thanks to the performers, the dresses, and A Tip Taker writes to request enlightenment on a vexed point 

the music; but the author's share in it is decidedly the least meritori- | in grammar. We are glad to be in a position to settle it. We say 

ous. The acting, dancing, and singing of Miss Farren would alone | “there is soup in England, but 4r-broath, in Scotland.” 

suffice to make the fortune of an Olympic burlesque; and, in the pre- 

sent instance, that young lady’s talents and animal spirits are ably 

supported by the other members of the company. Mr. Vincent's A Query. 

conception of Mephistopheles appears to us much truer than that of A FRIEND of ours, who has seen a good many presentations of plate, 

Mr. Puetrs; and the singing of Miss Auy SHERIDAN is decided] 


’ y | wishes to know whether the speeches made on such occasions are the 
more in tune than that of Mz. W. Haxrison. The Marguerite of | origin of the word “ plate-itudes.” 
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MRS. BROWN ON THE RAIL. 


[ po think as railways is beastly contrivances, and only ono thing 
about em, as they gets you over the ground pretty quick, and don't 
let the grass grow under your feet, as the sayin’ is. Notas it’s always 
so, for I’m sure the way as them Eastern Counties treated me is down- 
right shameful, as it’s quite bad enough for to risk your life in trustin’ 
it to’em and don’t want to be cheeked into the bargain. However it 
was as I come to go to Cambridge goodness knows, for it’s a place as 
I’ve ’eard is famous for sassages and butter as they sells by the yard, 
as is a foolish idea as does werry well for tapes and ribbons but don’t 
seem nat’ral in butter, and ’ave seen the duke on it a-ridin’ myself in 
the park with a ’at and feathers. 

It was all through Mrs. Toppinton as I come to go, as is eldest 
daughter to ALDERMAN WiTTLEs, where I did u:ed to live afore I 
married Bkown, in the Regency Park, she’s been married these many 
years, afore I was, toa sugar baker in the name of ToppinTon as rich 
as CzsAR8, as the sayin’ is. Well she’s always been a kind friend to 
me, and kep’ it up through me a-goin’ to see ’er now and then after I 
settled, as was the mother of four but not’calthy from their births, 
and all goin’ off with them teeth, and when ’er Hatserr were born it 
was a surprise and called ’im arter that prince in their joyfulness, 
through ’im bein’ ‘lected ’ead over Cambridge, though a ’ard fight for 
it through some not a-wantin’ ’im. 

Well I remembers a-secin’ ’im and QuEEN Wicrortra when she took 
‘im there for to ’ave ’im installed, as they calls it, a-startin’ from the 
Totten’am Station. In course that young Hatpnert is growed up, 
through ’avin’ outlived ’is teeth and got through the measles and 
‘oopin’ cough as I nussed ’im in myself, and ’ave got the gownd now 
as Mrs. ToppINTON give me, likewise a ’andsome shawl lct alone the 
money. So bein’ growed up, what must they do but send ’im to 
College for to be finished off, and werry near finished off he were, 
through a-goin’ huntin’ after a steeple if ever you ’eared tell of such 
foolishness. I’m sure when Mrs. Toppinton sent the footman off for 
me, a-sayin’ it was life and death, I was in a twitter, and got there 
and found all packed ready to start, and she says to me, “‘ Marra, 
you must come with me,” as ’ad’ardly nothing with me but my night 
things, and couldn’t ’ave gone at all if it’adn’t been as Brown was 
away, for neglect my ’ome I never will, but he’s gone up to Durham 
along with a friend as wants ’is opinion over a new stcam injin as 
they’re a-makin’, though goodness knows they've injins enough 
a’ready, I should say. 

Well, I couldn’t say ’er nay,and afore I could say where I was 
we was in the train, though I’m sure it’s a wonder as ever we did get 
into the right one, for the confusion and crowds at that Shoreditch 
Station is enough to distract you, and sich a journey to get to the 
place as is a out-of-the-way ’ole. We wasn't long a-gettin’ to Cam- 
bridge, leastways to the station, but it takes you nearly as long to get 
into the town as it do to come from London. When I sce Master 


Hatzert, I thinks to myself, “ Here's a end to this precious pickle,” | 


for he was that smashed as jam was a fool to ’im, with ’is left eyebrow 
shaved clean off, and ’is face cut about frightful, with three ribs and a 
collar-bone broke, ’is ancle sprained, and ‘is elber put out. He was 
that delirous as he didn’t know ’is ma, but swore frightful and told 
er to get out, a-sayin’ as she stole ’is tea and sugar and wine. 

Werry good lodgin’s he’d got, and a werry nice lady as kep’ ’em, 
but a nice time she must ’ave of it with many such as Master 
Hazert to lodge with ’er I should say. It wasn’t for nearly three 
days and nights as ’is ma ever left ’im, and would sit a-wringin’ ‘er 
ands over ’im ; but he was young, as the sayin’ is, and so he struggled 
through, but of all the tempers in gettin’ well, and would ’ave me do 
everythink for ’im, snapt ’is ma’s nose off, and said as I amused ’im, 
and would lay there a-laughin’ like mad and me a-talkin’ serous to 
im; and then he'd ’ave ’is friends in to see ’im, and make me stop in 
the room and tell ’em things as I’d seen and known, and if they 
wouldn’t shout agin, as I didn't consider quite manners myself, but 
18ma always said as I did ’im more good than anyone, and sol 
stopped on for near three weeks and then says as I must go, anda ‘ard 

ght I ’ad to get away, for them young collegians wanted me to stop, 
and said as I should be a first-rate ’cad of a ’ouse, which is not the 
rst time as I’ve been told that, but shouldn’t care to keep ’ouse in 
Cambridge myself, though lovely places as I see with gardens a-goin’ 
down to the edge of a ditch, as smells that frightful as it give me quite 
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Walden, as a aunt of mine did used to live in and never 'eard on ’er 
for sentries, as the sayin’ is, so takes my ticket for there, Mrs. Topp1n- 
TON and Master Hatnerrcome and see me off, and I’m sure’ad grate- 
ful arts, though why ever he will laugh so when I’m a-talkin’ I can’t 
make out, though ‘is ma do try and check ’im, a-sayin’ constant 
“For shame, Haupert.”’ : 

I was thankful when the train was off, for them railway whistles is 
downright distraction, and keeps a-goin’ off till they nearly drives you 
mad and makes you jump out of your skin, and I believe they only 
does it just to scarify you, as they calls a lark. I’d’eard say as Saffron 
Walden isn’t far off from Cambridge, but law I thought as I shouldn't 
never get there, and at last we stops at a place as is named arter somo 
bishop, and I says, “‘ When do we come to Saffron Walden?’ Says a 
porter, “ You did ought to ’ave changed at Audley End.” 

I says, “’Ow was I to know that?’ He says, “You might ’ave 
asked.” Isays, “Whatever for? You did ought to ’ave told me.” 
He says, ‘ Owcould I; I never sce you till this instant ?” 

Up come the station-master and if he didn’t ’ave the impidence to 
talk of chargin’ me the fare as I’d come past the place where I'd took 
my ticket to. I says, ‘“ You'd better do it.” He says, “ Why didn’t 
you change when they called out to you?” 

I says, “Who called out?” ‘“‘ Why,” he says, “at the station where 
you.did ought to ’ave changed.” I says, “I never’eard no callin’ 
out,.andif I ’ad shouldn’t ’ave understood their gibberish as don't 
speak plain.” 

“ Well,” says the station-master, “I'll send you back in about three 
hours,’’ andso he did, but law I ’ad to wait in a room without a.bit of 
fire till my feet-was downright benumbed, and when I got back to the 
place where you changes for Saffron Walden there wasn’t no train for 
more than a hour; and when I got there arter all if my aunt ’adn’t 
been dead and buried this three year, as I think she might as well 
’ave let me know, and no train till near nine, as took me up to town in 
a fog that thick as you might ’ave cut with a knife, as the sayin’ is, 
and the railroad a-goin’ off with constant bangs, as frightened me ‘arf 
out of my life, as they said was fog signals, and we never got to town 
till past twelve, and not a cab to be ’ad for love or money, and ’ad to 
walk with that turkey as I was afraid would spile if left behind with 
my other things, and I’m sure I didn’t never think when I bought it 
as I should ’ave to complain of its weight, but thought break my arm 
it would, and a man he come up and says, “‘ Let me carry it for you, 
mum.” 

Well I didn’t much fancy ’im, but was that beat as I ’adn't ’ardly 
the strength for to say no, so I says, Walk in front on me,”’ so as I 
might keep my eye on ’im through the fog ’avin’ cleared off, but law 
bless you, jest as we was gettin’ near a cab-stand by Bishopsgate 
Church, all of a sudden he bolted down a side street like a serpent 
a-goin’ off. I hollered, “Stop thief,’ that loud as brought three 
police, but whatever could they do, so there wasn't no ’elp for it but to 
getacab and go ’ome, and’ad to stand and ’ammer at my own door by 
the hour together, through that gal bein’ a ’eavy sleeper, and 


_shouldn’t never ’ave got in till mornin’ only Brown he'd come ’ome 


and I did wake ’im at last, as opened the winder, and says, ‘Go away 


a turn when I was a-standin’ seein’ them boys a-pullin’ in them boats | 
48 some is as narrow as toothpicks, and wouldn't trust myself in one, | 


not if they was to go on their bended knees. 

must say as some on’em isn’t strong enough for to work as they 
do at them boats, and a-strippin’ to it too, and one as looked that 
delicate as I says in a laudible woice as he might ’ear me as he did, 
Ought to take care of ’isself. There’s a werry nice market at Cam- 
bridge where I bought a fine turkey, through a-goin’ to see a friend 


on my way up to town, but law they're a independent lot and made | 


me pay for the basket to ’old it, but certainly a fine bird, for all he 


’ . . . ¥ . 
t no feathers on, and bought him ‘cos I was a-goin’ on to Saffron 
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- felonious intent.’ 


with yer,” and it's a mercy as he ’adn’t ’is blunderbus loaded, or 
might ’ave fired through ’is thinkin’ me a disorderly character. 


A November Night. 


A cotp November night: the sky 
Is full of fiery falling stars, 

That seam the silent depths on high 
With red and blue and purple scars. 


A night that men shall often name 
Hereafter, when o’erhead they saw 

The fleeting brilliance flare and flame, 
While nature stood a-gaze in awe. 


But some with feelings deeper far 
Record this night, of all the years, 

Which marks the quenching of a star, 
That gleams—and glides—and disappears. 





Taking him up. 


‘‘T way mention,” said the lecturer, - Horne Tooke 
“Did he?” said the chairman. ‘Then I hope it was not with a 
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“Sir,” said the lecturer, “he was a well-known man—a public 
However, as I said nenre, One ——. , 
* What! on his first appearance 





character. 
_ Did he?” said the secretary. 

"Well, it’s not everybody who does.”’ 
And with that the lecturer closed. 
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A DESPERATE FLIRT FOR HIS AGE. 


Charlie :—“I ONLY WISH YOU GIRLS WEREN'T MY SISTERS!”’ 
Cis. :—“ Wuy, CHARLIE ?”’ 





Charlie :-—“ Oa! ONLY WoULDN’T I JUST PLIRT WITH YOU, THAT'S ALL!” 


OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


Tuere will be no gift book this year better than—few as good as— 
Wayside Posies (RoutLEpGR and Sons), with the poetic department 
edited by Mr. Bucnanan and the artistic by Messrs. Datzie., who have 
the drawings of such noted draughtsmen as Messxs. WALKER, PINWELL, 
and Nontu, to work upon. ‘The Bit o’ Garden,” “The School,” 
and * Our Little One,” by Mr. Waker, take us back to the time when 
we looked forward to each month’s Cornhill for “ Philip’’ and his 
illustrator. Mn. Nortn this year we think has made a great stride. 
His landscape, always full of truth and earnest feeling, acquires a wider 
interest by the figures he introduces so well—as will be seen in “* The 
Grindstone,”’ ** Reaping,” “ Nutting,” and ‘“ Peace,” but most notably 
in the ‘‘ Vagrant’s Song,” which is as full of nature and airas a glimpse 
of areal Devon lane. Equally fine in another way, as a realisation of 
a phase of nature are ‘On the Shore"’ where the ripple seems to stir, 
and “ Spring’’ which is full of golden sunlight. Mr. Prnwe.t con- 
tributes the most wonderful picture in the book—“ Substance and 
Shadow,” a vivid realisation of a reflection on water which has never 
been surpassed. ‘“ King Pippin” is another charming picture in which 
the child's figure proves that Mr. Pinwett is capable of appreciating 
grace and beauty in a high degree. He should cultivate this power 
for the only real complaint adverse critics can find against him is the 
neglect to exercise it. He must remember that homely truth in art is 
heightened, not detracted from, by the added grace and charm the 
artist's — can give. We could point out many more of Mr. Pin- 
WBLL's drawings that are of high exce!lence—“ The Island Bee,” “ The 
Old Cart,” “‘ Summer Storm,” “ Winter Song,” and “ Mother Rumour.” 
Of the verse we could single out many pieces that are real poetry ; in 
some we detect Mr. Bucnanan’s own skilful hand, in others we gladly 
recognise new writers, and welcome them warmly. 

Miss Jean IncELow's Poems (Lonomans, GreEN, and Co.) are 
delightful at any time and in any form, but at Christmas, with such 
illustrations as this present edition boasts, they will be hailed with 


FUN. 
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' cannot afford guinea books, but who will thus get his finest work. 


(DucmmMBer 8, 1866. 


MANY THANKS. 


| 
i Yrs! my very ugly cousin, 
"| We were spooney years ago ; 
‘| We wrote letters by the dozen, 
And you told a fib or so ; 
We were both enthusiastic, 
Then there came an awful row, 
For your conscience was elastic— 
I could kiss you for it now! 


We exchanged our little presents, 
Sut of course we kept it dark ; 

I admired my uncle’s pheasants, 
And his horses, and his park ; 

''l'was your sister, I don’t doubt it, 
Overheard what we had said, 

For she went and peached about it— 
Blessings on her little head! 


‘Then I tried the fierce, heroic, 
Grandly sentimental dodge ; 
But your father was a stoic, 
And dismissed me from the lodge. 
You wrote slyly to your lover, 
Tear-drops with the ink were spilt, 
Then at last you threw me over— 
Oh! you dear, delightful jilt! 


Your sweet mother, thanks to you, love, 
Makes a face whene’er we meet ; 

And your father looks so blue, love, 
When he cuts me in the street. 

Feelings deep of obligation 
I must owe them all my life, 

‘or they’ve spared me degradation 
With a silly, heartless wife ! 


Odd Phrases from Fraser. 


| this sentence, touching J. C. Catuoun on slavery ?— 


‘“‘ He saw plainly that it must Jire for ever on the defensive, and 
die at last in a government founded by,”’’ etc. 


We own ourselves at a loss to see clearly how anything 
that is to live for ever can die at any time, first or “last.’ 





delight by givers and receivers of gifts of the season. The artists, 
Messrs. Pinwett, Nortu, Worr, Poynter, Hoventon, Smacy, and 
E. and T. Dauzret, have worked with a will, and the book is nobly 
illustrated. We have not space to do it justice. One of the most 
striking pictures is Mr. Nortn’s “ Orchard” (page 81), with the long 
grass, through which you seem to hear the “ whish-whish ’’ of passing 
feet, so thoroughly is the effect realised. ‘ Persephone,” by Mr. 
Poynter, is a magnificent drawing, and Mr. Prxwe.t’s illustrations 
to “‘ Winstanley ” and “ The High Tide” are as fine as can be, while 
Mr. Wotr’s pictures of bird and beast, notably on pages 137 and 199, 
are truly exquisite. Mr. Smaut is vigorous and sound as usual, the 
Messxs. DALziEL give some charming bits of poetic landscape, an 
Mn. Hoventon delights us with groups of beautiful, bonnie children— 
for instance, in the illustrations of “Songs of Seven,” of which the 
first is a gem. 

The pictures in these books show us the artists’ own work, not 
the technical rendering, by ’prentice hands, of washes and suggestive 
touches. They have all the value of “ artists’ etchings ’’—full of the 
earnest loving work of men who put on the wood exactly what they. 
want to show, even to the thickness of a line; it is a school © 
drawing that must eclipse the sort of work which can almost be 
engraved by machinery. We are hardly surprised to find that it has 
terrified and alarmed some of the critics. There are few newspaper 
critics competent to pronounce an opinion on art, but all can Cry 
“Qh!” at novelty and originality. 

Messrs. Cassrit, Petrer, and Garry, have published Dore § 
Wandering Jew, in which, in our opinion, the great Frenchman is seen 
to the greatest advantage in his own peculiar line—the blending of the 
grotesque and the terrible. The boldness and breadth of drawing ™ 
the second picture are marvellous. The fifth, sixth, seventh, eleventh, 
and twelfth, are also remarkable works ; but, indeed, each of the series 
is, in its own way, 4 great composition. The book has been admirably 
printed by Mx. Bgsr. Its price places it within reach of those who 









Wuat does that excellent magazine, Fraser, mean by | 
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© TEMPORA O MORES! 


Ir’s easy to write poetry just now— 
That is if you’ve a friend who’s a reviewer, 
| He'll place the laurel on your blushing brow, 
And swear no poet e’er wrote verses truer. 


| They may, of course, be rubbish—what of that ? 

| Your friend declares them to be grand and great ; 
| Without his aid your book had fallen flat 

As the proverbial pancake on a plate. 


A “Saturday Reviewer ’’ writes a book 
That's straightway puffed in the Pall Mall Gazette - 
The reason’s plain,—behind the scenes you look, 
And see the men belong to the same “set.” 


A series cometh out in the Pall Mall, 
Mayhap, some Cambridge sketches—scenes in College; 
The Saturday belauds the writer well,— : 
Of course, his brother speaks of him with knowledge. 


| 

{ 

| So runs the world. Does Swinburne, reckless boy, 

| Write verses that wise men receive with frowning ? 
| §traightway some kindred souls, elate with joy, 

| Declare he beats both T'eXNyson and Brownrnac. 


A senator would sway the Louse one night, 
And for his party is an earnest pleader, 

And next day for the 7imes sits down to write, 
Upon himself, an eulogistic leader. 


| From foreign shores an artist comes unknown, 

| A pianiste who gains much admiration, 

| The Square of Printinghouse knows one alone,— 
| It’s right.a man should praise his near relation. 


In Art, a PALGRAVE wields the critic pen 
To praise a friend’s work with description fine ; 
While every year sees daubs by favoured men 
Unblushingly hung first ‘ upon the line.” 


Be loyal to your friend’s a golden rule, 
And honourable in this and every age ; 
But if that friend should chance to be a fool, 
There’s no occasion to proclaim him sage. 


“ Praise me and I'll praise thee,” the proverb gocs, 

_And men will do so to the end of time ; 

Yet some day I may chance to find,—who knows ?— 
An honest critic, subject for my rhyme. 








Canny, or Can’t HeP 
WE should be glad to learn the truth of the following paragraph, | 
taken from Public Opinion, and, supposing it to be true, whether Enwlish 
authors have not a right, where they possess copyrights, to interfere :— 
, “The American News Company are publishing a series of the ‘British Pocts,” in 
puntoome volumes, green and gold. The books are printed in Edinburgh, by 
ALLANTYNE AND Co., with the American publishers’ imprint.” 
+ series of “ British Poets’’ would be incomplete without the writings | 
’ living authors like ‘I'ennyson and Browninc. Surely, although 
ey cannot prevent American booksellers from piracy, they should 
ave a right to prevent their own countrymen from aiding and «abet- 
Or is this a sort of reprisal for the Alabama case ? 


ting the Yankees. 





The Latest Testimonial. 


We understand that the debenture-holders of the London, Chatham, 
and Dover Railway, are thinking of presenting Sm Morton Pero with 
one service in recognition of many others. We hear that it is to be 

razen, not silver, as being more appropriate, and that the inscription 
€ toa “share ami’”’—in every sense. 


Le Peau de Chagrin. | 

& We see a new material advertised for tablets and slates, entitled | 

Bostonite.”’ The usual material of which tablets are made is ass’s 

‘ oe trust the new article is not the Yankee epidermis; if so, it 

plains the soreness which America has displayed of late on one or 
WO questions, . 








Literary. 

‘ ° } 

a CORRESPONDENT wants to know what “Our Social Bees” can be | 
ut? A hum, of course. 


nn __smmmmmsinainiiiaininelaaimpaitianiaaainaiiiammmiamaaaaiaiin 


ry Pt tea 
“AS 
Meee 


| 
' 


Smal? 





ie i 


Mat 
| Re 
te 

in| i 


viIN 
Hh ye 


i ; 
oh 


THOSE BOYS AGAIN! 


Arab Gymnast (to stout party who has come up for the cattle show) :— 
‘Now THEN, SHADDER, CLEAR THE COURSE!”’ 


Answers to Correspondents, 


H. E. P., Weymouth; Fau., Mincing-lane.—Thanks, but we don’t 
want acrostics. 

Captain J. F. B., Glasgow.—We doubt whether Borderers, especially 
with such Saxon names, know much about Scotch. 

OMICRON wants vivacity—his spirit, in fact, is a little-o. 

R. R. sends us an old joke, and asks, ‘‘ Must I try my hand on some- 
thing better than the above;’’ Certainly—honest industry, for instance. 

A. C. E. evidently doesn’t know how to spell his own name. 

Jack.—“*Common”’ and ‘‘come-on”’ are uncommon bad rhymes. 

N. A. F. R.—Your lines on the new rifle are not shoot-able—except, 
perhaps, as rubbish. oe 

A. M. S.—‘‘ Childish Sorrow’’ is too childish. 

T. G. N., Clifton.—*The Wells’”’ should have been batter instead of 
verse. 

“Hints To LopGEers.’’—Unsuitable. 

Tim Doorn is so mournful over Molly Malone that we feel it right to 
let him (M)alone. 

F. L., Dublin. —Much obliged. But we are not receivers of stolen property. 

E. W.—About Philomel we have had our fill o’ melodies. 

Boo must consider himself boo’d out! 

Exon.—Our answer exactly met the application. 

H. H., Go!den-square.—Original sketches (copied from our own back 
numlers) are of no use to us, 

Declined with thanks—W. H. R.; J. G., Camden-town; J. W. R.; 
W. B. S.; F. S., Stanhope-street; A. W. S.; Lambard-street; R. A., 
Erith; Incognito; W. H.; W. H., Esher; H. Rt.; A. W.; R.A. W.; 
C. A. R., Brighton; S. S., Dublin; R. T., Essex; Joshef; F. H. W., 
Camberwell; R. T.; A. M.; W.; E. H. §.; Patty F.; G.C. M.; John 
Quill; A. C. F.; Commercial; Quis; W. H. W.; E. L. D.; E. H., 
Gloster; Lumba Loochcha; A. L. B.; J. N. A. B. H., W aterford ; 
S. L. W. T., Edinburgh; J. M. B., Forest-hill; I. S.; H. 5S. J., Bond- 
street; C. E. G.; E. J., Goswell-road; W. T. N.; G. F. B., Kemp-town ; 
T.R.: J. V.; W. K. B.; H. N., Kew; M. L. N.; Aguja; Richards; 
E. R. N.; J. F., Bolton. 
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IMPATIENT PENELOPE. 


Miss Penelope C. Kiggins to Captain Smith (who is lighting up) :—“ Naow, CuNNLE, LET'S CLEAR AS SOON AS YOUR COAL’S IN. mene 
AND I ARE DYING TO TAKE THE KNOTS OUT OF AOUR LEGS!” [Miss P. C. K. dates from the other side the Atlan!: 





DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


(Answer in our neat.) 


He spreads his reign from Tigris to the Nile, 
And the Abbassides upon him smile. 


7. 
They boasted if the sky should fall 
Their spears could hold it overhead ; 
Yet on the battle-field they all, 
With him, their leader, ‘basely fled. 


Joun Butt sits back in his easy chair, 
And quietly hears the row they make ; 
There’s many a prison, and who will care 
| 


ee ee 
' 


When each man sees his silly mistake: 
And when a country finds to her cost 
The game is up and the cause is lost : 





ANSWER TO Last Wexk's ACROSTIC. 


| R Rubric C 
‘. E Era A 
He held one note till ladies said V Vixen N 
His singing was indeed divine ; O Ovid D 
And soothed a monarch's crazy head, L Lili I 

‘* Across the walnuts and the wine.”’ T ‘liara A 


ty { Y + : a + > 1 , to 30th ' 
The smoke from the altar blew far throuzh the air Yo correct Gobations of the last Aorvetio have vegoked 98 UP | 





And the king bent his head at a terrible prayer November. 
When the dead came to meet him so awfully there. | 
3. | ‘And done For. 


Often does the daring painter, 


: : fear too many politicians, if they were compelled to post their 
By the ocean's sounding shore, We fear t y pom y p Pp 


ised tab Mealiiees aad cakes calling, would have to do as the newsvendors have been doing since | 

“—- ms the liken - yet aenyer Messns. Cassett, Perrer, and Gatrrn started their new paptt, 
rows the likene = rmore. | namely,—put up a notice, “The W orking Man taken in here.” 

. } 

The hope of youth to cheer us in the strifi | 

And yet who gains it at the end of life ? 





Praise duly A-Warded. 





°. | A. Warp is an anagram! We say so fearlessly, and defy bm 
The son of Menvzick was a Calmuck swe! contradict it, for since he has been at the Egyptian Hall he ba 
And ruled his people terr ibly and well. become A eat. 
london: Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Pugnix Works, st 1drew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietors’ by THOMAS BAKER, 
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Fetrgr-LANE—and certainly not the Rosherville Gardens—is the 
_ place to spend a happy day. You can do it cheaply too, for it is only 
| asixpenny fare from one end to the other, and if you are anything 
| like lucky you will find it take up a good portion of the twelve hours 
| to effect the passage. This is very charming, becausé Fetter-lane is a 
sort of artery leading between those two great channels of traffic, 
| Fleet-street and Holborn, and the transition from the bustle of those 
streets to the stagnation of the lane is refreshing—when you are not 

| in a hurry. 
| We have had, on occasions when we have been slowly filtered 
through this—it would be almost a mockery to call it a thoroughfare 
—ample opportunity for conjecturing the cause of the chronic state of 
choke under which it labours. One reason is, that almost every other 
shop in the lane is under the unavoidable necessity of having an empty 
or full cart standing at its door half the day. Another is, that the 
inhabitants consume large quantities of coal, and insist on receiving 
their supplies in the middle of the day: it is, perhaps, as an acknow- 
ledgment of this patronage that all the ccal-carts going from anywhere 
to anywhere else contrive to take Fetter-lane on the way. Then, 
because Fetter-lane is so narrow that two average hansoms can hardly 
pass, it has been selected as the right sort of street for a railway 
receiving-house, and a slow stream of heavy vans is always setting up 
and down it. Add to these causes of obstruction a baker’s truck or 
80, @ printer’s truck, a greengrocer’s truck, and a slight sprinkling of 
Seamangeee barrows, and you have all the means of spending a 

Ppy day. 

England, thank goodness, is a free country. We have no despots 
here, we are grateful to think. If Fetter-lane happened to be in Paris, 
the liberty of the subject to inconvenience everybody else would be 
grossly interfered with. A respectable citizen would be forbidden to 
take in his couls at the hour least suitable for his neighbour's comfort ; 
and a decent tradesman would be deprived of the harmless luxury of 





FUN. 








A BLOCK IN FETTER LANE. 


contemplating his own vehicle standing at the door, obstructing those 
of others. Nor, we believe, would the railway, the Palladium of the 
British nation (whose money it absorbs, and whose houscs it knocks 
down) be permitted to establish its receiving-house in the street. It 
would be ordered off on the absurd ground that there was no room for 
it. Happy are we that don’t live in France! We observe, with deep 
regret, that the drivers of the various vehicles which clog this thorough- 
fare are, to a marked degree, wanting in 


“ that repose 
Which marks the caste of Vere de Vere.’’ 


They lose their tempers, and take refuge in the vocabulary. They are 
tenacious of their rights—and wrongs; and the Hansom cab won't 
back an inch so that the railway van may pass the coal-cart, and the 
coal-cart declines to pull in and allow the four-wheeler to turn round 
the dust-cart. 

Why can’t these people take the policeman for their model? He 
stands at the corner of the street cracking walnuts, and bestowing an 
approving smile when one driver gives another driver the latest bit of 
chaff out. He is calm and happy, as the good always are. He notes 
the tide of life pass him—at a snail's pace, and he is at peace with the 
world. Oh, why cannot the headlong hansom and the fidgety four- 
wheeler copy him? Why don't they take things quietly, and submit 
to the block gracefully, as Many Qugen or Scots did? Some of them, 
by the way, do lose their heads on coming to it, much as she did. 

The present age is a go-ahead age. We live too fast (we don't 
mean that we spend our time at the Alhambra and other halls of 
revelry), and it is the pace that kills. These facts are being con- 
stantly impressed on us by the learned. Let us be grateful, therefore, 
for our Fetter-lane, where we'll defy anybody to be too fast, where 
the pace is not the pace that kills, but the pace that buries, being 
about the speed of an undertaker’s horse. 
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WHYMES. 
By FwepewIick. 


Twy me—twust me, Fwances faiw, 
With those bwight bwown eves entwancing, 

While I twuly thus declawe 

That this fond bweast docs net dawe 
To wesist their pewilous glancing. 


“" Cwuel Love his awwows keen 
At this twembling bweast is thwowing— 
If you still wefuse, my queen, 
This poow wetched heawt to sewceen 
‘Gainst the tweachewous missilcs glowing, 


Gwant the) balm of tweasuwed smiles, 
Whence welief,my gwict shall bowwow ; 

Fow a fwiendly look beguiles 

My distwaction—weconciles 
Me to misewy and sowwow! 

Faiwest Fwances—bwilliant ways 
Fwom those wadiant owbs awe stweaming! 

Do you weally welish pwaise ? 

I untiwing]y could waise 

Laudatowy! woundelays, 

Wounding well each flattewing phwase : 
Don't weject youw twuc-love’s dweaming. 
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Coton Calh, 
Bry THE SAUNTERER IN SOOIETY. 
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\ = quilly enough, despite evil 
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of the assertion made at 
the time ef the Hyde Park 
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the anthorities, not to the 
turbulence ofthe Reformers. 
Mn. Porrer and his friends 
are to be congratulated on 
the success which their 
masterly management of a 
delicate business has earned 
for them. ‘The spectacle 
from any point of view, 
Reform or anti-Reform, 
was gratifying, for the 
working-men behaved ad- 
mirably. . Their orderly 
marching has been the sub- 
ject of gencral comment— 
it proves what a hold the 
| es . N \ Volunteer movement has 

Y BtyNii \ i on the country. The 


procession wheeled into Piccadilly was due, toaBome extent, to the 
presence of many volunteers; but to an almost equally great extent to 
the interest which has made non-volunteers watch reviews and drills 
until they have become acquainted with military mancuvres. 

Wirn such a spectacle how poorly contrasts the great Fenian move- 


ment! The first martyr is far from a creditable one: Mr. Meanry, | 


the cadger of the Great Exhibition, who, after getting dinners by 
false pretences, was sent to jail for stealing prayer-books, is not 
calculated to give one a high notion of the Fenian leaders. Such a 


fellows conspiracy, like misery, makes one acquainted. Poor Ireland, 
she has suffered long enough from English mis-government, it is hard 
she should have the further affliction of native ‘“patrioti:m’”’ of the 


Fenian sort. When the conspiracy is crushed it is to be hoped the | 


’ 2 ‘ . . . 
English Government, whether reformed or not, will seriously set about 
remedying the unmistakable evils which afflict the neighb ouring isle. 
I don’t think Mn. Buicut's specific will be of much use. It seems 
rather hard to tax England in order to buy estates whose owners don’t 


(FUN, 


want to part with them—but the scheme is useless, If the whole 
| island were cut up into small estates to-morrow, in a few years it would 
‘revert to its present state. 
_prietors would absorb the 1] 


ee 


Riots—that the disturbance | 
was due to the mistake of | 


steadiness with which the | 
ready sai/, though, on the other hand, it may have weight enough to 
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Money will always tell, and rich pro- 
ands of their neighbours; there’s no cure 
for it, for to bind a poor man to hold his estate, whether he wished or 
no, would be as cruel to him asthe Siamese despot’s mode of punishing 
any of his nobles who may have offended him—namely, by presentin« 
him with a white elephant, a sacred monster he must not part with, 


' and is bound to maintain. 


Tere is a startling novelty in the way of entertainments comin» 

‘ y 7 _—" . . . 
out shortly. A German gentleman, M. Ernst Scuvuzge, is about iy 
appear at the Dudley Gallery with a most original entertainment, of 


‘which he gave a sample to a select audience a week or s0 since, 


‘The Physiology of the Beard, or Lights and Shadows of Character” 
—which is a mysterious title and of deep meaning—is a most extra- 
ordinary affair. Sight-seers have something in store. 

Apropos of sight-seers, I am grieved to read in the Oxford papers 
that the undergraduates misbehave themselves so grossly at the 
Town Hall, when there are any entertainments there, that it is more 
than probable that entertainers will decline to visit the university 
Pipes and cigars and loud conversations are the order of the eveninyg, 
and gentlemen bring their pet bulldogs to the hall, where the gown 
holds rule of terror, and the town is under mob-law. Old 
university men deplore the present state of things, and complain 
bitterly. Intheir times, of course, there were occasional rows on such 
occasions, but they were only exhibitions of high spirits, not of low 
habits. It is quite time the proctors took the matter in hand for the 
credit of Alma Mater, since the impression which visitors to Oxtord 
bring away of the state of the university is far from flattering. 

Country cousins are full of anxiety to learn what Artemus Ward 

is like. If they will get the Spectator of the week before last they will 
find an admirable word-photograph of him in an article, which is one 
of the best bits of graphic and critical writing I have seen for a long 
time. 
Tue magazines for December seem to be very fair. The ios has 
but one illustration, but it is an excellent one. A new novel—l hear 
a;whisper say it is GEorGE Macponatp’s—succeeds * Griilith Gaunt,” 
and there is a quaint opening to what promises to be a good story of 
‘‘Shoemaker’s Village.” ‘The Cornfill has two exquisite illustrations 
thistime. Watkenr’s is full of the old “ Philipian’”’ grace and beauty ; 
and Miss Epwarps’s is one of the best she has ever done. Zeimp/e Lar 
is a good number, but some rather weak lines on “ Banting” are 
somewhat behind time, and might be spared. London Socie/y looks as 
well as usual, and has a very “ fat’? Christmas Number to back it. 
Miss Brapnon’s Belgravia gocs on well, but there is still room for im- 
provement in the illustrations. 

Tue admirers of the late Paci Gray's exquisite drawings will bi 
no doubt glad of an opportunity to possess themselves of some 
memento of his genius. His sketches have been collected and 
arranged for sale, and may be seen by intending purchasers at the 
Fun-Office daily (Wednesdays excepted). <A large part of the collec- 
tion consists of his designs for cartcons for this paper, and there are a 
few water-colour drawings of very great merit. For so young en 
artist the number of studics is very great, and bears testimony to his 


devotion to art, and to the conscientious’ and earnest method of his 


designs, which must in a few years, had he been so long spared, have 
placed him in the foremost rank of English artists and */lustrators. 


rr 
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A New Craft. 


We hear that there is to be anew weckly paper to be styled the 


Monitor, The name is scarcely a good omen. Our recollections ot the 


American war would Jead us to think the new craft is not one for 


** go down’’—whether with the public or with its crew we won't ven- 


_ture to prophesy. However, we trust it will be launched in saicty, 
| and as, after all, the pecuniary question is of importance in suc 


matters, we hope it may be a Monitor-y success. 


Elaborate. 
Wuy is a member of the Upper House, opposed by a lord and two 


patriot may not “fear to speak of '98,’’ but he has reason to be | or three bishops, like a prisoner committed for trial on strong circum- 
ashamed to think of '62. Sreruens, who seems to be an intelligent | stantial evidence ?—Because a-peer-and-sees are against him. . 
and superior sort of man, must blush to see with what stra: ve bed- | compiler of the above having wasted many of the best years of his life 


(The 


on its production, isin very reduced circumstances. Parties possesse 
of a few spare thousands can hear of something to his advantage on 
application. } 





A STOUP. 
: : ‘ = _ 
Aw ingenious commentator suggests that the line **‘ When lovely 
woman stoops to folly’? means when she takes a drop of something 
** short.” 
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delirious whirl of a daily governess’s life ! 


| 


| 


| pained ! 
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A SISTER'S PENANCE. 


Enter Manton Vernon. 


ACT I.—A Villa near London, 
Marron (musing).—Markham, a young engineer, loves me! 
Enter ALIcE VERNON, her sister. 
.—Markham, a young engineer, loves me! 
Enter MARKHAM. 


Marxnam.—I, Markham, a young engineer, love Marion. 

I will drown all recollection of my sorrow in the 
Pe ae 

| Lit to do so. 


ALICE (reprovingly) 


Auice.—Agony ! 


Marxuam.— Marion, you will be mine ? 


Manion.—Yes. But I am no longera wealthy heiress. We are 


Marxwam.—Oh! (Suddenly.) Marion, I release you from your 


engagement ! 


Marion.—Disinterested soul! You are 


But I couldn't think of it. 


| not ruined, you know! 


Bones! 


walking-stick, 


Marxuam.—Then you will not allow me to break it off ? 

Marton (heroico//y).—I will stick to you like wax! 

MarxuaM (aside).—Humph! (Aloud.) I will give you half-an- 
hour to change your mind. [Brit MarkuaM aid Manion 2. and L. 
Enter Auicr. 

Aurcr.—In vain have T endeavoured to drown all recollection of my 
sorrow in the delirious whirl of a daily governess’s life. I was too 
late for my appointment with my employer, and the insolent has dared 
to postpone the interview till to-morrow. Contemptible upstart! 


Enter Pameta Prnx. 


Pameta.—A note for Miss Marion. It contains an offer from Mr. 


Drayton. ; 
Autce (asid¢).—Ha, a thought! (Aloud.) Take it to her. 
[ Hatt PAMELA. 
Enter AMMEDOOLAH, @ gilt nigger, very capitally played by Mr. 
BILLINGTON. 


Aumz.—Eh, missee, me Iub you berry much! 
Aurce.—Ah, Hunky Dornm—I should say Ammedoolah—though 


you are but a gilt nigger, I would scorn to despise you. Poor, de- 
based, illiterate worm, vou are still a sort of a man and a brother! 


Aume.—Eh, tanky, English missee! 
[Dances a break-down R., then exit. 


Enter Pamera with note—she gives it to ALtcE—then extt PAMELA. 
Auice.—Ha! My sister's note refusing Drayton's offer! 
Enter Markuam. 


Marxuam.—Has Marion sent me any reply ? 
Auiczr.—Yes; this. [Gives note containing refusal of DRAYTON. 


Marxuam.—Ha! Released? Then i will go to India, _ 
Atice (aside).—And I, too, with my uncle, Colonel Leslie. Who 


knows but that there I may meet with my young doctor in Ethel ; or, 
Only a Life ? [ Ziey go to India, L. 


ACT II.—An Up-country Station in India. 


Aticr.—Marion is married t>» Drayton, and I am trying to hook 


Markham, who is getting on in his profession. 
Enter AMMEDOOLAH, 

Aume.—English missee, fly wid me! 
Atice.—Never ! 
Aume.—Ah! English missee despise poor nigger! 
Auice.—Very much. 


Enter ALtIce. 


Enter Cou. Lesure. 

Cot. Lestrz. — What! Ammedoolah proposing to my nicce? 
Begone! [Kicks him round the stage, and out C. 
Enter MArkuanm. 

MarkHaM.—Marion! Marion! Marion! 
Aice.—He little thinks that I have deceived him! 
Enter AMMEDOOLAH. 
Avuur.—Noble nigger rejected by English missee, an1 kicked by 
English colonel sahib! But noble nigger take revenge. Neble nigger 
“ up Indian mutiny, and carry off English missee. Hi! you sentry 
Dp. 


[Zivit MaAnkKHAM. 
[Lxit ALICE. 


s Enter a Sentry. 
ENTRY.—Yes, massa. 
. . ~ . ‘ 
AvME.—Go incite Sepoys of India to revolt from Cashmere to Cape 
ormorin, 
ENTRY.— Yes, massa. 


Avme.—Yah ! yah! English missee see wat it is to annoy noble 
(breakdown, and exit. 


[Luertes Tadia to revolt, 


C Enter Cou. LEsure. 
OL, Lestiz.—Thouzh a colonel I wear a licutenant’s uniform. 


| 
| 
| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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A ; Enter ALticr. 
4\LicE.— Where is the colonel ? Can India have mutinied, I wonder ? 
ow Enter Mankuam, bleeding. 
} / 2 ™ Par, rn ’ . . > . . . 
i ARKHAM.—It can. The Sepoys of India have risen at the instiga- 
ion of Ammedoolah. 
estan we shall be killed! 
“ARKHAM.— We shall. (side.) Iwill hide here, for it is danger- 
ous outside. 
A . . 7 @ 
_ ALice.—I cannot die without confessing my guilt. The letterI gave 
you was meant for Drayton. 
Markuam.—Ha! Then Marian meant to accept me. 
abating Gid. She meant to accept you very much. 
SLARKHAM (aside).—I must feign annoyance. (.d/oud.) Curses on you! 
Atice.—Nay, do not curse me! 
- Tr) ° : . ; ; 
. Markuam.— Chen you must write an admission of your gnilt, which 
: ana Sahib will no doubt forward, post free, to Marion, the moment 
@ has triumphed over British rule! 
Axicz.—1 will! I will! 
(Vorse of pistols without.) 
ene engagement has become general over India. We 
must die! 


[ Writes confession. 


Enter Dr. Hanpysipg. 
Hanpystpr.—Not so! Behold! 

[Zhrows open verandah and discovers a tableau emblematical of the triumph 
of British Rule (as represented by Mn. R. Romen) over Native 
treachery (as embodied by Mx. Tomutn). Music, appropriate to a 
triumph by land, “ Rule Britannia, Britannia rules the waves.” 


ACT IIT.—4 Villa near Southampton Water. Enter Avice. 


A.ice.—Here I am in England again. Col. Leslie is dead (which is 
fortunate, or he might have been tried at the Old Builey for having 
Suppressed an insurrection), and Markham is stopping in my house. 
People talk, but no matter. 

Enter AMMEDOOLAH. 

AmmeE.—I am disguised asa Lascar. She little thinks—but soft! 
(Zo Avice.) Am I not aman and a brudder? 

Axice.—Certainly. Be off. [AmMMBDUOLAH pretends to be off, but 
sneaks round to a medicine chest and steals some prussic acid. Then ewit. 

Enter Manion. 

M-anton.—My sister! [ They embraee. 

Attce.—Hew’s your husband ? 

Manion.—Alas, he has deserted me! 

dinter Maxxuam in delicate health. 

AxicE.—Marion is here. ‘ 

Makkuam.—Hah! Have you confessed to her ? 

A.Licze.—No. 

Maxrkuam.—Then you must. I will feign sleep, like a mean scamp 
that 1 am, and overhear you, that I may see how she recvives your 
confession. | eigns sleep, 


[ Weeps, and exit. 


Enter Manton. 
A.icr.—*larion, I will confess all. 
Manrton.—All what ? 
Markuam (thinking better of it, and springing up).—Nothing. It’s 
all right. 
Lnter AMMEDOOLAH cautious/y, 
acid into MARKHAM'S medicine. 
Manrkuam.—I will now take my medicine. 
when PaMELA comes in wits a note. She gives it to ALICE. 
Avice (reading).—Mr. Drayton dead! Ha! I faint. [ duints. 
Markuam (wvfeelingly).—Give her my medicine, it is extremely 
nasty, and will probably bring her to. 
[They give Auice the medicine, whieh she drinks. 
Auice.—How excessively strong it tastes of prussi¢ acid. 
Enter AMMEDOOLAH. 
Amme.—It is poisamed! It was meant for buccra engineer, not for 
English missee! (Jumps over a cliff and is smashed, 
Atice.—Pvisoned? Oh agony! [ Writhes in great agony. 
Enter Dr. HAanpDyYSsIDE. 
Dr. Hanpystpe.—Alice poisoned—let me taste the medicine! (Zustes 
it :—a fact.) Soitis. It is poisoned with prussic acid! 
inter PAMELA. 
Pameca.—Not so; I diluted the poison, and it is half water. 
Axice.—Oh, indeed. I am much relieved to hear that. 
Dk. Hanpysipg.—Then you have only swallowed a quarter instead 


He pours about half a tumbler of prussic 
Lhen exit, 
(Is about to do so, 


of half a tumbler of prussie¢ acid, and all will yet be well. 


Auice. — Yes. Marion, your husband is dead, will you have 


Markham ? 


Manion.—I will—I will! . 
Auice.—Then I will have Dr. Handyside. Aforal.—Never deceive 


your sister’s betrothed, or an Indian Mutiny will ensue. 
Ovrsetves.—Well, of all the——. But it is very well acted by 
ae al . = 4 “yy: oe 

Miss Terry, Mr. Vezin, Miss Hughes, Mr. Billington, Mr. Ashley, and 


Mr. Stephenson. 


hat is because I am meck. 
D Enter Dr. HANDYsIDe. 
R. Hanpysipr —Colonel, India has mnutinied! 


’ . 
Cox. Lesurz.—Ha! Then I will go and quell the revolt with my 
» mut down Indian Mutiny. 


CuRrTAIN. 
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“* Thanks to cousin Frank we enjoyed the November Meteors immensely. Mamma heard a faint report very distinctly sevcras times.’ | 
Extract from Miss Frisk's letter to a friend in the wunsy- 
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ANACREONTIC. | FROM OUR STALL. 


Tue burlesque on Black-Eyed Susan, playing at the New Royalty, 
is much more worthy of Mr. Burnanp’s industrious pen than an) thing 


(For a Cavatier Tra-Parry.) | 
that this gentleman has given the town lately. He feels, no doubt, | 


Ay. marry! With glee I abandon the bottle ; 
But, mark me, not all your philosophers, up 
From quaint Master M11 to antique ArisTor_e, 

Shall make me turn tail on the saucer and cup. 
Drink, roysterers all; and, ifezgs! while I utter 
The praises of tea, let the burden resound. 


| 
more at home amongst the moderns than in the company of the gods | 
and goddesses; we seriously advise him to lock his classical dictionary | 
_in a cupboard and lose the key as quickly as possible. The Royalty | 
burlesque is well worth going to see, presuming—as we boldly do pre- | 
sume—that by this time the actors are perfect in their poste, wears Is | | 
too much dancing and singing in Plae/:-Eyed Susan, and the prologue 
Let those who prefer it have plain bread and butter; is utterly unnecessary; but some of the fun is funny enough to be 
For me, lads, I warrant the toast shall go round. | heartily lauzhed at. ‘lhe burlesque is mounted with remarkable taste 
Chorus.—Let those, &c. _and liberality, and the last scene extorted round upon round of 
applause from a crowded house on the opening night. Mr. Dewan 
as Captain Crosstree, and Mr. C. Wynpuam as Hatchett, were very 
clever. Muss Rostwa Ranog played William with spirit, and danced | | 


Dull knaves who delight in the worship of Baccuvs 
May jeer at our joys in their pestilent way. 

Pert fools that love Sherris perchance may uttack us ; 
What boots it, my bully boys? Drink and be gay. 

Adzooks, let the braggarts go sleep in the gutter; 
Carouse ye, so long as Bohea can be found ; 

Let those who prefer it have plain bread and butter; 
For me, lads, I warrant the toast shall go round. 


Chorus.— Let those, &c. 


orc ene aaa eg, fame? ye mp aig aye eyed) 
Long, long ete throne may i monarch Tae Cleopatra goes more smoothly than at first, but no mortal power can | 

To laugh at the French and bid rebels go swing. | make it amusing. | 
Drink, drink to our flag, boys, for ages shall flutter | | 


capitally. Muss M. Oxiver looked a charming Black-Eyed Susan, and 
Miss Apa 'Tay Lor displayed portions of a graceful figure to advantage. 
In concluding these remarks, let us implore the actor who assumes the | 
character of Doggrass to fix his nose properly before coming on the | 
stage. ; 

At the Haymarket the revival of the Game of Speculation has given 
the public an opportunity of seeing CuarLes Matuews in the second- 
best of all his characters. Does he never mean to give us Lavater 





In glory and honour, that standard renowned. | Cheering News. 
Let those who prefer it have plain br ead and butter ; | We understand that at the dinners of the Zoological Society it is The 
For me, lads, I warrant the toast shall go round. usual for the toastmaster, when a health is drunk ‘ with the honours, 
Chorus.— Let those, &e. to lead off the cheers with “ Hip-hip-hippopotamus-hurray !” 
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LUCKY STARS. 


“ Thanks to cousin Frank ive ¢ 


ANACREONTIC. 


(For A Cavatier Tra-Parry.! 


Ay. marry! With glee I abandon the bottle ; 
But, mark me, not all your philosophers, up 
From quaint Master Muy to antique AnIsToTLer, 
Shall make me turn tail on the saucer and cup. 
Drink, roysterers all; and, ifegs! while I utter 
The praises of tea, let the burden resound. 
Let those who prefer it have plain bread and butter; 
For me, lads, I warrant the toast shall go round. 


Che rus.— Le t th« Se, & 


Dull knaves who delight in the worship of Baccuts 
May jeer at our joys in their pestilent way. 

Pert fools that love Sherris perchance may uttack us ; 
What boots it, my bully boys? Drink and be gay. 

Adzooks, let the braggarts gosleep in the gutter; 
Carouse ye, 80 long as Bohea can be found : 

Let those who prefer it have plain bread and butter: 
For me, lads, 1 warrant the toast shall go round. 


Chorus.— Let those, &c. 


Odsbodikins! Tea is the soul and the sinew 
Of all the gay gallants that fight for the king; 
Long, long on the throne may our monarch continue, 
To laugh at the French and bid rebels go swing. 
Drink, drink to our flag, boys, for ages shall flutter 
In glory and honour, that standard renowned. 
Let those who prefer it have plain bread and butter : 
For me, lads, I warrant the toast shall go round. 


Chorus.— Let those, &e. 


nioved the November Meteors (minense ly. 


, applause from a crowded house on the opening night. 


> os ° . sai 
ALamma heard a faint report very distinetly sevivas times. 
Extract from Miss Frisk’s letter toa friend in the wan y. 


FROM OUR STALL. 


Tue burlesque on Black-Eyed Susan, playing at the New Royalty, 
is much more worthy of Mr. Burnann’s industrious pen than anything 
that this gentleman has given the town lately. He feels, no doubt, 
inore at home amongst the moderns than in the company of the gods 
and goddesses; we seriously advise him to lock his classical dictionary 
in a cupboard and lose the key as quickly as possible. The Royalty 
burlesque is well worth going to see, presuming—as we boldly do pre- 
sume—that by this time the actors are perfect in their parts. ‘There I» 
too much dancing and singing in Plaeck-Eyed Susan, and the prologue 
is utterly unnecessary; but some of the fun is funny enough to be 
heartily laughed at. ‘lhe burlesque is mounted with remarkable taste 
and liberality, and the last scene extorted round upon round oi 
Mr. Dewar 


/as Captain Crosstree, and Mr. C. Wynpuam as Hatchett, were very 


clever. Miss Rostwa Ranoe played William with spirit, and danc 
capitally. Muss M. Ouiver looked a charming Black-Eyed Sasan, ane 
Miss Apa 'Taytor displayed portions of a graceful figure to advantage. 
In concluding these remarks, let us implore the actor who assumes the 


| character of Doggrass to fix his nose properly before coming on ti 
| Stage. 


_again—the best ? 


i 


| 


At the Haymarket the revival of the Game of Speoulation has given 
the public an opportunity of seeing Cuartes Matuews in the second- 
best of all his characters. Does he never mean to give us Lavater 
By the way, talking of the Haymarket, Antony and 
Cleopatra goes more smoothly than at first, but no mortal power can 
make it amusing. 


Cheering News. 
WE understand that at the dinners of the Zoological Society it 18 


usual for the toastmaster, when a health is drunk “ with the honours, 
to lead off the cheers with “ Hip-hip-hippopotamus-hurray !"’ 
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MRS. BROWN COOKS HER GOQOSE. 


 xsver did know anythink so downright ridiculus as the way 
n now about Christmas, as they begins weeks afore it 


| vo ’ oO 

| partic8 Bes “9 8 : 

ak why, as to sayin’ it only comes once a year, it seems to me to 
; COME ; “ : , i 

| d over agin; for I’m sure when I was a ga! nothing 


| come over an ? : J 
| casn't much ‘eard of Christmas till a week afore, and then only in 
| makin’ mincemeat and dressin’ out the grocer’s shops and the 
poultercr’s Christmas Eve, as looked cheerful with the olly in the 
| {inder, and currants tenpence a pound and the best raisins ninepence 
| «nda shillin’, and the citron and spices cost a deal, as now is next 
' shing to nothing. As to ketchin sight of a almanac afore the new 

year, as was always a shillin , andcan now be ad for thankee, why 
| wasn’t to be looked for; and as to knowin’ when Good Friday 
would fall on Christmas-day, why it seemed like presumption 

,-foretcllin’ so long before. But nowadays it gives me quite a turn 
‘to see all about the new year long afore the old one is out, as I says 
| to Brown, as brought ’ome one of them Christmas books, ‘ Why,” I 
| gavs, “they'll be haymakin’ next in January, and wantin’ green peas 
| at Christmas. I ain’t no patience with a-forcin’ things afore they're 
| jn season, as never secms nat’ral.’”” So Brown says, ‘Go along 
| with your old-fashioned rubbish; this is a age of progress and goin’ 
| a-head.”” 
| Yes,” I says, “you will go a-’ead, some on you ’ead foremost, I 
| should say, and break your necks at it.” ‘ Well,” says Brown, “I 
ope as you won't object to ’ave a goose for dinner on Sunday, as the 
| RenpELs is comin’, and I’ve won it in a raille, and asked ’im and ’er 
| to come and eat it.”’ 

I says, “Goose is in season at Michaelmas, as we all knows, but 
Turkey is the Christmas bird ; but,’’ I says, ‘as to a goose, it’s wery 
| wellin its way, and as you've got it for nothing we'll ’ave it, but for 
| my part I’d rather ’ave ’ad a bit of lion of pork, though the cracklin’ 
| isa-gettin’ too many for my teeth; not as I should wish to pass off 
| pork on any one for a goose, as would look mean, and is a awkward 
| bird, as the sayin’ is, too much for one and not enough for two, though 
_I'veseen it myself cut up plenty for five as isn’t ’ogs in their appe- 
tite, and never shall forget Mrs. Epmonps’ aunt, as was that fond 

of the stuffin’ as they always kep’ it for ’er, through not bein’ well off, 
and never ’ad ’er to dinner but give ‘er a bit of broken victuals, as 

did used to be thankful for my tea-leaves, poor old soul! How Mrs. 
_ Epmonps could treat ’er so I can’t think, as was ’er father’s own 
| sister, as ’ad seen better days, and brought Mrs. Epmonps up ’erself, 

as was now ashamed on ’er through bein’ well married to a tally-shop, 

as is a reg’lar gold- mine for them as keeps it, for I know'd poor Mrs. 
_ ARTWELL, as did used to deal at one, and pay off by the week, and if 
they didn't charge ’er a guinea for a black-’andled gingham umbreller 
a8 wore in ’’oles in no time. How she can let ’er poor old aunt go 
| about like that, and not chick nor child, as the sayin’ is, and was 
' found in a fit ona door-step a-goin ’ome that werry night as she'd 
been to see ’er niece on the quict, with all that cold stuffin’ layin’ 
_ avy on ’er constitution, and the drop as she'd took no doubt ’ad 
more effect on her through, though Mrs. Enmonps did say as it were 
| er low-lived tipplin’ ways, a woman as I've secd myself take two 
glasses neat after that very gooso ’ersclf. ; 

; I didn’t much like the looks of that goose when Brown brought it 
_ ome through bein’ a reddish colour, and looked old about the claws, 
48 you may general tell by ; but Brown he was quite short about 

that goose through bein’ proud of winnin’ it, though it would ’ave 

n cheaper to ’ave bought one when all as was spent was reckoned 
up. Them Renpets is parties as I do not care about; he’s a nice 
sort of man, but she’s a worret and a fret, always begrudgin’ every- 
thing, and will always spile the ship for a haporth of tar, as the sayin’ 

8, a8 I’ve know’d ’er myself for the sake of arf a breadth of stuff ‘ave 

* gown made that scanty as looked mean, and just the same in 

©ookin’, as wouldn't ’ave a bit of gravy beef decent for a fowl, but 

a the gravy of a bit of melt, as is a thing I don’t ’old with. 

_€ 8008e Were a fine one to look at, and weighed over nine pounds, as 
the se ry Sex & goose, so T ’ad ’im down in good time, and made 

easonin’ myself, as I don’t like too coarse. 
él, some’ow or other, them Renpets was late, as I told ’em two 
€minit, and it was near arf-past afore they come in all through 
the matin’ en comin’ by the rail, asfvould be a penny cheaper than 
us, and takes ’em nearly a mile from where we lives, and then 
7 Way as she blowed up that poor Renpet ’cos she'd been and left 
cap in then ae Wasn't no consequence, for she’s that plain as no 
n’t set er off. ; 
siblet-pie ae otee down and ’ad ’im afore the fire, ate He I “4 
nomert Sa d made, but was wexed at good things a-spilin, § 
see them at the gate I says, ‘‘ Jaxe, b 


lhe any nal and opens the door to ’em myself. If that Mrs. 
RL didn’t stop arrangin’ ’er front ever so long, a-goin = ~— 
roug 


er ; 
-©ap, a3 she said was a French pattern, and become ’er 


ue, 
Se 





ring up the dinner | 


| 
| 


} 
' 


I says, “Oh! there ain’t no one to look at you,” as put er out, for 
she seemed bent on bein’ disagreeable, and says as she should enjoy 
the goose as Renpet did ought to ’ave won, as she was glad as he 
didn t, for there was a deal too much drinkin’ over them raffles to 
please ’er, as she didn’t old with Renpew a-goin’ too much to that 
place in the City where Brown won the goose, as is a sort of a club. 
I says, “That goose will be as cold as a stone if we stops up here 
a-juggerin’ like this ; do come down,” as put her out wuss than afore. 

Well, Brown he'd got the pie and I'd got the goose, as I tried for 
to get a slice out of ’is breast, so I says to Brown, “I wish as you'd 
give my knife a bit of a hedge on it, for I can’t make it ‘cut.’ 
He says, “The knife’s all right; I sharpened it while we was 


» 99 


waitin’. 

_“ Well,” I says, “then it won't make no impression on this here 
bird, as must be as ’old as Jerusalem, as the sayin’ is.” “Try and 
get a wing off,” says Mrs. Renve. 7 

I says, “I must ’ave a ’ammer and a chisel to do it with.” 
Mr. Renpet, “ Let me try.” 

I says, “ With all my ’art,” and so he did, but couldn't make no 
way with it. ". won't be beat,’’ says he, and attacks it furious, 
and if it didn’t slip, and he sent it a-flyin’, gravy and all, into ’is 
wife's lap. . 

She says, ‘‘ You stupid, blundcrin’, old ass, why need you poke 
your nose into other people's business?’ Brown says, “ Why, it's a 
wooden goose.” 

Says Renpet, “It ain’t the same bird as you won in the raflle.” 
“That it must be,” says I, “for it ain’t left this ’ouse except to be 
took to the poulterer’s to be drawed, as I couldn’t manage.” 

“Oh!” says Mrs. Renpet, “ they’ve changed it no doubt; pr'aps 
you wished for a smaller one.”” I says, “I ain't # mean sperrit as 
to do sich a dirty act,’”’ as I know’d she were quite capable on ’erself. 

Well, that put ’er out. So Brown ’ad ’elped ’er to some of the pie, 
and she says, in a jeerin’ way, ‘‘as it was made of clothes-pegs, for 
she couldn’t get ’er teeth through it.”’ I says, ‘‘ Pr'aps, mum, your 
teeth isn’t as good as they was forty year ago,” for I'd stewed every 
bit of them giblets afore puttin’ ’em in that pie, as ’ad a lovely steak 
at the bottom, as eat as tender as chicken. 

So she says, “‘ Drippin’ crust always disagreed with ‘er;"’ as I says, 
“Then you may eat this in safety, as there ain't a bit of drippin’ 
about it.’’ 

I’m sure she made a ’arty meal with all ’er talkin’, and the arf-and- 
arf as she took would ’ave washed down a’alter, and said as she'd ’ave 
another ’elpin’ of custard puddin’, and then went into the bread and 
cheese till RenpEv says, * Marcanet, don’t take no more cheese, you 
know it never does agree with you.” 

Well, whether it was the cheese upset ’er or the goose not bein’ 
eatable, but she flew out like twenty thousand dragons over a drop of 
sperrits-and-water as we was ’avin’ arter dinner, and made it that un- 
pleasant as Brown and Renpet went out. I was in a temper, so I 
says to er, “ You old brimstone, if you drives your own ‘usband out 
of the place don’t drive mine.’”’ She says, “Il won’t stop another 
instant.’ 

I says, “Go in welcome, and never darken my doors agin,”’ and off 
she set, but never got ’ome, for she was picked up conwulsed jest agin 
the Nine Elms station, and not bein’ knowed was took to the station- 
’ouse, as Brown blamed me for, and I was sorry, for no doubt she 
did ’ave a fit though partly intosticated, for the policeman see ‘er 
go into five publics with ‘is own cyes; but she always laid it to that 
goose as lost the use of ’er limbs through the cold of them cells at 
the station-’ouse. So she never did darken my doors agin, as shows 
there’s many a true word spoken in jest. 


Says 








THE MINSTREL’S QUEST. 


Tue minstrel sought the sage’s cell, 
And all his troubles speaking, 
He prayed the aged man to tell 
The secret he was seeking. 
“Say,” cried he, ‘‘ thou to whom belong 
Art, science, wisdom, learning— 
Say—say, who is ‘ The Son of Song ’— 
Relieve my bosom’s yearning !”’ 
The sage replied in accents hoarse— 
“‘ Why, judging from his daddy, 
The Son of Song must be, of course, 
A tooral-looral Laddie.”’ 





Meteorological. 


Ovr scientific contributor wishes to draw the attention of savants to 
a peculiar phenomenon. He has ascertained that there is an island 


. ’ , « Nous 
where the thermometer is always at (H)ayti. 
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Customer (who has been plaguing Hebe) :—‘ Stor, I'Lt CHANGE MY MIND, 
I’'vE SOME WORK TO DO, 80 I MUST KEEP MY 


AND HAVE BRANDY AND SODA. 
HEAD CLEAR.” 


Hebe (smartly) :—“ Ou, your HEAD’S CLEAR BNOUGH!” 


[And it served him right ! 
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On, these “luxury editions,’’ how charming they are! Rash is 
the man who ventures to decide which is the best where all are so 
good. Perfection of printing and engraving, the very mystery of 
the art of bookbinding, paper like ivory tinted with cream, and such 
engraving and drawing as the world has not seen for long, combine 
to make Christmas a season of deliovous doubt and coquettish delibera- 
tion for those buyers of books who cannot afford to buy a// the guinea 
books—and who can, except possibly the Marquis or WesTMINSTER ? 

Mr. Steanan, as publisher of the Argosy, Good Words, and the 
Sunday Magazine, has a noble field whence to cull the flowers of art, 
which he publishes under the title of Touches of Nature. There is 
more variety in subject and style in this gathering than in similar 
reprints from London Society and the Cornhill ; and Mr. STRAHAN has 
wisely refrained from doing more than quoting the passages illustrated 
instead of having fresh copy “ written-up’’—thus presenting us with 
treasures of literature as well as of art. A hun splendid pictures 
by the best artists and best engravers of the day, printed as the Camden 
Press can print, form no niggardly guinea’s-worth, especially when 
each picture has justice done to it by an ample margin and is taste- 
fully set-off by a small gold border. If ever publisher deserved well 
at the hands of the public it is Mx. Srranan, for he not only gives 
them three of the best and cheapest of the cheap and good magazines 
but he in this volume has skimmed the cream of those magazines for 
a dish fit to set before a king. . 

Mu. Wattgr Tuornsvnrr has brought the taste of a poet and the 
reading of a man of letters to the editing of his Two Centuries of Song 
(Museone. Low, Son, and Marstoy). His selection is an excellent 
one, and his readers will thank him for exploring fresh tracts, especiall y 
in his choice of living writers, as well as for securing the pencils of 
artists not often met with on the wood. The book is a gem, with a 
striking cover (designed by Mz. Roosrus), with a gilt clasp, and with 
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| A PLAIN ANSWER 
(To a Crvim Qoxstron). 


Batourt creature of impulse, you bid me be gay. 
I would gladly adopt the suggestion, 

But candour compels me sineerely to say 
That I don’t like the tone of your question. 

| Ina voice that recalls the soft murmur of bees, 
And in syllables sweet as their honey, 

You say “ Mamma wishes to know, if you please, 
When you mean to begin to be funny ?”’ 


To-night, giddy child, when I entered the room 
My inducement, believe me, was only 

A hope that the winecup and dance might illame 
For one evening a life that is lonely. 

In this region of pleasure my clouded career 
May be thought for a time pretty sunny; 

I’ll join in the valse or the banquet, my dear, 
But I cannot begin to be funny. 


Go, tell your mamma that the sun may arise 

; On a day when my cares shall have left me ; 

“\ =| «| When Time shall once more have brought back, as he flies, 
ao) | All the hopes of which Time has bereft me. 

: | Yes, the day may arive that shall see me content 

With my share of health, talent, and money : 

| Then fitly to hail that auspicious event, 

| I will try to begin to be funny! 

| 

| 


IN VENICE. 


How Venice roof and rafter, 
Rang with revels all the night, 
And the echoes of our laughter 
Scaled the Campanile’s height. 
And the Doge and Dogaressa, 
With their kindness gave time wings, 
And a lady we called Tzssa, 
Looked unutterable things. 


By Saint Mark's, so famed in story, 
In a gondola we glide, 
Past San Giorgio Maggiore 
With the motion of the tide. 
Yet why should I be a pleader 
For this life so strange and fair ? 
Venice may be lovely, reader, 
But you see I’ve not been there. 





borders by Mr. Suaw round the pages, and all printed in Mr. Cuay’s 
best style. There is a finish about the volume, down to the double 
colouring of the edges—gold and scarlet-—which makes it a delight 
for book-lovers, those wise lovers who like favourite poets in their 
rarest garb as behoves Parnassians on a holiday. It is only fair, 
however, to say that were the book issued in the cheapest and humblest 
form—poets in hoddan grey—it would deserve a warm welcome, for 
Mr. Tuornsury has edited it with a conscientious care, that gives it 
. claims than those of an ordinary gift-book. 

n The Spirit of Praise (Messrs. Warne and Co.) the famous firm 
of Datziet Brotuzrs have broken new ground—and with consider- 
able success. Initial letters and ornamental headings in red, blue, 
and black, from designs by Mx. Hunp.ey, adorn and brighten every 
page of this well-selected book of sacred verse. The designs them- 
selves ure full of grace, being for the most part not mere arabesques 
but tastefully conventionalized forms of real flowers—one, of the 
daisy, being especially skilful and pleasing in arrangement. The 
frontispiece and title are specimens of splendid blazoning, which a 
little while since would have cost the price of the whole volume. In 
addition to this adornment there are illustrations by Messrs. S“Ati- 
FIELD, SMALL, HovuGuton, Pinwe.t, Boyes, and Nort, with one 
charming picture by the lamented Paut Gray. A magnificent cover 
is added to these attractions, and the whole forms a “luxury book 
we have never seen equalled in its particular style. 


———————————————————————— 


Treason! 


Muasnrs. Evans and Co., of Newgate-street, may thank their stars that | 


they don’t live under foreign constellations—or continentstellations, 
or they would have caught it for their “Christmas Games.” First of all, 
they advertise a game called “‘ The Queen,” and then calmly announce 
that they have just started a new one—“ Change for a Sovereign. 


[December 15, 1866, 
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sPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


ANTICIPATIONS OF CoMPIEGNE. 


BELGRAVIA. 


Mon cuER amt,— Whatever may be your Prophet's failings it can 
gcarcely be denied as NIcuowas sent you his copy last week regular, 
And, oh, my dear young Friend, you have no idea what a comtort it 
was for the old man to get back! I don’t say a word against the 
Nevskoi Perspective; nor yet a syllable against ALrxanpex IL., than 
«hom I am sure I was never treated more hospitable, though a little 

mpous; but NicHoLas have now arrived at a period of life when it is a 
ereat deal more agreeable fur to sit down and drink gin-and-water at 
vour own fireside than what it is for to wallow in barbaric splendour 
and then have half your tees froze off in a droschky. When the 
Prophet was young, he often used for to have a lark with snowballing 
along the streets where he was then being brought up; and many is 
the respectable elderly tradesman than whom Nicuoras have given 
him one for his nob. Ha, ha, ye elderly tradesman ! ” 

It will, I think, be admitted that a Friend of mine behaved every 
inch like a Prince of Wales; and that We won golden opinions, as 
SHAKESPEARE says, from all kinds of coves. 

When I came home, sir, I was a-thinking of just writing you a! 
Review of the Racing “eason of 1866; and no earthly power should 
‘have prevented the old man from doing so had he not suddenly re- | 

ceived an invitation to what NicuoLas wiil take the liberty of calling | 
| 4 Friendly Shore. ™ 

There don’t breathe a man, my dear young Friend, whom is more | 
attached to Britannia the pride of the ocean, the home of the brave and | 


the free, the shrine of each patriot’s devotion, chorus, hurrah for the | 
red, white, and blue! hese have been my principles from early youth. | 
I would rather have boiled beef and carrots beneath the meteor-flag of | 
England which shall yet terrific burn, ‘till danger’s troubled night be | 
o'er and the star of peace return, chorus, and the Morning Star return, 
' than what I would sit down to a luxurious dinner, alley Roose, which 
"half the kickshawa made him ill, and was over-persuaded for to taste 
an olive, than whom anything more likely for to disagree with men 
previously unaccustomed, especially it being a fine fat Spanish one, 
and no flies, 

It is, however, pretty generally understood amongst what is called the 
élite of the beau monde that a royal—much more, an Imperial—invitation 
_ isequivalential toa command. What the old man really wanted, sir, | 
was rest—a sort of quiet vocation during which he might show himself 
about London, especially at many a Sportive House whose Bungs used 
_ to look down upon him contumelious, and prove to such as he had not 








FUN. 


| by * iniquous coldbloodedness  ’ 
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LYRICS FROM THE LATIN. 





I1L—VERBUM SAT. 

I wonprr where old Verrnum sat, 

And kow he looked when sitting there, 
And where he hung his Sunday hat, 

And did he use an easy chair? 
Did Mrs. Veruum always look 

Angelic, when her husband smiled ? 
And what was Vernum’s favourite book, 

And had the Vernuns e’er a child ? 


But no! the subject’s wrapt in gloom, 
Scant Vernuo legends can I trace, 
Impenetrable as the tomb 
The darkness is o’er all their race. 
The solitary record left, 
And consolation comes from that,— 
The fact that Time has not berefs 
The nation of, is Vexnus sat! 


= - os _ | 


Answers to Correspondents. 





A. Goax, General Post Office, is a very poor one. His ignorance o 
manners is on a par with his ignorance of facts. But what does he mean 

‘‘A ScHOOLKOY,” we are sure, can play at football better than he 
writes about it. PxEGAsus is not accustomed to “ hacking.” 

S. R. G.—Too local. 

W. B. J.—You did not know the question. 

kK. C.—Did you send the tract with your {comic copy in hopes of in- 
creasing its attractions ? 

CLopocur Curious Dextatus.—Too old. | 
Declined with thanks—J. L. C., Plymouth; W. J. W., Glasgow ; 
G. Kk. L., Russell-square; An Old Stupid; J. J., Liverpool; H. J. W., | 
Halifax; F. E. W.; H. M. S., Islington; J. R.; D. T. M., South Wales; | 
’. B. J., Marlboro’; R. H. C., Victoria Park; Silas Wegg; Timothy 
Snooks; “D.’; J. L, Lambeth; 8. P., New Cross; Bilious Attack ; 
Hilda; R. M., Clevedon; A. H. P., Brighton; J. B. ¥., Cardiff; X. Y.; 
W. E. A., Holloway; L. B. A., Leeds; J. T., Ayr; Medical Student; 
W. G., Aylesbury; G. J. H.; J. P.; P.R.; J. E.S., Leyton; E. L. H.; 
A. S.; Rathgar; L. J.; W. H. F.; C. O. F.; A Rough; Alpha; 
H. J. G.; J. C., Victoria Park; D. J. D.; Smallchaff; W. H. H.; |} 
G.G.; J. W. W.; J. Il. T.; J. H., Chelsea; Bill; P. B.,a beginner; | 


yf 
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come home empty-handed from the City of the Czar. N.B.—Some 


' people call it “ City of the Tsar;” but such spoils the alliteration, be- J. B.; J. P.; J. A., Hawick; ‘Tippety wickets ; Dum Spiro Spero; 
| 


I’. R. H.; &. M.; Fleur de Lis; Omicron; E. J.; Nox; R. W.; | 
J. H. B., Everton; H. E. V. D.; F. S. A.; A Bird; H. H. B.; N. J.A.; 
J. W. F., Everton; S. K. B.; Thicket Road; W. 8. V.; H. 5. J., 
Cheltenham; W. T. N.; HU. P. W.; E. E. D.; H. S. b.; H. A. T.; 


sides looking like a sneeze. 

_ Rest, however, and your old man have long been strangers, and it 

gone of the penalties of popularity that you are not master of your | 
owntime. As a private individual, Nicuonas only wants his glass of 

sherry wine and a friendly gossip along of an old acquaintance over 

Bell's Life ; but if—mind, I say //—if a Neighbouring Sovercign—or, | 


A. G.; J. B. R., Forest School; N. E. R., Durham; Omega; S. B.: 
Q.; J. S. HL, Sherwood; A. B., Gresham-street; G, b. H., Chester ; 
H. S., Lloyd’s; W. F.C. 














perhaps, to put it more accurate, a Neighbouring NaroLeon—sends aa | , 
over a special curricr to ask you to confe and hob-nob with him at ? [ it 
Compitgne, why the Prophet would be downright rude if he was to ANSWERS VO PICTORIAL ACROSTICS IN CHRISTMAS , 
| Sy.“ No, your Majesty ; not so; I prefer my own fireside.” NUMBER. a 

You may have noticed, my dear young Ami, as Navotron have No. 1. ry i 
taken a leaf out of your own book, and divides his entertainment into ——, oo M | No. 2. No. 3. i 
*riouses, Just as you did with Fznx. Nuicnonas is invited—at least, 7 Tieselit I/|S_ Saraband Dic Cajac C i 
fonepe Nicuo.as is invited—you twig, I imaginc?—as one of the | Pp Pameses S | I India A H Horatio O he 
2 Serious, whilst he may possibly have received a private mes-| 7 fpoumbent TT! N Nun wT | A Adam M i 
‘eet en the Count pE LaGrance that he would have been inthe} g gyn] L|@ Gaelic CR Riff-raff F ia! 
tion A for his absence in the North, together with a private intima- | 1 ‘Tambourine E| I Ichthyosauri* I I Intaglio O h | 
as . ae when I may, there is always a knife and fork, a few M Mendicant 7 |W Necdlewoman N T Tailor R | | 
a es Claret wine and a box of Havannah cigars for the Prophet's A. Alessis 0|G Gog Y Yacht T 
is 7 and which when it says a knife and fork, the allusion is not |g” gJaye E 
wl he poe gre anaes i or 1 a | _ SOLUTIONS Reerivep 7th DrecremBeR.—Correct: No. 1.—None. No. 2.- J. W | \ 

though Nic ; veep you posted up wie —— A 8, | No. 3.—Jack Quilldriver. | | i 
eee, saeLas is not the sort of old man to violate the sanctitudes Lif 

two afore ‘pales I daresay as I may have a look-in at a stable or! = aw sweERS TO ACROSTICS IN CHRISTMAS NUMBER. Mii 
4 ome. Y ‘ f it | 
lagen I have only one bit of advice, which please tell Messrs. No. 2. | l 
| Lass to print it like a tip. No. 1. M Man N th 
Kerr THe TESTIMONIAL A-GOING. : —_— WwW 2 a z ‘| 

PS, 2 eee A Aurora A B Borough H Hy 

Spell” ae you have found the MS. of my “ History of Knurr and R Righi I R Rinaldo O oe 

Fone. — have it done into French by Mx. Tom Tayxox, and send O Oat T O Opal L , t 
g ‘s think a certain party might like to see 1t. L Lass s W Westphalia A j ) 

>. -— Prepaid ! | N Naples Ss i 
| Wrap ‘ec th ; r : Creel | Goretioxs RECEIVED 7th DecumMbeRn.—Correct : No, 1.—H. McP. No. 2.— None. | a 
— = } ) sla oe 2 Rarkine e i \ 

| We os ouid wane sound to the Isle of Dozs?—Barking Creek, > This is “ a goak.” May be had on forwarding a stunped and directed envelope. i 
a int 
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I can’t gust YET. Walt TILL I’ve FINISHED MY PIPE. 
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THE BETTER PART OF VALOUR. 


Old Lady :—“ PLEASE, SIR, WILL YE KINDLY DRIVE OFF THE BULL WHILE I cross THE FIELD.” 
oung Gentleman (who wants to cross the field himself, but can’t for obvious reasons) :—** CERTAINLY, (MADAM, WITH PLEASURE. THAT IS, 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


(Answer in our nezt.) 


Tux good ship rides on the seething tides, 
And when the foe comes nigh, 

The fatal shot will be sped I wot, 
From bulwarks strong and high. 

And while his skill with England's will, 
Is steadfastly combined, 

No foe can come anear our home, 
Whose flag waves on the wind. 





1. 
She stood for long heaven's gate anear 
And gained admission with a tear. 
2. 
Our changing passions in him, sce, 
Night after night presented, 
A pleasing task if only we, 
Are courteously contented. 
3. 


e sings in F a very pleasant ditty, 
ti thinks himself a — for much pity. 


He struggled with aie as Virait has told, 


And we gave a cartoon on the subject of old. 


5. 
You often want emphasis now and again, 


Use me, and your meaning will always be plain. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix ¥ Works, : St. Andrew's Hi 1, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the 
at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—December 15, 1866. 
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Beswes, I’ve AN APPOINTMENT ABOUT HERE.” 


EM 





6. 
It comes upon the midnight sea, 
In all its vague immensity ; 
And yet I've seen it young and silly, 
On many a day in Piccadilly. 


7. 
Ne’er had the essay charms like those 
He gave it, as each reader knows. 
8. 
Parents often draw it mild— 
Spare it and you spoil the child. 


ANSWER To Last WeErk’s ACROSTIO. 


Noureddin N 
Sigismund D 


F Farinelli I 
E Endor R 
N Nature E 
I Ideal L 
A Attila A 
N 

s 


Solutions of Acrostic in No. 82, received Dec. 7.—Correct :—H. McP. ; Choughs 


and Crows; A. T.; Audrey; Oldfield. 








Nothing New. 


Tux Journal of the Society of Arts makes a great fuss about a dis- 
covery recently made by the surgeons of Vienna, namely, that tissue 
paper possesses all the qualities of lint, and is much cheaper. ‘lhe in- 
vention is an old one, and dates as far back as the first law which 


recommended a bank-note asa plaster for wounded honour, or soci! 
| injuries of any kind. 





Proprietors) by THOMAS BAI. ER, 
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| FLO. 


| ro has the wickedest, winningest way with her, 

Merriest eve and the sauciest lip ; 

| Boys should be careful whenever they play with her, 
O’er her if they’d have the hand with the whip. 


| Jfsome light chaff you would care to disseminate, 
Testing the pla itude, ‘“‘ woman is fair ;”’ 

| Watch her lips curl, as she calls you effeminate, 
Seeing you part in the middle your hair. 


| Flirt for its sake, or for mere notoriety, 

She'll look you playfully up and then down; 
No sharper tongue will you find in society, 

No firmer woman fur holding her own. 


Men who are sensible will not play false with her 
If they don’t care to be treated with scorn ; 

Mind and b+ careful whenever you valse with her, 
Laugh, if you dare, when her “ pathers”’ are torn. 


Fto flashes eyesfull of love for the fun of it, 
Breaking her hearts like a box-full of toys; 

As to sincerity, she will have none of it— 
Girls, they are often as careless as boys. 


eS 


Happy as long as the silly ones sizh for her, 
Proud when the flattery falls on her ear; 

FLoxence can kill; but no hero may die fur her 
If he can’t reckon his thousands a-year. 


One of these days, it has happened before, you know— 
Flies u1e entrapped by the sweets they have gorged— 

Light-hearted Fro will be happy no more, you know, 
Fast in the fetters that Fuoxence has forged. 


| 
| 
| 
There'll come a time when her cupfull of jollity 
Some one will snatch, with a pitiless laugh! 
Then she will see the sad fate of frivolity— 
Know there is nothing so cruel as chaff! 


TO MY TAILOR. 
For Music. 


I nEeEp a coat, and of the very best, 
Fitting like webbing on an acrobat ; 

I want a pair of trousers and a vest— 
Trust me for that! 


I do not wish for your account, though small 
You probably would style it Verbam sat— 
I do not want to pay your bill at all! 
Trust me for that ! 
——_—_— 


SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


NEWS OF THE FOURTH SERIOUS. 
A La CoMPAYNE. 
Monsreur ue Repactevr,—Withont violating the sanctitudes, I 
may safely tell you that we are all as happy as the days are long—not 
t the days ave long just. now, such being against the almanack, and 
talking of almanacks i have bought several French ones and brought 
them down along with me, with the view to picking up the colloquial 
tone ususl in high society amidst our Lively Neighbour ; and so he may 
pi but the claret wine as he gives me do not agree with the Prophet's 
e. 

I cannot say that the French Court quite comes up to my notions of 
dignity. It is not for Nicvoxas to shy a lot of mud at the other 
members of the Fourth Serious; but you will hardly believe it, sir, 
such are the influences of Levelism and Democracy that authors, my 

ear young Friend. authors are positively received at Court!!! On, 

“ngland—oh, my Home! Oh, Land of Freedom, when did a mere 
literary chap pollute Windsor Castle? Not if the Geniusof Britannia 

hows it. It may be objected that Nicnoxas is himself a man of 
letters; but remember as that is not his only profession. Nicuo.as is 
also a betting man ; and I quite agree with the Saturday Review — than 
whom &@ more truly aristocratic organ, though a little not-quite-so- 
Bood-as-it-used-to-be—that Literature is only respectable when com- 

ined with other avocations, such as not being employed at the bar. 

However, the Prophet fell in with the prevalent tone of the place. 
visited his M.jesty simply on my fovting as a English gentleman 
Well known at Newmarket; but I ain not ashamed of my contributions 

your periodical press; and, accordingly, when I saw that Lewis 
4POLEON was fond of literature, | did what I could to amuse him. 
® held a litle council, some of us literary men. ‘There was me 


FP taiennieieriteeennieeiete ec 











Ee — SS int ia 





Meera | 








P 








if } * vay V\iAh i \. ’ \VA {\ Ni } jt Re 

NY Vat Wie his ane 
100) SL BITRE 
AE Ladies Ft 


i rE 











) 


Pe | 
a AW 
ij 

4. 


=——— Ai 
Ch 


= paiemee 


‘“THE HUNT’S UP.” | 
Scens.— Undergraduate’s Rooms at Oxford. | 


Scout (knocking) :—‘* Hot watsr, stx!"’ 


. ° ° ’ 
Voice from within :—“ Wat soRT OF A MORNING I8 IT?’ 


Scout :—** FreezinG HARD, 81K!” 


Voice :—‘* THEN €ALL MBE WHEN THERE'S A THAW.” 


_————$—$—$——_——_ 





and Epmonp Asovt—pronounce it like Annoo, as though an African 
Chief—and we thought we would draw uy just a little kind of season- 
able trifle for him. It have not yet come out; but I send you the 
rough draft of your Prophet's contribution. I have tried to make it 
instructive as well as amusing :— 

ODE. 


To THe ImpeRrAL Parnce’s Hicuness, &c., &c., &e. 


Att hail, ye young, but yet imperial cove ! | 
Your father is a celebrated man ; 
He may be led, perhaps, but won't be drove, 


And such was Nicuo.as when life began! 


Like Nicuoxas, fe had his ups and downs ; 
But now they both are taking of their ease : 
Me in Belgravia, fingering the browns ; 
Him ruling Europe, from the Toolerees / 
We both of us despise the vulgar crowd ; 
We both of us respect the Prince of Wales ; 
One of his palaces is cailed Saint Cloud, 
Another's appellation is Versailles. 
Hail, then, ye child of empire adolescent ! ass 
Hail, then, ye beaming, bright, and beanteous Scion! 
And may your father always keep things pleasant 
With Nicuoias’s Home, the British Lien !! 
NICHOLAS. 
A oe teaching the Imperial Prince how to play at Knurr and 
Spell. T think he will be war het of it, bless his little heart, by- 


and-by, but at present it is a link too many for him. 





Tue Present Srrie or Corrrvrs.—Chig-nonsense. 
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LORD ULLIN’S NEPHEW. 


7 great the old ballads will perhaps be found to consist im the 
— os and with picturesque abruptness, the 
ic victssitudes, the smell miserie«, and 
jows whieh make up the sam of human existence.”’—Swtth’s Treatise on Ballad 


facet that they relate in simpie language 
humble incidents of every-day life, the dumes: 


Pectre 
A cntertain to the water-side 
Rode down with he«dlong speed, 
“ He wins a silver crown,” be cri 
“ Who helps me in my need!”’ 


“ The storm is wild!”’ the boatman said. 
‘‘My need is pressing very ''— 
The chieftain cried and turned his head—- 
“ Come row me o'er the ferry ! 


“Ceme,row me o'er to yonder side, 
| Where never foe may find me, 
For swiftly doth Sin Capyas ride— 
| I hear his |.oofs behind me!” 


A knight came bounding down the glen, 
And reached the river-ferry 

Before the dilatory men 
Had half unmoored the wherry. 


The ehieftain’s shoulder, cruel brute, 
He tapped and murmured low— 

“ Come, shir—I ‘rest youat the shuit 
Of CLloruyanp, Sunrr, ax’ Co!” 


Coton Talk. 


By tne SAUNTERER In SOCIETY. 


—— — 
eee 





—~ ERHAPS I have been to the 

\ | } Cattle Show, and perhaps I have 
4 not. At any rate, not being a 

oe judge of cattle I won't venture 






the exhibition of those who came 
to see the show I can speak 
with greater certainty. Honasr 
and GiLEs were in strong force, 
and pervaded London consider- 
ably. Poor dears, what sorry 
entertainment is provided for 
them! In Cattle Show week the 
dreariest of comic singers are 
the lions of the music halls, the 
most threadbare burlesques are 
revived—galvanised into adead- 
alive state—cabmen raise their 
tariff, and eating-houses lower 
the standard of their provisions. 
However, as recommended by 
’ the vocalist who is supposed to 
" aeuane acceptable to them, they take things in a quiet sort 

Tue Christmas number of All the Year Round has a peared. It is 
very good asa whole. Nothing can be more ieetiien tan the story 
about Phoebe and little Polly—though Polly talks rather too “old” 
for herage. The ‘ Boy at Mugby”’ has some touches of humour, but 
the exaggeration is too violent to please me. ‘‘The Signalman” 
would be good for an average writer, but is not quite up to Dickgns’s 
standard. But then you mustn't expect all plums. and “ Polly and 
Phoebe are “‘ some raisins,”’ and no mistake! Mr. HaLumay’s paper 
—1it is not a story—I like as much as anything in the number. It has 
an sir of truth which is unmistakable. Some of its revelations will 
startle timid travellers. The last touch about little Bill is inimitable 
~ it 18 truly artistic. “The Travelling Post-office” is ingenious. 





"CB 





is @ fact worth notice that the names of the writers are for the first 
time given. 
Polly—and then Phabe—well, I really can't decide. 

Tue Savage Club Papers—a collection of articles in prose and verse, 
with numerous illustrations —is just out. It is the book I mentioned 
tome time since as about to be published, fur the benefit of the widow 
of the late Mx. Monten. The list of contributors, literary and 
artistic, is a most brilliant one, and I can honestly recommend the 


to discuss the exhibition. Of 








| 


On the whole, though perhaps Dr. Marigold—and yet | 


volume to my readers. They will get more than their money's worth, | 
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and at the same time will have the satisfaction of doing a good deed, 
Need I say more ? a i 

Tue blunders in art-criticism seem to come in flights like swallows, 
or epidemic diseases, or Conservative Papers when Lorp Denny's in 

wer. The other day the gentleman who “ does the picture books” 
for the Pall Mali made a ver, funny mistake. In noticing Tomches of 
Nature, he drew attention to the engraving of ono drawing, and asked 
why, if Messus. DALz'kL could do that so well, did they out so badly 
anuther bluck, which he sp+eified—but which unfortunately they had 
not engraved at all, as he mizht hove seen if he had taken the trouble 
to look. People should he careful when they talk about things they 
do understand, but when they talk about things they don't understand 
they should be doubly cautious, : ; 

1 HAvE just happened to fall in with the Times review of Dlughy 
Junction, and I would humbly suggest to its writer that a little variety 
is always charming. ‘This is the second year that after devoting two 
columns to the editor’s shure, he has dismissed tho other writers with 


| a few words tothe effect that the fact of their being admitted to such a | 


literary partnership sys all that can be needed in their favour. I 
mention this that he may have time to strike out somothing original 
between now and this time twelvemonth. 

Cour, C.B, and his fellowing are very busy about the Paris Bxhibi- 
tion. J have heard an amusing description of tho first scheme for the 
Refreshment Department—so wild a project was worthy of the author 
of Mumbo Jumbo. The Refreshment Department was to be an exhibi- 
tion. It was to be national—coyznac was not to be sold there, though 
brandy-and-soda might Arrangements were to be made for all the 
great brewers and refreshment manufacturers, biscuit-makers, &o., to 
have stalls, and the contracts were to co-operate with them s0 as to 
enable a customer if he wish:d to have samples of all the large 
breweries placed before him ut once. 
fancy The Beast coming clumouring to be fed under such circumstances ! 
people flocking to the counters by the hundred, eash one asking for a 
dozen sample glasses. I believe, however, this glorious vision was 


Shade of the Boy at Mugby! | 


i , 


lt, aa 
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dissipated by the practical difficulty of finding anybody fool enough to | 


take the contract under such conditions. 


I Have just received seme evr es from the Alexandra Studio. Apart , 


from the finish which the gold mounting gives to them they have 
much merit as photographs. The effect altogether is elegant. Messxs. 
E.uior anv Fry send me a carte of Dr. Mary Waker, which as a 
photograph has great merit. kor the subject I can’t say much ! 


} 

Ong would suppose that the novelties in the way of almanacs had | 
long ago been exhausted, but Mr. Ferrx Suitana seems to have hit | 
on something new. His almanic is a perfumed fan, with a month's | 


calendar ornamentally printed on each leaf. The device is ingenious, 
and the result pretty. 

A new Conservative organ is announced—the Jmperial Review. 
The prospectus does not seem to point out any peculiar novelty, but 
there is room for it if it is well done. 
on the fifth of January. 





TO A SAVOYARD. 


Sine if thou wilt, gay-hearted child of song, 
Sing the wild ditties of thy native land. 

Sing if thou wilt to charm the passing threng, 
With simple lays they cannot understand. 


Sing if thou wilt, gay-hearted child of song, 
Let thy wild music to the welkin ring. 
Sing if thou wilt—only, do go along— 
For goodness’ sake, go somewhere else and siag! 


Something New at Last. 


A review of Victory Deane in a contemporary will, we are sure, 
give Miss Brappon raion to tremble fur her sensational laurels :— 


“The author’s skill is shown in managing the events which follow this singular 
and ill-advised marriage. For strange to say, and to everybody’s amazemi nt, the 
squire r covers. He is once more young, hands me, rich, and as much as ever 
love with iovely Margaret Lumley ; but he is, in secret, Vietury Deane’s wife. Tlus 
is a bitter truth.’’ 


| We did think there was nothing new to be done in the sensation line. 


“The Compensation House” isn’t; and I don't much care for the But we were, clearly, wrong. 


‘‘ Engineer ,” one seems to have met with him somewhere before. It | 





A Man in Possession. 


THERE was an odd scene at Shrewsbury the other day. A railway 
train was seized by bailiffs, and only allowed to start, after some dis- 
cussion, with “a man in possession” on board. Poor fellow, he must 
have felt much in the same position as the old lady who wen ap 
elephant in a raffle. It was a wonder that no accident occurred, for 
“‘ possession being nine points,’’ a careless pointsman might have 
turned the wrong lever und sent the train off the line. 


— 


ET 


The first numbor will appear | 
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| NEW NOVELS IN FUN. 


It fell into the hands of Nan Guyow. He recogaised the hand- 
writing; immediately opened the letter; disapproved of its contents ; i! 



































UI.—KISSING THE ROD. By Epmunp Yarrs. and concealed it in his private desk. i 
I.—In tue Crry. L’ Exvor 
yerypopy in the city of London knew Ronerr StreiGHTLEY— einie tl ; 
ie observe, not Bos, Nobody ever thought of calling him Bos. ves Rp on ee Se ee ae ey h 
It would have seemed absurd and out of place, that friendly abbrevia- 4, 
tion. Jf you can fancy a junior Lord of the Treasury addressing i 
Eowarp Georrrey, thirteenth Earl of Derby, as “ Txppy,’’ or DOUBLE ACROSTIC. ‘ | 


«“@zorr, my boy,”’ you may be able to conceive Mr. Fow ter, clerk of (Answer in owr next.) 
SrkkIGHTLEY AND Son, clapping the illustrious Ropert on the back ; 
with a friendly, ‘‘ Well, Busy, keep your pecker up!’ The “ house” 
was metallic toa degree. Staeicuriey's father had had sone meaty 
Government contracts, and now there was scarcely a Bourse in 
Europe where the firm was not known. 

Ropert STREIGHTLEY was, as he used to say with a certain pride, 
“a plain man of business, sir!’ His habits weresimple. He lived in 
a semi-debached villa in the Dalston-road: rose at five; practised 
snms in tare and tret tillseven; swa!lowed a red-herring and a cup of 
tea (three-and-ninepence per pound); kissed his old mother; rode into 
town outside the twopenny ’bus; entered his office between the sixth 
and seventh stroke of nine o’c ock; made a few millions; took an 
Abernethy biscuit and a glass of dry sherry at twelve ; bought some 
ships; bullied the directors of the Bank of England; and got home 
again, also per "bus, by eight o'clock, in time for an early tripe supper. 
As for amusements, he had once taken the authoress of his being to 
the Polytechnic. He wu.sa shrewd fellow, was Rusent—and he never 


tvek her again. 


From towns and from shires 
So gaily came they, 
All leaving the byrea, 
The turnips and hay. 
And by people versed 
In acrostics i.’s reckon'd 
What's said of my first 
Will do well for my sceond. 


— ee = ee 





1. 
In curious mental condition, 
He loudly proclaims his belief, 
And rushes at all epposition, 
Infallibly coming to grief. 
2. 


In TuHaexeray we know the name applies 
To a small lady with enormous eyes. 


3. 
A poet has said, ; 
In a curious ditty, 
That many onee fled 
Out of Hamelin caty. 
4, 
The lady she wept in her bower, 
And a tear, as she happ-n’d to wink, 
Fell down from the top of the tower, 
And where did it fall do you thiak ? 
5. 
It stands before him and has potent charms, 
Bearing his latest bantling in its arms. 
6. 
She was such a lovely creature, 
And yet [ restrained my heart, 
For [ knew what each fair feature 
Owed to something and to art. 


— 
et teen se 


Il.—Venes Vicrrix. 

“A lady to see you in private, sir,’ said young BrisTLEs, a junior 
elerk, wip'ng his mouth after a surreptitious Jiquor-up. 

Mr. BuisT.Es, sir, you smell of sherry.” said Ronext. ‘* Show the 
lady in; and leave my employment this day week.’’ You see he was 
rather annoyed at being interrupted in the middle of his Abernethy 
and his Amontillado. 

A tall young lady, with evident signs of blood and breed in her ex- 
quisitely fitting lavender gloves aud natty little boots, entered the 
city merehant’s sanctum, and, barely acknowledging his somewhat 
gauche salute, took a slip of paper from her p»rte-monnaie, and said, 
“TI believe, my good man, this comes from you ?” 

It was the ordinary notice that a bill now due was lying payable at 
such and such a place. 

StkBiGHTLEY had never before mixcd with the aristocracy. He felt 
at a glance that his fate was sealed; und the voice of conscience, no 
longer to be smothered under money-bayzs, reminded him that, in the 
hurry of his departure from Dalston, he had forgotten to put ona 
clean collar. Somehow, her lovely eyes seemed fixed, with an indolent 
disdain, upon the region ef his neck. She was an awfully jolly girl, 
you know. 

“You will call,” the pitiless young patrician continued, “you will 
call at my father’s to-morrow. He will pay your little account, and 








ANswBr To Last Wergx’s Agerostic. 


probably tell CLencu to give you aglass of ale. You will take care : 
to be there at eleven o'clock. Guvod morning.” P Peri I 

She was gone. Who could resist such witchery? From that A Actor R 
moment, Ropert STreiGHTLEY was her slave. Next morning he L Leporello O 
called at the house of her father, Nep Guyon, a broken-down man of L Laocoon N_ 
fashion ; and before he left had mide a proposal in due form for the I Italio Cc 
hand of the lovely KATHERINE. S Swell L 

Ah, Katz, my winsome Katie! There is a bad time coming for = ae 2 


yo, young lady; and a smasher fur Gorpon Frere. 
III.—Gorpon Free comes A Cropper. 


Gorpon Frere lived in chambers in the Temple, chiefly because he 
was not reading for the bar. He was in fact, a second-class clerk in 
the Perusal-of-Paper Office, and, as such, had access to the best society 
in London. His means were limited, but he always took a season- 
ticket for the Crystal Palace, and he could generally manage to get an 
. Admission to the Zoo on Sundays. He sang « Capital comic song, 

parted his hair in the middle, understood the management of pommade 
Hongroise as well as any fellow who ever wore a moustache, could slog 
ARRANT'S fastest over his own (‘T'arrant’s) head, and had played the 
Very deuce with the women of the mi'ldle classes. 
ard hit, however, was Gurpoy Frere when he first met Miss 
UYON at the Zoo, and in his mad infatuation he had at length pro- 
Posed to her, but by post, on the very morning that RoBEkt STKEIGHT- 
LEY likewise proposed to her—but in person and to her pxpa. 
Gordon's letter never reached her ; and she married RoBaxt STRBIGHT- 
LEY out of spite. 


SoLUTIONS RECRIVED uP TO l4tH Dxec.—Correct:—Inst. Civ. Kag.; T. 3.; 
Constance; Jarkins; J. W.; B. Flat; W. E. B. O.; William and Milly; R. B. M.; 
S.ndy and Bob; H.S. V.; Irresistible; Query, H. MeP.; 4. L. J. ; tiny Ditton ; 
Asmodeus; R. E. C.; A. T.; BR. BH. 8.3 A. B. No. 2; B. W. S&S. H.; A. B.C. ;: 
Multi Cotiva; Michael Scott; H. C. B.; Mignonette; Muggins; Stra‘broke; 
Benhill; C. K. L.; Audrey; Wit and Humour; Kingsdown ; Bossguessman ; 
Choughs and Crows; Kegento; F. T. D.; W. F. B.; lford Manor; Koscberry ; 
Kuby; F. J. and R. A. H.; Lechusa; Bumblepuppy; H. G.; J. W.; X. Y. Z.; 
S. H.; Barbel; T.N.C.; M. H. A. 


————— 


Ex tu-Bru(s)te! 
Forty tons of rust were taken out of the Menai tubular bridge the b 

other day in the course of a thorough cleaning. As the removal of the 

oxide decreases the bulk—(N.B. This has nothing to do with the Cattle 

Show)—we shall be anxious to learn whether the taking away of this 

rust is not calculated to diminish that (t)rust which should be placed 


in the construction. 





Nominally Geographical. 
A CORRESPONDENT, Who siyns himself ‘‘ An Agenised Atlas,’’ im- 


to inf him whetner Hann-kow, in Cnina, is any relation 
ae r apply to the Geographical 


IV.—Suvm Cuiqve. 
at imagine, my good friend and reader, that the Post = a oe 
i , ame ' T | plores 
orities were in any way to blame ‘They neverare. The letter P Jou Butt ia England. He had bette 


was delivered i 6 : 'r time (8.35 a.m.) ; and 
2 in due course and at the proper time ( ) Society at its next meeting. 


if that is nota proof of civilisation, I should just like to know what ts / ps te 
Pena : 
ef 


we 
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A MODERN BUCOLIC. 


Jack STREPHON: 
How dost’'ee, Gartes ? Coom, Jad, I'd ha’ thee knaw 
Ize been to Lunnon vor to zee the Shaw. 


Gi.es Corypon : 
Naw! Hast’ee reelly, now! ‘Then zit thee dawn 
An’ tell, mun, what thee zeed oop yon to tawn. 


JACK SrrePHon: 
I zid Jeams Tityrvus! What dost think o’ that ? 
Was oop about zum law about the esta at. 
Well, he and me ma’ad oop our minds to gaw 
Ont yon to Islinten to ze the Shaw. 
** Wait here,”’ zid Jim, ** us zoon shall zee a ’bas, 
For dri»punse all the waay ‘twill car’ of us.” 
So on the pravement Jim and me did haide 
Till one cooms up wi’ pictur’ on ets zaide— 
A pictur’ of a braave vat beast, thee knaw, 
Vor to explain as how it went to Shaw. 
Zo oop gets Jim, and I yits oop longzaide, 
An’ aff we goaz and has a ’mazin’ ride. 
« Zims, it's a maighty way,” I sez to Jin; 
Jim thoft zo too, and zes, ** You'm best ax him.” 
Meaning the chap what hangs on ’bus behaind; 
Zo round I turn an’ axes mun quoite kaind— 
“| zay, vrend, when ‘ull us be at the Shaw ?”’ 
Zes he, “* My eye, you'm wrong. You'm come to Baw!’ 
** What, dizen’ thee go there ?’’ hollars Jim. ‘“ Why, sure, 
Thee'st got a pictur’ ov mun on the dure!” 
“ Oh, that’s a ‘liz: ment,” so he sez. Sez T, 
** Yes—to entize foaks wrong upon the gly!” 
Jim wouldu’t pav him—caualled the chap a cheat, 
And had a muighty row theer in the street, 
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Scenz.— The Isle of Wight. 


Equestrian :—“I say, MY GOOD FELLOW, IS THIS THE WAY TO RypE?”’ 


Yokel :-—“ Naw :—THEE TURNS OUT THEE TOES TA MUCH!”’ 


Till oop cooms peeler, happ’ning down yon wa ay, 

And he zet foorth as Jim and me must pa‘ay. . 
Gites Corvpon: 

A’ave olluz heerd as Lunnon were the spot 

For yawgues and sharpers, robbers, and what not. 

Lor, them ’bus chaps must ma‘ake bia’ave luts o’ tin 

By ta’aking zo of voaks from couutry in. 





Thus sang the simple swains, in accents clear, 
Then sought The Plough and had a mug of beer. 








Two Notabilities. 


Tur world does not know its greatest men! And what is more, it 
doe: not know some of its little men. Here are two gentlemen whose 
cartes de visite deserve to appear in the windows of the Stereoscopic 
Company with the other notahilities :— 


\ ANTES, a steady, orderly YOUNG WOMAN, acquainted with cooking and 
pastry, to assist generally in a small, quiet gentlemau’s family.—Apply, ete. 


What is the “small, quiet gentleman's”? height, we wonder! Our 
second gentleman is more extensive :— 


V ANTED, a large, second-hand wine merchant’s HAND-CART. Must be in 
good condition.—Apply to, etc. 

A large, second-hand wine-merchant is an object on which we have 

never had the luck to set eves. Does the size refer to his heizht, or 

has he a “ good body,” like his own port—in fact, a portly shape ? 





Coming to the Scratch. 


An idiot of our acquaintance says that the hero in Lorp KNEB- 


WortTH’s well-known drama, being the suitor of the Lady of Lions, is 
very properly named Clawed Melnotte. 
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‘Maar. 


DOES IT 


Kran (to Tronworker, on strike) :—* DONT YOU THINK, FRIEND, 


STRIKE 


oe = 8S 


YOU ? 


YOU SHOULD TRY TO STOP 7HAT7’ EMIGRATION ?” 
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| MRS. BROWN S NEIGHBOURLY ACTS. ee She says, “% will, with pleasure, some other day, I ain’t got it 
| T've always said as I never did want to know no neighbours, and int a ouse, but will send it you.” 

’ ’ I says, ** T can walt; and p’raps you'd like to ‘ave your bit 


i eae? really the way : .’ : . 
NEE ee ee ae ara s downright enough | of sik’ and tho dhonin.”” She saya, By all_aoxny, hon Me 
‘ows, and am sure should pretty soon be a downright sinner if I "ad oe in 5” and was quite grand over it; but just then there 
my way with that Mrs. Simmtne, for if ever there was a black-’arted tt nahg cog rs as I didn't ‘ardly know. 
wiper it was ’er, a8 turned on me like a mad bull, and all for nothin ever there was a ‘ogg in ’is manners, Simmins was the man; for 
for how was I ever to know anything about 'is goin’s on, be te dacth z come a-bustin’ in, and says, ‘‘ What's this caper?’ I see ’er 
wasaggrawatin’, but then she never was the woman to make ’is ‘ome c aaa colour as she said, “ Oh, nothink, only this good lady, as you've 
wmfortable, as would ’ave washin’ about till a Fridse night. a0 f eard me speak on by the name of Mrs. Brown, ’as been a-showin’ me 
calls downright misery; but certingly he ’adn’t no right f ti het some things as she's been a-buyin’,” snd she gave me a wink 
er out of “er own ’ouse in the dead of the night, cata alt ae Well, then,” says he, “ Mrs. Brown, you've been a-dealin’ ata 
dogs, in ‘er night things, as pretty nigh was ‘er death, poor thing, as | reese Should no poring eee rete eres rem lar put out. 1 
Idid pity then, but now must say as I think it served ’er righ 6 says, * Should you consider as these was lovely bed linen ?” 
of all the aggrawatin’ women to go on, and neve "saad jor | He busts out a-lartin’, and says, “ Lovely! Why they're only fit 
aha , r no pleasin’ er | for the marine store-shop, at three-fardens a pound.” 1 says, “ I'm 
; don't think as ever 1 I should ‘ens knowe d any think about er if it -~ S = thinks so, and shall expect my money back as I give for 
‘'adn't been utcher boy was took with a fit on’ or- ; . ” 
od ne they didnt know ‘ow to tet in, and saya tem fom | ag TAgSES soteent Mee” T mye “oud tattor atk your wife 
sly with cold water to "is ‘eud,” and got adrop of Levody ex T poured | vu con, S0ld you tickets! “What,” he says, “you've been at 
| down is throat, as wasn’t, partikler bad, for he was out co asuel nost | {cu7 oi, games; e-pawnin’ the wary bed-things for to get drink! 
- day, and never seemed to know nothin chek tt out as usual next | Now,” he says, “I told you what I'd give you if ever I caught you at 
Well, Mus. Simmtns two days arter, come into — kin’ that game agin’ ;’”’ and if he didn't take and give ’er a slap of the face 
| for to recommend ‘er any one as eaud cand iy P whi &-askin me | as made my blood run culd. I says, ‘‘ You cowardly blackguard, for 
abe might trust Mus. CHanuin with anal a id. 8 washin , as I said | to strike ’er like that; and I ketched old of ‘is coat tail and give it 
| ‘ad, and will often ‘ang out without wi &0. ae she’s got any | that wrench as it tore up the back like tinder. 
| poche! Sis & While Guid, 60 is 20 | a i ines, a8 18 Werry | He was ina rage, and swore that awful, and says, “Get out of my 
wringin'-out alone is enough to twist ine: ie A ae ae the | place, or I'll kick you out.” I says, “ Kick away, if you dares.” 
always spoke friendly but not to ae j nat ie rter that we | He looked deadly pale; and if he didn’t turn round and begin to 
iin demehed ma te o cup of tea pore Bs agree: ti ee pitch into ’is ®ife. She screamed murder; and I did give it ‘im 
Seek, Oth & wiallin thet ’ot, os I likes FP in pa ain ? ag cup | pretty ’ot over the shoulders with my umbrella, as the iron ‘andle on 
: qaly leather if left to be col hy asted in the room, but ee — = > bald — as — ‘im up pretty sharp; so he 
We'd ’ . ei makes a rush at me for to get the umbreller out of m "and, but I was 
| aa oo ef orent ae eee ee ’ a - too quick for ‘im, and put it behind me; but aden he managed for 
a silk, = my ever it could ’ave been ’ers first, and as were ; a _ SESE SS ey Se ee SE He 
an “capo ” oe “a _ 7 — me Aes and ends as she said He ’ollers, “‘ Get up, you're a-stiflin’ me.”’ I says, ‘‘So much the 
it dk-al aeamen end ti = ike to part with through better, you cowardly willin.” I did want to get up, for I was a-settin’ 
through bein’ in th yt. se not a man as she dared to ask | on ’is chest, but I couldn't; and as to Mus. Simmins, she only kep’ 
| ah ieemn Ge as a a that nin as she dursn't call ’er | on ’owlin’. I says, “‘ Pull me up;” but she pretended not to ’ear; 
fortable, for it's ni gh eee ae en , a ete ty prey com- | and I really did think as I should smash the feller; but at last I 
mum, if ever you should = most = = sone z ell, Mus. IMMING, | managed for to strugyle on my feet, and ’urries out of the place 
| Sau a hah ond eek coon part wi : - it of black silk,” a8 | straight ‘ome, a-leavin’ them rags behind me as I never see no more, 
made up, “I should »P ‘oa Pah Fog was e a ; — pee and not | nor yet the money neither, for he turned ’er out of doors that werry 
says, “Mus. Brown. I oh dik ave " at oe . Ah,” she night, as I took ’er in out of charity, as she turned agin me and ‘as the 
lovely things, as ue aot the ti k _ . ae t at and many other | the impudence to go about a-sayin’ as I've got up in the world and 
gravy-spoon a. tra oe oe c , r oe a just backed my | despises them as I did used to be under obligations to when on a lower 
Saas ie oak bee’ wing - e eg _. eur father, a8 was | spear, as goodness knows I don’t pretend to be nobody now, though 
knowed as he was ont 7 oe ee , Shay in the ckney-road,” but I | there is parties as is werry anxious for to higher me in the world and 
arterwards. y & pubic in a small way, as I found out ome ~ = a a, See 8 I'm - an old nr ony as 
We . . scorn their words, and don’t know no such parties. But as to Mrs. 
i seat Saeed me = oe and certainly there was useful | Simin, she'll never get me to buy no more of ‘er pawn tickets, as 
pot myself; but a bit f Welsh tl & gravy-spoon nor yet a mustard- | p'raps served me right, for ‘avin’ anythink to do with sich low-lived 
edeine tebinclnhe i. : oa , an oe = black silk and a ‘things ; but meant to act neighbourly, as you never gets no thanks for. 
would ’ave, and paid ‘er alto tame pl Lp trp: oe t : | I could ’ave stoed a good deal, but not ‘im a-writin’ me when they'd 
MS ees moliiter to Enow en . a en or them tickets. | made it up, a-sayin’ as if I d a spark ef ’onour about me I should pay 
went the next da ‘. ‘ b th shine avin the money by me, and | for that black silk as I'd got for nothin’, as was more than ‘art 
Islin’ton, as 2 _ ofa wa nes oe as was p'edged all the way | cotton, and cut through in no time; and I’m told as though they're 
Was a-livin’” ” good drag from the Commercial-road, where wé | a living together they both quarrels dreadful through beiny given to 
t cost me a th de t ' ; drink; and she says as I’m the cause of ’is bad behaviour to er as 
some to look at ’ — pounes 50 ge them things out, and when I | was always a good ’usban’ till I set ’im agin ‘er in tellin’ ’im as she 
leastways not th “bl Pe oe t nothing remarkable at furst sight, | pledged ’or things, as I never did; but you don’t ketch me a-’avin’ 
things "ome and . ved h k nor yet the flannin, but when I got the | anything to do with pawn tickets, as causes ill-feelin’s both ways, and 
‘andsome once ne _ b " . tablecloths you never did. They ’ad been | for my part, I don’t care for to ’ave other people’s things on my back, 
through in the f oubt, but ad been a-layin’ by till they was wore | nor yet about the place, as makes you feel awkward every way, and is 
e folds as if they’d been cut with a knife, and as to the | no doubt ’urtful to their feelin’s when down in the world. 


8 . 
= Kg pillow-cases they was rags, as no doubt she were well- 
time bdr re we ae let ’er ’ave money on that bundle, ——— ooo 
me without a-lookin’ into it, as I know they will do by 
= 2 puts away their things reg’ lar, as the sayin’ is, and will go THE BAD HUSBAND. . 
pledge oe for years, as I’ve know'd myself a party as did used to “Mvory Junction! Mugby J unction ! 
r Hat iron for fourpence till it was quite wore down. 7 aon I heard a wife bewail, " 
ad your writer no compuncuon 


was put out with bein’ done like that, so I thought as I'd take 1” 


the things in and show ‘em to ’er just as they was; so I takes all but When he wrote your moving tale 


the bit of black silk i i 
, , and in I goes and puts ’em down on the table in “ _ 
hed a pn says to ‘er, “ Here’s a pretty lot of rags you've stuck meme 2 ea pod lone ens meaner 
Cuttin’ ‘em eas she says, “oh! my lovely things, ‘ow you've been As beneath some dren disaster 
“ * 9 9 = ° ’ ° 
is only fit oe — em, rubbish! Why, they’re wore out rags as oe 2 : Sotto, 
withent c oe er, and no more worth thirty shillin’s as l’ve paid Mugby Junction! Mugby Junction!” 
“Oh!” gh interest for ’em than I’m worth my weight in gold.” BY 
“Ww el). : ‘they’re beautiful.” _ ; 
» then,” I says, “you give me the money for ’em, and keep Tur AGR WuHIeH ALL GIKL8 DESIRE TO ATTAIN.— Marni-age. 
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HAIR-BRUSHING 


Tonsor discourseth :-— 


"Arr cut, sir? Yessir. Much off? Ah,—not much in front, sir. 
Yessir. Fine day, sir. Very fine for this time of the year, sir. ’Ead 
a little more forward, if you please. 

**Good many people in town, sir. Yessir, Cattle Show week, exactly. 
Good show, sir’ Sol understood. Nut crop it too much—oh, dear 
no, sic! Cut a gentleman's ‘air yesterday, sir. Knew the hox that 
got the prize. I should say the owner. Tuld me it was fed on oil, 
sir—linseed oil. A little lime-juice, sir, or pomatum? Lime-juice. 
Yessir. Certainly, sir. ; 

“Any news in the paper to-day, sir? Nothing, sir. No, sir. So 
I understood. ‘Ard brush or soft brush, siry Medium. Very 


good, sir. 

_ “ Curious thing, sir, rabhit. ‘Sometimes cat,’ sir? Ah, very good, 
sir. Yessir. Didn't mean the hanimal, sir, but ‘abbit, sir. Curious 
how ‘abbit accustoms one to anything, sir. You see, sir, these injure 
rubber hands comes «ff the ‘oops, sir. Frequent. Now if you was to 
try all day [ don’t think youd ‘itch it on again. No, sir. ’Abbit, 
sir. I can doit hevery time. Yessir. Shampooed, sir? Not sham- 
pon ar. No, sir. One of our chaps he’s a Yorkshireman, and he 

ad a young gent here fine the other day. He was kidding he was. 
Oh, shamming it weans,sir. Pretended he couldn't ’itch the band up. 
Gent offered to bet on it, and our chap ‘ad ‘im fine. 

“Yessir. Little off the whiskers, sir? No, sir. Thank you. 

_*"Ad'im fine, sir. Done it every time after the first. Too bad, 

sir, Yes-ir. Young gents comes in in parties some!imes, and makes 
& rare row. From the hospitals, sir, you see. Studenta, medical 
students, sir. Noisy lot, sir. Yessir. Ove on em the other night 
roes beyind a friend with one of the bands and lets it go. Up gues 
is friond’s ‘xt, sir. Surprisin’ it went up, sir. Yessir. Will have 
their lxrks, sir. "Aira little thin, sir? Ever try our Anti-bald-clinei 
sir! Very good thing. Not to-day, sir? No, sir. Break the bands 
occasiona!, sir. Yessic, They will snap at times, sir. 
affects the injure »ubber. Yessir. No doubt. A little Raliantine 
for the whiskers, sir’ Yessir. Excllent preparation, sir. Let me 
recommend—not to-day, sir. No, sir. Thauk you, sir. 





The weather ; him earthenware—we bez pardon, we nv an every where. 
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BY MACHINERY. 


‘‘Haccidents? No, sir. Very seldom, sir. Oxce ’eard of a young 
lady caught by her back-’air and carried over the wheel before they 
could stop her. Yessir. ’Ad the misfortune to pull ’alf a gents 
beard out. Grew again, sir? Yessir. Our Do-if-you-Cantharidino 
projeoces ’air very rapid. Excellent thing where it’s a-fallin’ off. 
Would do your ’air good, sir. Not to-day, sir. No, sir. Thank you. 

“ Part it in the middle, sir? Yessir. Cuta good deal of ‘air in the 
day, sir. Yessir. ’Abbit, sir. Do it rapid. Towel, sir. Thank you, 
sir. Allow me to brush you. Yessir. Thank you. Anything else 
to-day, sir? Nothing, sir! Thank you. Good day, sir. Thank 
you. (Zo new-comer.) ’Air cut, sir? Yessir,’ etc. (Da capo.) 

Exit shorn customer with a headache and a vow to avoid whe voluble 
one in future. 


-_——_—_—- 


GIVINGS. 


He gave her his name, and he gave her his hand, 
That earl with his quarterings twenty, 

He gave her his houses, he gave her his land, 
And he gave her pin-money in plenty. 


He gave her gay dresses, Jace, feather, and gem, 
And furs, as though ermines were weasels, 

And flowers—when they cost him a guinea a stem— 
And puintings from thousands of easels. 

And she in return for his giving her them, 
In her gratitude gave him the measles. 


Rather Hard. 


Mr. Dovttoy, M.P. for Lambeth, is an unfortunate man! He hes 
forsworn pottery for politics; but hia pipkins, like the Furies, fullow 
He has for- 
saken pans, but his political career is beset with jars. 


Tue Worst Tax.—d-taz of gout. 
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Suppose a Poor Law Board aroused— 
The supposition’s silly— 

And men and women warmly housed 
Received good “toke”’ and “ skilly.”’ 

If Bumpve coarse and short of breath 
Could lose his dinner daily, 

And guardians would be starved to death, 
Or hung at the Old Bailey; 


Supposing Lricester-square were free 
From filth and melancholy, 

And people crowded there to see 
Fresh flow’rs instead of folly; 

If public buildings could but last 
With stone the weather tells on, 

And LanpseEr’s lions really cast 
Were crouching under NgLson ; 


If critics really spoke their mind, 
And people took to hissing, 

If mothers were not always blind, 
And girls encouraged kissing. 

If managers would not forget 
Before deciding plans on, 

That proper scenes are always set— 
But not by Ma. Danson ; 
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If marquises had else to do 
Than prosecuting babies, 

If elever women were not blue, 
And swells not always gabies. 
If petty tradesmen would not rob, 
And wags would be amusing, 

Tf cabmen pocketed their bob 
| Without so much abusing ;— 
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In fact if every source of chaff 
Were utterly denied us, 
And we who growl were forced to laugh 
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A CONSCIENTIOUS IMPERSONATION. | When naughty Sammons tried us ; 
Lady Manager :—‘ But, ux pean Lavra, Joan or ARC NEVER WORE A | . ee wom spete— 


CHIGNON ! ”” _ 
We all should turn to idiots, 
Joan of Are :— Wext, but 1 I TAKE IT oFF, GEORGE WILL THINK ME | And soon begin to drivel. 
sUCH AN Impostor! ’’ | 


a cccsenanannn bd 


—————— - == ———-___--_- --— -— = 
A. J. C., Herne Bay.—But not his’n laurel]! 


Arma Virumque Cano. i 
IGNORAMU8.—Know ‘‘ no. 


THERE was a funny mistake in Lloyd’s the other day. A police M. A.—Please don’t send old riddles again. 
ease at the Thames Office was reported, and it was stated that two W. T.—Personal blemishes are hardly subjects for fun—a wooden leg is 


mea called Sparks and Coxer were charged with begging. Sprarxs | a poor peg to hang a joke on. <Spapegtt 
2 Hazy.—In this case, contrary to proverb, ‘‘ hazy deesn't do it. 


lost a leg and i 
an arm, and Cokeran arm only. The policeman , : 
who took them in custody is represented to have alleged that, T. Y. C.—On reflection you wouldn’t ask us to insert those lincs, would | 
“The pri “aa : : . u? | 

prisoners were singing a dismal song in a street, and put out their hands yo ca . . 

% people were passing them, and occasionally raised their hands to their heads. W.G., Coventry.—T hanks, but not available. 
SwALLow won't go down with us. | 
| 





The prisoners did : ; : 
coll not actually ask for anything, but their design evidently was to ‘ 
Th _ ‘diacetate ” T. A.—We consider the sparrow story rather painful than funny. 
€ printer i : Te | W.E.C., Reading.—We fear it is out of the question. 
ay an 7 evidently given them an “2” whon he should have | EXcELsior.—We must dissent from your ascent. 
RuyMer should be eo in more than name. 
‘sRAVINGS OF A REJECTED a. ee title! 
A STaRLInG.—Contribution rather dicky. 


Z., Inverness.—The idea of ‘Sold’ s’old. 
J. M., Victoria Park.—We ought to know those lines—don't try it on 





Answers te Correspondents. 








* Bow, M4, is old enough to know better. again. . 
W © eketohes not at all bad. J. J., Sheerness.—We don’t see how we can work the notion. 
-.—It shall be submitted as you wish. PuHeNIXx has mistaken his vocation. He’s a goose. be 
Declined with thanks—A. C., Spalding; N. J. A.; A. B.; J. W., Pym- 


* Sho» Junior.—Thanks. 
. ae Battle.—Not of general interest. 
Tu - 4. C.— Under consideration, 

ae of an “‘ Ode to the Moon”? has written to the moon in wane. 
CR rae are very much obliged. 

wo +. G., Dublin, is requested to forward his address. 

cau suggestion is * * * * 
- 5.— Yes, 


street; Sandy; Imprimatur; G. H. D., Unthanks-road; C. P. H. . 
a we Wiewsteast PW. P., Edinburgh; T. W.; Mors; A. Ww. C., Bath; 
Amos; S. U. R.; Athlete; W. M. D., Birkenhead ; Z. Z.Z.; H.-R, 
Kensington; Willoughby; J. H. L., Lyndhurst; 3 W., Redhill ; 
T. D. V. B.; F. G., Southport; Q.; A. D., Manchester ; G, H. r., 
Liverpool; A. F., Glasgow; H. P.; F. W. R.; J. C. F., Liverpool ; 
“A T F. R. C.; Pargios; J. H., Charlton; H. G. B. ; H. T., Eesex-road; V., Liver- 
Chews AND Gown” should have been more careful as to rhymes. ol; H. Y., Leytonstone; A. W., Bond-street ; G. r., Forest-bill ; oe? 
aM byline are excellent. forris-road ; Thorn; J. A.C., —— ts : ; ae trend oe. e. es 
so ay 2, Y entnor.— We spare old age even wh al d your | Wella; Spes; A. B. C.; A Duffer; C. B. W., J : s 
wy is therefore useless. Pp £ en malevolent, and y Puriton ; r Muggins; W. G.; J. P.; Ww. W. Crick; G. S.; J. W. pat. 
the Pomiet? Belfast.—One of the most alarming symptoms connected with | R. T. G.; J. B., Edinburgh; Tom R.; R. F.; R. H. . Pee aie 
FP wovement is the revival of the Head-Scenter joke. Walkins; H. Oswego; H. N.; T. P. W., Bletebley; H. B.; H. i. W.,; 
leswade; Ka-foozle-um; Bon Vivant. 


W. 
B. F. 0., Oakham.—‘The story is an old one. H. H. P.; E. B., Bigg 
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FOR DIVORCE REASONS. 


Reverend Gent. :—“ But you REALLY CAN HAVE NO SERIOUS REASON TO 


| WISH TO KB PARTED FROM YOUR WIFE.” 









SONG OF THE EASTERN TOURIST. 


On, to-morrow I'm off to that Orient clime, 

Where all is re mantic, unique, and sublime, 

Where men “melt to surrow, or madden to crime,” 
According to how they may feel at the time; 

Where “ the voice of the nightingale never is mute," 
And nothing's so cheap as ‘the fairest of fruit,”’ 
Where tobacco is splendid, and little of cost, 

And none of its charm in the smoking is lost, 
While the curling chibouque can yield solace to man, 
Or the fragrant varghilly of distant lran. 


Though my name is but Jones, and I’m no Oriental, 
In spirit I m Eustern—in heart sentimental ; 

So I'll doff this tweed suit and this wide-awako hat, 
And don the grand turban, robes, sash, and all that, 
And girding on scimitar, pistols, and dirk, 

Come cut at Stamboul as ‘fa regular Turk,”’ 

To set both the na'ives and visitors staring 

At most gorgeous costume and pasha-like bearing. 


O lovely Stamboul! with tby glittering mosques, 

‘Tby fountains and minarets, khans and kiosks, 

Thy streets and bazaars, where, in picturesque groups, 
Swarm Gieeks, Arabs, Pashas, and Ottoman troops ; 
Dark beauties, whose veils mock the infidel’s stare— 
Zuleika and Leila, Duc) and Gulnare. 

Shall I really behold thee ?—What heavenly bliss! 
I’ve longed all my life for a pleasure like this, 

Oh, am [ not happy, I—— stop, if I look, 

There's a similar sentence in Moore’s ** Lalla Rookh,”’ 
And Jones, if you wish to succeed as a poet, 

Be car-ful, dun't plagiarise—nvt if you know it! 

My bark has weigh'd anchor, ker sails court the breez>, 
That's destined to waft her across the wide seas, 
(Which means, when descending to plain sober prose) 
We've just got the steam up, and cry, “off she goes!" 
As I stand on the deck of the P. and O. packet, 
Sarrounded by noixe and confusion and racket ; 

| The winds are arising, and lashing to foam 
{ 


ee ee es et enantio 


The waves of the Channc!, that bear us from home ; 
How d is the ocean !—what fervour of zeal 

It wakes in the —— bless me! how strangely I feel! 
My head is beginning to spin like a wheel ; 

I’m going to be sea-sick—ob, Jones, what a fool 
Wert thou to embark on this trip to Stamboul! 

In weather like this—but, my heart be thou brave, 
Did Selim and Conrad thus fear the wild wave? 
But, alas! it’s no use; I cen stand it no longer, 

I'}l just go below till I feel a bit stronger: 

Here, steward, some brandy, and quick, if you please, 
Farewell, then, oh Ocean! and sweet reveries ; 


Rustie :— Wet, No, srr! J LIKES MY WIPB WELL ENOUGH, BUT, YOU I’m in such a state that | really must lie 


| SEB, SHE DON’T PLEASB MOTHER!” 


=e 


| LYRICS FROM THE LATIN. 


II.—CAIUS TO BALBUS. 


An! Banus they were happy days, 
That are so distant now, 

What time glad laughter you would raise, 
And I was at the plough. 

I oft was building, while you broke 
Your word, but worst of all, 

‘Th: times are gone for that old joke— 

Of leaping o'er the wall. 


The fair puella never deigns 
To show the way as then, 
And pueri who took such pains 
To sing, are grown. up men. 
And in degenerate days like these 
Right sorrowful [ am, 
For, BaLnus, wretches call me “ Keys” 
In halls beside the Cam. 


_—<—$<$ $$$ _____ 
Savon and Savant. 
A wisr perfamer in Paris advertises cakes of soap for sale, and 


| P : announces that a golden louis lies imbedded in one cake out of every 
; H 4 handred. Of course, purchasers come in plenty, for each hopes he 
! will be so-'appy as to get “ the coin of 'vantage.” 





RATHER! 
Ms. acricket umpire be called a see-fairing man f 


nted by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St Andrew" 
at 86, Fleet-s 














s ITill, Doactora’ Commons, and Published (for 
treet, E.C.—December 22, 1866. 


Down here for about half am heur so, Good bye! 


nant 





Bravo, South Western! 


Tux South Western Railway has set a good example to the other 
companies. It devotes special compartments to smoking, and hence- 
forth there will be two nuisances the less on that lino. The man who 
didn’t want to smoke, but only smoked becauso it was wrong, and 
annoyed other people, will be without a plea, and without a pleasure in 
consequence, and there will be no further occupation for the testy old 
gentleman who “has no objection to smoking as smoking, but objects 
to it in a railway on principle.” 





Running Spirits. 

Tus Court Circular states that Mr. Homs, the spiritualist, has 
challenged Mr. Apnison, the medium malyré Jui, to a tlying race for 
two miles. We area little too “fly’’ to accept this as fact; but we 
should like to see a contest which would be conducted with so much 
spirit ;—if we may believe the spiritualists, which, of course, we ”¢”/ 
—only we don’t. 


A Cam-Fine Joke. 

Tu other day, in Dublin, it was rumoured that the Fenians w¢t’ 
to rise and cut off the gas through the city. Accordingly, treops 
patrolled round the gas-works all night. The natives declare that this 
was done in order that if the gas was put out the streets might be 
lighted with Patrolium. 


———— 





Art Note. 

Tue pictures in distemper on the walls of the Chapter House at 
Westminster are in need of restoration. We understand that Mx. 
James Suaw, whose long experience in the dog line duly qualifics him 
for the treatment of distemper, has offered his services. 









© Proprietors) by THOMAS BAKER, 
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SOME MEDITATIONS FOR BOXING NIGHT. 


BY AN ELDERLY BOY. 


-—— 
. 


a? 
ce ea a tet 


HEN life was fresh, and the prospect sunny— 
en CINDERELLA was gospel truth— 
I feared no peril from love or money % 
(The last for manhood, the first for youth) ; et] 
The boundary-lines of my worldly pleasure ! | 
Were nursery-lyrics, and sweets, and toys: 
I was petted and spoilt beyond all measure— 
A regular sample of hopeless boys. * 
When the years of my lite were six or seven, 
T still retained (as all children do) 
Enough of the primitive infant leaven 
To love the false and despise the true. 
Permit me—now that the taste has perished— 
To own that my principal childish crime 
Consists in having so early cherished 
A feverish love of the Pantomime. 


732 
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At school they managed to teach me spelling, 
And probably found it a fearful task 
(I was dreadfully slow, as I don’t mind telling 
My friendly readers, before they ask). 
I fought my playmates—maddened my masters— 
Had little of learning, and lots of ‘‘ cheek ;’’ 
Was daily getting in fresh disasters, 
And wanted a holiday thrice per week. 
They gave us a miserly month in summer; | 
A month when the year was nearly done; 
But winter was always the welcome comer, 
As winter was always the time for fun. | 
I used to dream of the coming revel— 
Of all the joys of the Christmas time ; 
And the pleasures that stood on the topmost level, 
Were Mistletoe, Pudding, and Pantomime. 


The Bowers of Bliss, in the Golden Mountains, 
Were genuine bowers of bliss for me ; | : 
The Haunt of the Naiads and Fairy Fountains ; i | 
Were better than ever Versailles could be. | bel 
I hated the giant, and loved the lovers ; 
And, oh! I applauded, with all my might, 
The part where a front-scene slowly discovers 
The Crystalline Caverns of Dazzling Light. | 
I thought it would suit me to dwell for ever 
With harlequin, columbine, sprites, and clown 
(And the pantaloon, though a shade less clever, Ht | 
Was clever enough to divert the town). I 
To pass the rest of my days in clover, Ht 
To be the king of a fairy clime, 
With nothing to do except reigning over , 
A land of perpetual Pantomime. | 


My mistletoe passion with years grew stronger— | 
I liked my pudding in riper age ;— 
But the Pantomime was a joy no longer, ' an} 
When life had attained a more manly stage. it 
For, casting an eye at youth's panorama, }) i 
From six or seven to twenty-one, 
I can see that I found the legitimate drama h 
More fertile far as a theme for fun. a 
Yes; stage tradition, and stage emotion 
Are far more fitted to raise a roar 
(At any rate, such is my private notion), 
Than Pantomime was in my days of yore. 
I find I am always moved to laughter 
By speeches heroic, or thoughts sublime, 
But the second childhood, to come hereafter, 
May carry me back to my Pantomime. 
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Whom, sweet whom. A CONVERSATION.—A FACT. | 


oem av Mall, we are glad to see, is an bolas yy veeueat Scenze.—A Station on the Metropolitan Railway. 
stor Lin d detestation of its readers. : . ‘ 
n a letter aes ea ae foe and the answers sent ul Porter (reading a Christmas Number).—Mugby Junction! Ugh, 
in reply ; eter 2 ugby, or any other junction. 
Pr wp » We have this sweet thing in ee * i: beaten (well informed). —A' that means Rugby, that does! 
clai € professed to have married 10,000 persons within the last twenty years— Must. Raat t 
_ med the example of the Queen, whom he declared was married on his ugby ugoy : “9 
‘ystem,” ete, lst Porter.—Oh, does it * 
Valk about the “ Queen’s English ” and the “Dean’s English””—here | 2np Porter.—Yes, Ragby—and there's a large school there—that's 
Wwe have a writer “ whom is determined’”’—to adopt his own formula | the Boy at Mugby. D'yesee? 3 
—to establish a language of his own. Mystiriep Passsnogx.—Well 'm——. [ Exit. 
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CHRISTMAS GONE TO THE——CATS.—A FACT. 


Tom and Tabby under the Mistletoe, 


Toon Talk. 


THE SAUNTERER IBN SOCIETY. 


‘“‘A merry Christmas anda happy New Year.” A right sort of 
wish, I take it, for this number. One way of making Christmas 
merry and the new year happy is to try to remove some of those sad- 
nesses and miseries which when we read of them smite us to the heart. 
There are hospitals and refuges—give! So shall you perhaps uncon- 
sciously save yourself the pain of reading of “another dreadful 
suicide’ or “shocking case of destitation.”” There are plenty of 
institutions to which one may contribute with a full certainty that the 
money will be well applied. Or, if you prefer it, you may give your 
alms in the street. 
but if he can impose on you, you, who will gladly pay your five 


By 


shillings for a stall to see infinitely worse acting, ought to consider | 
! | before it ventures to enlarge its sphere of action. 
Apropos of acting and things theatrical: the managers have been | 


you have had your money’s worth. 


terribly hard on the music-halls throughout the year—but when Christ- 
mas comes, what happens? ‘The most successful burlesques are 
indebted to the music halls for their chief attractions. Black Eyed 
Susan i8 a@ suc és de mustc-hall entirely. There is some good fooling in 
it, but the dialogue is mild, and the whole “ go.” of the thing consi-ts 
in two comic songs borrowed from the répertoire of the music-hall 
vocalist. This does not detract from the merit of the author of the 
burlesque who deserves credit for the judgment of his selection. Those 
who are equally discreet in their visits to the halls of song will be 
equally popular. But it does strike me that the music-hall managers 
have a fair set-off at Christmas in reply to the complaints of theatrical 
managers. 

In the face of these terrible calamities at the coal mines the whole 
nation stands aghast. But the representatives of the whole nation 
have the remedy in their own hands, and if the evil is not provided 
against the fault will be theirs. ‘The remedy isso simple! It must 
be made a law—with serious penalties for neglect—that there shall be 
a shaft for every so many thousand feet of gallery. This will not 
prevent explosions altogether perhaps, but it will provide escape from 
choke-damp, which is to the full as fatal as explosion. This is a re- 
form which I hope the House will be called on to achieve by ademon- 
stration of public opinion that M.P.'s will not feel it safe to disregard. 

Tus Post-Office is about to add telegraphy to its duties. Well, I 
can see no reason why it should not. The werk might, and probably 


The recipient of your bounty may be an impostor | 
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Sur was a girl to cherish 
While life and strength endure— 
But now she’s changed. Oh, perish 
‘he new style of coiffure ! 
For her to hop the twig off 
A lover'’d fondly dare— 
But she’s frizzled half her wig off 
A-crimping of her hair. 


Her hair was gold as guineas, 

And dec}s+d in bands her brow, 
Till pressed by wretched ninnies 

She crimped it: see it now! 
It comes in handfuls big off, 

And leaves:her cranium bare ; 
For she’s frizaled half her wig oi! 

A-crimping of her hair! 


one aaee a 3 - 
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Could you see her * cart de vizait”’ 
(As it’s called by folks polite) 
You'd vow that thus to frizz it 
Makes her hair look altered quite. 
Yet: still a toast we'll swig off 
Yo FrizziwieG the fair— 
Vhough she’s frizzled half her wig off, 
A-crimping of her hair. 


uM 
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Reminiscences of Turkey in Europe. 
Ly a Crt. 
Ou! if I were a bird, 
At Christmas time, you ee ; 
A turkey much preferred 
Would surely be by me. 
lor sausages would then 
Reward me for my pains, 
Declaring me to men 
An Alderman in Chains. 


will be done more expeditiously by the Department than it is by the 
companies. A great security for this would be guaranteed if Mr. 
Sci pAMORE, to whom we are indebted for this plan as well as that of 
the Savings’ Banks (and I believe the Government Insurance scheme), 
were to be appointed Chief ofthe Telegraphic Department. At the same 
time, I cannot help thinking that the Post-Office would do well before . 
undertaking fresh duties, to. make quite sure it performs its old ones 
properly. There is room forimprovement in the rules about suburban 
posts—in the registration system—and most of all, there is not only 
room, but absolutely need for some improved measures to secure the 
safety not only of money but of MSS. transmitted by post. At pre- 
sent, even registration does no more than ensure that you shall know 
the theft has been committed—it gives you no redress. One fruitful 
source of theft is the underpayment of the letter-carriers, but it is not 
the only one. Then we have learnt, of late, that pillar letter-boxes are 
not safe. Really, St. Martin’s-le-Grand ought to correct these abuses 
And there are so 
many men of experience and intelligence in the department that if 
they uxly had the chance I feel sure that they would effect the reform. 

Lorp Joun Manners has done what “ obstructive Tories” are in the 
habit of doing in social matters—he has adopted an improvement 1n 
road-laying. His Liberal predecessor had been besought over and 
over again to set a good example to the vestries and set a steam-roller 
at work. But he was too busy with other matters which his official 
duties did not call on him to perform, so the scheme is left for Lop 
Joun, who has set the steam-rollers a-going with advantage. When 
the vestries have at length been led—or driven—to follow his example 
and spare both paint and horsetlesh in the laying of our streets, there 
will be much yet left todo. There are some roads—take, for example, 
the Strard round St. Clement's Church—on which one horse in every 
twelve goes down. There is a radical error in these to be remedied. 
Then, again, the breaking-up of half a street, and the congestion of 
traftic thus produced, should he remedied. Large troops of workmen 
might do in one night what it now takes weeks to get through. Still 
the steam-roller is a decided step in the right direction, and so I wish 
bis lordship, what he deserves, a merry Christmas. 

Messxs. Hancock, of Conduit-street, are now selling a new style of 
jewellery that ought to be popular. Articles in eighteen carat gold are 
macufactured by machinery instead of hand, and the result is a saving 
of fifty per cent. to the purchuser. Nor is this all—the designs are 
highly artistic, and the finish is excellent, so that the articles are really 
in n0 way inferior to the dearer hand-work. 
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| SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


| 

| Nicnuonas on CuristTMas. 

BELGRAVIA, 

| Mon cHER JEUNE AMI,—It is all very well to be a man of fushion, | 

| put every true-born Briton ought to remember as it is his first duty to 
be patriotic. While at Compayne the most flattering offers were made 
to the Prophet ; and I have heard that it was in contemplation in 
certain quarters to give him the place temporarily vacated by CoLoneL 
Firury, only at a higher salary, my tastes being, perhaps, more | 
lavish. I have also heard that An Illustrious Personage wanted him | 
very bad to go along of her to Rome, on the banks of the river | 
Tiberius ; but, with every respect for the Pope, than whom, perhaps, | 
no one more out of luck though a little given to the use of language | 
calculated to make every hair on my Protestant old head stand on end, | 
Nicuotas have had quite enough of foreign travel for the present, | 
especially’ when you do not know the language, and the diet is not at 
all like the honest joints of my infancy. The French call Christmas, 
Noel—which I have heard is « Baptist, like Str Morton Petu; and 
you don’t catch ‘me staying along of him! The line must be drawn 
somewhere—I don’t mean the London, Chatham, and Dover line, 
which has been drawn everywhere, the same applying to its funds; 
and I draw the line at Touts. There is many an old tipster with 
whom Nicwoxas would not at all object to hob and nob; but I have 
some regard for my character, such as it is, and there are many better; 
and I will ‘nor associate with promoters, contractors, financiers, or 
OvgrEND, GURNEY, AND Company (Limited). 

It was very touching, the farewell to Compayne, and there was a 
white-headed old Officer of Invalids—whom I take him to be a kind of 
what we call House-Surgeon in a Hospital—as said that it reminded 
him of *‘ Les Adoos de Fountainblue.” I think they would probably 
have kept'me there by main force if I had not promised to run over 
next year, and mect them at the Exposition. Of course, when I say 
that Iypromised to run over next year, I did not mean as I was like a 
engine ;'nor yet that I should absolutely wn, such not being suited to 
myperiod, leave alone the want of dignity. 

My heart, sir, was yearning to my Island Home. Over the details 
of the Prophet's passage we will, if you; please, throw a veil; not as 
the steward did so, it was more like a tewel. -The mighty deep and 
me have never got on well together. On mostoceasions when I have 
crossed the Channel, the sea and Nicuoras have both been blue and 
tumbling; but for different reasons. The sea, by-the-bye, usually 
began it! 

I am back in London; I trust it may not appear bumptious if I say 
as I am back in Belgravia. I am back, after a serious of foreign 
travel, which expands the mind; and you may actually expect to be- 
hold some of the results in your pages. My mind, however, has its 
peculiarities ; and one of such is that it will not be able to expand 
unless you raise my wages. I put it to you, mon cher jeune ami, or— 

| as we say in St. Petersburg—chrescovitch nejeff wrakoski—as I am well 
| worth my salt; and really, at this sweet, and holly, and festive time 
| of year, the bills are coming in after a fashion—especially my tailor’s 


bill, which his clothes were long after any fashion !—truly dreadful to 
behold; but even worse for to pay them. 

Besides, I have now a position to maintain; whilst at one time I 
| had nothing to maintain but myself, and could do so on the cheap! 
| You may remember, sir, that last Christmas I was the Pio Nino of my 
| period. I was abandoned to the mercy of the world; and I am bound 
| tosay as such never came near me. I was thrown (putting it meta- 
| Phorical) into the lap of Mus. Cxripr’s lodgings at Bermondsey, than 

whom though a more respectable person, yet if you happened to be a 

day behind with your rent her language, sir, was equal to ALLocv 

Tlons! Even then, sir, what Nicuoxvas will call the instinct of 

hospitality survived the possession of capital; and I asked all your 

staff to come and dine with me. JTlow many came? Ove came. It 
was Moosoo Jean Goon, which always told me he was banished 
from France because a Republican though I /are heard at Compayne, 
that it was more in the nature of embezzling funds. The rest of your 
contributors held aloof—they knew I had only a bit of beef to offer, 
and they turned up their noses at it, not as it was at all necessary for 
them to do so, Nature in many cases, though I name no names, having 
done so already; and I was left alone uvtil protected by a Relative 
whose kindness to me at that period has long been cancelled by the 
most low-lived scrious of persecutions. 

have no doubt as you will rise my wages ; but I cannot expect 
you to do so until the beginning of the new year, and as my travelling 
€xpenses have been heavy, I shall not repeat the blunder of Christmas 

865. I am in a position to enjoy a luxurious meal ; I hope your 
other contributors are the same; but 


NICHOLAS WILL DINE ALONE ON CHRISTMAS Day! 
NICHOLAS. 


P.S. Ah! what a festive season it is! and don’t it seem to open the | 
heart, like ? | 
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| rather by diminution. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


(Answer in our next.) 


Tue Season's here and the boys to-day 
May revel in thoughts of plenty, 
And eat without fear of dyspepsia 
A placid tive-and-twenty. 





. 
it may be bitter and it may be sweet, 
An easy chair or else:a thorny seat ; 
There is no mean, it must be one or other, 
A thought of universal pleasant bother. 
2. 
Swiftly it leaves the brain so men declare, 
Yet oft’s concocted with exceeding care. 
3. 
He dwelt on mountains.and had admiration 
For his papa's plebeian occupation. 
4, 
No wand of a mighty enchanter 
Was e’cr half so potent as this, 
And oft when you use it instanter 
It leads to a miss or a kiss. 
5. 


The poctaster’s refuge in distress, 
Oft misapplied. It’s easy now to guess. 
6. 
From C to treble EK the compass goes— 
How well he plays it everybody knows. 
7. 
Grand the ancient ballad stories 
Sounded on the Chian shore, 
When the blind man sang the glories 
Of the famous men of yore. 
8. 
As history tells us she was very fair, 
And yet poor thing had scanty clothes to wear. 


ANSWER TO Last Week's AGROSTIC. 


Fanatic C 
Armida A 
Tat Tg 
Moat 7 
Easel L 
Rouge E 
So.utions RECEIVED uP.TO Dec. 20TH.—None correct, 
N.B.—The necessity for our going to press early this week shortens the 
time usually given for answers. 


WE RW Phy 


DUTIES TO BE REPEALED. 
Tose which every numskull and busybody is always fancying he 


owes society. 
’hose which are usually mentioned, in a general way, at public 
meetings, as being expected by England to be done by every man. 
Putting master’s library-table to rixhts. _ 
Bringing in candles before they ure rung for, when the twilight 
does remarkably well to make love in. 
Officiously buckling the straps of an old traveller's luggage, and 
thereby provoking him te unseemly wrath. 
Beating mats on door-steps, or against area-railings. . 
Garnishing hot, boiled fish with wet handfuls of cold, raw parsley. 
Watering plants on window-sills that overhang the foot-path. 
Pouring out bottled beer briskly, “‘tv give it a head,’’ and, in 


short, 
All duties which are not “pleasures”’ to other people than those 


who are so very fond of performing them. 
————————— 
Alas, of Richmond Hill. 


Tux Richmond Hill Hotel was sold the other day by auction—or 
It only fetched seventeen thousand pounds 
and had cost forty. We understand it is to be opened as an inn with 
a new sign—‘ The Loss of Richmond Hill.”’ 
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THE FORCE 


“Sr Ricuarp Mayne has issued an order to the superintendents of the various divisi 
to send in the names of constables willing to proceed to Japan to form a mounted escor 


Legation in Jeddo.’’— Vide daily papers. 


OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 

The book which it falls to our lot to notice in Christmas week is 
undoubtedly, in the truest sense, ‘‘ The Christmas book ”’ of the year ; 
for The Savage Club Papers are the fruits of the kindly feeling and 
good fellowship which Christians associate with that season, but which 
Savages appear to practise all the year round. Ina preface, which is 
as interesting in its matter as it is gentle and touching in its manner, 
Mr. Anprew Ha unary tells the story of the club and of the book, 
which has been published for the benefit of the widow of a late member 
of ‘*The Savage.” Authors and artists have laboured cheerfully and 
well, and the volume is copious as well as various. The first engravers 
of the day have cordially co-operated, gratis, with the originators of 
the work, and have performed their share admirably. Nor have the 
publishers failed to place the collection before the public in an attrac- 
tive form, so that it is not only one of the biggest but one of the best 
gift books of the season. 

To the readers of Fun the Papers have two recommendations. One 
of the illustrations is the last drawing of the late Paut Gray; it is full 
of the “tender grace”’ which distinguished his work. The second 
recommendation is that Nicnotas has been prevailed upon to reveal 
some of the incidents of his early life with a candour than which a 
more unhesitating though a little surprising. Where all contributors, 
| literary and artistic, are of such merit, it would be invidious to par- 

ticularise further. We merely mention as fair samples of the whole 
those two features which appeal most directly to our readers, to whom 
we can safely recommend it, not only because its object is a charitable 
owe, but because it is a really good investment, as a collection of high 
art and light literature. A glance at the list of contributors and 
‘* drawists,"’ as Antemvs Warp would call them, will satisfy any one 
that the club is no clique, but embraces writers of all parties and of all 
descriptions. And finally—save that all concerned have done for 
nothing work as good as, if not better than, any they ever did for pay 
_ there is not from beginning to end a suspicion of the “ Bohe- | 
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[This is what a native artist thought of it. | 





mianism’”’ of which, no one who is not as ignorant as a raw-imported 7 
Bogtrotter suddenly entrusted with pen and ink, would dream of | 


alification is ** work,’’ and whose practice 18 | 





A MERRY CHRISTMAS. 
Plaeens Uxor. 


To-morrow, my love, will be Boxing-day, 
And people will call for their gifts, it’s clear. 
Oh! where shall we get the money to pay: 
But I wish you a merry Christmas, dear! 


The collector yesterday called for the rate, 

And Gnrisket, the butcher, you know was here , 
He said that much longer he would not wait: 

But I wish you a merry Christmas, dear! 


I’ve looked at the things Jack brought from school— 
He’ll want a new outfit next half, I fear; 

Doctor BumBeErR writes for a cheque—that’s cool! 
But I wish you a merry Christmas, dear! 


JanzE’s month is up at the end of the week— 
Her wages are due for the last half year; 

It will cost so much a new cook to seek! 
But I wish you a merry Christmas, dear! 


Oh! some one called twice to see you last eve— 
A Jew, from his accent it would appear. 

He asked at what hour for the City you'd leave, 
But I wish you a merry Christmas, dear! 
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BRITANNIA AT BARNSLEY. 


Britannia (to the Widows and Orphans) :—‘* I CANNOT SIT DOWN BY MY CHRISTMAS FIRE UNTIT I HAVE DONE SOMETHING FOR yor” 
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| MRS. BROWN GOES INTO THE CITY. | obligated for to stick to ’em pretty sharp; and you could see by the 


i , ., «| party's way as paid it the ldn’t be 4 eth , 
talk about mud and dirt, I never would have believed it if etd oe ; y couldn't bear to part with it, a- ® 
L gloat over it; that’s the way with many as will be that laity atlas 
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Weil, Pa ° ‘ ° ; 
| + geen it with my Own eyes ; wherever it can come from puzzles : ; 
| Monet can work up through them pavin’ stones, and it can’t be a C Is did \ 
| srought in with the people’s feet, as it was into my passage that time | they had ae ‘ , or, after all, for though it was twenty pounds as J | 
|g] was obliged to have the drains up, because most parties comes in | Me ; acu ie ie > on oe eighteen pounds odd, and t 
| hem “buses. ag _ KINS, “somethin tor his troublo, as I didn't begrudge taf 
| o shall a a my sia ; was when that conductor put ig “eh offie ~— Pe and in ey he must live. So he seok v | 
out in the middle of them crowde streets. A ree’ lar wortex, as | « ee ‘me over the money; and I says to him, i 
ea is, of everything a-runnin’ against every bo dy. Killed I nae oe — will excuse me a-askin’ of you to retire, as the | 4! 
| must have been if it hadn't been as I stood in the middle of the road | yithout Spr Py nt trust myself in them streets with this money ti 
ywaivin’ My umbrella round and round like a windmill, as kep’ the | on - not ira % fo ayes as I could not do with him a-lookin’ . i 
| horses off, not as I meant for to take the gentleman across the face | public streets : . i ; ee Aig a plant on me for to rob me in the 
| with it, a8 — his roe sg a policeman, so it’s as well as = f defies Tenia pas th poe Pe orp a ~~ pocket as I’ve made, 
; gj hit him in the end as led to me bein’ took safe across. és ” ce a cre * stowed away that money. 
- to that Lord Mayor a-livin’ in all that row, how he can ever | 7 ok sce é Sees ® vee aoe a-wishin’ you good day, where can 
seep a Wink is what puzzles me; and I’m sure I wouldn't be crowned If he didn’t walk tee pray iP 
Ring of the City not to have my rest broke like that. ene Oak den. ee ae lane, till we come to a street as 
[ was a-goin’ to the Bank for to receive a little money as Brown’s kia? there wasn’t hardly no getting along. So he 
aunt left to me, it was only twenty pounds, as she’d got left in the oe eee “Whe” a 
Counsel; it’s a wonder I ever did get it, for the trouble as they give | J pr “p re ra ue he says, “the best place for luncheons.” 
| me once afore, though only a-goin’ for my diffidence, as was ‘but a savs 2 Yo fo ") ca oP o> oo = ~ oaitions.” He 
| trife, under three pounds, and scemed to grudge it me though my|  { ; z Whete Friamy, aggnten. here as is called Parcels.” 
‘own, A-sendin’ me first to one place, then to another, and a-askin’ ois tua ra ya ig vr mean by Parcels ¢'’’ But he hurries off 
me ? — on ie ll the — : ae - id. do a-standin’ up| | must “a as the sane Tels 06 I got at them Parcels, with a ch 
' thanI could fly, not for all the Counsels in the world. But that’s the wa . . : Om, WIER & CHOP, 
| with them lawyers ; once get ’old of your money they’ll stick to it, ot one ak pe anced ae on aT aoa bottle of stout; and the young 
know'd ’appened next door to my first place, as the lawyer come for to er has as when I asked for the least as is, through cels 
vak 1 : q : , bein’ rich, give me a drop of as good as ever I tasted 
make the poor gentleman s will, as was pretty nigh foolish; and| When I did start for home. I that livel ‘th 
blessed if he _— _ ~ eon down for a thousand pounds, as reg’lar | }ike for to walk a bit and see ‘the weld, oF th ak ie 
took the parties aback, through him bein’ a stranger almost and tl - oe 7a &. was 
hisown flesh and blood, as Saas off second best. In my aaah i a csuitie chtee mata _ a te ~ = cross, when & very i 
| lawyer didn’t ought to be allowed to put hisself into a will; it may be Se itn Gens says to me, Let me help you across, mum. ” ' 
| dlcguane, Dut it eli ice i ; y | 7 “ on I am obligated,”’ and he takes hold of my ’and and leads | 
| end ae = eee oo in a cock hat, forall; J] was a-thankin’ on him, and he was a-goin’ to hurry off, whenI | 
e world like the beadle as us e at Spitalfields Church, as come | Joo; ca , a “Oh. 
barmidn end through aslippin’ down them stone stop in a hard | wil,” and calla him, "Stop thet T napa. “What thick?” aays 
as may well be called a flight, for you did ought to have wings | g policem: ‘“ - thi : | 
: \ : /apoliceman. ‘ Why, this -headed t , 
‘opiep'en,” Well, that beadle he sende me through « lace with ® tars fl fo his thik” on nnn | 
| 5 iY Ww rg 66 ° o 2 o 8 99 | 
violence as sent me a-flyin’ back’ards on che parties and im wa | alee pc ews eeeetees.” Lange, “Reba Sesh, and then 
went all of a heap, and it’s as well as there was some one under me, | . “ Poli : / 
, c e , , y . P l ¢ ae ‘é o A 
SS ET RY AE i 
: ; - , 4m blessed 11 | J says, “ He’s no tleman for to take a lady’ i y « | | 
ako . , a8 ys, » gentleman for to take a lady's redicule.”” Says 
old ee one m0 Beneiee me down, didn’t call mea | the policeman, “Why, he’s Sir Peter Prurvries, the i leiatn 
I says, “ However am I to know the ‘ins’ and ‘outs’ of this place ?” ee. 
a8 is, no doubt, kep’ secret for to puzzle any one nye ht cad ie F You might have knocked me down with a feather; but 1 says, | | 
ausy, and be acfi aoe p ) aa & 00 | « Excuse me; but if he ain’t got my redicule who 'asi’’ ‘“‘My good | 
) e a-fingerin’ of the loose cash as is down in them cellars in | * save Sin P 63°m afraid won’ Zz. 
as Ge cas Wie’ casts cn ¥ coo th ere | woman,” says Sir Perer, “I’m afraid you've taken too much; I | y | 
them counters with copper coal scopes myself a GaeAres Se hisk . a . as well to detain ne till she’s quite sober.” HI 
r PI ent. “What,” I says, “me not sober, as ’as took next to nothin’!”’ Ht 
eungh in _ So nna - 7 ee een | “Well,” says Sin Pater, ‘policeman, look after her,’’ and off he 4 
78, a8, is necessary; for I dare say there's | walks. ‘ Yes, Six Perer,” the poli uh 
om » ai ’ ‘Ssar} y Snore s | wa es, ETER,”” Says policeman. | 
ia The _. a - e on, as they did with poor Mus. NUTKINS, __ There I was, I may say in custody. Sol says, “P'raps I may’ave | Hy 
too, a8 come in ata th Ne jewellery line ; and well-dressed parties, | Jeft it where I took my dinner,” and says the policeman, ‘‘ P’raps.’’ | I { 
win’ ’er int wi eir shop-liftin ways, a-lookin’ at trinkets and | We went over, and there, sure enough, was the redicule, as had a good | H 
nto conversation with a tray of rings, and throwed snuff ’ankercher in, and four penn’orth of halfpence, as Parcels had took a 
omit 


en and grabbed the lot. No doubt that Bank wouldn't be | gare on. 
ellars mere them cracksmen if it wasn’t well known asthe | But it was all for the best, after all, for I’m sure I never should have it 
pot every nicht ed with gunpowder, and soldiers a-sleepin’ on the | got to the "bus but for that policeman, as I give a shillin’ to; but in | ie 
ol asked © ? ~ orders fur to fire and blow up the lot. ; my opinion, that Bank is a reg'lar den of thieves, as I've been told is | i 
roker #”? «6 wen omen for my Counsels. He says, “ Who's your | always watchin’ outside for parties as ’as got their diflidence there. I | 
mployed Mr Ww yi says, ‘I ain't got no reg’lar broker, but ave | do think as the world is made up of thieves now-a-days ; and ’onest : 
not a thine ILKS, as 18 a ‘onest man, though secondhand beddin | folks isn’t safe, not in broad daylight, for when I got home both my | 1 
kin’ ery sd as ever should come into my Ouse, as I told ’im when | pockets was turned inside out, and must have been tampered with, 
you'd or my spare room furniture. and if it hadn’t been for my plan for stowin’ things away they'd have | 
laughin’ seen that young gentleman stare, and then bust out But I will say, once for all, that for any- 
ghin’, as wasn’t manners for the Bank, I should say ; but he told | one to say as a pint bottle of stout with dinner and a thimbleful arter 
can make any woman intosticated is downright rubbish; but that’s 


€ as j . 
oA we a stock-broker as I must get. Isays, ‘‘ Well, to be sure, 
R. ’Opxins, as said he’d have everything ready for me by | the way, as more than once parties ’as took away my character, as I’m 


; Aso eleven o’clock,”’ as I was punctual to the moment; though | on the look out for, and will be down upon some day. 
hed . I'd been sent from one place to another had brought it to | ° 
élve; and I’m very sure as them parties in the Bank don't | 
| Scientific. ! 
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’ad my money for certain. 
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—— about their business; and if it hadn't been as I sce Mr. 

n’t aoe in with some ladies and bits of paper in his hands I | We understand that a serious difficulty is just now occupying the 
ut, bl 8 I shouldn’t be in that Bank now. ; It is alleged by one party, and denied by the 
eer YOU, that Mr. ’Opxrns was as short with me as pie-crust, ) j 

) iat is, for he'd been waitin’ for me all the mornin’, and tol 
9 <¢ a settin’ on a bench ’till he was disengaged. If I was | ),:7.9 af 

ini 6 | -o’-fins about him. 

ae one minit I was three-quarters of a hour, and when he | eS ee - a i 

® he was that powerful of sherry, as meant his havin’ ’ad his sais Sia dk ial, | 
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attention of the savants. 
other, that whale oil is not an animal but a mineral production. 
| former base their assertion on the ground that the whale has several 
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ch as a 
: a8 I was a-droppin’ for somethin” myself. ° . 
£0t the money out of ’em somehow, but Mr. ’Opxins was | Wury is Reform like a Gazelle? Because it 18a Bright-eyed deer. 
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A PROPHECY OF CAPERS. 
A Lay or AN AncrIENT ROAMER. 


Ho! grooms, fling forth the sawdust, 


Ho! shed it on the tan, 
For round the show 
‘The troupe must go 
In glittering caravan ; 
Tn long and grand procession 
Parading, one and all 
DBelonging to the Circus 
At the Agricultural Hall. 


Gay are Reform Processions, 
‘The Lord Mayor's Show is gay, 
But the Circus-ride 
All else beside 
Surpasses in that way, 
Where piglings, born in litters, 
Did late attention crave, 
And implements of husbandry 
‘The reaping hook to save ; 
Where (shows of mules and hosses 
Are likewise in its line), 
We've had of late 
A gathering great 
Of fatted sheep and kine. 
But nobler now the show is, 
And brighter the array— 
A pageant, gay and glorious, 
A quite unique display 
Of horsemanship 
That none may whip 
Ts opened there this day. 


Tall are the iron siphons 
That rise in Pentonville, 

Lofty will be the viaduct 
You'll see at Holborn Hill, 
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TuwalirTes, at the Thames Embankment, 
Has worked for many a year, 

Beneath our highways Fow.ex drove 
An Underground career. 


But now no water-workmen 
Are found at Pentonville, 
No navvies poise the girders huge 
For spanning Holborn Hill, 
Unheeded on th’ Embankment 
Rings out the cry of ‘* Beer!’’ 
Unwatched the populace may urge 
Their Underground career ! 


The harvests at Refreshment bars 
Just now young men may reap ; 
Just now the banks of Lombard 
The unfledged clerks may keep ; 
And in the vats of Romford 
Just now the brewing’s done 
By ’prentice hands, for all the world 
Has gone to Islington. 


Ho! bandsmen, toot your bugle! 
Ho! grooms, there, clear the course, 
For Mademoiselle 
Will cut a swell 
Upon her high-trained horse. 
And here is Jones of Putney, 
Who rides the bare-backed steed ; 
And here is Brown of Camberwell, 
Who clears six hoops at speed ; 
And here is Peckham’s Perkins, 
The foremost in the land, 
With tinsel fillet, smiling lip, 
And cracking whip, and loud Ya-hip, 
Who drives eighteen-in-hand. 
Make way for the procession— 
Make way there, great and small— 
It comes,—the troupe of SANGER, 
Of the Agricultural Hall! 
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Female Passenger :—“ A tTickxT FoR BLANKTON, PLEASE.” 


Clerk :-—** A SINGLE TICKET, MA’AM ?” 
F. P. :—“No, no! FoR A MARRIED WOMAN.” 








JUGBY JUNCTION.—A CHRISTMAS NUMBER. 


| Cuapter I. 


Axn'they sold cranberry tarts, too; none of those nasty, soft, every- 
| y cranberry tarts that melt in your mouth before you can discover 
what they mean to taste like. Not at all; these were the genuine 
_ Wings, and no mistake about it. 
| — them? I should uncommonly like to catch you trying it. 
| ; y, the Bath buns were ticklish enough. It brought the blood into 
/ ‘strong man’s cheek and the brine into his eye to make an impression 
on them ; and the Bath buns were tender—absolutely tender, I assure 
oY, the side of the cranberry tarts. They were indecd! 
ni bt? if Tarzox was not sixty-five, Tarnox was very little on the 
ght side of it. Perhaps (mind, I say perhaps) he was only sixty-four 
~but not an hour less, upon my word. Not an hour. 
wh ancy the thrill of horror that went round the refreshment-room 
be én TaRBox deliberately walked up to the counter and took a cran- 
vale tart. The genial American left off laughing and became very 
of ®; the French customer forgot his anger in consternation, and one 
in ra barmaids (a guileless young creature) was taken out of the room 
close eri and only restored by having the guard's whistle blown 
er ear for nearly twenty minutes. 
Cuaprer II. 


Ix half an hour it was all over Jugby. Some of the poorer people 
sane eyes as they walked up the steps of the hotel to inquire 
ny but affectionately about the sick man. 
he bed € before dawn Tannox woke. The engine-driver still sat at 
eae “I’m glad you’ve opened your cyes at last, sir,’’ said 
. iple fellow: “I shouldn't feel happy if you died without hear- 
ldo o- an, T have to tell. It's ahard thing for me to tell it; but 
u _58 
Tarpox feverishly urged him to proceed, and listened with ill- 
excitement to 

THE ENGINE-DRIVER'S STORY. 

a rich man, or I might have been a better one. 
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WANTED, A SINGER. 


Ou! sing me a song of the wide, wide sea, 
Of the peril of rocks and storms— 
How mariners boll as bold can be 
Face Death in a hundred forms. 
Methinks—whenever I hear you sing— 
That I rather should relish that kind of thing. 


Nay, fashion the verse to a knightly strain, 
And sing of some warlike band; 

Of chivalry seeking a battle-plain 
And perishing sword in hand. 

[ feel—whenever I hear you sing— 

So decided a taste for that kind of thine. 


But can you not carol.a heart-felt lay, 
On the pleasures and pangs of love; 
A melody soft as a breeze in May, 
And pure-as the skies above ? 
I thinkwhenever I hear you sing— 
That there may:bea charm in that kind of thing. 
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Come, chirrup me gaily a drinking-stave, 
Of the bowl and its deep delights; 

A hymn to old Baccuvus, the god that gave 
Such mirth to our festive nights. 

But stop—why trouble yourself to sing, 

As I now I am good at that kind of thing ¢ 
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Crescit Amor, 


| _ We learn from a contemporary that‘the helmets of 

Henry VI. and Epwarp IV., recently.restored to their 
| places over those monarchs’ tombs, had, in the interim 
| since their removal, been used as flower-pots in a neigh- 

bouring garden. We understand that the Royal Horti- 
| cultural Society have taken this hint, and are about to 
| apply for the helmet of the Black Prince in order to 


grow Crecys in it. 





Literally True. 
By an ALGEBRAIST. 
Wuar is the worth of Woman ? Double-you—O, man! 


don’t complain, sir; why should I? But, you see, that there silver 
watch had been in our family for years and years, and it seemed like 
parting with an old friend. Then ATTENBOROUGH’s young man has a 
nasty way of depreciating things; and, when he spoke about three 
shillings, I could have struck him to the earth. But hunger is a 
sharp thorn and I —— well, I took the money. (Tarsox was visibly 
affected ; his companion sobbed audibly.) 

Yesterday morning I drove the engine of the 9.48 without a watch. 
We left London punctual to a minute by the station-clock. (‘ We 
did, we did,” murmured the invalid.) But such was the disorder of my 
mind, sir, that I fancy I must have put on a little extra steam ; at all 
events we arrived at Jugby five minutes too earl y: Forgive me, for- 
give me, Mr. Tanrnox ; I shall never forgive myself. (I do, wretched 
man,” moaned the listener; ‘‘ but what have you done to need my 


forgiveness f’’) 


What have I done? Oh, sir, the train should have stopped here for 


only three minutes; it stopped for eight. It was during the latter 
part of that fatal delay that you entered the refreshment-room. If I 
had kept my watch, Mr. Tarxox, this would never have happened, 
and I should not have been the guilty thing I am! 

Cuarter III. 


But, bless you, Tarnox was not going to die so easily! On Ohrist- 
mas Day he was able to sit upin bed and eat a mince-ple. Anda 
piece of turkey. And several walnuts. Enjoy them ‘—I should 
rather think he did. Why, it was a pleasure tosee him. And he 
asked conundrums—he sang a song—he behaved altogether like the 


most rollicking old convalescent ever known. 

After dinner the engine-driver came in. So did the signalman. So 
did the Boy. As for the barmaids, they all sent the kindest messages. 
There was not a jollier sick-room in England than Takuox’s. He had 
forgiven everybody, the noble old soul ; and he actually announced his 
intention of spending the remainder of his natural life in Jugby. 

On Boxing Day the engine-driver received a handsome gold wateh. 
Some say that it came from Tarsox. Maybe it did; maybe it didn’t. 


Guess for yourselves. 
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HOME FOR THE HOLIDAYS. 


Arthur (who is easily pleased):—“I say, FRANK, AIN'T THERE SOME 


PRETTY GIKLS HERE TO-NIGHT.”’ 


Frond: :—“ Yes!—Pram BNOUGH AS GIRLS GO. But I'vE Not 
THE ONE I SHOULD CARE TO MAKE MY WIPE.” 


Artists without Heart. 

A rinxaGraru in one of the daily papers informs us that among the 
students visiting the Royal Botanic Gardens during the winter are 
Artists, male and iemale, both sculptors and designers, in addition to 
the regular scientific students attending the lectures. The writer adds 
thas “tho artists last year embraced eight ladies and ten gentlemen, 
and the medical students one hundred and sixty-nine.” This says 


ttle tor the proverbial good taste of the artists, who are not usually | 


supposed to be less affectionate towards ladies than are their brothers in 


medicine. In fact we always thought that they were rather pressing | Je are one of the fellows who say give us a line with a rhyme to it. 


than otherwise in female society, and that when they got a fair oppor- 


tunity—that is to say an opportunity with the fair—it was usually a | ; 
| G. G., Maida-hill.—We cannot avail ourselves of the subjects you 
t Grd this exposure so paletteable as to illustrate it ina | suggest, even should you prove to be really the late Mz. JosEPH MILLER 5 


picture. | 


, , poet mon bees 2 . 
oe of guiean-try, if not always of gal-and-succeed. We fincy that 
ey Wii n 


Botanical. 
Z A str beNT af Sorth Kensington informs us that one of the pecu- 
umtties of tie © Tullow Tree"’ of China, about which one reads so 


much just now, is that its branches are candle-sticks. 


Auswers to Correspondents. 
if. G. F.—Fewx is net a humorous Chelsea Hospital—don’t send us 


vet. rag JOR that haven't a leg to stan? on. 


KF. L. is you Wh oj ij iho o . 
+ Utes = <= o a is older he will write something better than | 





) , | 
SUGLE Hioun.—De bluaed! And cau 

i Ue : d we bo © VO s a | 

than you resul pe you'll sound more musical | 
W. Ciiford 


" on th > . . é 2 rf . 

8 Ton ~The lives are not ‘‘ washing ’’ lines, though they 

, Ho} " — t rhymes as ‘corn "’ and * storm.’’ 
- £2. do, Wout eppear to stard fur “* bad—Horribly Bad!” 


Lonton: Printed by JUDD & GLASS” 
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A CUE-RIOUS CHRONICLE, 


I caAME up from my country home, 
Left turnips with a tear, 

And farm-yards where I used to roam 
Through all the changing year. 

I thought I played a pretty game 
At billiards, but alas! 

My vanity was turned to shame— 
And thus it came to pass. 


I went into a room one night— 
A little man was there, 

With small pea-jacket button’d tight, 
And little head of hair. 

A little pyramid for fun 
We played :—the balls ran in, 

And soon that little man had won 

My little store of tin. 


My coat I took from off its peg, 
I left the fatal place, 

And then I found that little ‘‘leg,”’ 
Had ta’en my pipe and case. 

So back to Morton-Mud-cum-Clay 
I went, done very brown, 

And never since have dared to play 
At pyramids in town. 


LYRICS FROM THE LATIN. 


IlI.—CREDAT JUDZXUS APELLA. 
—Hor: Sat: Lib: i. 5. 100. 


He really was foolish, APELLA, 
In truth, he was greener than grass ; 
A “vewy good-natured young fellah ”’— 
They said—and then called him an ass. 
He started a-tailoring early, 
Nor tried his old father’s sharp tricks, 
A comely young man and a burly, | 
Who gave us the longest of ticks. 


And yet, although Horace had told us 
That he was a credulous chap, 
My eye! how that Sartor he sold us, | | 
And turned on a different tap. 
One week, to the street Albze Crucis 
We went on a sorrowful day ; 
? I tell you, Apeta the deuce is, 2 
a No matter what Horace may say. 





YET SEEN 


——————— —=$=$$——— SS | \ 


H. L. sends a drawing with this note:— This is only a rough sketch, 
| but what do you think of the idea?”’ ‘Will he kindly forward it, and we'll 
| tell him. 
| H. F. and H. N.—For the thousandth time—no, thank you, we don't 
| want acrostics. 

W. J. R., Highgate-road.—No use. 
H. G. B., Buckingham, sends us some lines beginning :— 
** Some fellows say give me a rod and a line 
When the water is nice and clear, 
That is when I spend the happiest time, 
But I like something better far.”’ 








EE 


G. J., Woking, is far from joking. 
J. M. McJ.—Impossible. 


— 


+ 


lawful representative. 

G. R. P., Regent-square.—Glad to see you read your Fun, but you need 
not send us our own old jokes in evidence. 

Tinct FERRI does not know what he’s talking about. 

SaLty W.—Not a witty sally. 

Farrrax.—Jokes about a man’s deformity are not Fair, though they 
may be Fac’s. ” 

M. E. J., Cardigan.—That joke, like the wig it refers to, ‘came off 4 
long time ago. . 

Declined with thanks—H. E. V. D.; E. C.; R.C., Dublin; L. N. 
Norwood; J. N.; R. H. L., Dublin; R. B., Bayswater; E. A. G, 
Cardiff; RK. I. P.; A. W., Bond-street; P. P. P.; Q. H. L.; Jocimirator; 
Tips; 'H. G.; Miss C., Herefordshire; J. M., Glasgow; “Kind of | 
Sorter’?; C. K., Canterbury; R. B., Birkenhead; Fef; S. RB. 5.5 
H. P. W.; Zamiel; J. L. D., Motcombe-street; A. W., Lee; A Constant 
Reader ; J.G., Norwich; Miss J. L., Stoke; C. H. T.; P. F. P.; Fenian ; i 
Forlorn Hope; T. W.; H. M., Gloucester; F. H., King’s-cross ; “‘ One 
who has been respected, etc.””; D. H.; W. F.; F. J., Kentish Town; 
W. L.; R. 0. C.; H. de L.; F.H.; W.T.S.; J. R. ¥.; J. L. Bes | 
** India Office’; E. M. P., Holloway; R. W.; Jacobus Popjoy; A. B. C.; | 
E. H.; R. T., Caistor; G. T. 


ak een he Andreea Bill” Thnecaea Cn a an i 
Pawnix Works, St. Andrew s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published for the Proprietors) by THOMAS BAKER, 
at 50, Fleet-street, E. 


C.—Deceanber 29, 1856. 
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FEMININE. 


Polly (congratulating her victorious brother) :—“ WEI. pone, Jemmy! But 
why DIDN'T YOU PUI 


metropolitan playhouses, 
cispontine and transditto, 
on boxing night; but we 
are not going to favour 
the British public with a 
glut of criticism in our 
present number. We 
would rather give the 
B. P. a little at a time 
than cram it with critical | 
bread-and-scrape, which 

is decidedly an _ anti- 

climax to the turkey and | 
plum-pudding of the sea- 

son. On this account we 

chronicle, first in our list 

of the Christmas enter- 

tainments, a five-act play | 
produced at the Lyceum | 
under the title of Rouge et | 
Noir. This is an adapta- | 
tion from an old French 


The 


appily; and Mr. Les.iz, the author of the piece now under criticism, 
cession to popular taste which completely changes —and, 


48 made a con 
We think, chan 


5 


ges for the worse—the conclusion of the play he has 


saapted. _ Maurice d’Arbel, the gambler, enlists the sympathies of his 
“nce in this latest version, and the curtain comes down upon his | 


VOL. ry. 


_- — + 





itis nearly as perfect as acting, nowadays, can be. 





| EXTRAVAGANZA. 
Wuen I was young—oh, happy day— 
How blest was I, a camlens urchin, 
Although the road to knowledge lay 
Too oft along the Lane of Birchin. 
Ah, fled and dead that happy time— 
As dead as honest Sancuo Panza. : 
I’m not a happy schoolboy—I'm 
A writer of extravaganza. 


The tales I relished as a boy 

I now am driven to burlesquing, 
| And beauty once a thing of joy 

Is but a subject for grotesquing. 
I found delight in former times 

In penning the heroic stanza, 
But now I only use my rhymes 

In writing an extravaganza. 


’Tis hard to hit, when they are shy, 
Fresh subjects for prosopopaia ; 
| Hard, double meanings to supply 
| Without a single new idea. © 
My sad experience briefly sums 
The matter up, as thus—“ The man’s a 
Benighted being who becomes 
A writer of extravaganza. 





| NIGHT AND MORNING. 


| Ir is really shameful, dearest, 
You should scold me for last night, 
When my accents were the clearest, 
And my tie was neat and right. 
| For my liquor with dilution 
Of much water, I had ta’en, 
And the “ British Constitution” 
I could utter very plain. 
I am jolly too this morning, 
And not “ chippy ” in the least, 
Thoughts of “ pick-me-ups’’ I’m scorning, 
And my breakfast was a feast. 
You forgive me ?—tell your daughter 
Then to bring, if it be handy, 
Just a single Soda-water— 
And a tiny spot of Brandy! 








This is a great mistake as far as art is con- 


cerned, for Maurice is an awful blackguard and amply deserves to die. 
| The dialogue of Rouge et Noir is anything but brilliant; the acting of 


unalioyed happiness. 


Mr. FecuTer 


plays with force, but we are sorry to say—and we trust that we are not 
liable to an action for saying it—that he is getting a trifle too stout to 
be graceful. Mn. Cowper is easy and genial in the latter part of the 
drama, but neither easy nor genial in the former. Mr, Emery makes 
a splendid villain. The ladies, Mrs. Leigh Murray and Muss 
Can.totra Lecierca, play admirably. We were sorry to see the former 
actress in so small a part. The scenery is all that could be wished ; 
and the piece was received by a crowded house with immense applause. 
It wants cutting with a knife and fork—and nothing more—to make 
it a complete success. ; 

Some evenings ago we visited the Britannia Theatre in Hoxton, 
and witnessed a style of entertainment which ought to be imitated by 
all the London managers. On the rising of the curtain all the 
members of the company are discovered in a semicircle on the stage ; 
the actors and actresses, arrayed in the costumes of characters made 
popular by them in the course of the year. Each comes forward in 
turn to deliver a little speech, partly dramatic and partly personal. 
Considering the number of poor plays brought out in London every 
year, we repeat our observation on the advisability of imitating this 
custom. We have seen, since January last, at least a score of pieces 
which contained only one character apiece that we care to remember. 
The Britannia pantomime is one of the good old sort. It opens with 


4 
Piece, Trente Ans de la Vie d’un Joueur, made popular in Paris forty | the rescue of two fair princesses by three princely brothers, who are 
years ago by the acting of Lemarirre and Mapame Dokvat. 

ng of the piece reflects very little credit upon the 
nslator, but a great deal upon the company and the scene-painters. 
lic—which is, perhaps, theatrically speaking, the 
the world—insists that every melodrama shall end 


aided by the fairies and opposed by a wicked magician. The transfor- 
mation scene is very good, with four or five minor phases before th: 
full devclopment—the realms of mischief, the land of mushrooms, the 
garner of dewdrops, the groves of mistletoe, arc then fairyland. The 
harlequinade consists almost entirely of vigorous practical joking, 
without many tricks ; and the clown is not 60 much above his business 
as to decline to sing Tippetywitchet, when called upon by a vociferous 
assemblage of the gods. The gods of Hoxton don't seem to take much 
interest in politics, but they like Hunkey Dorum and the Galloping 


Snob, and appreciate comic dances. 
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LYRICS FROM THE LATIN. 











IV.—HAUSTUS STAT: SUMENDUS. 


Prescriptions passii. 


Au! how sadly I remember 
Father took me when a child,— 
In, for rhyme’s sake, say December,— 
To a doctor bland and mild. 
Who with pleasant conversation, 
Wrote on paper fair and white, 
That which caused me aggravation 
And an agonizing night. 


_ ets 


i 
| Then upon the paper gazing 
With a sort of sad surprise, 
I.saw figures most amazing, 
| And -what looked like hooks and eyes. 
And.those hours of pain tremendous 
| I can most distinctly state, 
Came from “ Haustus stat : sumendus’’— 
| So take warning by my fate. 
f ANS SOS 


~ 


! WOULD | WERE A CLOWN. 


My brow is marked with seams of care, 
The snows have settled on my hair 
That used to be so brown. 
I wish my face were white instead, 
With patches of the brightest red, 
A tufted skull-cap on my head— 
I would I were a clown! 


I toil to earn my bread and cheese, 
Through days and nights devoid of ease, 
’Neath Poverty’s chill frown. 
I wish that I could filch my grub— 
Bread—and fresh butter by the tub. 
Undaunted by policeman’s club— 
I would I were a clown! 


ene ee 





, 5 oS - 
oa Bsa on = I sing—but no one heeds my lay, 
The public looks another way— 
My poems don’t go down. 
Alas, I wish it were my lot 
To sing,—where such applause is got,— 
The song of * Codlins—hot— hot—hot !” 


I would I were a clown! 


~ 


THE LATEST-FROM THE CATTLE SHOW. 


Inquisitive Party (eurtous about the best sort of cattle food):—“‘I say, MY 
MAN, WHAT ARE THESE PIGS FED ON P”’ 


Uncommunicative Party :— Wor THEY GETS TO EAT!” 


aa EEE EE —— ee ———_—___- 
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Coton Caulk. 


By THE SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


Wuar a very artful trick that ‘‘ Christmas hamper” one was! I 
really think if I had been a victim I should have forgiven the fraud 
for the sake of the ingenuity. In one instance, indeed, I think the 
perpetrator of it should have been rewarded instead of punished. One 
of his property hampers was directed to a firm that had quitted the 
place to which he took it although the name was still up; and some- 
body belonging to the firm which had succeeded the other took in the 
hamper and paid for it on speculation,—and opened it! I really cannot 
see how he can complain! 7 

Tux new Circus at the Agricultural Hall is one of the best I have 
seen. The acrobatic performances are much above the average, and 
the horsemanship, the difficulties of which are enhanced by the un- 
usual size of the ring, is very good. The great feature of the enter- 
tainment is a grand procession in which all the nations are represented ; 
and it is arranged on a scale of unusual magnificence ; while care has 
been taken to make the costumes correct. I was present on Saturday 
week at the rehearsal, and things did not go more smoothly than they 
generally do on such occasions; but I saw enough to convince me 
that when things have shaken into their places a bit the Agricultural 
Hall will be one of the best of the Christmas entertainments. 

I nave received a nicely got-up edition of Wsenpett Hoimes’s 





contains much that is interesting to the profession. On the whole, it 
seems better managed than the funds, to judge from revollection of the 
last accounts published. 

THE magazines have a Christmas-y flavour in most instances. 
Temple Bar has a very amusing and spirited description of a bear hunt, 
that reminds one of ‘‘ Mansfield and Charles” in the old New Montily. 
A description of a few days at Taboga is interesting, but wants a 
little revising. ‘Can be drank” is not elegant, and some of the 
scientific terms are shaky. An article on the Old Masters is unworthy 
of T. B. In “Straight across Dartmoor” and elsewhere, there is an 
amateurish tone growing in the magazine, which the editor should by 
all means get rid of. elgravia does not improve in the art depart- 
ment, and there is room for improvement in the verse. The Cornhill, 
after its usual custom, has routed up a bit of ‘THackERay for the 
January number. ‘The artifice is ‘but a shallow one, and its taste is 
very questionable. An article on the recent case of HuNTER versus the 
Pali Mall is as impartial as might be expected of a magazine that 
belongs to the same proprictors as the paper. Some of the cuts to the 
Portresina article might have been omitted with advantage, but the 
two large illustrations to the principal stories are very good this 
month. The number is such a fat one that when I took it up it re- 
minded me of old times, before it was necessary to print a protest to 
advertisers that the circulation had not fallen off. The corpulence, 
or is due to Messrs. Smira and Expen’s list of new books. 
3 Oa aes ; ondon Society is all the better for the absence of heavy antiquarian 
poset, Seenes by an. oe The merit of the verse is unequal, | twaddle. ‘The first illustration is worth the whole number. That to 
the dnaies ala wd oe . FF a and binding are fine, but | “ Before the Footlights”’ is only fit for a halfpenny ballad. *‘ Social 
ie fide Genlt Sesh . meeae 7% By the way, the writer of | Problems’’ is only noticeable for the funniest horse that ever went on 
ee ae ree oe cing of the panther as an American | four legs—of different lengths. I haven’t seen the Argosy yet. 
cas tin, ta Gs a 9 eee rae is not found in the West, but | -_4propos of magazines, I can recommend to my young friends now 
Spoisien®S "Si. came 7 7 ure the backwoodsman speaks of as the | home for the holidays, Routledge’s Magazine for Boys. It is the only 
ee Co Mag F hie it frequently m« ntioned in the works of | magazine of the sort I can recommend. 2 
a = an | his thousand and one imitators. The Dramatic| I wave received Messus. Letts’s Diaries for 1867, which are excel- 

lege . tack Hus aiso reached me. It seems well arranged, and |lent as usual. But it isa wonder to me, when they interleave them 
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with blotting-paper at so absurdly low a cost, how they can possibly 
have any call for non-interleaved diaries. Sixpence is nothing to the 
difference between the discomfort of the latter and the comfort of the 
former. , 

I was one of a very merry little party at the Gallery of Illustration on 
Monday the 17th, when Mx. ‘Tom Taytor’s entertainment of The Family 
Legend, originally produced in 1862, was revived. Mr. German 
Resp goes on increasing his staff. The old dialogue entertainment 
was knocked on the head by the welcome appearance of Mr. Joun 
Parry, and now pretty little Miss Susan Gaton made up the quartette. 
Under these circumstances [ hope the day is not far distant when the 
Gallery of Illustration will be a pleasant little operetta house. I am 
sure we have got some English OrrenBacus among us, and the 
wonderful popularity of Cuinc-Cuow-H1, Sixty-Six, Lischen and 
Frischen shows how such entertainments would be appreciated. Folks 
a tolerate amusements of “‘ The Family Legend” school, but a 
ittle sparkling operetta, prettily put on the stage and carefully sung, 


would rejoice their hearts. 
Eyzry one must have smiled at the changes rung by the various 


journals on “the largest paper” and “the largest circulation” 
ray: & world, in the huge posters that pervade London. The Pall Mall 
is evidently determined not to be outdone in this respect. It accord- 
ingly announces that— 

“Setting aside the Pemny Papers, the circulation of "the Pall Mall Gasette 

already greatly ~xceeds that of any other Daily Journal (Morning or Evening), the 
Times alone excepted.’” 
Now, when you have excepted the Times and all the penny papers, 
you have taken a modest slice out of the English press! It reminds 
one of the gentleman who was the tallest man in the room when there 
was nobody else present. I very much doubt, though, whether the 
statement is correct, even setting aside the Times and the penny papers 
—does the P. Mf. G. forget the Morning Advertiser ? 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


(Answer in our nezt.) 


We sit and hear the midnight chimes 
Peal out across the snow, 

With echoes of forgotten rhymes, 
Amid their ebb and flow. 

The night-wind sighs, the old year dies, 
With stars sprent o’er the heaven; 

And as the morn shoots up the skies, 
We welcome Sixty-seven! 





1. 
You cough and you straight seek the doctor, 
Who, lest his prescription should miss 
Its aim, will no doubt be concocter 
Of something compounded with this. 


2. 
** Follow her swift upon keel of steel,” 
So sang the poet and makes us feel 
The want of a surface where we glide, 
And circle on by a maiden’s side. 


3. 
There are some that o’er riddles, I’ve heard, 
Pass wights with no chances of slumber ; 
Who'll say when they come to this word, 
That we don’t know a word from a number. 


4, 
The white flag waves on the castle wall, 
And tells my story to one and all. 


Old Dame Ina Prerrrer as INGoLDspyYs say, 
With knapsack and toothbrush was off and away, 
The place where, they tell us, she went, it will be 
Quite easily found ’twixt a gulf and a sea, 


ANSWER TO Last WEEK’s ACROSTIC, 


M Matrimony Y 
I Impromptu U 
N Norval L 
C Cue E 
E Epithet T 
P Piatti I 
I Iliad D 
E Eve E 


grote tions or Acnrosric IN No. 85 necervep 26TH Dec.—Correct :—Gena ; Boss- 
“ssman ; Five o’clock P.M.; Jupiter Junior; Flybosh. 






NEW NOVELS IN FUN. 


IV.—GRIFFITH GAUNT. By Caartes Reaps. 


“Tuen I say that no SHavettna monk shall confess my owa dear 
Karr, nor darken my doors again.” 

“Then J say, you rude man, that the doors are Mine, not yours ; 
and that the blessed Fatuen Leonarp is the sunshine of my life.” 

Harsh words, and spoken in anger; yet the speakers were man and 
wife, and had loved each other, oh, so dear, so dear ! 

_ Iwas Guirritu first turned aside with a stormy sob, and a wipe of 
his big fist across his eyes, and, “ It's oh, Kars, but thou hast broken 
the heart of an honest gentleman that loved thee dear !"’ Wherewithal 
he flounced forth, and drank an enormous quantity of brandy, and 
would not be comforted. 

Small chance for Mistress Ryper, the tiring-maid—the very tiring 
maid !—who loved Grirrit, as from afar off, for the dewy pulp of his 
ruddy lips, and the breadth of his noble shoulders. Small chance even 
for Kate, his wife! The sweet prison-bonds of affeetion were broken, 
and the szEaLous giant was loose. He was very loose indeed. 

Gaunt waited at the village inn until there was no more brandy 
left; and then, muttering still, “‘ Oh, so dear, so dear!” (though 'twas 
but the vintner’s honest profit), he staggcred stormily to the Grove at 
sunset, and saw—what is it that he sees yonder, under the branch- 
ing elms? Fatuer Leonarp confessing Katz Gaunt. 

Weak and slim was the priest; burly and strong was Gratrrtra ; 
but the injured one did not hesitate a moment. (Orash—Frer—the 
ecclesiastic lay bleeding on the grownd, and my bonny Kare had 
swounded. 

Then Gairrrrn, still calling himself ‘‘an honest gentleman, that 
loved her dear,’’ reeled back to the hall, with a “ Saddle me black 
Marmaduke, for I must be many and many a mile away ’ere comes 
the constable knave, who knows not that I loved her dear!’ 

* * * os + * * 

In the sweet, clean bedchamber of another village inn lay Grirrrtu. 
Black Marmaduke had carried him two hundred and twenty miles in 
three hours and a quarter, and was now munching his feed with the 
air of a proud and a plucky old nag that had earned it. The fit of 
jealousy, and a slight touch of delirium tremens, had made Garirritx 
feel poorly ; but his heart softened, and when Mercy Vint, the land- 
lord's daughter, brought him a comforting posset, she looked so pretty, 
with her little Puritan blush, at odds with the tenderest dimples, that 
the great, strong, honest gentleman fairly burst into amorous tears, 
and sobbed, ‘‘ Nay, Mercy, I love thee, dear !”’ 

GauntT’s second marriage was very happy, my fine fellows, as 
stolen fruit is often said to be; but the Pecuniary Difficulty was rather 
serious at last, since his money he had spent it all upon strong waters, 
and borrowed a crown to go to church with. So, noticing that Mexer 
eyed him wistfully, he stormily cried out, “ Nay, then, do but saddle 
me Black Marmaduke, for many and many a mile will I ride to the 
house of mine own dear Katg and borrow some money for mine own 
dear Mexcy!” 

Principiis obsta, gentlefolks all. 
Minp your EYE! Whoosh. 

¥ * * 

He: knew: it: was: msan; and Karte, with the candour of her 
sex, had pithily called him a cur, but he took the money and kept his 
secret like a—like a fine, strong—no, hang it, it won't do! 

And up tripped Mistress Ryper, who but she, watchful of him as a 
servant of her mistress’ husband and enamoured more than ever, for 
she was getting elderly, and would bave woved him but that he broke 
from her tempestuously, sobbing, ‘‘ Saddle me black M- M-Marmaduke, 
for it's many and many a mile from my wife in the Hall to my wife at 
the Public-house, and oh, Ryper, J love ’em both so dea? ye 

“‘Mean-spirited fool !’”” quoth Mistress Ryper, inwardly ; and her 
dark eyes flashed out from under dark lashes with a lurid fire ; but she 
brought him black Marmaduke and bided her time. 

He had been drinking fiercely. He generally had. Bat the drink 
had touched his stormy nature with an unwonted tenderness; and as 
he looked with his red, flushed eyes into the orbs of Mas. R., he said, 
‘Wilt have an honest gentleman for thine own true husband, Ryper, 
dear ? ; 
“Go along with you, you naughty man!” quoth Rypgr, making 
believe to slap his face. 

An awful terror fell upon Grirritn Gaunt as he surveyed the up- 
lifted hand and the ficrce nails; in a spasm of fear, ne spurred black 
Marmaduke in the cruelest manner possible, and rode off into the 
night. ‘he distance was traversed in the usual time; and thence- 
forth Gaunt had always black Marmaduke ready saddled, in case he 
should want, at a moment's notice, to borrow money from his first 
wife—or, by any chance, should grow weary of his second. 

The horse made several journeys. 

— OS 
A Bap Beoinsrxa.—The end of the marriage service. 


Flirting—Opportunity—Bigamy. 
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ON-COMMON LUCID.—Scene: Dartmoor in a for. 


r > ’ 
YEW KIP STRAIGHT ON ABOUT—ZAY A MILE OR ZO, AND YOU'LL KOM TO A GRIT LASHIN 
THEN 


FEs. 
BIG STONE; THEN BEAR AWAY TO YOUR LEFT—ZAY ANETHER MILE OR ZO, AND YOU'LL KOM TO ANETHER GRIT LASHIN’ BIG STONE; 


KIP TO YER RIGHT ZOM MILE OR ZO, AND YOU'LL KOM TO A ’EDGE, KIP ALONG BY THEKKY EDGE TILL YOU KOM TO A WHITE GATE; DOWN 


WHITE GATE ; DOWN DROO TWO OR DREE FIELDS ’LL BRING ’EE TO ANETHER NARRA LANE, KIP ALONG THEKKY LANE VUR A MILE OR ZO, AND 
YOU'LL KOM TO A WATTERIN’, TERN IN DROO VARMER CHOWBACON’S TETTY VIELD, AND UP DROO DREE FIELDS "LL BRING ’EE TO A VARM 





SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


NICHOLAS ON THE NEw YEAR. 
BELGRAVIA. 


My pgar younG Frienp,—The First of January, 1867, in its con- 
stantly recurring and well-nigh maddening round, again invites the 
youthful, the ambitious, and the gay to tread a giddy measure on the 
banks of a Sportive Future, and to invoke what my predecessor 
Mitton (than whom a more lofty poet, though a little more married 
than usual), invocates as ‘‘ Sport, that wrinkled Care derides, and 
Laughter, a-holding of both his sides.” Revel away, my young sup- 
porters! When I was your time of life, the heart of NicHoLas was a 
feather-weight. It is said, in a comedy, which I have lately seen it, 
under the name of Ours, a8 no man is poor who is young. And, tout 
though I may have been, down upon my luck as I was, I had— 
in very former years—the sense of a sportive genius as would 
ultimately make its mark. When I say as I was sure my sportive 
genius would ultimately make its mark, it must not be understood by 
the individuous as NicHovas was even then unable for to sign his name. 
He had signed it, my dear young Friend, to a variety of documents, 
most of them having a reether pecuniary character ; possibly they were 
cheques upon the Prophet’s bankers—possibly, they were more in the 
nature of a “I QO U.”” Those who know Nicuoxas most intimately 
| can guess which was likeliest; and some day he will write his “ Re- 


Native :-—“ Roap to Tavystock ? 
| 


— 


collections of Imprisonment for Debt” (illustrated xylographical). 
Foreign travel, and an almost uninterrupted serious of successes on 
the Turf, have made him what he is. His position is a]] the more em- 
| barrassing because it is so conspicuous. When, as a Prophet, you 
have given the first, second, and third in the Derby—the first, second, 
and third in the St. Leger, and the absolute winners of several other 
races—why, you see, NicuoLas can hardly hope to do much more than 
those, not even if he were prolonged for ages. I have, as a classical 


DROO TWO OR DREE PIELDS "LL BRING ’EE TO A NARRA LANE, KIP ALONG THEKKY LANE VUR A MILE OR ZO, AND YOU'LL KOM TO ANETHER 





[Nimrod hopes he may find tt. 








gent put it to me very neatly the other day, though perhaps thinking 
me a vocalist, ‘Reached my Happy G"”; much higher 1 could not 
soar, not even if I were (as I would) a bird. At my time of life, the 
years as are coming do not seem half so jolly as the years as are gone. 
Once upon a time—in fact, oftener—much oftener—upon several times, 
the Prophet was impoverished ; Nicnoxas is now wealthy; but when 
I was hard-up I used to be able to run half over Londen in search of a 
casual half-crown. I want no such alms now, not at present; but 
the Veteran can hardly get into his carriage (through rheumatics) 
without the aid of menials. ; 

I was often hungry then; but when Fortune did smile, the digestion | 
of NicnoLas never made the evening’s amusement ashamed of the 
morning's reflection in my looking-glass. Boiled beef with carrots, 
tripe and onions, or a simple plate of @ /a mode (little did I then think 
as I should ever visit Compayne)—such homely viands, washed down 
with a pint of four ale, were quite good enough for the likes of me, | 
and very glad the Prophet was to get such. Now? Oh, my stars, | 
my stars, there ain't a foreign kickshaw (from the French, quelyue 
chose), a8 ain't becn almost thrust down my thorax at the end of 4 | 
spoon ; there ain't a foreign vintage, not from snowy Moscow to un- 
certain Paris, but what, if he had accepted the invitations given, he 
might have swullowed, like a swine, in pailfuls of it; but it don t 
agree with him, my dear young Friend! It do not give him half the 
pleasure as he could once derive out of a honest glass of sherry wine. 

. * : * * * 


o——— 


. 
I have just read over what I have been writing of; and it strikes | 
me as its tone is mournful. Well, gentlemen and subscribers all, he | 
may have been a little hipped. He may have felt, at times, as if he 
were nearly going off the hooks altogether; but there is heaps of life 
in him still. 
thing, also, for the Derby. 
P. S.—Have you found my Knurr and Spell ? 


Macnvs est NicHoLas, ET PREVALEBIT. He have @ £00 
NIcHOLAS. 
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HAMPERING DOUBTS 
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ON-COMMON LUCID.—S ENE: VPartmoor (nu a@ fo, 


Native -—" Roap to Tavystock 2? EeEs. 


YEW KIP STRAIGHT ON ABOUT—ZAY A MILE OR ZO, AND YOU'LL KOM TO A GRIT LASHIN 


RIG STONE: THEN BEAR AWAY TO YOUR LEFT—ZAY ANETHER MILE OR ZO, AND YOou'LL KOM TO ANETHER GRIT LASHIN’ BIG STONE, THEN 
KI? TO YEK RIGHT ZOM MILE OR ZO, AND YOU'LL KOM TO A "EDGE, KIP ALONG BY THEKKY ’EDGE TILL YOU KOM 10 A WHITE GATE; DOWN 
DKOO TWO OR DREE PIELDS "LL BRING ’EE TO A NARRA LANE, KIP ALONG THEKKY LANE VUR A MILE OR ZO, AND YOU'LL KOM TO ANETHER 
WHITE GATE; DOWN DROO TWO OR DREE FIELDS ‘LL BRING ’EE TO ANETHER NARRA LANE, KIP ALONG THEKKY LANE VUR A MILE OR ZO, AND 
YOU'LL KOM TO A WATTERIN’, TERN IN DROO VARMER CHOWBACON’S TETTY VIELD, AND UP DROO DREE FIELDS ’LI. BRING ’EE TO A VARM 


PLACE—THEN YER CAN AX AGEN!” 
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SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


NICHOLAS ON THE NEW YEAR. 
BELGRAVIA. 

My pkar younG Frienp,—The First of January, 1867, in its con- 
stantly recurring and well-nigh maddening round, again invites the 
vouthful, the ambitious, and the gay to tread a giddy measure on the 
banks of a Sportive Future, and to invoke what my predecessor 
Mitton (than whom amore lofty poet, though a little more married 
than usual), invocates as “Sport, that wrinkled Care derides, and 
Laughter, a-holding of both his sides.” Revel away, my young sup- 
porters! When I was your time of life, the heart of NicHoLas was a 
feather-weight. It is said, in a comedy, which I have lately seen it, 


[Nimrod hopes he may Sind ut. 


gent put it to me very neatly the other day, though perhaps thinking 
me a vocalist, ‘Reached my Happy G"; much higher 1] could not 
soar, not even if I were {as I would) a bird. At my time of life, the 
years as are coming do not seem half so jolly as the years as are gone. 
Once upon a time—in fact, oftener—much oftener—upon several times, 
the Prophet was impoverished ; Nicno.as is now wealthy; but when 
I was hard-up I used to be able to run half over Londen in search of a 
casual half-crown. I want no such alms now, not at present; but 
the Veteran can hardly get into his carriage (through rheumatics) 


| without the aid of menials. 


under the name of (urs, as no man is poor who is young. And, tout | 


though I may have been, down upon my luck as I was, I had— 
in very former years—the sense of a sportive genius as would 
ultimately make its mark. When I say as I was sure my sportive 
genius would ultimately make its mark, it must not be understood by 


the individuous as NicHoLas was even then unable for to sign his name. | 


He had signed it, my dear young Friend, to a variety of documents, 


most of them having a reetiey pecuniary character ; possibly they were | 


cheques upon the Prophet's bankers—possibly, they were more in the 
nature of a “TOU.” Those who know Nicuoias most intimately 
can guess which was likeliest; and some day he will write his “ Re- 
collections of Imprisonment for Debt ’’ (illustrated xylographical). 


Forcign travel, and an almost uninterrupted serious of successes on | 


the Turf, have made him what he is. 
barrassing because it is go conspicuous, When, as a Prophet, you 


have given the first, second, and third in the Derby—the first, second, 


and third in the St. Leger, and the absolute winners of several other | 


races—why, you see, NicuoLas can hardly hope to do much more than 
‘.csc, not even if he were prolonged for ages. 








His position is all the more em- | 


1 have, as a classical | 


I was often hungry then; but when Fortune did smile, the digestion 
of Nicuo.as never made the evening’s amusement ashamed of the 
morning's reflection in my looking-glass. Boiled beef with carrots, 
tripe and onions, or a simple plate of ¢ /a mode (little did I then think 
as I should ever visit Compayne)—such homely viands, washed down 
with a pint of four ale, were quite good enough for the likes of me, 
and very glad the Prophet was to get such. Now 2 Oh, my stirs, 
my stars, there ain't a foreign kickshaw (from the French, queine 
chow), as ain't beon almost thrust down my thorax at the end of 4 
spoon; there ain't a foreign vintage, not from snowy Moscow to un- 
certain Paris, but what, if he had accepted the invitations given, h 
might have swallowed, like a swine, in pailfuls of it; but it dont 
agree with him, my dear young Friend! It do not give him half the 
pleasure as he could once derive out of a honest glass of sherry wine. 

* ¥ ’ o *% * - 

I have just real over what I have been writing of; and it strikes 
me as its tone is mournful. Well, gentlemen and subscribers all, he 
may have been a2 little hipped. He may have felt, at times, as if he 
were nearly going off the hooks altogether; but there is heaps of life 
in him still. MaGnus est NicHOoLas, ET PREVALEBIT. He have @ good 
thing, also, for the Derby. NICHOLAS. 

P. S.—Have you found my Knurr and Spell ? 
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MRS. BROWN ABOUT FRIDAY. 


Or course I don’t mean to say as Friday is a unlucky day, as would 
| te foolishness 1n any one, though I ave ’eard say through my own 
wifather a8 were In the seafarin’ line, as a wessel as were called 
Friday, and sailed on a Friday, never got safe nowheres, and many 
sinks is a-floatin’ about all over the world and never gettin’ to its 
| jouney’s end, as must be that wexin’ to any one as is about on ’er and 
‘opin’ for to arrive anywheres; but I must say the things as ’appened 
ht Friday a8 I took down that four-post bed is enough for to set 
| «ny one again’ Friday to their dyin’ day, not asit is a day as I should 
begin anythink on through bein’ that late in the week, as 1 like to 
‘ve even the manglin’ brought “ome, and in general ’as a bit of ’ot 
| supper ON ; but mark my words if things once takes to falling on a 
| Friday they’ll keep on at it. 
If there is a thing I ’ates it’s takin’ down a bed as is a trouble- 
come transaction, and as to them old fashioned four-posters the sooner 
gg they’re burnt the better, I say, as don’t do nothin’ but ’arbour 
vermin, and I’d never ’ave ’ad it in the’ouse myself only Brown he’s 
downright foolish over ’is aunt Acock’s things, as she left ’im with a 
| sideboard that size as get it in the ’ouse we couldn’t not no how 
‘though the parlour window was took out and all for to try, and got 
stuck in the passage that tight as they was obligated for to saw a leg off 
to move it, as put Brown out that dreadful one would ’ave thought it 
_ were is own leg, and would ’ave it it was my fault, though goodness 
knows I never set my face agin’ it, but certainly do ’ate them great 
lumberin’ things as fills up the place and don’t leave you no room to 
tum, and whatever use after all as the broker only offered fifteen 
shillin's for, though I’m sure the lead in them drawers for ’oldin’ the 
| wine was worth ’arf the money. 
| So when the sideboard were sold as I didn't want to ’ave no words 
over the other things, I agreed for to ’ave that tour-post put up in the 
one-pair back, and old Mx. Lucker he was a-comin’ up to town as ’ad 
business with Brown and wanted to offer ’im a bed. 
_ Ofall the old Turks as ever you knowed it was that old Lucker, as 
_ saman I can’t a-bear the sight on, but in course would wish to make 
_ comfortable in my own ’ouse, and aired the bed for two days afore 
| with a fire in ’is bedroom, but if you'd seen the fizger as he come 
_ down to breakfast with ’is eye bunged up and lumps over ‘is forchead 
. the size of a ’azel nut, as showed conspicuous through a bald ’cad. 
Brown never will believe as I didn’t chuckle over it, but I says I'll 
_ ave that old beast of a thing down to-morrow I says, though I must 
| say as I wish it’ad been something in that bed as would ’ave devoured 
old Lucker altogether, as did Brown out of twenty pounds, and as to 
_ manners a greater og I never see, and walked out of my ’ouse without 
_ sayin’ thankee, as if I’d bit ’im. 
|, Well, I was all of a ’urry to get that bed down and ’ad young Sam 
| Saxpgrs in for to ’elp me and Mrs. CHALLIN over it, through a 
| thinkin’ ’1m a "andy lad, but he’s a born fool he is, and that conceited 
| 48 won’t be told nothin’. 
_ 48 800n as we'd got the bed things off he begun a workin’ away with 
| the bedwinch as they calls it without a thinkin’, and if one of them 
posts didn’t go down with a crack as knocked Mrs. CHALLIN slap into 
| the fender, and smashed the winder into atoms. 
but -_ = “*’Owever could you draw the screws that sudden?” 
| ore 


| a8 T was glad to see through being a old friend, not as I wanted ’er or 

_ any one else when up to my eyes in that four-post bed like that. 

| , ~ Was put out with Sam Sanpers, I says, “ Get out of the place you 

| born idg’ot do,” and runs to pick Mrs. Anpin up, as it’s a mercy she’d 

| & black velvet bonnet on, a good deep shape, or ’er ’ead would ’ave 
been cut open with that bedpost, but as it was she didn’t get ’er senses 

| back for @ ' 

a basket of linen a standin’ there on the landin’ us she pitched into. 


‘i Well, Ms. Cirantin she was a ’owlin’ frightful over ’er backbone 
gin the bars of the grate, and if that young Sanpens didn’t stand 


tre a-larfin’ like a hyener in ’is sleeve. 


sae tays, “ You grinnin’ ape as might be ’ad up for manslaughter, 
serve you right,” I says, ‘‘ Come and give a ’and to ’elp this good 


Y Up as you've been and pretty well brought to a wiolent end.”’ 
into Peep down and I says, “ Jest lift up ‘er ecls and carry ‘er down 
TJ parlour, a ’oldin ’er by the shoulders myself.’ oo, 
7. ae we lifted ‘er out of the basket of linen she gave a kick — 
stairs c young Sanpexs lose ’is balance backwards, and ba > me 
er und Ses a oldin on by poor Mrs, Arpin’s ’cels, and a draggin 
I me down with ’im. 
thought as I should pitch on to the two of ’em and smash ‘em on 
= mat at the boitom of the stairs, and certingly when I got up and 
— young Sanpers a-layin’ like a stone I thought it was all up with 
oo ad a widdered mother though certainly only a burden io, yet 
oubt would ’ave fretted arter. 


ae 
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could get the words out crash comes the other bedpost | 

down on my shoulder and ketches Mrs. Arvin a blow on the ’ead as | 
| Senter back’ards down the stairs, through ’avin’ opened the room | 
| door sudden at that werry moment, as ’ad come in to spend the day | 


ver so long, though it was only six stairs she fell down with , 
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| q give a scream to the gal to come quick and ’elp me with the pair 
on ’em a-laying like two copses. She comes in at the back door all of a 
urry as ‘ad been cleanin’ the knives, and if she didn’t take and give a 
start and let ’em drop all the lot that sudden as one stuck into er own 
| foot and waked ’er up, I can tell you. 

I run to the front door and see the potboy a-giving in the beer next 
door where they was washin’, and says to ‘im, “Come in and ’elp 
young SanpErs up.’ “ What's up with ’im?” says he. ‘*Come 
in, says I, and in he comes and told me for the fust time as that 
young SANpERs was subject to fits. 

I'm sure I'd no sooner got Mrs. Arprn into the front parlour than I 
got a drop of brandy for that young feller, and if that potboy ‘adn't 
been and deluged my passage with cans of water as he poured over ’is 
‘ead. Down comes Mrs. Cuatiin a saying, “Oh! my poor back,” 
as I give a drop of brandy to as she says she couldn't touch, but pretty 
soon changed ’er tune and mopped it up. 

I says, ** Do go and get a doctor, some one,” for there was poor Mrs. 
ArpIn a-layin’ on the sofa and no sensibility about ’er; when in goes 
that potboy and souses ’er with another can of water as Sam SANDERS 
didn’t require all over my best furniture afore I could say Jack 
Rowinson. 

It certainly did bring ’er to pretty quick; but, law, my sofy was 
sopped through and through, and my new carpet and all, my fender 
as 1s polished steel along the top, splashed, and the fire-irons a mask of 
rust. I goes down into the kitchen for to get a duster to wipe ‘em, 
when if there wasn’t that gal a-settin’ as pale as death with ’er foot 
a-bleedin’. I pretty soon bound it up for’er, as must be a born fool 
for to set there and let it bleed. Well, she begun a-wimperin’, and 
a-sayin’ as she must go ’ome to ’er mother. I says, ‘‘ What for? 
you're more frightened than ’urt, a precious deal.’’ But she says as 
she’d like to go; and while we was a-talkin’ in come ’er mother, as 
the potboy ’ad been and fetched unbeknown, as only lives just round 
the corner. 

She begun a-kickin’ up a row, a-sayin’ as her own brother-in-law 
died of lockjaw in the ’ospital through only cuttin’ of his foot with a 
chisel. ‘* Well,’ I says, “‘ that ain’t no reason as Matiipa should do 
so;”’ and if she didn’t say as I was a old brute, and took the gal 
away. 

There I was, left with Ms. CHAtttn, as kep’ a-moanin’ over ’er 
back, and ’ad been a-makin’ pretty free with the brandy bottle I’m 

| sure, though she said as Mrs. Arvin ’ad took to it; but, poor soul, 
| ’er ’ead was that bad that I’m sure she didn’t seem to take to nothin’. 
I’d just got ’er round a bit when I heard a thump at the door, 


te ennai 


enough for to split it, and run to open it, through a-thinkin’ there 
was something wrong, and there stood that Sam Sanpgrs’s mother, as 
flew at me like twenty thousand tigers, a-sayin’ as I'd been her boy's 
death. 
I says, “ When did he die?’ ‘ Oh,” she says, “‘ you ’artless old 
cat, he’ll never get over your shovin’ down stairs with that other 
| drunken old ’ussey as you was a-tryin’ to get out of your ‘ouse.” 
| Isays, “There ain’t no one drunk here.’ She says, “‘ Why the 
| place smells of sperrits enough to knock any one down.” 
| Poor Mrs. Arpry, she'd come out for to see what was up, through 
feelin’ better, and bein’ aggravated at ’earing them remarks of Mrs. 
| Sanpers, in callin’ of ’er a drinkin’ ’ussey, she says to er, she says, 
“Go along, my good woman, and don’t insult your betters. “My 
betters,” says she, “isn’t such keg-meg as you!” illudin’, no doubt, to 
the butcher’s shop as Mrs. Arprn’s husban’ did use to keep, as 
certainly never did sell prime meat. 
Well that put Mrs. Arpry out, that afore I could think, she give a 
rush at Mrs. SANDERS, as were on the door-sill, and with a sudden 
shove sent her flyin’ backwards, as came agin Mrs. PRreEpy a-comin’ 
up the steps with my blankets, as she’d been a-washin’. I didn’t 
think as Mrs. Arprn could ’ave ’ad the etrength for to ’ave done it. 
Up come the policeman, as picked ’em both up, with no bones broke, 
and soon made Mrs. Sanpens step it. Poor Mrs. Preepy was a deal 
"shook, as Mus. ARDIN was sorry over, and made it all square; but I 
never will belicve as she was as much ’urt ’erself as she made believe 
to be, or she’d never ’ave been so ‘andy a-shovin’ other parties about, 
as is a foolish way of showin’ temper. ann 
As to that four-poster, old Bixks, the broker, give me eight shillin’s 
for it; but for all that to’appen of a Friday, and all through me 
a-spillin’ the salt at breakfast, as is a sign as things will fall all day 
lon, not as bread did, for they rose it a "apenny that werry day, and 
three-ha’pence afore the end of the week. But Mrs. ARDIN and me ‘ad 
words afore we parted, through me a-tellin’ ‘er as she’d been 
a-shammin’ a good deal; and, bless you, what with ‘er and Mrs. 
CHALLIN, the brandy bottle was sucked as dry as a orange, and then to 
tell me as there wasn’t more than ’alf a glass in it, as was filled on the 
Wednesday for old Lucxet’s drop arter supper. And as to that Mus. 
SANDERS applyin’ to a magistrate over 1t, why she was only exposin 
‘orself, and doin’ no good; but, p raps, after all, it might ‘ave appened 
ona Tuesday, but then you sec It didn't, and that's where Friday 


gets the pull. 
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HERNE HILL. 


I 


Tre sun glittered on'the golden cross of St. Paul's in the early morn 


when I departed from the pleasant slopes of Ludgate. Devoting 
myself to the protection of Sarnt Morton Peto, I entered one of tbe 
carriages belonging to the London, Chatham, and Dover Railway—or 
to some of its creditors. 

With a shriek that startled the echoes of Printing House Square and 
Apothecaries’ Hall, the engine rushed forth on its wild career. 
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‘We shall never be home in time for dinner,’’ he sighed, as he re- 
| pressed a rising tear with the corner of his red bandanna. 
‘What is the hour?” she asked in an agony of uncertainty. 
“It is a quarter to the Twentieth Century,” he murmured, gazing 
at his watch. 
| © And we left town at half-past the Nineteenth!’ 
And stil : he Victoria train had not arrived. 


| IV. 


| 


Their golden locks had changed to silver. They no longer smiled, 


In the same compartment with myself were two fair children, a girl | for they had no teeth to show. They sat opposite each other wagging 
and a boy. They prattled with the guileless confidence of youth. | their chins as though they were chewing the cud of past recollections. 


With merry smiles they waved an adieu to the courteous officials on 
the platform at Ludgate. We were off! 

Over the silvery Thames, and through the pleasant suburb of Black- 
friars—on through the odorous Borough, past the sagacious Elephant 
and Castle and among the noble mansions of Walworth and Camber- 
well! At length Herne Hill was reached, and the engine paused. 

We were waiting for the Victoria train. 

II. 

They were no longer childrennow. Since we started—at, how long 
ago!—from Ludgate Hill, they had grown into striplings. A fair 
maid of sixteen summers, a lad of sixteen springs, they gazed from the 
window of the carriage and conversed about the world without. 

A delightful calm was around us. The hideous bustle of ordinary 
life was forgotten in this land of the lotus. The guard whistled an air 
learnt in boyhood, as he strolled along the platfom. The ticket- 
collector gazed into vacancy, as if into the face of a familiar friend. 

In a dirtant compartment some miserable being driven mad by long 
seclusion from human intercourse thrust his head from the window and 
inquired why we were waiting. ‘The guard smiled a sweet smile. 

We were waiting for the train from Victoria! 


III. 

No longer young now! A man and woman in their prime were 
those, who had entered the compartment with me at the dawn of 
child} ood. The careless prattle of infancy w2s hushed. Their talk 
was of life and its realities. 


| Their converse was feeble. 


They maundered. 

**T remember,” he mumbled, ‘‘ when I was a little boy, that this 
railway was in difficulties.” 

‘“* Have they paid the debenture-holders yet *’’ she croaked. 

“Oh, dear no! That will not take place until the Victoria train 
arrives. If you doubt my word ask Str Morton Perv !” 

And then he babbled about shares and financing. The old lady 
listened, but heeded not. 

“TI shall be a hundred and two on my next birthday,” she observed 
irrelevantly. 

“*We were ten when we left Ludgate Hill. Art is short, but the 
Victoria train is long,’’ he answered. 

And the Victoria train had not yet arrived. 


Bang! Bump! I awoke with a start. 

‘What is the matter?’ 1 inquired, thrusting my head from the 
window. 

“ Victoria train, sir, just backed on in front!"’ said a porter. — 

I was alone in the compartment. I had been asleep, and the children 
who had grown so old were but the creations of a dream. 

“The Victoria train is very late,’’ I observed to the porter, for I 
craved some communion with my fellows. 

“No, sir. Not particular, sir. Not more than usual—an hour and 
a quarter, or thereabouts. They're not so long as they used to be, 

| now the bridge is open!’’ 
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OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


« his Translations from the Scandinavian, ancient and modern, 
Jished for the first time, Mr. Buenanan proves himself 
f no mean ability. He has given to his Ballad Storics 
if the Affections (RoutLEpGE) the true ring of ballad verse, and he 
igs chosen legends that are as fresh as they are picturesque. “Sir 
Yorton of Fogelsong,”” Axel and Walborg, and “ Signelil”’ ‘are 
| gelicious examples of his skill in retaining the form and tone of the 
sd verse, 80 necessary for the true rendering of the simple, strange 


es. 
ogee have done their share of the work well. Messrs. 
| pyweLL, HovGHToN, SMALL, DauzieL, Watson, and Lawson have 
not often appeared to better advantage, for the subjects they treat are 
| goroughly picturesque, both as regards costume and incident. 

The engraving is excellent ; and here we will take an opportunity 
of saying a few words on the art which has of late been much “ criti- 
ized” by writers who know nothing at all about it. What would be 
aid of a reviewer who stated that ‘T'HAcKERAay wrote Vanity Fair so 
well it was a pity he did not take equal pains with Aurora Floyd? 
The critic of the Pall Mall made as gross a blunder in speaking of 
yood-engraving the other day. Ww 

In the present day wood-engraving is by no means what it was 
about twenty years since. The style of Durer has been revived, and 
the draughtsman, instead of washing in his picture and leaving the 
engraver to turn it out by methods almost as mechanical as engine- 
turning, draws, line by line, what he wishes to see reproduced. Instead 
of cutting trees in one way and stones in another, according to imme- 
morial custom, the engraver has to bring his mind to his work, to 
endeavour to feel his artist’s work and sympathize with it. 

The result is that wood-engraving at the present day approaches 
more nearly to etching than anything else. ‘The artist’s work is not 

| interpreted, it is reproduced as if by photography. ‘To those, who are 
| ignorant of the revolution in the art, this fac-simile work is a mystery. 
| They miss the uniformity of the blocks of the past with one etyle of 
| “cut” for all kinds of grass, and another for all sorts of trees. The 
| honest attempt of the artist to draw what he sees they call “ scratchy,” 
| and think it is the engraver’s work. We have known instances 
| indeed of critics, who attributed the drawing to the engraver and the 
| engraving to the artist, a mistake not more ignorant but more evident 
| than the confusion of the work of the graver with that of the pencil. 
If the gentlemen who notice art-books would but give half an hour, 
and their miinds—we don’t ask much—to the study of the matter they 
might avoid these very gross blunders. 
Belgravia or London Society alongside of such a book as Lallad Stories, 
and they would soon learn what is tint and what is fac-simile. With 
the knowledge thus acquired they would be able to avoid some of the 
worst of their errors; and that is as much as we can expect of them. 
That they should ever be able to discuss the art critically is hardly to 
be expected. ‘Io review a book a man ought to know his A BC at 
least, but he is qualified to be a judge of woodcuts though he has 
hever seen a drawing on the block, would not know an “overlay ” if 
he saw, and is not aware of any difference between printing with 
cylinder and printing with platen. 
tarting with such ignorance for their stock in trade, these writers 
do not surprise us when they talk about engraving as “ factory work.” 
They are not aware that no engraver of any note can get through his 
work single-handed, and that the only difference between A. B. C. and 
D. is that whereas A. B. and C. “ put out’’ blocks—underlet them in 
fac-—D. hasthem engrayed under his own eye by his pupils, and does 
all the finest work himself. Our critical friends will probably be 
startled to learn that sculptors and portrait-painters are in the habit 
je something very like this with regard to minor matters of 
e 


| ub 
| i = artist 0 


One ingenious writer the other day, having evolved the notion that 
the engraving of straight lines was easier than cross-hatching, seized 
the earliest opportunity of broaching the theory. Unluckily he 


brought the charge of shirking cross-hatching against Messrs. | 


ALZIRL, who are noted in the profession for their success at it. He 
might ag well have declared Mr. Linton ignorant of tint-cutting in 
the French style. Ii is hardly worth while to expose the folly of the 
rest of the , 

‘ee that to produce an effect with as little elaboration as possible is a 
merit rather than a fault, and that therefore to introduce cross-hatch- 
28, a8 a tour de force, where a simpler method will answer equally 
well, is not only bad economy but bad art. ; 

© have discussed this question at more length than might be ex- 
ected in the columns of a comic paper. But we have been compelled 
° do so in self-defence. Some of the art-notices of professedly serious 
*gans have been so ludicrous that they trenched on our province. 








A Frar Racz.—Running up things at a mock auction, with the 


tious intention of competing ior the possession of them. 





Let them place the cuts in | 


passage in which the charge was brought, for any one can | 


LINES TO THE NEW YEAR. 


Att hail, New Year! I see that you have brought 
Bill upon bill, with frequent rat-tat-tat!— 

Bills that I cannot pay, although I ought— 
There’s nothing new in that! 


All hail, New Year! You bring a lot of work, 
Care and annoyance to keep down my fat— 
More of “dull boy” in me than “idle Turk ’— 

There’s nothing new in that! 


All hail, New Year! I don’t know where to turn 
For funds—Shell out !—dat bis gui eito dat. 

You won’t! My strong entreaty you buat spurn— 
There's nothing new in that! 


sdinsencietiinnasnesisnsicnisiisiiiladiaiabteaiiai 
Science for the Holidays. 


Tue Directors of the Polytechnic were good enough to request Fun’s 
presence at the private rehearsal of some Christmas novelties the other 
evening. Fwn accepted their invitation ; and begs, inreturn for their 
courtesy, to inform all quarters of the habitable globe that he came 
away from that establishment a wiser but notasadder immortal. The 
Talking Head, the Eidoscope, the Automatic Leotard, and the Ghost- 
effects illustrating the Christmas Carol are well worth seeing. There 
is lighter entertainment in the shape of scenes from the life of Dick 
Wuittincton and a Suaxespertan interlude in which a young lady 
who is very pretty sings, ‘‘ Where the bee sucks,” charmingly. The 
Institution offers plenty of amusement for papas and mammas, while 
it is indispensable as regards the scientific training of their young 
people. Happy indced must be the precocious boy of whom we can 
sing :— 

Peter Piprr patronized Proressor Perper 
Polytechnical polite Pkroressor Perrer). 
resently, from practical Pxorgessor Pepper, 

Puzzles perfectly perplexing Peter Is1rer picked. 


Between you and me and the Post. 


Ir is nonsense to suppose that the postmen in the East Central dis- 
trict are over-worked. Their labours cannot be very difficult, for 
however many letters they have to deliver they always take them E.C. 


Answers to Correspondents. 


H. P. W.—We fear we can give you no encouragement. 

J. R.—What are you driving at ? 

Genivus.—Evidently an assumed name. 

A. S., Oakley-square.—We are not, thank you. a 

HE author of ‘*O Poverty! where are thy charms?’ might have found 


them in his own lines. 

A. O., Ealing.—Funny, but scarcely suitable.° 

Cruuig Scapre.—If you be-which us in that way again, we'll inform 
your relatives, Miss. 

H., Stamford-hill, writes:—‘Should you think the following fit for 
publication you are at liberty to do so.’ We hope so; freedom of thought 
is not interfered with in England at all events. 

‘‘Try AGAIN.’”’—No, don’t! 

A. E. D. sends us two pieces of verse “hastily written.” We hope he 
will repent of them at leisure. 

J. O. A.—Your Italian poem is Dutch to us. 

Lux is not in Lux way this time. 

Critic talks nonsense, but he’s not the only one. 

A. J. S. E. B. sends us some riddles. Here’s one for him :—‘‘ Why are 
your riddles not like a Greek n? Because they’re not Nu! 

GRYMALKIN’S muse won't do for us. 

Dan.—We must add another example to your ‘* Outs’’—you’re out. 

| PATERFAMILIAS.—We are sorry to say we cannot attempt to go into 
at mystery. 

“es alt be much more than “‘a shade”’ better, 

| 4 CLoup WITH A SILVER LINING”’ turns out better thistime. 

| P, B. should have kept ‘‘ The Prickly Thistle’’ for his own consumption. 

SNUFFERS has not a redeeming trait. 

INQUISITIVE, Newcastle-on-Tyne.—We believe it to be ornate, 





awkie ; 


| Declined with thanks—R. St. J. M. C.; J. B., Edinburgh : 
|J. G.; J. L. C., Brixton; A. B., Gresham-street; E, T. K.; J. S., 
Otris; J. E. T., Liverpool; H. E., 


C. H.; Tilda; be : P 
L.; A. W. H. P.; W.M.; D. P.; W. M. T. ; Herbertio ; 
D.; A. P., Edinburgh; J. A. H.; B. A., 

ig - Bachelor; Imprimatur; P. G.; H E. V. D.; A. G., Paisley ; 
EBM A. S. hese: Cc. J. W. W.; S.8.; J. W. W.; E. R.; 
W. J. C., Leeds; J. B.; F. C.; 8. S. S.; Moldavia; Externi; J.D.; 
‘wl M. D., Birkenhead; A. N. W.; F. R., Holborn; E. H. W., Ken- 
N. T., Tonbridge Wells; A. L.; Ernest; E. D., Stockton-on- 
.; J. H. M., Plymouth ; we e> 


Woodbridge ; 
Islington ; J. C. 
= a ae ee 


| sington ; : 
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TRADES (GLEE!AND MADRIGAL) UNIONS | 


Harmony being essential for the well-being of 4} | 
associations, we would suggest that the trades unions | 
should infuse a little of the musical element into their 
performances, and in future act in (amateur) concert 
We suggest a few songs :— ’ 


No. 1.—THE COBBLER’S CAROL. 


Ou! the heart may be light, 
And the cheek wear a smile, | 
Though a bane and a blight 
May be on them the while. 


‘‘ Uppers” black as a coal | 
Thus our praises may win, . 
When defects in the sole _&§ 
Let the water soak in. : | 





No. 2.—THE MILKMAN’S MELODY. 


On! England, sweet home of the brave and the truc, 
My heart shall be constant to thee, 
While the sun drinks the mists, and the flowers drink | 
the dew, 
And thy matrons are faithful to tea. 


With milk I'll supply thee as long as I live, 
Nought thy lacteal longings shall baulk, 

While thy Thames has a drop of its water to give, 
Or thy white cliffs an atom of chalk. 


Ce 





No. 3.—THE DUSTMAN’S DITTY. 


Desrisez not the gift of the lowly, 
Be humble and gentle and meek ; 
By outward appearances solely 
Don’t judge,—if good fortune you seek. 


oe 


Accept what is given thee in trust 

Of a lurking but wonderful boon; 
For ’tis oft in unpromising dust 

That we light on a real silver spoon. 


<e emaneee 





ee 


f ee “The Truth, the ‘Whole Truth, and nothing but the Truth.’ 
a. (The Rector, after a ten minutes’ canter up the lane, has found it ends with a stile.) 
re Reetor (to Labourer):—‘‘My FRIEND, YOU SHOW A DISREGARD FOR THE 
i truTH. You saip I covLp GET THROUGH——” 

Labourer :—* Exs! But I pipn’t say THEE HOSS COULD!” 


Best AUTHORITY ON THE SUBJECT OF CHRISTMAS AT 
Sea.—The Yule Log. 

A SHADOW WITHOUT A Sunsstance.—The shadow of a 
doubt. 
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Victoria, a better station to be kept waiting at than Crystal Palace. 

A CASE OF REAL DISTRESS. ‘ Plenty of refreshment here, so I fortified myself for return journey. 

Victoria Station, Wednesday. | Not to be sold this time. Kept my eyes open, and counted stopping 

Dzar Boy,—that is to say, Sir.—Here Iam. What am I to do?| places. Allright now. Just getting out—by Jove, you would never 
yi. Will you, or any of your numerous readers help me out of the scrape | believe it—it was Battersea Park! Determined not to be done; but 
e I have got into? This is what has happened :-— was done somehow, for I could not have closed my eyes two minutes 


s - ot 
ae dae. inten a> 
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On Saturday my dear friend Racket called upon me at the Tape | after returning to my seat, when there I was at the Crystal Palace | 
i and Sealing-Wax Office. Racket is an awfully good fellow, so when | again. Next time I did catch Clapham Junction, but could not open | 
et he said, “‘ Come out, dear boy, and havea stimulant,” of course I went. | the door till the train began moving again. Never mind. There 1s 
ae The stimulant took the form of lunch, lasting from two o'clock till | always refreshment at Victoria, and by this time I found a little 
+. a quarter to four, so that I had just time to get back to the office and | supper acceptable. ‘Was just in time, too, for Spiers and Ponp 
i eel sign the book before leaving for the day. My duties being then over, | were just closing. Must take care now, for obvious reasons, to 
ei: ; we played at billiards, smoked, and did a little miscellaneous refresh- | catch my station. But would you believe it? This time I never woke 
ment until a quarter to seven, when I had just time to get to this | up at all. Determined, however, not to be sold, I would not leave the 
ht station, catch the Crystal Palace train, and reach home, close to the | Crystal Palace, although there was no refreshment, and no return | 
mr? Clapham Junction, a quarter of an hour or so late for dinner. That is| train. A guard,a very good fellow (how he got that cold brandy-and- | 
ab | to say, I could have managed it if we had gone without our parting | water I never could learn), let me sleep in what I suppose was his | 
: glass of sherry-and-bitters—which, of course, we did not. This made | study, for it smelt awfully of midnight oil. Slept very well; but should | 
oe.) all the difference. The train went, and there was another ten minutes, | have felt great inconvenience for want of refreshment had not the guard | 
abi quarter of an hour, or twenty minutes to wait—I’m sure I forget | —in acknowledgment of my third tip—given me a supply on hand. 


i which. Racket suggested that, of course they would not have I would not believe when they said it was next morning; but 

eh waited for me at home, so we had better dine here. ‘lhe idea had | fancied it was the same night. However, there was the train ready 
never occurred tome. Ofcourse, they wouldn't wait, and we did dine | to start, and I was determined to make Clapham at last. 

here; and Srizxs and Ponp did their best, and the wines were first | I didn't—for very much the same reasons as before. In fact, to 

chop, my boy. After which I went off by the train. | make a short story long, I don’t see how I ever shall, unless somebody 

I must have been asleep, for the first station I saw (somebody was | comes to help me. This is Wednesday, and ever since Saturday, with 

Stine helping me to see by shaking me and punching me in the back) was | the exception of the middle of each night, when there are no trains, q 

‘See | the Crystal Palace. That wouldn t do, of course, so I had to go back | have done nothing but go up and down this blessed line, and what 1s 

a to Clapham Junction. Fortunately, Ihave a season ticket, so | worse, I feel even Jess able to find Clapham Junction than I was at 

| trouble and expense were saved. But I was awfully bored at not | first. Fortunately, there is always refreshment here, and but for 

ak being able to get any refreshment. There was plenty inside the | Sprers and Ponp, exhausted nature would have given way long ago. 

Bat Palace, but it was shut up. Back I went disgusted, and the next | Send somebody to help me find Clapham Junction, there’s a good 


thing I saw was Victoria Station. Evidently the same mistake again. | fellow. I am, dear Boy, yours, A Jotty Goop FeE.LLow. | 


Lonuou : Ponws by JUUy & GLASS, Phanix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Dcctors’ Commons, and Published by the Prop: :etor at 86, Fleet-street, E.C,—January 5, 107. 
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THE RACE OF THE HENRIETTA. 


Not ny H. W. Loncretrow. 


————— 


Where, amid the wild Atlantic, 
Ho'd the winds and waves their frantic 
Elementary stormy senate, 
Whilst the 1aging Boreas ho!lars— 
Sails, for several thousand dollars, 
Youthful Mr. Gorpvon Bennett! 


Life is real, life is earnest— 
Thou a pretty penny turnest, 
Gorpon B., my daring rover! 
If the Bard had made a bet—a 
Big one—on the Henrietta, | 
| He himself had ventured over. 


Even now he hails the hero, 

Who through weather cold as zero, 
Only carried on the harder: 

Though, despite the Bard’s devotion, 

He prefers to cross the ocean : 
Snugly in a strong Cunarder! 


| 
| 
| 
Like an ancient Saxon gleeman 
| Will he praise the Yankee scaman !— 
(This appears anachronistic ; 
| But the Bard is apt to wander, 
And it does you good to ponder 
| On his utterances mystic ; 


Whether of the words primeval, 
Or the Origin of Evil, 
Or the saintly Legend Golden, 
Or of Hiawatha’s ditty, 
Or of many an ancient city, 
Ghent, or Nuremberg the olden: 


a SA 


This, of course, is parenthetic.) | 
Now the muse, again prophetic, | 
Reassumes her calm persistence, 
Whilst she chaunts this wintry season, 
What she deems the real reason 
Why G. Bennett risked existence. 


Was he like those ancient Vikings, 
Whose inexplicable likings 
_Drove them forth where life was perilled ? 
Not at all: he did it rather 
Than remain beside his father, 
Editing the New York Herald. 


A GEOLOGICAL JUG-GLE. 


Tr we may believe the Teignmouth Times, it has been favoured with 
= original poem by our favourite poet, Mr. Tupper. It seems Mr. 
UPPER had met with a geological specimen which he believed to be a 


Pate waite crock—but this is prose; let his poetry speak for 


“ Here isa wonder. A rude earthen crock 
In an old mountain limestone and part of it’s rock ; 
Changed to it, made of it, perfect in shape, 
But only a surface as thinned to a scrape; 
With the circular rim of its bottom well shown, 
And the sides swelling out in hardest blue stone, 
But melting away to the grain of the block, 
Af This strangely suggestive marvellous crock.” 
tril ome graphically describing how he went to Bradley in search of 
‘obites, but found that the quarrymen (whom he immortalizes) had 
Covered none, he asks :— 
‘““* What nothing?” ‘Why, yes! 
And I’ve see’d nothing like it aforetime, I guess, : 
Look here, Sir! in breaking up this here hard block? 
In the middle, what is it—a bone or a crock?’ 
—I seized it; rejoicingly went on my way, 
And sent it to London for judgment next day.” 
ae the bard rushes into a fine rhapsody. He sings how long be- 
e den, Kosmos, and Chaos, some reasoning creature fashioned this 
crock, which 


thythm is recorded as observing to Mx. Turren, in an exquisitely 


ical line :— 

“A hand such as yours hath moulded me thus.” 

lines are sublime—in fact, they go a step beyond it :— 

“* Who knoweth? Who readeth this riddle aright ? 
We grope in the dark with a glow-worm for light; 
Or—may not my marvellous crock be the guide, 

A Gideon’s pitcher with lamp lit inside ?”’ 

ee ee 
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A TERRIBLE POSSIBILITY. 


Sceng.— Regent-stree!. 


Sympathetic Friend :—* My DEAR FELLOW, WHAT 78 THE MATTER? You 
LOOK WRETCHED!” 


Scientific Party :—“ Au! 
THE CURLY ONE HAS HAD HIS HAIR CUT, AND I DON’T KNOW HOW TO SUPPLY 


THEIR PLACES 


Oar eciaccce _e 
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My LEADING CHERUB’S GOT THE MEASLES, AND 


>? 





But stop! There's a postscript! “Itseems,” says Mr. T., “ accord- 
ing to the best opinion, to be a cast of the old Devonian Orthoceras, 
which is very like a drinking-cup.”” So it is not a crock after all, but 
the poet having written the poem very properly decided it was too 
fine to be lost, and, therefore, sent it to the local journal. The fossil 
must have been “very like a drinking cup’”’ to deceive the bard, who 
ought to be a good judge of pitchers, especially with long (y)ears. 


—=—=—$_—[_“_——[——————————__—[—__ 
A LETTER. 


TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 
Srrn,—I’m a markit gardner and my motto’s “Ars est celery arti- 
chokem.” I once belonged to the Haughty-cultural Society, but they 
was too stuck-up, and only projuced a barrow-net. Wot I wish to no 
is whether the meloncollyflower can be growed in a frame of mind. 
Also, whether hops ought to be planted in Leap-year. An answer 


will oblige Yours, 
Inrra Dic. 


*,* Our correspondent cannot do better than apply to his lawyer, 
who will no doubt take proper steps about the hops, and grant him a 
case for the frame. 





Far fetched. 
Ir is stated that English speculators are buying up all the milk on 
| the Continent, reducing it, by adrying process, to a powder, importing 
it to England, and mixing it with water for use. We fancy this 
description of the origin of much of eur London milk goes a little 
bevond the truth. It should not go beyond the white clitis of Eng- 


land to account for the powder. 
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THE BANDOLINING ROOM. 
Miss Wuirr To Her Frrienp. 


Wr wait, dear, you know till it’s started, 
| rn ean the 2.50 express, 
And then in a body lighthearted, 
tvtire to the boudoir to dress. 
lo put just the finishing touches, 
To coiffure and each dainty braid, 
‘Lhe dust of the station so smutches, 
Our ringlets as,soon as they're made. 


The Bandoline bottle I'd taken, 
‘To brighten my beautiful hair, 

My di ss into neat folds I'd shaken, 
And j;ainted my eyebrows with care. 

Our missis was counting the chickens— 
When judge of my awful surprise, 

I saw that audacious Cuan_es Dickens, 
Was staring with both of his eyes. 


I'm not much accustom’d to blushing, 
I'm used to Refreshmenting now, 
But really I felt myself flushing, 
Until he cume in with a bow; 
And said with a sort of compunction— 
‘‘| humbly beg pardon, my dear, 
I’m taking a look at the Junction, 


+99 


For Mugby’s my title this year! 


— 


Cown Calh, 


by THE SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 
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** Like chaff from a threshing floor” 
(as Proressorn LoNGFELLow and 
Mr. Weiss sing in “ The Black- 
smith’’) represented the disap- 
pearance of things which we can 
hardly expect to see replaced, 
but which were legitimate objects 
of pride among Englishmen. 
‘The beautiful Courts which have 
suffered so much were not among 
the paying attractions of the 
Palace, and it is a question 
whether the directors would be 
justified in expending the share- 
holders’ money in restoring them. 
L think, however, that if such a 
plan is once set afoot, a public 
subscription would be rapidly 
raised for the rebuilding of the 
burnt portion. The shareholders 
deserve so much aid, for they 
cannot be sup posed for a moment to be actuated by speculation rather 
than public spirit. There is one way in which wealthy philanthropists 
might be enabled to assist, it appears to me, without injury to the 
Palace and with the advantage of conferring a double benefit. I 
would suggest that large-hearted and big-bankbooked people (like 
Miss Covrts or Mr. Peanopy, for instance) should be enabled to pur- 
chase, for certoin sums paid down, free admissions for ever for charity 
schools and other institutions of the same class. But there is one set 
of people who ought to contribute (but I fear won't) very largely, and 
they are the proprietors of house property all round the neighbour- 
hood of Sydenham, for they have, witheut investing a penny in it, 
derived all the profits that the Palace has ever realized for any one! 

I happened to be in the immediate vicinity of the Palace and saw 
the conflagration to advantage. It was a sight as splendid as it was 
sad. ‘The vast flapping flags of flame that leapt up vividly in the face 
of the cold sun of a winter's afternoon, and the long column of coppery 
smoke rolling away to the south-east, were things a man could hardly 
have pictured to himeelf, least of all in connection with the Sydenham 
building, which always impressed one with an idea that it was com- 
posed wholly of those uninflammable materials, iron and glass. 





| had revelations equally strange. 





Iii destruction caused by the fire 
at the Crystal Palace is a national 
loss. ‘The burning sparks that 
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Another grand sight was the blazing summit of the tower, like some 
ancient pharos, a beacon for many a mile. A nearer view of the fire 
The two huge _ Silences,”’ as 
CARLYLE would call them, from Abou Simbel, seated placidly in the 
midst of the roaring flamcs, were a solemn sight, and the red tracery 
of the heated girders stood out weirdly against the darkening sky us 
the dusk fume on. ‘The crowd in front of the Palace reminded me of 
a Derby crowd in the interval of two races, It was not so large, but 
. almost as closely } acked, and the fruit-veudors seemed to spring out of 
#he earth at the first volley of smoke and flame. 

The subject of Street Railways is being mooted onee more, and this 
time in a common-sense way, not with bluster and humbug. The 
scheme presents advantages over Train’s system, the most important 
of which is that the rails are level with the roadway, and can be crossed 
and recrossed without difficulty by ordinary vehicles. ‘The promoters 
must expect great opposition, but if they hold their own and behave 
reasonably, they will have a good chance. Street railways are in- 
finitely better than omnibuses in point of comfort and specd, and I 
shall be very glad to see them running. 

There was a remarkable instance ot police-swearing at the Thames 
Court the week before last. The newspapers head the report, ‘‘ mis- 
taken identity,” but ‘ reckless perjury,’ would have been nearer the 
mark. <A respectable man going to his work dropped into the court to 
spend a little spare time. He was at once ordered into the dock by a 
constable, who swore he was his prisoner (liberated on bail) for being 
drunk and disorderly on the previous night. An inspector corrected 
the mistake, and so did the real prisoner, but the constable persisted. 
The case was adjourned, and in the afternoon when it was proved Le- 
yound doubt that the policeman was mistaken, he reluctantly admitted 
itand apologised. Fortunate for Joun Ricnarvson that he had two 
policemen, beside the real prisoner, to give evidence for him or he 
would most probably have suffered. 

I must say that 1am sorry the Croydon Steeplechase case ended as 
it did. The cruelty was so unmistakable that it could scarcely be 
said to be entirely unintentional. Sir F. B. Heap uses a mild phrase 
when he defines steeplechasing as “ valour without discretion.” It is 
all very well to say that the rider wishes to save the neck both of him- 
self and of his horse. But he hasa voice in the matter which his 
dumb partner has not. If horses had a hoof in the arrangement ol 
courses I doubt if there would not be as much sport and more suicty, 
for horses are not fools and men very often are. Besides, in this 
partnership theory there is this further flaw, that when there is a 
failure the horse generally suffers more than the man, who has the odds 
in his favour. I am no opponent of manly sports—but I don’t con- 
sider this style of steeplechasing is manly. Your true huntsman, 
whose object is to save his horse as much as possible, must, l fancy, 
despise this sort of thing. 

I am no supporter of Mr. Joun Bricut, but I feel that every lover 
of fair play, and those who wish to see an anonymous press conducted 
honourably, must agree that Mx. Jaco Bricur is justified in taking 
the steps he has done to refute the false charges brought against his 
brother by a writer in the Fortnightly. The Birmingham orator is 
open to attack on a score of grounds, but that makes it the less, rather 
than the more excusable to distort and misrepresent what he says. _ I 
imagine the “ mistake ”’ arose from the sense of irresponsibility which 
is dangerously productive of carelessness in the professional journalist 
as well as in the “liberal member of the House of Commons W10 
longs to see himself in print. 

‘he parochial press continues to go ahead with spirit. her 
new organ, the Jarvchial Critic. ‘Yhe object it has in view 15 the 
“review and record” of parish matters, and we shull have reason to be 
grateful to it if it keeps a strict watch on Bumbledom. lis first 
number seems to be guided by fairness and earnestness. The Sou// 
London Chronicle has issued as a Christmas supplement a literary 


ty 
iiUu 


curiosity well worth having, a translation of CapaLLero’s Wer//o- £ 01/110, 
the history of a wexthercock. The story is quaint and amusing, but 
it would have been better without the Graphotype monstrositics. a 
provincial magazine has reached me, entitled Zie Hawk ; a Month(/ 
Hover frcin the Val of Avon. It does not seem to be Aover gor d, the 
language is pompous, and there is an affectation of classical know! ose 
init. ‘The notion of giving translations of Maxriay’s Epigiams, «"% 
morals added to them, is very funny! But doesn't the translator think 
there's a false concord in the sentence beginning, ‘ Fifteen Louk» 
which ¢s, ete.”’ ? 


There is a 
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An Affecting Anecdote. 


“Sir,” said a teetotaler to a gentleman about to enter a public bar 
—‘ Sir, you should set a better example. ‘Teach your inferiors to a\0! 
evil and become perfect.” ie 

"That is beyond my power,” said the other. 

* But you ought to do what you can! 

“Then I'll do a can of beer, sir.” 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


(Answer in our next.) 


Tue storm-wind that sweeps the Atlantic 
Came down in December apace, 

Though LonereLLow’s called it gigantic, 
His countrymen feared not the race. 





1. 


Boys oft play at a winter game, 
Known to all by a Northern name. 


ae 


He saw from thence the Tuscan coast, 
And left it, to lead on a host, 
3. 
The lover may long for her-presence, 
The lady he waltzed with last night ; 
But this brings a state of quiescence 
And makes all the future look bright. 
4. 
‘‘My Godmother!”’ the words came. pat 
Irom little lips, and who was that ? 
5. 
Tf winking was a man’s sole occupation 
Pray what would be his proper appellation ? 
6. 
Ye ken they hac there bodies i’ the kirk, 
Varra camstrary wha mak’ graesome work. 
7. 
The city she betray’d, for gauds they told her 
Should all be hers—and in the end they sold her. 
8. 
’Tis very painful! She’s a fearful sight! 
So why not paint the part with aconite ? 
9. 
She’s painted it! and taken mighty pins 
T’o cure herself, and yet this still remains. 


ANSWER TO Last WEEK’s ACROSTIC. 


S  Squills S 
| I Ice E 
| x XV V 
T ‘Truce E 

Y Yucatan N 


SoLuTIOoNs ory Acrostic In No. 86 RECEIVED JANUARY 4TH.—Correct:—M. L. ©. ; 
| J.W.; 0. K.; H. FE. V. D.; Gena; J. L.; Jack Frost*; A 1 
Polly Twice”; J. W. C.: Y. A. G.3 Five o’clock p.m.; N.T.; M. ‘I. H.; Tiny 
Ditton; T. 'T.; Brooming Billy; Irresistible; M.S. D.; Terjiman. 








SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


NicuoLas on THE Snow, THE PERILS OF THE STREETS, AND THE Mippre 
CLAssEs; WITH ANTICIPATIONS OF THE CoMING SEASON. 
BELGRAVIA. 
My pEaR youna Firenp,—You have probably learnt by this time 
not to put too literal a signification on every word that leaves the 
Prophet’s mouth, by which of course I mean my pen, for the idea of 
Writing with my mouth like Miss Brrriy, the Norfolk Dwarf, it 
Would be ridicholas—perfectly ridicholas; so that when I head this 
Countrybution with ** Nicuovas on the Snow,” you must not imagine, 








| 


.de M; Audrey; “ Kiss | 


my dear young friend, that the old man have made such an ass of | 


himself as to £0 out on it nor yet overcome with liquor and fell down 
upon my back. 
more than a lark, snowballing along with the other boys down our 
court, and which we always kept on the look-out for the police, and 
43 800n as we saw him safe in the “Grapes” lect fly right and left at 
everybody having the remotest appearance of respectability, not that 
Many persons of that description used to come down the neighbour- 
00d where Nicironas was brought up, my family being then at its 
lowest ebb. The real reason, young man, why Nicuoas alludes to 
the Snow is that one of the Prophet’s hacks have come to grief, 
sipping on the frozen streets; and against whom have I any remedy 
Sir, London is in the hands of—to speak mildly—a much lower lot 
than what I would like to touch them with a pair of tongs; the scum 
of the middle classes, and such have been entrusted with authority as 


ee ; 
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’ ° yt las > »panha 
There was a time when nothing pleased the Prophet 


reigenh of a a vst that when a gentleman of ancient lineage, 
on 4 ass she a ‘appre. trusts one of his grooms in the street 
oiten a ans ; noble creature—not the groom you know! fancy 
is left with i. a : © creature ‘—comes to utter grief, and NICHOLAS 

Ac ithout a remedy in the very middle of his grey hairs! ’ 
ai 8 on oe are not able to keep equipages of their own—and iat 

y not able, except that probably they never worked so hard as the 
Prophet in their youth ?—as for the poor people what have to ride to ; 
business in ’buses and cabs, why it would have made me laugh fit to + 
burst myself asunder if I had not been checked by my feelings of 
humanity, and reme:nbered that I once had to do it “myself ; not 
exactly to go to a city office, for I do not remember ever being engaged 
along of Britain’s merchant-princes, but the Alderman’s stables used 
to be a little off Finsbury-square, than whom a kinder master though 
a little too fond of gorging himself like a old hog as he was. We 
all have our faults! Our parting was quite involuntary on my part, 
and I entirely forgive him all the abusive language as he put his 
tongue to. The fact is, Sir, Nicholas was in the serene ; and in my 
present position I can well afford to say so, and admit honestly all the 
little piccadillies of my youth. 

Lhat position, Sir, proud as it is, is as nothing to what I will probably 
assume, gentlemen and subscribers all, during the approaching season. 
You will all be glad to know that the old man enters upon 1867 like a 
giant after partaking of refreshment, not as he have been out upon the 
drink, which is unworthy of my age and acquirements, though a little 
does him good, and than which nothing better than his old tipple of 
sherry wine. But I feel set up again, so to sperk—and you will again 
understand me metaphorical —quite set up on my legs again; and am 
perfectly ready to admit that foreign travel is good for the mind, when 
you really move in the best circles, like me. You call the Emprror 
Lewis NAPoLEon a tolerably good circle, I suppose ;—No, JAMES, you 
needn't wait. Just leave the hot water and put the sugar-basin a 
little nearer— You call Lewis Napougon a tolerably good circle, James, 

I suppose, En? Yow ain't got much to say neither against the 
Emperor of the Rooshias viewed as a circle, I imagine—/ave you ? 
If you have, this ain't the place for to say it, you, nor yet any other 
man. I’d punch your confounded head for two pins, Editor or no © 
Editor. Don’t Editorme! He’sa fine young feller, but he knows no 
more about sporting than the babe unborn, as it is lucky for me, 
perhaps, he do not. James, my dear Jamus—put the sugar basin a 
little nearer to NICHOLAS. 


= 





TRANSFORMATION. 


I no not smile as once I smole 
These Christmas joys to cull: 
In fact I think upon the whole, 
That I am rather dull. 
I used to crow a lusty tune 
Tu 90 the Clown apply 
Hot poker to the Puntuloon. 
I don't smile now—nov L' 


Now when he beats upon a door 
Aloud, with open palm, 
Then lays himself adown before 
The threshold, cool and calm ; 
And those who, hearing his appeals, 
Come rushing out to see 
Who's there, fall down, head over heels— 
It doesn’t tickle me! 


Alas, I am a boy no more— 
1 would I were, I vow! 
And things that gave delight before 
But pall upon me now! 
Nay, worse, the truth [ cannot hide, 
Faith—youth’s most glorious bbon— 
Fails me in other things beside 
‘The Clown and Pancaloon. 





‘‘ International” Courtesy. 


We extract the following from ZL’ Jnternatrona’. 
. . > . . , , 
prove that an international understanding is hardly th 


It w uld seem to 
ct of th it 


9 © 
+* OD}t 
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Woolwich ‘qu’ilespérait qu’ils ne corromprat nt p int le Princk AnTH 
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ne lui apprendraient pas a boire des hq! 
We hope that our friends in Paris will not be tempted to swallow this, 


which is a little ‘vo strong. 


Mayne Law.—Repression‘of disord: 
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NOT TO BE CAUGHT NAPPING. 
Serene.— The Rev. Longwynde's Church. 


Cute Old Party (to Pew-opener):—“ AND JUST CALL ME AT ONE, FOR I DON’T WANT TO 8SLEBP INTO AFTERNOON SERVICE.” 








a . ee 


Nee eT Tee ee ee eee aeaaeae 





| Rank and File. 
THE TRIUMPH OF SCIENCE. | THe United Service Gazette draws attention to the case of a colour- 
Man is a trifle too given to vanity, | serjeant in the Limerick Militia who, after forty-one years’ service, 18 
Boasting oft leads him a little astray, invalided with a pension of fivepence aday for life. The Gazette, after 
Nature at tins has to give to humanity condemning the niggardliness of this, adds :— 


‘ n it’ < . ; 
Hiuts pretty strong that it's under her sates J “‘ There have been very recently pensioned off (by the late Government) certain 


War Office clerks, still in the prime of life, at sums varying from £400 to £700 


Palace of Crystal! How many years raising it, a 
. . a-year. 


Men spent their money, their skill, and their might. 
Had the wind veered t’other day when ’twas blazing, it 


Had our contemporary known as much of the Civil Service as it does 
Surely had perished, the whole, in one night ! 


of the United it would not have quoted this as an illustration. The 

fortunate clerks who got the pensions in question would finda parallel 

Steam! that’s a triumph man boasts of so readily, in commissioned officers of high rank and standing. But at the time 
Conquering time, space, and everything grand! | when they were thus shelved a large number of other clerks—privates 

Just one night’s snow-fall comes silently, steadily— _ in the official army—were discharged, after many years’ service, with- 
Steam’s mighty progress is brought to a stand! _ out fivepence a-year even—nay, without fivepence gratuity. 





A Very Bad Case-eine. 
Tue consumption of cheese in England is stated to amount te the 


| A GOOD REASON. 


amazing quantity of 821,250,000 lbs. per annum. The statistics are I woutp I were a bird— 

not cheerful ones, for they prove how many people in our prosperous | And if the Caaee FOR Sx08 
country have to dine off cheese, especially in the rural districts—or Why dickey is preferred,— : 
Rind-provinces. The strength of the agricultural labourer is too it's—'cos he pays no taxes! 


ce 


often derived solely from the mite he gets for dinner. 





| Fare Enough! 
What Criticism has come to! | Way are packet companies bound to pay your fare to and from the 


| place of embarkation ? Because they profess to give you your cab-in. 
Mr. Darras has published some weighty essays on criticism, and P yP S ’ ) 


calls his work The Gay Science. Criticism must be indeed fallen, when 

a Times reviewer—and no one should know the sad truth better—feels > DRPCRTIN® FEAT ; . 

it no longer necessary to conceal the fact that criticism is “gay.” | Tue man who bolted the door with a boiled carrot has paid the 
ss . penalty of his gluttony. He is suffering from internal hinge-erles. 








Tue Strenctu or Unions.—The weakness of unionists. | Tus Reapy Recxoner.—Money down. | 
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CHRISTMAS COMICALITIES AT CLERKENWELL. Despite the too great length of some of the dancing, and notwith- 


stading the evident fact that the St. James’s company is not a 

















bal wry —. ber Wademt feller, burlesque company, the burlesque was a complete success on the first 
— 4% a ae Ward was he, night. Indeed it was too well written to be anything elas. an the 
And he is fa ei} a-ringing at the Workus, management appears to have felt to judge from the very slight 
At one in the morning of December twenty-three! assistance they thought it necessary to lend in putting it on the ane. 


“The grand allegorical tableau of Love's devices” was hardly fit for 
a twopenny valentine. ; 
Mr. Frank Martruews was thoroughly hamorous in Dr. Dul- 


Spoken.) It was only a couple of casuals; like their impudence to 
disturb Mr. Taytor! He told them they were drunk, and refused 


them admission. 
Witiram TAyLoR was a gay young feller, camara, and Mr. Gaston Murray did good comic business as Tomaso. 
Back he went to his dormitoree, Miss Apwison gave her lines and acted with great spirit as Adina, 
When he was aware of another ringing, and Miss Burton did her part well. Nemorina requires Miss Marrs 
Which kindled his fcrocitce ! WILTON s skill to do it full justice, and it is, therefore, not wonderful 
that it was beyond the powers of a lady who is but a débétante in 


(Spoken.) This time it was only a “civilian,”” who had brought | burlesque. Mn. Stoyte had too much give him, f i 
back the casuals (the casuals, by the bye, were no/ drunk '), and in- | and might do more with it, even if he sas tek "Bis. Citeeemn aa 
sisted on their rigit to cnter. Mn. Taytor was quite equal to the | to have fallen into the error ef supposing that he was required to be 
| emergency. “nice” instead of “‘comic’”’—he would have made a greater hit with 
WiniraM Taytor, he had been a peeler, a good Munchausen “ make-up,” and a braggadocio manner. 
Under Sir Ricuarp Mayne, C.B., In spite of the minor drawbaeks to which we have candidly drawn 
So he up and spoke to the low civilian, attention, we can predict for the St. James’s a long run for Du/camara, 
With a “ Why, you're drunk yourself!” sez he. one 7 the most sprightly and sparkling “eccentricities’’ we have 
' ; Sel sie. i ‘ _ , seen for a longtime. Mr. Giinert is to be congratulated on the 
(Spohen.) ie if be aay lo ” mentioned One That, MR. | admirable way in which, at such short notice, he mastered the difficul- 
Taytor had himself been turned out of “the force” for committing | tiog of a task that : : 
, iy Wes te aoa te d of drunken. | “tes of @ task that was new to him. We trust he will not throw away 
| anassault. Zo See eee ae Low Bocuse? oF erunken- | the chance of occupying a niche in the temple of Fame with PLancur 
ness was perfectly sober. Happily, another policeman was honest Brovau, TaLrourp, and Byron. ; . 


. 4 : 

| enough to prove the latter fact; the former was elicited in cross- Tue moral of Mr. Tom Tavior’s Lesson for Life is unanswerable ; 
| examination. ; . never gamble, fight shy of debt, and above all, don’t behave like a 
But woe is me, for WiiL1am Taytor, blackguard towards your trusting parents. Having mentioned the 
That contradicted he should be! moral we have said our whole say about Mr. TaYtor’s share in the 
| For ‘“‘ The gent, I think, was perfect sober!” piece ; as for story, it is almost as destitute of such a thing as CANNING’S 
Sez 1,5,8, in division G. knife-grinder. Neither is the dialogue so brilliant as to atone for the 


(Spoken.) The gentleman made a complaint to the Poor Law Board. | lack of plot. The acting of the piece, however, is highly respectable ; 
| The facts were proved—in other words, it was shown that a work- | Messrs. Currrenparz and Kenpat played admirably, and so did Miss 
house porter, himself known to be a discharged policeman, could, with NELLY Moore. Mr. SotHern is very mannered in sentimental scenes; 
| impunity, keep a couple of poor men out of the shelter which the law the tremolando of his voice, and the preaching (or heavy-didactic) tone 
| provides for them; and could, furthermore, when remonstrated with | he adopts are not at all to our taste. His bearing, nevertheless, was 
| by agentleman, accuse that gentleman of drunkenness, and threaten { 28 easy and graceful as ever. Mn. Compton looked like a fish out of 
| to “give him into custody for knocking at the door.” Will the porter water in the part of a wily money-lender; the face of this clever 

comedian is too ingenuous to depict subtlety with much success. Mur. 


| be dismissed ? 

‘ WALTER GorDoN, who always comes on the stage with precisely the 
sry —_ te "Clarke to See Taxzor, same smile, was praiseworthy, in spite of that a. Mus. Bdean. 
phe f 7 of Casual ao e DALE played in a very arch and sprightly way asa rich widow. The 
| I should ficht 7 aos dh ew? , play has been charmingly mounted. We must give a word of praise 
| should Ngat rather shy Of WILLIAM 4. to Mr. Wat.ersteE!N for his notable improvements in the music. The 


first of CHop1n’s mazurkas was played beautifully by his orchestra the 
| other evening. This is an innovation that we hope to see followed up. 
| FROM OUR STALL. The fco-ank camatts of Lexden haaeaie. 0a cx ok elie 
| Tue St. James's burlesque, Duleamara ; or, the Little Duck and the | and conventionality, always goes well when well played. At the 
| Great Quack, was not produced until the end of the Christmas week, | Olympic it is nicely put on the stage and suitably cast. Mr. and 
_ not because, as some critics surmised, “‘a later arrival might attract a | Mrs. Cuartes MaTHEws are, of course, the stars; and Miss Mitiy 
| greater share of individual attention,’’ but because —as was well | Parmer was delightfully satiric and sentimental as Grace Harkaway. 
| known among the critics—the management had called in the author | Mr. Nevitxe is hardly light and lively enough to play Charles 
| only about a fortnight previously, and the piece had to be written, | Courtly; this is not Mr. Nevitxe’s fault, but the fault of accident. 
| udied, prepared, and produced azainst time. It shows no evidence | Accident, by the way, is a very good hand at faults, and makes a point 
| Of this, however, for it is admirably written, and its author, Mr. W. | of never apologizing. 


ait ee ee 


S. Giuzerr, at once takes rank for both neatness of construction and 
brilliancy of dialogue beside Mn. Byron. The position is an enviable 
One, and many have striven for years to achieve what Mr. GILbert 
a one with his first bur!esque. CAB ; SIR ? 
e trea . ee oft - sais . , £ . 7 4¢ lerv : . 
et ts his subject with genuine fun instead of mere tomfoolery Tur Russians, I’ve heard, as a race, 
animal spirits, and the success of his songs depends no less on the a sg ae 
felicity w; 3 ar . Are a nice set of folks in their way, 
; eS with which he parodies the words of popular melodies than on And the Newski’s a capital place, — 
choice i i Ther lays-on-words are . , 
of taking airs. Where puns and plays-on-words Tint net tow 6 eabelaied 


plentiful, we must as a rule be content with quantity rather than 
quality, but some of Mr. Gitnert’s jokes have the genuine ring, as Their droschkies and sledges, no doubt, 
where Belcore kissing Adina’s cherry lips says— Beth quickly and gracefully glide, 
‘‘T like the cherry better than its talk.” But what was the Russian about ' 
Or where Gianetta retorts on Tomaso, who says she is the apple of Who designed them without an inside‘ 
Last week, as I dashed through the snow, 


eye— 
“ Of one of them—that’s very likely sine Although I had extra to pay.* 
Hits epyiee are not pears. The postilion in front, you must know, 
Gianetia.— =e" He’s quince! ” Made me proud of my cabriolet! 
The very breadth of burlesque is attained when Mr. GILBERT unites A box-upon-wheels though it be, 
his charaeters under the shade of a genealogical tree (which should I was fond of the novel display : 
Your droschkies are nothing to me— 


: the transformation scene), but there is genuine fun also in the : ng to 

Chorus in which the villagers in the first scene tell Belcore that he I shall stick to my cabriolet! 
- reached a burlesque village, where the humblest peasants talkin}  —_—- a ——— 

to tte where each speech must have a pun in it, and that if he attends * ‘The complaint made was that the defendant who engaged the cab, with an 

rules he will by and by allude to “the neighbourhood of Chan- | extra horse and postilion, at Hyde Park Corner, refused to pa mere than eighteen 

"— Morning Paper. 


cery Lane as Skid-a-ma-Lincoln’s Inn.” pence on arriving at Whitechapel Church, near his residence. 
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re if Tue Twelfth Night Monarch, widely known to fame, | Chief Nurse-Maid—by comparatives to gauge her, 4 
A ier King Nobody the Noughth, his noble name. She bears the babe, so she’s a (N)Urser Ma(id)jer. | 


10. 
Fair as the first bright star that gleams in heaven, 
Our sweet Princess, the blushing Sixty-seven. 

11. 
The Treasurer ;—a most ** amoosin’ cuss.” 
A swell per se, because he bears the “ puss.” 

12. 
The great promoter of each wise advance o’ law, 
The Lord High—but the very little—Chance-o’-law. 


2. 
A gallant Captain of the Household Guard. He, 
As you perceive, is very lardy-dardy. 





3. 
| Goldstick-in- Waiting, Bobby of the Lobby ; 
Like other gold sticks, as you see, he’s nobby. 


4, 
The clever Chancellor of the Exchequer 
Taxes each quart-er, to keep up his peck-er. 
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edad oO. 13. 
This is His Grace, the Reverend Archbishop, His Royal Highness, the renowned Field Marshal, 
Whose task ’s to keep the price of loaf and fish up. Whose fame in arms, enarmous, spread afar shall. 
6. 14. 
This is the Peerless Peer, the Wondrous One, The Great Head Centre. It is no misnomer ; 
The prime Prime Minister, the Lord High Fun. He's called a Centre, ’cos he’s such a-roamer. 
7 7. ; 15. 
The Twelfth Night Queen, on whom her subjects doat ;—oh! The King’s Own Trumpeter, and Chef de Niggers, 
Her reign’s a shower of joys, in (mistle)-toto. Lord Keeper of the Marches, Duke of Jiggers. | 
8. 16. | 
The ambling, bowing, courteous Lord High Chamberlain, The Master of the Horse. He’s not employed on | 


As well-preserved as if he had in amber lain. Amateur-knacker’s work, like some at Croydon. 





On 





Janvary 12, 1867.} BHU 


——" °° 
A NEW READING FROM SHAKESPEARE. 
| THERE was an extraordinary festival held at Mr. Wittram Law- 
| gon’s farm at Blennerhasset on Christmas Day. The scene of the 
| fostival was duly adogned with evergreens, but there was a little too 
| much green about the banquet, which was a “ Vegetarian Feast,” 
| that turned out but littleimviting to the visitors, accustomed to more 
| generous fare on the 25th of December. Part of the entertainment 
| was a series of lectures on “ phrenology, gymnastics, food, etc., de- 
| jivered by Mr. JAMES Burns, of London,” who seems from his range 
| of subjects to be endowed with a good deal of “ diluted omniscience,”’ 
| and might therefore fairly be supposed to have given a reading from 
| SuaxesPEARE. In such a case he would no doubt have selected a 
| geene from Hamlet, slightly altered as follows in order to embody the 
menu of the Vegetatian Banquet :— 
Dialogue bétiocen Hamiet and Horatio. 
Hamre? But what,'in faith, make you from Wittenburg, 
‘Horatio ? . 
















| Horatio.— My Wd, I came to see your father’s funeral. 
Hamufr.—I pray thee do not mock me, fellow-student, 
| think’ if was to see my mother’s wedding. 
Howatio.—Indeed, my lord, it followed hard upon! 
| H#it¥r.—Thrift, thrift, Horatio. Here’s the list of treats 
| That coldly furnished for the Christmas tables :— 
| Oat bread; boiled barley with roast apples mixed ; 
| A salad of raw cabbage, parsley, carrots, 
| Turnips, etcetera, in linseed jelly ; 
Boiled‘wheat; potatoes, in and out of skins; 
| Raw tutnips washed, with roots attached thereto ; 
Hodge-podge of various vegetables soured ; 
Raw celery ; apples, carrots, parsnips raw ; 
Likewise boiled cabbage, turnips, peas, and beans. 
Would I had eat the dearest food at home 
Or ever I had fed this way, Horatio! 


Sls 


Mite and Main. 

Tux winter storms that lash our coast must remind every English- 

man of the claims of the National Lifeboat Institution. The howling 

| of the wind round the housetops at night has for our ears a voice that 

appeals on behalf of owr brave seamen. We trust our readers will, 

one and all, give something towards so good an object. If a man 

cannot draw a cheque for the £620 necessary to establish a lifeboat, he 

/ Can, at least, send the price of a nail or a bolt—and without that nail 

_ or bolt the lifeboat is useless. Let our readers remember that, and 

act upon it ;—the ocean is the scene of England’s might, but the mite 

of every individual Englishman may also find a place for exercise on 

the main by presenting itself to Mr. Lewis, the Secretary of the 
society, at 14, John-street, Adelphi. 


A HERO! 


Hx stood with a perturbéd air, 
And gazed with pallid face 

On something that he held,—his hair 
Hung down in woful case. 

The winter wind to howl began, 
He heeded not its din ; 

Oh, say, what does that stern-faced man, 
That lonely room within ? 


Conflicting passions o’er his brow 
Are sweeping to and fro ; 

He seems about to dare—but now 
He vaguely mutters “‘ No.” 

Say does he seek the curse of Carn, 
Oh! does he mean to kill? 

He turns, and gasping once again 

He calmly—takes a pill! 











Cribbage. 
By ONE WHO HAS CRACKED A CRIB BEFORE NOW. 
Tus is a game for two. Choose the turn-up. | 
ee ee . party, and have a turn-up. 
Give him one for his nob to prevent a sequence. Take a deal—as 
a a8 you can get, in fact. Then go. As you are the knave, peg 
0 for your heels. Cut, and begin again. 


an I purchase anything of you, why am I like a Scotch farmyard, and 
ellen” you like a lot of bins? Because I’m the byre and you are the 


Paris any Back IN THREE WORDS.—Over, and over, and Dover. 





| Nottingham; J. J. J.; O. 
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WINTER. 


How lovely is the virgin snow, 

That clothes the lofty mountain's top, 
While in the silent vale below 

The frozen streams and fountains stop. 


Frost’s tracings, sce, the window shows— 
How beautiful each view on it! 

But not so lovely is my nose 
When frost paints coats of blue on it. 


How fair the scene, with mantle white 

And snow-wreathed roofs and trees in it! 
But I don't think I’m called-on, quite, 

To walk up to my knees in it. 








The late Cold Weather. 

On Friday last a person of gentlemanly exterior was brought before 
the Lord Mayor, charged with an attempt to pick pockets. 

A gentleman stated in evidence that while waiting to cross towards 
the Bank, he happened to put his hand into his pocket and found the 
prisoner’s-hand there also. He immediately gave him in charge. 

The polieeman who took the prisoner in custody stated that his 
pockets were searched, but nothing was found on him. Prosecutor 
stated that he had lost nothing. 

The prisoner being called on for his defence said he had lost his 
gloves, and’ put his hands in the proseetiter’s pocket for warmth. 

{His Worship said that he could not accept that explanation. 
‘The prisoner then added that he was a railway contractor, and 
possibly:the force of habit—— 

His Worship immediately discharged him. 





Specific Gravity. 
Wuy should holiday-makers always select the beginning of autumn 
fora tour? Beeause a trip should precede a fall, accordimy to the 
laws of gravity. If, however, one does not care about gravity, the 


trip may be a little (I)after the fall. 





Why is a butcher a very procrastinating person? Because he’s 


always saying “‘ buy” and ‘‘ buy ”’ to his customers. 





Answers te Correspondents. 


E. A. N., Rotunda-buildings, Liverpool—We de not return eketches 
unless they are accompanied by a stamped directed envelope. 


Lrex.—Oh Law! 7 
H. B.—We have plenty of real correspondents and no spaee for fictitious 


answers. 
E. C. may be so; but his fun is forced. 
H. W. F., St. Martin’s-lane.—Not quite up to the mark, 
M. G., Plaistow.—Plaise-'o don’t do it agai. - 
L. B., Brighton, is probably used to being polished off. 


J. R. M., D 
better write to the editor of another paper. ; 
. H., Iminister.—We have not forgotten our Latin, but did not recog- 





nise yours. 
W. H. B.—We cannot return MSS. when they are not accompanied by a 
stamped and directed envelope. : 
ADMIRERS OF W1T.—You had better find it out. 


J.C. D., Brighton.—Sketch not enclosed. 
E. A. N., Liverpool.—MSS. or sketches, unaccompanied by a stamped 


| and directed envelope, cannot be returned. 


J. C.—See above. 
J. Muecoins; R. L. K.; H. C. W.; H. B.—We don’t want acrostics. 


A. H., Berks.—The lines to Fun are clever, but our modesty will not let 


us print them. : ; 
1. R., Dublin.—Suggestion of ‘‘a poser’’ is apposite. 
ZANY’s ‘“‘ mite”’ is not the cheese. 
‘‘ WILHELM’S GREY-MARE”’ is deficient in Prosody. 
E. H., Tower-street, might have saved himself the trouble of proting ms 
* But,’ he 


Declined with thanks—B. M., Liverpool; W. Tractionable ; 
Daleth; Nobody Brothers; B. W. T.; G.; D. G., Weston-super-mare ; 
M. B. B.; T. L., Kensington; P. D., Glasgow; W. H. C.; E. W., 
F.; G. H. G., Liverpool; J. G.; J. A. H., 
Motcombe-street; A. M.; Fleur de Lis; 

Birmingham; D. J. M.; M. 58.; 


his verses if he saw there was “not much merit in them.”’ ° 
adds, “they might ignite a spark of charity.” ele og will light a fire. 


Wolverhampton; J. L. D., 


L. M. Joe: H., Brighton; R. G., 

G6, &. W.: Ignarus iki F. N., Staplehurst; Xebeque; J. M. Ba? 
A Maniac; H. F.; E. R., Acacia-road; The Rhyming Gazetteer; 
¢. B. W.; M. G. S. §.; N.S. M.; F. L., Hastings ; J.M., Glasgow ; 
E. P. R., Dublin; John Smith; C. L. J.; E. A. D., Starcross; A. E., 
Brighton. 





undee, who writes to ‘The Editor of Fun Paper’’ had 
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Mild Wayfarer :-—“ Krtiep ?” Mild W. :—** Lor! wat, stacs ?” | 
Huntsman :—“ Turee!”’ Huntsman :—“ No!—’oun’s!” | 
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i Spain believes man’s one endeavour | 
CONCEIT. PShould be—to behold Seville ; 
. | We are all of us conceited! _ After that again shall never 
; Every one of us believes, Greater charm his senses fill! 
i How, though others may be cheated, Italy in Naples glories 
t We are up toall the thieves! In exactly this same way ; 
4 How, if Surru and Jonzs instead of And her improvisatores 
Sinking cash in that concern, Sing of that enchanting bay. 
Would but put us at the head of eae 
Their affairs, how soon they’d turn! And we all believe full surely 
os 3 . Britain is a favour'd land ; 
Ever thus conceit is saying, That our homes are ours securely, 
Either in his inner heart, Free from each invading band. . 
Or with loud sonorous braying, That our women are earth’s sweetest— 
Jam not the thing thou art! And we only are their slaves! ° 
1 o ae Ae = a. se That our laws are ro mr, 
ah sae nee ies. — And Bri i es the waves! 
Till, like peacock’s tail, his clatter er : 
Is all gaudy useless /’s. So we find in men or nations 
. nt Is conceit to be espied ; 
Efforts wili be unavailing With its very near relations ; 
| Such a weakness to conceal ! Vainness, prejudice, and pride ; 
| Everybody's little failing nthin aia 
Something will at last reveal. With a measure so replete 
ro one thiag or another As in those who’re so conceited 
h of us must needs confess As to think they’ve no conceit! 
All conceit we cannot smother— 
It will come out “‘ more or less.”’ 
Personal conceit will whisper, Scaly Practices. 
** Look at hair, or hands, or feet,”’ Wet might Mz. Hucues condemn the Lambeth small traders ios 
And you find another is per- dishonest weights and measures! No less than eight hundred an 
Suaded that her figure’s neat! eight South London tradesmen have been fined during the past year 
Tis the same with every nation at Newington Sessions for unjust weights and measures. The fines 
As with one conceited mind. have amounted to £1,285 16s. 6d.; but the evil has not decreased. 
Uncle Sam “ whips all creation,” | Perhaps a re-fining process might do something to purify the morality 
Leaves the rest of us behind! of the low-lying wichaenne 
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KILLING TIME. 





ee —eaeaoaeaoaomoQomolle__ 


T.O MY BRAIN. 
A Last Appeal, 


Rerractory again, 
My little—not exactly busy—B ? 
Well, you're a beauty, anyone can seo, 
To call yourself a brain! 


I’ve fried repeated raps, 

As Mr. Home and other media do; 

But there’s no getting spirits out of you— 
You're out of them perhaps ? 


It’s not an easy thing 

To be poetic on a winter night ; 

So come along, and let us both take flight 
For the Pierian spring. 





A-GO. 
Sap are the thunyhts of long ago, 
The memories of the past, 
Departed years still sadly show 
In shadows backward cast. 
Ah, long ago! ah, times of eld! 
With grief our head is stirred. 
Your name is generally held 
A melancholy word. 


But sadder ’tis when at the close 
Of some exciting game 
(Each hole you peg at cribbage goes 
To help you towards your aim) 
When your opponent’s twenty-six— 
(And his, too, the first show)— 
And you can’t play, are in a fix 
And wildly moan “ A go!”’ 








SCHEHERAZADE AND THE KNIFE-GRINDER. 


(An IMPROBABLE CONVERSATION.) 


“On, I’m so glad that we have met!’’ murmured a dulcet feminine 
voice at his elbow. He turned abruptly and beheld ScnEnHeERAzapDzE, 
the most celebrated story-teller in the world at that period. 

Now, the Knire-GrinDER was weary and wayworn ; he was also in 
the lowest state of indigence, for the friends of humanity in Western 
Asia were not particularly liberal. He had sought employment vainly 
throughout Arabia, Persia, Turkey, Beloochistan, and the Punjaub. 
In the beautiful Vale of Cashmere he had found only a single pair of 
scissors that required grinding, and payment for the job had been ten- 
dered him in the shape of a valuable shawl, which was naturally not 
of the least use to a wanderer on the face of the earth. He was now 
seated on an inaccessible peak of the Himalayas (whither he had 
climbed in search of repose), and was looking down on things with a 
calm despair. It thrilled him with pleasure to find a companion in 
this desolate place ; for he was growing rather weary of being monarch 
of all he surveyed. 

The tongue of ScuEHERAZADE, once put in motion, was not an easy 


| tongue to stop. She rattled on for at least a quarter of an hour about 


the weather, the crops, and the scenery. Then, leaving those easily 
exhausted subjects, the indomitable chatterbox volunteered a story— 
then another—another—and so on for some hours. 
“And now it is your turn,” she said, after stopping for a few 
minutes to take breath. ; : , 
‘‘ You must give me time to think of something,” replied the unin- 
ventive Knire-Gainpver; “ and, in the meantime, tell me another. 
She told him another—several—a lot more—a thousand ; and then 
she paused again to take breath, as before. , s 
“I only want a few minutes to elaborate my plot,” said the Knrre- 
Grivper; “I have already arranged my principal incidents, and 
wn in a few touches of character which I think will astonish 
you. Give me ten minutes; and you cannot do better than employ 
them in relating one of your pleasant little anecdotes.’ 
“But I have already given you a thousand of them,” answered the 
Y, counting them carefully upon her taper fingers, in order to 
Satisfy her companion of the fact. 
“Make it a thousand and one, then,’’ he urged; “or I will seize 
you in my arms, and precipitate myself in an instant from this dizzy 
height into the abyss below.” 
CHEHERAZADE Cast a terrified glance over the plains of Hindoostan, 


shuddered violently, and began another story. 


“ That is the last in my répertoire,” she observed on its conclusion. 
“It is only fair that you should favour me with one in return. 


VOL. IV. T 


But the Knrre-Grinper had quitted her. She cast her eyes around 
in search of him, and at length beheld him capering down the side of 
the mountain like a wild roe. At that moment a fiendish laugh 
reached her, and a mocking voice shouted from below— 

“‘ Story 2? Lord bless you, I have none to tell, marm !”’ 





MORE COMICALITIES AT CLERKENWELL. 


Tue reader, we hope, remembers Mr. Wii.1am Taytor, porter of 
the Casual Ward, who locked out a couple of shivering vagrants, and 
who, when a gentleman named Wuitez interceded on their behalf, 
calumniously accused that gentleman of drunkenness. Like master, 
like man; like man, like master. Where Mr. Wittiam Tartor isa 
porter, it is only fit that Mr. Jonn W. Hopxtrns should be a guardian. 
The latter has written to the Zimes in defence of the former; and has, 
to our thinking, taken very little by his motion. He becomes, how- 
ever, quite enthusiastic when he thinks of the blessings of a casual 
pauper’s life. Let the reader judge; we only add the emphasis of 
italics to the eloquence of Horx1ns :— 

‘‘Mr. While says nothing about the comfortable warm bath each has, nothing 
of the pint of hot gruel and 4lb. of bread night and morning each receives, nothing 
of the clean warm night shirt and comfortable bed on lath tron bedsteads and 
warm ruos to cover them, nothing of the genial gaslight—these things are never 
mentioned by writers of Mr. While’s class, who have an eagle eye at finding out 
small defects, but are blind to such redeeming qualities as I have mentioned.” 

Immediately on reading this letter one of our young men was so 
excited by the picture drawn by Mr. Horxrns that he burst into song 
in our Office. We had great difficulty in silencing him. Nothing 
short of the best cigar in our editorial chest would do it. And thus 
he sang :— 

A respectable man I scorn to be: 

A Casual Pauper’s life for me! - 
They'd give me a rug; they'd give me a cloak; 
They'd give me skilly, they'd give me toke ; 
They'd let me bathe, with a cheerful group, 

In a nice warm fluid, as thick as soup; 

And they'd give me a shirt to wear at night, 
And at least two-penn’orth of “ genial’’ light! 
Yet it would be awkward, I make no doubt, 

If Wiii1am Tar or should lock me out, 

And Horxrns taunt me with various crimes 

In lengthy letters addressed to the Times. 
The Clerkenwell Ward és our country’s pride, 
But I think, on the whole, I shall stop outside! 





A Reat Water Curze.—The chaplaincy on board a man-of-war. 
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THE LATEST VICTORIA CROSS. 


Just a simple little story I've 4 fancy for inditing ; 

It shows the funny quarters in which chivalry may lodge ; 
A story about Africa, and Englishmen, and fighting, 

And an unromantic hero by the name of Samuex Hopes. 


“ Savver, Hopes!” The words in question never previously filled a 
Conspicuous place in Fiction or the chronicles of Fame; 

And the Blood and Calture critics, or the Rosa and Martiipa 
School of novelists would shudder at the mention of the name! 


It was up the Gambia River—and of that unpleasant station 
It is chiefly in connection with the fever that we hear!— 
That my hero with the vulgar and prosaic appellation, 
Was a private—mind, a private—and a sturdy pioneer. 


It's a dreary kind of region, where the river-mists arising 
Roll slowly out to seaward, dropping poison in their track ; 

And accordingly few gentlemen will find the fact surprising 
That a rather small proportion of our garrison comes back ! 


| 
It is filthy, it is fetid, it is sordid, it is squalid ; 
If you tried it for a season, you would very soon repent ; 
But the British trader likes it, and he finds a reason solid 
For the liking, in his profit at the rate of cext. per cent. 


FUN. 
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_ HE fact that with all our 
boast of improvement we | 
are much behind the times 

was satisfactorily proved | 
the other day by the silent 
testimony of the snow. In 
no other city in Europe 
perhaps would the nationa] 
circulation have been so 
completely checked. ‘T’o 
wish for a few hours of a 
despotism as a remedy for 
the evil would have been 
absurd—the moment the 
snow fell London was de- 
livered up, bound hand 
and foot, to about half-a- 
dozen different despotisms 
—to a rule of terror by 
snowballing boys, by ex- 
tortionate cabmen, roughs 


~ eee eres eee ce 


IRON at =e a i 


_—- 


Seana 


oii é a at 





a 


’ - oa 
, lm 33, ow 
i cciaileiisiihcdeiietiatibeteetiate eens. tet ee 
Sige ad eee 
, ——— ce oe rae : 
, a be SE ea GT? et res a ae 
« Nae ad ‘ vv Se z es pearance ln e-. 
“ et x _ . me ~ ~ * ~ 7 * 





And, to guard the British trader, gallant men and merry younkers, 
In their coats of blue or scarlet, still are stationed at the post, 

Whilst the migratory natives, who are known as “ Tilliebunkas, 
Grub up and down for ground-nuts, and chaffer on the coast. 


Furthermore, to help the trader in his laudable vocation, 
We have heaps of little treaties with a host of little kings, 

And, at times, the coloured caitiffa, in their wild inebriation, 
Gather round us, little hornets, with uncomfortable stings. 


Then of course we have to smoke them ; and we do it with such vigour 
That the sooty rascals tremble, and a new allegiance swear ; 

And— it’s horrible to think of !—but we often shoot a nigger, 
Like that execrable tyrant, the atrocious Mr. Errg! 


To my tale :—The King of Barra had been getting rather “sarsy’’— 
In fact, for such an insect, he was coming x too strong: 

So we sent a small detachment—it was led by Coronet D'Arcr— 
To drive him from his capital at Tababécolong ! 


Now on due investigation, when his land they had invaded, 

They learnt from information which was brought them by the guides 
That the worthy King of Barra had completely Barracaded 

The spacious mud-construction where his Majesty resides. 


“ At it boys!’’ said Coronet D'Arcy, and himself was first to enter, 
And his fellows tried to follow with the customary cheers ; 
Through the town he dashed impatient, but had scarcely reached the 
centre 
Ere he found the task before him was a task for Pioneers. 


For so strongly and so stoutly all the gates were palisaded, 
The supports could never enter if he did not clear a way :— 
But our Samurt Hopes, perceiving how the foe might be “per- 
suaded,”’ 
Had certain special talents, which he hastened to display. 
Whilst the bullets, then, were flying and the bayonets were glancing, 
Whilst the whole affair in fury rather heightened than relaxed, 


Then with axe in hand, and silently, our Pioneer, advancing, 
SMOTE THE GATE; AND BADE IT OPEN; AND IT DID; AS IT WAS AXED! 


L’ Envot. 
Just a word of explanation—it»may save us from a quarrel ; 
[ have really no intention—’twould be shameful if I had! 
Of preaching you a blatant, democratic kind of moral, 
For the eo you know,” the D’ Arey, fought as bravely as the 


Yet [ own that sometimes thinking how a courtier’s decoration 
May be won by shabby service or disreputable dodge, 
I regard with more than pleasure—with a sense of consolation— 
The Victoria Cross “ For Valour” on the breast of SamveL Hopcr! 








Directorial Donkeys. 

Tue Directors of the Midland Railway have gone to the absurd ex- 
treme of forbidding the sale of cigars at all refreshment rooms on 
their line. They might have contented themselves with enforcing 
stringent rules ge smoking on their premises. It is simply brutal 
to refuse to supply a man leaving their stations in this weather for a 
long drive across country. 








and pickpockets. No attempt was made to clear the strcets, and the 
sweeping of the footpaths was allowed to add to the dangers of the 
way. 

TuE old has brought about several discoveries. I have learnt that 
not only on the straitened London, Chatham, and Dover line, but on 
the prosperous London and Brighton the monthly supply of coals for 
the waiting-rooms is so insufficient that as a rule it only last three 
weeks; and as no supplementary supply is cbtainable the unhappy 
passenger is doomed to shiver in a fireless waiting-room. In some 
instances where the trains were delayed by the snow this niggardly 
course was productive not only of discomfort but of danger, for ex- 
posure to such cold as we have lately had would be fatal to some con- 
stitutions. I should very much like to know whether one cannot 
compel the directors to lay down a more sensible rule—the supply of 
coal might be trusted to the station-master surely, or he is scarcely fit 
to be trusted in the more serious matter of the passengers’ safety. 

I prort in at Sydenham the other day, and found the Christmas 
festivities going on at high pressure despite the late fire. The panto- 
mime is capitally adapted for the requirements of the place. Where 
the space is so large practical business which can be seen is better 
than any dialogue that cannot be heard, so the stir and bustle of 
Little Miss Muffet is all that could be desired. ‘The transformation 
scene is as pretty as anything you would see at the regular theatres. 
As for the comic business which follows no testimony of mine can be 
as telling as the silvery chorus of the children’s laughter, which echoes 
— the Central Transept day after day, a delightful sound to 

isten to! 

Ir variety be as charming as the proverb declares, I am sure no one 
need complain of the weather. In about a fortnight we have had a 
taste of every possible climate. It has been muggy, it has been 
sunnily warm, it has been as cold and snowy as.a Russian winter, it 
has blown great guns, a regular hurricane, and it has rained in a way 
that would not disgrace “the rainy season” of the tropics. I hope 
the New Year will go on better than it has begun, or it won't be much 
better than the fatal year that has just closed—a year whose record 
contains an almost unparalleled list of disasters. 

Tue inquest, held at Bethnal-green the other day on the body of 
Ann Ferry, who died of medical neglect after having given birth to 2 
child, ought not to end without some further inquiry into the conduct 
of the parish doctor. He was sent for no less than four times—im- | 
plored with tears to come and save the poor creature’s life ; but he re- 
fused. The post-mortem proved that medical treatment was imper:- | 
tively needed, and the jury returned a verdict censuring Mx. MassixG- | 
HAM—let him have all the notoriety he deserves—for his inhumanity, 
and recommending that he should be called on to resign. An indict- 
ment for manslaughter would appear to be the more proper result of 
the inquest. The medical profession, one of the noblest to which 4 
man can devote himself, should be purged at once of a practitioner 
who brings such disgrace upon it. Iam afraid from what is known 
of the Bethnal-green authorities they are more likely to approve of | 
the conduct of their doctor than to condemn it. But I hope public | 
opinion will take some means of expressing itself with sufficient ferce | 
to compel the guardians to act—however distasteful it may be. 


Obituary. 
Ir is with much regret that we record the death of ALEXANDER 
Smiru, which took place at Wardie, near Edinburgh, on the 5th inst. 
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e was in his 37th year, was born at Kilmarnock, and in the early 

ears of his life was occupied as a designer of patterns in a lace 
manufactory in Glasgow. This, however, was soon relinquished for 
more congenial pursuits, and the publication of his first poem, The 
Life Drama, caused an immense’ sensation in the reading world, the 
author atonce taking his place as a poet of distinguished and peculiar 
power. His next work, City Poems, showed that he had profited by 
criticism, and cultivated his peetic faculty to a high degree of excel- 
lence: one piece in it, “Glasgow,” being hardly surpassed by any 
poem in the language. In 1854 he was appointed Secretary to the 
University of Edinburgh, @ position which he held until his death, 
discharging its duties most courteously and efficiently. His leisure 
was now occupied wholly with literary work,—he published another 
poem, Edwin of Deira, wrote a ing volume of essays, entitled, 
Dreamthorpe, ® pleasant little travel book, 4 Summer in Skye, anda 
novel. of home life in Good Words. His prose was almost as poetical 
as his ry, and in the latter the lyrical faculty was especially pre- 
eminent. en from us too early for the full ripening of his genius, 
he has left behind him many noble poems, which will for ever secure 
for him a place of honour in our literature. That literature has lost a 
-gifted poet, and those who knew him will mourn a faithful 


friend, a ‘most kind and genial gentleman. 





FROM OUR STALL. 


Mz. Ronertson’s comedy of Ours still continues to draw good 
thouses'at the Prince of Wales’s. Mrss Lvpm Foors has replaced 
Mus Lovisa Moore as Blanche Haye, and lends the part fresh 
interest by her earnest acting. Mr. Byrom has-selected for his Christ- 
mas“‘comicality”’ an old classic fable, to which he gives the title of 
Panilora’s Box ; or, the young Spark and theold Flame. Prometheus is a 

sculptor, whose slightly weak-minded , Kpimetheus, 
weems to do all the hard work of the studio. Jupiter, having taken 
@ffence at the young artist's doings, deprives the world of light.during 
thefew days previous to the “sending-in”’ of the Royal Academy, 
for which Promethens‘is finishing a.statue. Venus and Juno are both 
enamoured of the artist, and visit his studio, but arerepulsed. Minerva 
is also smitten with him, and when darkness supervenes, shows him 
how to steal fire from the chariot of Apollo. Asa punishment for this 
audacity, the gods send him Pandora for a bride, whose dowry con- 
sists of the famed box. The opening of this, and the appearance of 
Hope, who (as Mr. Byron makes the poet say) 

‘* Springs eternal in the human chest,”’ 


brings the comicality to a successful termination. The dialogue is 
well charged with puns, some of them very good ones, and the comic 
business is something more than mere buffoonery. Mr. CLarke makes 
of the jealous and vain Juno a very great hit, and Mr. Montgomery 
is as drily and grotesquely a - ever in Epimetheus, while Jupiter 
is jovially impersonated by Mr. Younez. The Minerva of Miss Lyp1a 
Foors is capital, and Miss Goopauu’s Hebe is sprightly and pleasing. 
Mars would be above par if M1iss Weston would but act as well as she 
looks it, but she misses the “‘ young guardsman air,’’ which would 
give it character. Miss Henrietta Hopson, who is new to the London 
stage, has no slight task to perform, for she takes the part of Pro- 
metheus at a theatre where similar characters have hitherto been 
petering’ Miss Wirtron. She acts with grace and intelligence, 

owever, and looks charming; so the management may be congratu- 
lated on an acquisition. 

The little theatre has obtained a name for pretty scenery, and Mr. 
James sustains it well; the transformation scene is particularly pretty 
and tasteful. a, 

The Covent Garden pantomime is a very gorgeous and sparkling 
spectacle, the moderate proportion of fun in which is, as it should be, 
purely pantomimic. No doubt, there is something like the average 
allowance of cockney rhymes and punning dislocations in the long 
burlesque opening; with regard to which, by the way, there is much 
temptation for us to wander into retrospective comparisons dating back 
as far as the first nights of the first season of the KezLzys’ manage- 
ment at the Lyceum, and involving painful references to Mr. ANson’s 
almanack. But whatever the intrinsic quality of authorship in this 
latest account of The Forty Thieves, it is very certain that the practical 
jokes are vastly more effective than the verbal, and that, judged by 
the amount of laughter produced, the wittiest of all the characters in 
the drama is the donkey. After him come—in a double sense—the 
Messrs. Payne, whose muscular drollery was never displayed with 
greater success than in the comic passages between Ali Baba and 
Ganem. We believe there is a stage tradition, of venerable antiquity, 
to the effect that Mr. Payne the elder could never, in any age of the 
British ballet, be induced to accept a part without the contingency of 
a “shaving scene;’ and therefore this “immemorial undeciduous” 
pantomimnist’s personation of Ali Baba derives a sort of negative | 
interest from the absence of the accustomed razor, about t 


he size of a 
i 
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flail, with its huge wooden blade covered with tin-foil. The scenery 
of Mr. AL¥YRED Metton’s first Christmas piece would alone warrant 
us in advising all our readers to visit Covent Garden during the run of 
the pantomine. Aided by a ballet of extraordinary completeness, the 
pictures set before the public by Mr. Gursvg and Mr. Morcan are 
perfectly charming. We except only the mechanical inhumanity of 
the “transformation scene,’ against which it is time for playgoers to 
protest ina body. Not alone at Covent Garden, but at all the theatres, 
every Christmastide, taste and common kindliness are outraged by the 
sight of fainting figurantes, in silver tissue and irons, exposed to seem- 
ing danger and very unmistakeable fright and pain. 


———_——S====— 
DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


(Answer in our next.) 


Two people this changeable weather, 
At Wirtie's rooms t’other day, 
United in conjugal tether, 
Gave all men a grand dé 





1. 
A terrible:swell oriental, , 
Who gained 'gainst crusaders much fame, 
We know his vile 
And what was that parient’s name ? 


The poet declared that he loved it right well, 
The reason he did so is pleasant to tell ; 

For there lived the lady he loved best of all. 
And oft danced a reel with, no doubt, at the ball. 


3. 


“‘Now-when all folkein the dance sport their m ” 
‘So sings the rhymer“ Duvzanays and eoeen™ _ 
with the rest came before the “‘ prasteritos ?” 


4. 


From forest shady, 

The good knight's come, 
To woo a lady, 

With tender thumb. 


6. 
Dimpled waters softly sever, 
Leaf from leaf on either side, 
Where the hanging foliage ever 
Hears the murmur of the tide. 


— 


Answer To Last Weux’s Acrostic. 


Hockey 
Elba 
Narcotic 
Riah 
Tdivt 
Elder 
Tarpeia 
Tic 
Ache 

No. 87 recervep January 1lta.—Correct :—Five 
Thirty? | ee Ts. ; Choughs and Crows. 

OOOO 
Headifying. 

We have heard of “The Marvel of Mecca,” and know all about the 
two plates of looking-glass by which the Marvel is managed. But 
this “ Puzzle of the Polytechnic” completely floored us. Decapitated 
Head? Head with its head a Ry vs can a aos Pe 

isci abbergasted, and determine write to the 
mele eee ee so saved the trouble, for that journal, 


' : ‘tunately he w 
Fiewe ; bat Sostanewey feeling the distress that would fall on 


he leading journal of Europe 
the see ae this enigma to remain unsolved, deigned kindly to 


dispel the dark cloud of mystery mayending — the people, and in its 
ice of the exhibition delivered itself as lollows :-— ; 
me The ‘Decapitated Head,’ so called because it talks after it has lost 
its body!’’!!! 
Fcn is grateful. 


DS by 
HoPRHtepK 


————— 
A Miner Consideration. 
: Country happens to be called Black there is no more 
ate len to blacken it than in carrying coals to Newcastle. 
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SPECIAL PLEAS (E).” 


Mamma :—“ Pease, wo ?” 
Bertha :—** Wuy, me!” 


-__ 66 Ps 
Mamma : Is THAT THE WAY TO ASK? [And quite right too ! 


Bertha :— Prxass.” 


——_———. —— CC 


Bertha :—“* Grvz ME SOME NUTS.” | 





a degree, but hospitable. Finding it impossible to proceed any further } 


AN ARCTIC EXPEDITION. with the steamer, abandoned her, and tried to procure some means 
BEING THE NARRATIVE OF AN ATTEMPT TO DISCOVER THE STATUE oF | Of conveyance over the snow. In the meanwhile, entered a rather | 
SIR JOHN FRANKLIN IN THE WINTER OF 1867. comfortable hut, and (as an anti-scorbutic) served out a double allow- 


’ p ° > . é ital g irits 
WepbneEsvay, 2np Jan., 1867.—Our equipment being at length com- one 0 dog . ee i.¢,, gin mixed with beer. Crew in capita! sp 


pleted, the steamvvat “ Waterman” left Woolwich pier at 9 a.m. ; ee . . hicles of the natives 
and having recely e — J ed the cheers of some Greenwich ge cothine ie pe pena Sai of wheels, 
ee. a awe on saul azjum, and of various ships in drawn by one horse in the shafts and another in advance, something like 
se river, fairly ae the tim: Si h hi ee 10.5. Very heavy what we should call “tandem,” but with a postilion. Found loco- 
ere ee ge ae lee foenich Rindered us from taking an ob; | raotion difficult, as the inhabitants had not made the slightest effort to 
a te mace wee ard. the lay of tho land, whigh trended clear away the snow, which in many places still lay in huge hum- | 
eatled oe ewan, that 'we “Eve well on-in the great inlet mocks that were quite impassable. Suffered a good deal from snow- 
the teat ee oo voyagers. very precaution was taken to | 1+): \aness. Some of the people: frostbitten and others scorbutic, 60 
a ag die . red . aa w. Looked ont for migratory birds, but judged it prudent to halt ata hut. Served out treble allowance of 
on'y ciscovered @ parrot, the property of the stewardess, which was Scotch ale and milk-punch. Crew said they would go to the end of 
not migratory by any means. Served out plenty of bottled stout as an tha’ wrist with ond PT te d the chief driver, who gave his name 
anti-scorbutic and to keep the in heart. Knowing how the long owe Sete tn ae rea . | 
ee = . pes os re to depress the spirits, resorted to 6.0.—After a comfortable snooze, determined to resume the journey 
whist in alg lo usements, such as reading Fun and playing —by-and-by. What I like in Arctic travelling, you know, is, ~~ 
20 __ Navienti . Ws ou can take almost any quantity without its hurting you, ow5 
Se a —_— see ae ge blink to the westward. A strong 2  titinee old of the cptaeh Le hikenee cold atmosphere. ye. 
dogs, probably those of the natives, all dead. We must be approach, | Statue must be somewhere hereabouts, All right, Daso svy i) 
. , > “ a . é - ‘ r 5 ° + 4 . ' = O- TrOWw:. 
ing the village described in the travels of Peter Cunntncuam and e asreer ae oy eee: cgi hag sah mae “A ec 
Trwns. Served out some more bottled stout. Steward remonstrated, | ABYbody—scorbutic ! ought so.. Give ’em quadrup nce: 
























Served out the steward. hii and per See Crew; ye’re tight! Put it down 1 the 
11.0.—Navigation impossible. Warped alongside a clumsily con- | ‘°8 °° °° “Mt-se Duc be * 
structed landing stage and went ashore. An or native stop m dus, * * * * * 
his teeth chattering with the cold, and said—as far as we could under. m4 : 
stand him—* Ticketty-ticketty-tickets !"’ Don’t know what he meant. ¢ Throw Physic to the Dogs. | 
Don't much care. Had some more bottled stout, and proceeded into . Trerelder Gartn’s Dispensary, we find, 
the village. : re '* Js we e to all readers in their senses ; } 
= 11.1.—Dreadful sight ; the huts half buried in snow, and the But how on h can men of any mind " 
streets "’ quite blocked up with it. Natives apathetic and stupid to Swallow the sf®our younger Garru dispenses ¢ 


. 
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DIRT AND DIGNITY. 


IS THE NAUGHTY BOY 


THIS 





HAD TO EAT IT! 


AND 


MADE A DIRT-PIE 


THAT 














Janvary 19, 1867.] 


A LESSON FOR LIFE. 


ACT I. Scenz 1.—Vivian’s Rooms in St. Barnabas, Cambridge. 
Vivian and other Students discovered drinking with Baswrtz. 

Vivian.— We will play for gigantic stakes! 

Au.—We will! — 5 [They do. All lose. 

Baswitz.—Ah, he is beautifool! Your goot healts! [They jill high. 

Sinter Toruam, a stammering valet. 

TorxaM.—Mr. Vivian, I am here to stammer, that you may say 
“Wash it down.” 

Vivian.—All right! Wash it down. [Exit Torpuam, washing it down. 

Vivian.— Ha! Baswitz, you have cheated. You have loaded dice 
and duplicate cards in every available recess of your costume. 

Att.—He has! 

Vivian.—Away with him! 

Aut.—We will! [They away with him. 
Enter Horsury. 

HorstEy.— Vivian, you are spending ten thousand a-year on an 
allowance of two-and-twenty. That is imprudent! 

Vivian.—Contemptible pig ! 


Sneers at him for several minutes. Exit Horsuxy, rapidly. 


tied am alone once more. I wonder what I owe. Probably 
millions. And my father a poor, and otherwise objectionable old 


muff of a vicar, with long back hair, something between the late John | 


Wesley and an old man in an Entertainment. 
Enter Raceert, a leg. 

Raccrett.—Borrow some more money of me! 

VIVIAN (with @ sudden determination to reform).—Never! More—I 
he not even pay you what I owe you. I will be a blackguard no 
onger ! 

Raccrrr.—Ha! Foiled? Then I will be avenged! [ Exit Raccerr. 

Enter Mr. Cotererrer, a@ tutor, and all the Students. 

Mr. C.—Mr. Vivian, your haggard appearance convinces me that 
you have been playing chicken hazard for gigantic stakes. 

Att.—He has! 

Mr. C. (to Att).—And you, also, gentlemen. 

Att.— We have !—we mean, we haven't! 

Mr. C.—You shall all be rusticated. 

ALL.—We shall! 

Enter Raceerr. 


VivIAN (meanly).—It was all Raggett’s fault. 
Mz. C.—Then Raggett shall be discommonsed. 
Tableau—M nr. CoLEPerrer discommonsing RaGGEtt. 


ACT II.—Dnr. Vivian’s Parsonage. Enter Many Forp. 
Many F.—How good I, my cousin Harry, and my uncle, Dr. 
Vivian, are, and how detestable is everybody else! 
RD GREYSTOKE, Lapy ExizaBETH VALECRUCIS, and many others. 
Lory G.—’Gad, we have come to spend the day with you. 
Mary F.—Oh, indeed ! : 
_ apy E.—How disgustingly mean is your abode, and everything in 
i. What very commonplace persons you and your Entertainment old 
uncle are; and what a contempt I have for you all. Under these cir- 
cumstances, I hope you appreciate my condescension in coming to 
spend a long, long day with you. 
x¥ F.—I de! Ido! It has made me so happy—for are we not 
poor ? ae don’t all well-born and well-bred people sneer at humble 


gen 
Lavy E.—They do. 
Enter Dr. Vivian. 


Dr. V.—Ah, Lady Elizabeth, I see you expect me to come down to 
the lights and ‘sing Ce The Days ian” taeaa the Third was King,” 
with my hand behind my back, and leaning on a stick. ; 
Y¥ E—Candidly, that was my first impression on seeing you. 

Dr. V.—Ha! Ha! So do all my parishioners. Simple folk! 

Lavy E.— But why don’t you do up your back hair? You haven't 
been bathing, you know. 

Dr. _V.—It is considered benevolent to wear it so. It saves me 
much in gy rome subscriptions. ica ae 

RD G. (apropos of nothing).—Ha! oys will be boys! 

Lapy E. laott) This = getting slow. (Aloud.) On second 
thoughts, we won't spend the day with you. ; 

Lorn G.—Ha! ha! Youshould have seen the Regent at Brighton. 
[ Hxeunt all. 


[ They weep. 


Those were days. 
Enter Vrvian, with Postbagq. : 
Viviaw.—My father doesn’t yet know that I am rusticated. But 
here is the letter that will tell him all. I will suppress it. 
Enter Toruam. : 
Toruam.—I am here again that you may say “Sing it,’’ when I 
er. 
Vivian.—All right. “Sing it.” There, youmay go. [Exit TorHam. 
Enter Dacre ane Horsey. 
Dacre.—Come and be my tutor during the “ Long.” 
Vivian.—I will. | Exewmt Dacre and Horsixy. 








—-,.... 
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Enter Dr, Vivian. 
Dr. V.—My boy! How doth the littlh—. 
Vivian.—I know—all right. I’m off to tutorize with Dacre. 
Dr. V.—My own lad! Let me sing you a little hymn first— 
” = I take——.”’ 
IvIAN.—No, thanks. Ta, ta. (Aside.) He knows nothing. [ Ezit. 
Dr. V.—-Just what my sonia nn ‘ 
Enter Mary Forp, meeting Raacerr. 
Racexrtt.—Mister Vivian owes me thousands! 
Mary F.—Ha! 
Enter Dr. Vrvtan. 
Dr. V.—My son owe thousands! I will dispose of my beeks, and 
cut off my back hair—it fetches a guinea 
Lableau—Dx. Vivian making up aie mind to cut off his back hair. 


ACT IIT.—Library in Lorp Guevstoxs’s Hose. Enter Mant Fonp. 
Mary F.—I am Lady Elizabeth’s govermesm Ab, me! 


Enter Toruam, his Lordshig’s Valet. 
Toruam (stammering).—Yes, and you've wo right im the library. 


1 Come—be off! 


Mary F.—Mercy, Mr. Topham! Be gemtle with me! [ Weepe. 
Enter Lone Gueverox x. 
Lorp G.—Gad! Mary Ford in tears! Well,j well, youth will 
have its fling! 
Torsam.—Mr. Raggett, my lord, about them books as the held 
parson wants to sell. 
Enter Raccertt. 


Loxp G.—You sooundrel! How dare you try to sell the parson’s 
books, so as to make alight profit for yourself? I will deal with 
him im person. [Exit Raccrrs, cowering. 

Enter Dr. Vivian. 

Lorp G.—’Gad, you want several hundred pounds for the beoks. 
Well, here is'a blank cheque, which I make a present to you—emly do 
get your hair cut. 

De. V.—But why this generosity ? ; 

Loxp G.— Because I find that you are a member of my own Unmiver- 


sity; and I always give blank cheques to members of my own 
| Universi . 


% Exeunt, embracing 
Enter Vivian with Dacre and Honsizy, ali dramk. 
Daeru.—In good society we always get drum after dimmer; and 
then we kiss the servant pentane to all our female guests. 
More——we make bets among each whether we ean engage our- 
selves to each' other's sweethearts. Bet you you don’t cut me out with 
Lady Elizabeth. 
Hoxstey.—And I bet you don’t cut me out with Miss Caroline Hill. 
Boru.—And we both bet you don’t cut us out with Miss Fanny 
Wright. 
a with all of you! [ Exewnt Dacre and Hors.ey. 
Enter Lavy Evizangetu. 
Vivian.—Lady Elizabeth, I love you! 
Lavy E.— Oh, Mr. Vivian, I am yours. 
[They embrace. Exit Lavy Evizasetu. 
Enter Miss Carourxst Hit, whe has watched them. 
Miss H.—Well, upon my word! f 
Vivian.—Miss ew as waeein 208 n . 
H.—Oh, Mr. Vivian, take me, an appy! 
ae ; [Zakes her, and is happy. Exit Muss Hu. 
Enter Muss Fanny Wauicut, who has watched them, 
Miss W.— Well, I never! 
Vrvian.—Miss Fanny Wright, I adore you! 
Miss W.—Oh, Mr. Vivian, I am all yours! 
Embrace. Ezit Miss Fanny Wricurt. 
Enter Many Forp, who has watched them. 
Mary F.—Oh, Vivian! And I loved you! — 
Vivian.—Mary Ford, I love you to substraction. 
Mary F.—Oh, Vivian, I am so happy! { Bait Mary Forp. 
Enter Lavy Evmanetu, who has watched them. 
Lapy E.—Well, I'm a. Pal 
—- Elizabe ove you, & 
adileae ao Seeiaans over again with all the ladies. 
Vivian (alone).—Now that I have won all their hearts, what is to be 
done next? Oh, I know—I will commit suicide. : 
Is about to blow his brains out, when enter Dr. Vivian. 
Dr. V.i—My son! Don't. “But, children, you should NEVER 
_ Vivian (oonvinced).—True ! [Falls at his father’s fost. 
Enter Mary Foro. _ e 
Mary f.—A tableau of two? — — ! “ me join you. 
idica] i orm of eomposition 
The pyramidica] is the only true eileen 


Du. V.—True. We will pray. 

scape bnt faulty in construction ; 

OvrsELves.— Well, it’s a pretty piece, in " : 

a great deal too goody-goody in sentiment, and n-not particularly 
well played. 


[Goes down on his knees. 
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INOT THE CORRECT WAY OF PUDDING 


Master Gussy :—“ Ou, Boonoo! WHAT A SHAME TO GO THROWING PLUM- 


PUDDING ABOUT LIKE THAT!”’ 


tT 
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SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


Hixts ror tae Comrne Dery. 

us Ae BELGRAVIA. 
Y DEAR YOUNG Frrenp,—“ Ruminating over the past, and devoting 
the mind to the future, are almost the only recreations left the racing 
public during the winter months.” These expressions, Sir, they are 
those of “‘ Horspur” in the columns of the Daily Telegraph, and than 
whom, I am free to confess, a better informed, nor yet a more amusing, 
nor yet a more usually accurate Prophet do not draw the breath of 
life, nor the weekly salary of honest journalism—bar one! But I do 
not quite agree, Mr. Eprror, along of “‘ Hotspur,” in saying that 
rumination and devotion are our only winter amusements. What 
does he call supper ? What does he call oysters ? What does he call 
a glass or two of something good for your inside? Every man is free 
to ruminate as wishes todo so; Bat Nicuo.as will not go and lock 
himself up along of the back numbers and Ruf’s Guide as long es there 
one young men of wit and pleasure about town along of whom he can 
a it up until all is blue; and if your old man should meet with 
oTsPuR,’’ will be very happy to join him ina friendly glass, I am quite 
sure, for I honour that young man’s ability, though he may not know 
am about a horse as what the Prophet does, me being’a good deal 

It may be inferred, Sir, from the preceding, that NicHo. 

been out upon the loose during this festive Seni Well vad = 
young friend, and what if I have? It’s a poor heart that never 
rejoices; and when industry and intelligence have blessed your old 
man with affluence, shall I not expatiate according ? Depend upon 
it, Sir, it is only them which have been hard-up that can thoroughly 
— > pleasures of wealth combined with every luxury of the season ; 
— ICHOLAS, 88 you may have heard, perhaps, has often been very 
a up indeed—in fact, particular so. Well, now that the luck is 
: ged, the Prophet goes in for enjoyment. It is all very easy 
or you to say as my period is unsuitable to festivity; but I feel 

ard sure that if you ever live to be my age—which you won't 
ess you take a deal more care of yourself, my young friend, and 
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HOW IT STRIKES A CONTEMPORARY, 


I own it not greatly enhances 
ys” One’s pleasure to meet with the glances 

i\ That over the counter at Mugby 
They throw, as one stands, with one’s rug by 
\s\ The plates of pork-pie hard and crusty, 
ml And sandwiches ancient and rausty, 
ON And wishes that—just as a treat— 
They'd give one a thing one might eat. 
But there stand the damsels so fair 

With a stony and pitiless stare, 
Yet—despite all your adverse opinions — 
The neatest of braids and of chignons. 


Ah, could one impress on these girls 
That the sweetest of bandeaux or curls, 
And the biggest and boldest of bobs 
Fixed on at the back of their nobs, 

Don’t repay us—the fact’s incontestible— 
For fare that is so indigestible ! 


But where is the venturesome traveller 
Who would dare to become the unraveller 
Of views so advanced, to young ladies 
As stern as the Furies from Hades ? 


| Not I! I would die of starvation 

| Before I would try explanation 

That comfort is better than bandoline— 
With which moralI fling down my mandolin. 


The Song of the Steeple-Chaser. 


| Away, away, my gallant steed ! 
Away to win the cup! 

For I require your wildest speed 
Although it knock you up! 


Away, away—leap over all 
The hedges in your track. 

You must attempt them, though you fall, 
And, falling, break your back. 


Away, my steed, press forward still» 


IT. Speed—for the time is short, 


And though the pace is said to kill— 
What matter? That's our sport! 


do not smoke so many cigars !—I dare say that when you have attained 
to the beauty, and the honour, and the dignity of grey airs, like me, 
you will be as jolly a old cock as what there is to be found in London, 
bar none, and a chirruping away of a evening over something hot, and 
a-telling of the youngsters how you used to know the celebrated Mr. 
Nicuoras. Ah, well, bless you, my dear young fellow! Weall have 
our day; and perhaps that of Nicuoxas is drawing towards the hour 
when it’s time to put up the shutters ; but, hang mz, Sir, as long as I 
can, I'll keep a light a-burning in the windows ! 

What you say about my not having made any Prophecies for several 
months, it is quite true, my dear young friend, as I have not done s0 ; 
but you will find Nicuorasall there as the season advances, and he will 
give you a little bit of Derby advice to go on with. You will be quite 
safe in going against The Rake; you had better not take any liberties 
with Plaudit; and if you follow the example of NicHoLas you will 
put some money at once on D’Estournel and Master Butterfly. 

NICHOLAS. 

P.S. 2.—If you have found my “Knurr and Spell,” for goodness 
sake, begin to publish it as soon as possible. My reputation, Sir, 1 
suffering by this long delay. 





Stet nomenis umbra. 


Reapers of the Bricut-Meriery correspondence, and the letter of 
Mr. H. D. Szymovr, will be inclined, we think, to agree with us that 
the latter gentleman would do well to see-more closely into the accuracy 
of passages before he quotes them. An Irish friend, looking over our 
shoulder, suggests that “‘ Begor, Mx. Saymore could hardly write-less 
by way of apology.” 


Benevolent Barbarity. 
We are glad to hear that, thanks to the beneficence of the rich, 
a great many poor people have been thoroughly coaled during the 
recent inclement weather. 
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| & MAN’S REQUIREMENTS. 


Wit thou be mine, sweet maiden ? 
| Oh, wilt thou be my bride ? 
My spirit sorely laden 
For such a love has sighed ! 
Yet much as I admire thee 
I first would rather see 
| If all that I require thee 
Thou likely art to be! 
Thou’lt share my joy and sorrow, 
Thou lt love me well and long, 
Thou’lt teach my soul to borrow 
Fresh comfort from thy song. 
Ah, yes! but there is more, love, 
‘ That I of thee desire— 
Which (as I said before, love) 
I should of thee require. 
Wilt never have cold mutton 
My appetite to hurt ? 
Wilt never let a button 
Be missing from my shirt ? 
Wilt never let a hole be 
Undarned in sock of mine? 
Then mistress of my soul be,— 
Sweet maid, I’m ever thine! 
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SELF-STUDY. 


Txoucn the growth of a highly poetical mind 
Made a theme for the thinker of Rypat, 

Avecond-rate bard will undoubtedly find 
That self-study is most suicidal. 

Just fancy the eye turning round in its bed 
(Not that either of mine ever tried it) ; 

Just fancy the orb that looks out of cne’s head 
Leoking hard, for the future, inside it. 


In vain did the restless and inly-turned eyes 
Of my spirit essay to see double ; ; 
I thought that my mind would in time prove a prize, 
And I find it a blank for my trouble. 
One certainty strikes me, now age is in sight 
(How I wish it had struck me when younger !) 
The mind that has fed on itself day and night 
Has been perishing slowly of hunger. 


res 


Gardening. 
| Dene the present inclement weather, don’t set anything—net even 
_* Your feot—in your garden. 
This is rather too early for sowing, but a little darning may be done. 
The chief operations after Christmas will be found to be pruning 
| Your eutlay and cutting down expenditure. If you don’t like this, and 
| r hoeing, you can (h)owe your butcher's bill. 

Things are apt to be backward with such variable weather. If your 
crops don’t-eome up, there's no remedy for it. Should your dinner, 
however, not come up when you ring, you can ring again. 

It is too early te stick peas yet, but your pigs and your children 

it. 
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Ecclesiastical ‘'Preferment. 
Mapawe” Anna Brswor, who has been giving concerts at Manilla, 
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| Was wrecked on her passage from San Francisco, and had to travel 
_ Over'a thousand miles in am open boat. A Bishop with such a mighty 
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seamight fairly say ‘‘ Nolo Episcopari.” 


The’ Weather and the Parks. 
(Br Ovr Spectr Reporter.) 


Un-a-n! Why on e-e-earth they s-s-rend a cove out to— arrrrr— 
such—bffff—such beastly—ugh—weather. No! I'll be 


report in 
hanged if I do. [Left shivering. } 





Gwww! 





Mathematics for the Million. 
* Tuw radius of the circle described about the Head Centre will be the 
Tay @f @ policeman's lantern. But, unfortunately, we must find the 
centre for the circle before we can get round it, If that were once done, 
Preblem would be solved.—Q. U. O. D. 
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EASIER SAID THAN DONE. 


Boy :—“ Now THEN, OLD MAN, WHO ARE YOU A-SHOVIN’ om ? 
Dror Ir, OR BLESBT IF I DON’T PULL YOUR NOSE!” 


Sushers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accom- 
panied by a staenped and directed envelope.) 

W. J. H., Bayswater.—Look at our Christmas number for 1865, and the 
mystery will be explained. 

J. G.—* The Jark”’ is a soar subject; it has been so often essayed. 

A 1.— Your “ fugitive lines”’ should at least run smoothly. 

A. B.—The * Poem on Frost’ won't flow even after the thaw. 

M.—If you can’t be clever, do be legible. 

G. C.—We do not want acrostics. 

‘‘ Bewick,” Glasgow, shall have an answer, which we have no space 
for here, if he will send his address. 

G. M., Birchfield.— We'll see about it, 

‘‘Fing FgaTuers.’’—Plucked. 

A-Mos is not to our lichen, 

‘‘ Harirax.”—Don’t be a noodle! 

ScnERz.—Don't fit us. 

J. E. P. either lost his head because it wasn’t properly put on, er he 


forgot to stamp his letter. 
of a coat of arms that “ will do 


A CORRESPONDENT, who sends a desi 
for the I of Man,” is informed that it is not good enough for the eye of 








the public. 

E. E. E., Manchester.—Answer (“declined with thanks”) sppeared 
weeks ago. 

Scarecrow.— Don’t be absurd ! 

Declined with thanks—J.R. McL., Hull; R. H. G.; G.C.C.; GC; 
Teaser; R. M., Westminster; C. T. B.; Barford, Bank; J. A, W. C.; 
XK. P. S.; Mancreest; Let; R. J. P., Liverpool; Imprimatur; A. J. K.; 
G. W. 8.; Harold; W. J. A.; An Artist; A Cross Stick; P. M. B.; 

S.; W. V. W.; K. E. R.; Bottles; Cannibal; G. R.; H. W.; 


~ 


W. S. 
J. A. O.; Alliteration; W. G., Coventry; Fiddlestick; A. W., Come 
W. L., Fulham-road; A Moral Youth; D. E. E.; F. B., W : 
J. H.., Birkenhead; BE. S. B.; C. KR. L.; 5. Wo MY. SS. OW 
Aldershot; Coriolanus; “ Scent no hair iles”; J. B., Felingten; H. andl 
R J. 8, Leeds; C. G., Bayswater; A. EK. &., 
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THE CRYSTAL PALACE. 


We have frequently given our readers a view of the People’s Palace 
under its cheerful aspects. We present it now as it appeared after the 
fire, which marked the close of the last disastrous year with a public 
calamity. The ruins last week formed a melancholy spectacle, with 
the snow-wreaths lying among thecharred and blackened timbers. From 
the Rénaissance Court on one side, and the Alhambra on the other, 
to the northern end, the whole building has been completely destroyed, 
the Courts we mention having caved considerably from the conflict- 
ing elements, fire and water. The change is as sad as it is strange. 

ho does not remember the Tropical Department, where in the depth 
of winter the visitor could breathe in a warmer climate, where the plash 
of fountains acquired a new charm from the artificial heat, where 
glorious trees and plants made a summer, and where bright- 
plement birds lent life to the scene? Now all isa wreck! The snow 

ies heaped in the dry.basins of the fountains, burnt and withered 

are all that remain of the late greenery, and the few birds 

that have been preserved are transfi to the other extremity of 

the building—to remind us, as they chatter and shriek under the 
shadow of the historical screen, of the British House of Commons. 

A visit to the ruins is enough to convince one that had the wind set 
in the other direction, nothing short of a miracle could have saved the 
Palace. Scarcely a pies is left standing—iron and wood succumbed 
alike, and the ground is strewn with a mingled heap of blackened 
girdem and timbers, in a confusion so inextricable, a destruction so 


complete, that it would seem impossible ever to repair the damage. 
he majestic copied from those at Abou Simbel, thongh in 
reality destroyed beyond reparation, seemed to come out of the fire 


comparatively unscathed, as compared with the devastation around. 
But what the heat left undone the cold: completed. Frost and thaw 
have done their work ; one of the gigantic images crumbled into dust 
on Monday week, and by the time this is in type it is probable his 
companion will have shared his fate. Of the Wellingtonea not a vestige 


remains. 

The cost of restoring not only the building, but the objects it con- 
tained, will be enormens, as the loss is a truly national 
one, the public would do well to consider how it ma oo The 
Palace is not a successful commercial speculation. e pany is, 
in fact, a body of public benefactors, who support a national institution 
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that has been the means not only of amusing, but of instructing, the 
multitude. It is a simple duty onthe part of a nation to relieve them 
if not of the whole, at least of a great share of the expense which is 
entailed by the fire. 

. In the first place Parliament should grant a handsome sum towards 
the restoration, unhampered by any of those conditions which ordi- 
narily depreciate the value of such grants. The wealthy classes, too, 
can do mach, if only by advancing money at a low rate of interest. 
They might do more by donations, or by the purchase of perpetual 
admissions for schools or workhouses, as proposed in the columns of 
this paper last week :—a proposal which would not be opposed to the 
future interests of the Palace, as the notion of five-guinea life-tickets, 
suggested in a contemporary, could not fail to be. Those who are 
fortunate enough to possess specimens of the plants or animals that 
have been destroyed, will no doubt be ready to present them to the 
Palace. Everybody, however, does not happen to have a baby-hippo- 
potamus or a Wellingtonea about him—a great many people, neverthe- 
less, have cheque-books, and we can assure them they cannot invest 
their money to better—or nobler—purpose than by assisting in the 
restoration of the shorn glories of Sydenham. ie 2 

The Company have kept up their accustomed spirits, and with in- 
domitable pluck have set about helping themselves, without waiting 
forexternalaid, which they merit none the less for their independence. 
They propose, we believe, to raise further capital, and we trust they 
will have every facility given them for so doing. But we again assert 
the Palace is a national institution, and one of which England is, and 
has reason to be, proud ; and although the Company does not solicit 
aid the nation is bound in honour and gratitude to give it. 

Fun, the friend of amusement and instruction, is ever ready to 
advocate the claims of such deserving institutions as the Crys 
Palace, and he knows his readers will not begrudge the space which 
he has devoted to it. 









Way should not you count your chickens before they are hatched ? 
Because the eggs may turn out b-addle-y. 





NOTICE.—In No. 90 of Fun will be commenced a new illustrated 
serial by the author of “ The Comic Physiognomist,” entitled, 
‘““MEN WE MEET.” 








London; Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phoenix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published by the Proprietor at 8¢, Fleet-strect, E.C.—January 19, 1867. 
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This is the style of coiffure that Cropper has adopted this sharp weather. 








OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


We have been delighted by Mr. Frepericx Locker’s Lyra 
Elegantiarum. That hideous blot of coffee upon page 185 bears wit- 
hess against us for the crime of reading it at breakfast; and the 
memory of certain pins and needles caught from lying too long in one 
position reminds us that we took the volume to bed with us last night. 
This is the most artistically assorted posy of light and lively verse ever 
gathered; the only name we miss is that of Tuzopore Hook, and the 
only selections we can find any fault with are those from LeicH Hunt 
and Haynes Bayiy. ‘The former is limited here to eight lines. 
Eight exquisite lines they are—but surely one of his little domestic 
poems should have been also inserted, or his fine rhapsody upon 

bristmas. We are of opinion that Haynes Bayty should have been 
represented by ‘‘ The Old Bachelor,” or “ My Dejeu er a la Fourchette ;” 
they are both superior to “A Fashionable Novel,” to which Mr. 

CKER gives the preference. But here is the end of our fault-finding 
—we have nothing but praise left. The book is a mine of society 
Verses; of drawing-room fancy, and passion subdued to the fashion- 
able tone. The editor has not confined his choice to the works of 
well-known writers, but has culled from a good many whose verses 
one rarely gets the chance of reading. Among these are Laman 

LANCHARD, Miss FansHaweE (whose “Imitation of Wordsworth ”’ is 
delicious), T. L. Peacock, and Epwarp FItTzGERALD. 
Night” of the last-mentioned writer is inimitably tender an 
it carries all the glitter and perfume of the ball-room about it, and 
forms an excellent example of wit in a white cravat, and passion in 
patent-leather boets. Of course, the names of Herrick, Prior, Swit, 
lowPER, Moore, Prazp, and Lanpor figure largely in Lyra Evegan- 
tiarum. SHAKESPEARE contributes two small pieces; M1LTon nothing. 
Mr. Locker indicates in his preface the rules that have guided his 
Selection. Some of our best vers de societé have been excluded on ac- 
count of their length, some because they are too intensely pathetic, 
and some because they are too broadly familiar, or unrestrainedly 
humorous. With this last objection we heartily agree; it 13 too 
common a thing to find the minor minstrel’s animal spirits running 


away with him. We remember tumbling over a small volume of | 
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VOU. IV. 





anonymous versicles in which we discovered the following lines at the 


The ‘‘Good | ,, 
d polished ; | d euvre. 








THE PACE THAT KILLS. 


THE gallop of life was once exciting, 
Madly we dashed over pleasant plains ; 
And the joy like the joy of a brave man fighting 
Poured in a flood through our eager veins. _ 
Hot youth is the time for the splendid ardour 
That stings and startles, that throbs and thrills ; 
And ever we pressed our horses harder, 
Galloping on at the pace that kills! 





So rapid the pace, so keen the pleasure, 
Scarcely we paused to glance aside, 
As we mocked the dullards who watched at leisure 
; The frantic race that we chose to ride. 
Yes, youth is the time when a master passion, 
Or Love or Ambition, our nature fills ; 
And each of us rode in a different fashion— 
All of us rode at the pace that kills! 


And vainly, oh, friends, ye strive to bind us; 
Flippantly, gaily, we answer you : 
“Should Atra Cura jump up behind us, 
Strong are our steeds, and can carry two!” 
But we find the road so smooth at morning, 
Rugged at night ’mid the lonely hills; 
And all too late we recall the warning, 
Weary too late of the pace that kills! 
* * ” * 
The gallop of life was just beginning ; 
Strength we wasted in efforts Vain ; 
And now, when the prizes are worth the winning, 
We've scarcely the spirit to ride again! 
The spirit, forsooth! "Tis our strength has failed us, 
And sadly we ask, as we count our ills, 
“ What pitiful, pestilent folly ailed us ? 
Why did we ride at the pace that kills 7” 


LINES. 


From THE Sca(VENGER)DINAVIAN. 


Qvotu Cockney Trmkins—gazing o'er the blind, 
His doorway by the fall blocked-up to find— 

Quoth Timxrys, with his cockney accent, ‘ Lor! 
Now I'm snow-Od-in, there should be a Thor! "’ 








conclusion of a lyric :— 
** All, then, is fancy; 
Bother stick liquorice, 
Gammon and buacca’-juice, 
Right-fol-di-rol !”’ 

This is a remarkable instance of the familiarity which breeds any- 
thing but respect. But we are not quite certain that Mx. Locker’s 
rule should have banished from his volume that exquisitly funny 
attempt at bouts rimés by Horace WALpoxz, running as follows :— 

‘* T sits with my feet in a brook ; 
And—if anyone asks me for why— 
I hits him a lick with my crook, 
And says, ‘Sentiment kills me” says I.’” 

However, right or not in this case, Mr. Locker has given us a very 

fascinating book; and Mgssrs. Moxon have made its exterior worthy 


of its contents. 


Maxims in Art. 
Ir your picture wants “keeping” you will probably have some dif- 


ficulty in getting rid of it. 


A hog in the pound can hardly be described as a remarkably good 


“composition.” 
Clever Chiaroscuro does not always constitute a light-and-shade- 





A Reflection on the Snow. isa, 
Un ixe their great namesake, VesTkIzs seem very disinclined to 


“act” now-a-days. 





Impromptu by Master Tompkins. 


(After seeing a morning performance of the pantomime. ) 


Ovr earth and columbine alike are found : 
One a round world, the other one whirled round. 





Tue only shares that are sure to turn up all right :—plough-shares. 
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Coton Talk. 


By THe SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


N my conscience, the 








“good old times”’ 
seem coming back 
with a vengeance! I 
presume that the 
meaning of the term 
is, the ‘Thames frozen 
over, traffic with the 
country retarded, and 















the poor 
work and starving. 
The latter item I am 
bound to admit is not 
the exclusive pro- 
perty of the good old 
times. Thanks to 
the Poor Law, and 
other wise dispensa- 
tions, the poor have 
as many opportuni- 
tiesof starving now as 
they ever had—if not 
more. I pity the man 
who—after his cosy 
dinner, sitting by his 
comfortable fire, and 
even then unable to 
avoid thecoldentirely 
—does not feel almost 
- ashamed of his ease 
when he thinks what the poor are suffering, without fuel or food or 
covering. If feeling this he does not in some way, however small, 
exert himself to relieve their wretchedness, I would not pity—I would 
despise him if I could think him to be really human. 

Private charity, however, is hardly a matter for discussion in a 
paper: that, like prayers, is a matter between man and his own con- 
science. But as a nation we ought not to let another winter pass over 
our heads without a sweeping reform of the Poor Laws. In fact, 
if Mr. Grapstone comes in again, I don’t think we shall. It is 
scandalous that the wealthy, by appropriating certain parishes to the 
exclusion of poor folk, should escape the payment of the rates, while 
the whole burden consequently falls on parishes where some of the 
ratepayers themselves are but a shade removed from paupers. One 
general rate for all London is the only cure for this inequality ; but 
there is a great deal to be done beyond that. A distinction, of course, 
must be made between the scamp and the destitute man; but the 
former must not be allowed to starve any more than the latter ; nor in 
the sick wards must the poor wretch who has brought his illness upon 
himself be less carefully tended than the unfortunate being smitten 
down by a sickness he could not against. Then, again, parochi 
relief should not be withheld until those who pply for aid have parted 
with all their little possessions. A few shi a week given toa 
family during its struggles would often keep them out of the work- 
house, and so, as a mere matter of economy, would save the cost of 
their whole keep, to say nothing of preserving their self-respect and 
spirit. These are a few of the oes suggested to me by this pinching 
weather. I hope they may have the effect of setting others thinking 
on the same subject. 

I sgz, by the way, that the Bethnal Green guardians have taken 
steps in the matter of Mx. Massivcuam, which is more than I expected. 
That genial practitioner has been suspended, and is to be handled by 
the Poor Law Board, so, on the whole, he will have an unpleasant 
time of it. 

Evgrrnopy will rejoice to see that Mr. Wrixrnson has met with a 
severe sentence ; and some, who know where they could lay their fingers 
on gentlemen of the same kidney, may perhaps begin to dream about 
seeing them duly punished. Alas! the law, inadequate as it is, is not 
the only cause of the impunity of scamps. If a man be only rogue 
enough, and does his swindling on a sufficiently extensive scale, he may 
count on security. His large creditors find it more to their interest to 
stick to the — he hands rg than to bring him to justice. He 
™ maar "" matters, snaps his fingers at his smaller creditors, and 
— wr nel melt wilh eee cent as an injured man, a 
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popular, not so much because it is permanent (about which the public 
practically cares little), but because it 18, if possible, an improvement 
on Herr Woru y's process, producing a picture more like an enamel 
on ivory than anything I can think of. 

Two numbers of the Imperial Review have appeared, and it seems to 
me to be excellently conducted and ably written. With some of its 
views and some of its articles I cannot agree; but their tone is unob- 


jectionable and really gentlemanly, not an affectation of ‘‘ blood and 


culture.” Should it continue as it has commenced, I think it will soon 
command attention. Its dramatic criticism is just what is wanted— 
severe without vituperation, and just without exaggeration. 

Tue Lady’s Own Paper has now reached its eighth number, which is 
a decided improvement on its predecessors, and contains a really good 
engraving of Miss Jean. IncEetow, whose portrait is, I think, hardly as 
familiar as her writings to the general public. When the schome 
mentioned of adding musical and pattern supplements is carried out, 
without injury to the news department, the paper ought to recommend 


itself to the ladies. 
ll 


THE SERENITY OF ROGUES. 


Or the age’s features vicious, 
The one that’s most in vogue’s, 
A spectacle delicious— 
The serenity of rogues! 
On eaplte glagain-aal 
n =quite gigantic scale, 
And Wavivesummamnibeshonces 
By the tliat should he fail 
Themeney: which le loses 
Is another's, not his own. 
And if any one abuses, 
Why, he takes the injured tone! 
“ He’s a.much wronged indiwiddle : 
But if he were not found out 
Of the least desire to diddle, 
Who so great a man would doubt ? 
He wrong, and that a fact is, 
Thich of course must be confest— 
*T was not quite honest practice, 
But he did it for the best.” 


O’er his deeds thus lightly glancing 
He so speciously collogues ! 
Oh! you'll find it ’mid financing 
The serenity of rogues. 
Then trade and commerce, like finance, 
Can boast their rogues serene, 
Each one of you recalls perchance 
The sort of man I mean. 
The bear who sells for distant datcs 
The shares he does not hold, 
The merchant who o’erspeculates 
Without the needful gold. 
The publisher who sets afloat 
A score of ventures rash— 
And then assumes an injured note 
When all has.come to smash! 
“ He fought the vessel to the end; 
No fault in him is found ; 
Be grateful and accept, my friend, 
Just nothing in the pound.” 
He fought her to the last ’tis true— 
But soft; there’s something more— 
He picked the pockets of the crew, 
Then calmly swam on shore! 
Though it does not help to sweeten 
What such swindling disembogucs, 
It’s a sight that’s seldom beaten— 
The serenity of rogues! 


MORAL. 


Often Vice on horseback prances, 
While Virtue plods in brogues; 
And that thought it much enhances 

The serenity of rogues. 





De Goose-tibus, 
A coRRESPONDENT states that “one steamer brought no less than 


Ir is not, I hope, betraying confidence, to say that I saw, at the | 26,000 geese from France some days ago.” Ah, well! never mind; 43 


United Association of Photography—the Wothlytype Com 
Regent Street, a sample of a new process, which I think wi 


y—in | soon as the Paris Exhibition is open, I have no doubt we shall send an 
be very | equal number of geese to France. 
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: SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. Cock-fighting ain’t a krooel sport, 


Nicnotas ON Cock-Ficutine anp otuer ATHLETIC Sports. For kox is sure to bicker ; 
BrLGRaviA And, armed with spurs of proper sort, 


My pgaR younG F'rtenp,—I have been informed by one who ought to They kills each other quicker ! 
know (and pleased indeed am I to see H.R.H. looking so well as he do Next Friday nite we'll meet agin 

























this hard weather !), that a good deal of curiosity exists amongst the At the same old sportive drum ; 
upper classes, of whom your old man may so truly be said to be one of At eight o'clock we shall begin ; 
them, with ree Paap of Nicwonas concerning what has Say, say, will Nixivus cum ? 

‘cc 
MF ming Coc-ghting and dogging,” New at dag gots | nay donot think aa Tahal go for, bed Bin epling of 
friend, there are many other sportive subjects which would be far more | Rex pol aa ee vee ee —. . a . poe eter ate. 
congenial to the Prophet, than whom a more human old fellow, nor yet They are much more grammatical than some of the ble notices he 
a kindlier—but, sir, I am a public man, and I have a public duty to | issues occasionally! P Nicuoas 
perform. The aristocracy have asked Nicnoxas for his own honest y: , 
opinion, true and candid; and I proceed to give it them according in 
Number next of your new serious, passim, which it runs as follows :— 

The female oligarchs who have written to him (and our aristocracy, 
my dear young man, 1s, as you perhaps may have heard tell, the love- 
liest in the world), all agree in expressing a hope that Nicuo.as will 
not “lend the support of your powerful, deservedly popular pen to 
practices unworthy of even fallen humanity.” Well, you know, I’m not 
quite so sure about all that; though, of course, it’s very pleasant to be 
told by a duch—I mean, by my fair correspondent—that your old man 
is “deservedly popular.’”’ And so I am. 

The male oligarchs, on the other hand, are rather more divided in 
opinion; and one of them (whose name I never will reveal, Sir, 
suffice it that he is not a bishop) observes :—‘ There is a great deal 
of cant about these matters, which NicHoLas might with advantage 
slip into.””’ And so I will. 

Look here, ye bold public. Whenever people are took up after 
excessive indulgence in cock-fighting, the low-lived reporters of Me, where arrows used to hurtle 
your daily contempories (I do not mean their Sportive Editors, Sir, When fair maidens haply wore 
but the penny-a-liners) are sure to get up a story (and by a story, Sir, Broidered blazon on the kirtle. 
I mean both a narrative and a lie!) to the effect that the police have 
effected a “clever capture of fashionable ruffians.”” Well, first of all, . 2. 
we'll take the “clever capture.” It being perfectly well known that a I move in a square, 
cock-fight will take place at a certain house, and at a certain hour on a Straight on in line, 
certain day, a certain spy goes and purchases a certain ticket, and And high up in air, — 
communicates with certain policemen, who, after surrounding the A queer voice is mine. 
posse me a a fashion, — a certain sort nest, and cee 3. 

e certain people into custody. Nothing can be more certain than . 
that. But where the deuce is ie “cleverness” of the capture? Let A princess ~ who took the name 
A 299 and Co. arrest the St. Giles’ murderer—not Jerrreys, who is By one 0 ae oT oe to f, 
hanged, and whom they very cleverly called ‘ the St. Giles’ murderer,”’ — lady. —- _ ao 0 Tame 
in order to make people forget the other one—or let them put some a ee ea 
one on trial for the Cannon Street murder who did not happen to be at 4. 
Windsor at the time it was done, and then, Sir, I may acknowledge I’m worn in many curious ways, 
that the police are clever, though than whom, as a rule, bigger fools, And oft appear in fistic frays . 
nor yet more brutal to the helpless, nor yet more easily bribed. But And yet the richest man, alack, 
this is a digression. Ne’er has a whole one on his back. 

So much for the “clever capture ;” and now, if you please, for the 
“fashionable ruffian.”” Now, Sir, what is your own private opinion of 5. / 
that old Relative of mine? No false delicacy, Sir; out with it. Schoolboy memories throng my brain, 

“Well,” says you, “he’s a ruffian, no doubt ;—but I don’t see the At this figure so complete, 
Fashionable !’’ | And I welcome it again, 

Exactly ; no more does anybody else ; and yet, Sir, my Relative, such Making music in the street. 
as he is, was amongst those recently taken, Sir, and quite a King com- 
pared to others. ‘The Houschold Brigade, Sir, may have its faults ; 








DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


(Answer in our next.) 


Wuew weird wails the wind of the winter, 
And bleakly the bitter blast blows, 
And —- from each sere sapless splinter 
Of Yulelog fly out o’er the snow ; 
‘We welcome the king who in glory, 
Bursts pipes and makes slides in the strect, 
And breathlessly whisper love’s story, 
When flying with fleetest of feet. 





1. 
Ancient nobles often bore 





ANSWER TO Last Wrex’s ACRrosrTIC. 


and so may even Nicuo.as himself; but there is a difference between A Ayub B 
My Relative (the low old cadger) and a Guardsman ; and I, Sir, as an Z% Zephyr R 
honest Prophet, don’t see why the whole aristocracy should be con- T Taglioni I 
sidered Blackguards because that old swindler and a Jew of whom I E Enid D 
will only say as perhaps they might be much more respectable without C Chine E 


NOTICE.—The answer to the Acrostic in No. 88 will appear next week. We 
have been frequently requested to give more time for the solutions, and as the 
necessities of our circulation will in future compel us to go to press earlier than 
heretofore, we have decided tu receive answers up to the Wednesday after pub- 


lication. 


its hurting them, choose to go to Mr. Brown’s public-house in Ewer- 
street, off Gravel-lane. _ 
As for the morality of the sport itself, I will reserve my opinion, 
only remarking that one of the best and cleverest men I know 1s 
devotedly fond of it:—but in justice to the accused, will give you a 
few stanzas which have been sent him, purporting to be written by ; 
Brown the landlord, not as I believe he did such :— Nothing new. an 
Although I lives in Ewer-strect, We see advertised a “‘ penny candle,” which is described as being 
Near coves wot’s guv to stealing, ‘solidified gas, registered.” Surely the patentees cannot suppose : hey 
And once a week we has a meet, are the inventors of this article. The gas companies for years ave 
for their gas has been so thick one coutc 


‘We yet are Men of Feeling. been supplying the article, 
: 4 cut it <ik 6 Enife almost—more easily by far than one could geta 














That dogs delight to bark and bite, 
Affirms the well-known Poet light from it. 
a dI : k, ° ; h it 
"a bo do they Ay P —_— Oh, no, we never aa ee al 
tch Ir is stated that the Menken who is performing at the Gaite docs 
722 a pay bate ar not create as much sensation as she did in London, hee surpassed— 
That little pup Sir, hon the mat, or, perhaps we should say, outstript—so completely in her own peculiar 
line, that she can be considered barely a success. 





Kills fifty in a minnit! 
stellata 








WITH THE BARKSHIRE. 
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1. I fall in with a “glorious vision,’’ who has missed her groom. 3.4 brief struggle—Bucephalus victor ! 


Following ditto down,a muddy lane, I suffer. 
2. Having dismounted to unhang a locked gate for “ g 
am disappointed in my hopes of remounting. 


TO A COQUETTE. 


How often have you told me, dear, 
That patience is a virtue? , 
I'm nearly out of it, I fear, 
You flighty little flirt, you. . 
I mean to throw your chains away 
x And fit ee eee a — 
Orgetting that unluc ay, 
The day that first ae miat on. 


I mean to play a bolder part, 

And (slowly, dear, but surely) 
Win back the lacerated heart 

You thought your own securely. 
The toy I take away from you 

s be elsewhere presented, 
And still may look as good as new 

If properly cemented. 


T'll send you back the lock of hair ; 
The photograph (untinted)— 

It made you oe See you were, 
As I've already hinted. 

I'll send the letters, every note— 
Why, folks would hardly credit 
The ov peaky hand you wrote: 

And yet I always read it. 


lorious vision,’ 


4. I flounder through much plough in pursuit. 


"I! 5. I blunder into a paddeck near a farmstead, and am received. by the 


gentlemanly occupant with a bow and a scrape! ' [To be continued. 


About the brooches and the rings— 
You may. as well return them. 
My letters, too, the silly things ; 
[ wish at once to burn them. 
Farewell ; but stay, we must contrive 
One meeting ’ere we sever ; 
I'll call to-morrow, dear, at five, 
To say “‘ Farewell for ever!” 


Court tripping. : 
Ovr worthy contemporary, the Court Circular, makes a strange m)8- 
take in a notice of ‘‘ Great Harefield,’’ which appeared in its columns 
on the 12th inst. It says :— 
. ‘“‘The ‘moral’ of the book may be said to be a paraphrase of the Tennysonian 
ines— ” 
A * Evil is wrought by want of thought, 
As well as want of heart.’”” b 
The lines have been so frequently quoted, and almost always with a 
mention of the author's name, that we should hardly have fancied any 
one would have forgotten that they are from Hoop’s “ Lady’s Dream. 
Apropos, too, of Hoop, we may add that a paragraph, which has 
been copied into an almanac published in England, appears im an 
American publication called the Printer, professing to give an account 
of “ great men,” and stating that Hoop committed suicide, which, a8 
every one knows, is a gross lie. Surely, the Americans might rest 


content with stealing the works of English authors; they need not | 


take away their characters too! 


| 
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TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN, 


Scexz.—“ The City.” Evcit WILKINSON. 
Fun: —“?M NOT SURE THAT SOME OF YOU OUGHT NOT TO HAVE GONE 
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ROUGE ET NOIR. 


(1809). Scense—Znterior of a Gaming House in the Palace Royal, 
ACT I. ( Gamblers seed: , 
Enter Gaspar DE Layrae. 

GuspaR.—I,am here to drag youths into the irresistible vortex of 

the roulette table. Here isone! Heis mine! He is mine! 
Flourish of trumpets. Enter Maurice p’ ARBEL. 

Mavrice.—I always have a flourish of trumpets whenever I go in 

and out ofaroom. Is it because I am a gambler, or because I am a 
er P 
wGiaeit (demoniacally).—Come and play. 

Mavrice.—I will! Here are millions, with which I was entrusted 
by my mother to pay for a diamond necklace, which she is to give to 
my bride, Pauline Valdor, on our wedding day, which is to-morrow— 
I will embezzle them! [Embezzles millions R. and plays. He loses. 

Gaspan.—Ha! he is mine! Body and soul! Body and soul! 

[Zriumphs all over the stage. 
Enter a Mysterious Party in a melodramatic cloak. 

Myst. P.—I am Captain Eric Gautier, and having been rejected by 
Pauline, who is going to marry Maurice; I dodge Maurice about, in 
order to find out something discreditable about him which I may tell 
Pauline. It’s rather dirty of me, but no matter. Here he is in a 

ing-house. I will write to Pauline and tell her so. 

Maurice (to gambdlers).—You are all cheats, liars, knaves, and so 


orth ! 

Auu.—Ha! This conduct is ungentlemanly, and unless you retract 
you shall be turned out. 

Gaspar (aside).—I see a plan to get him still further into my toils. 
Aloud.) Maurice, here is the very diamond necklace which you were 
tohave bought, ‘Take it, and be happy. (Aside.) It is stolen, and 
suspicion will fall on him. [ Triumphs more than ever. 

Enter a Commissary OF Potrics (very well played, by-the-bye). 

Commissaky.—A robbery of a diamond necklace has been com- 


mitted ! 
It wasn’t me, sir! It was the other boy! 


Att.—Woe! woe! 
CommissAaky.—No matter. You must all remain, except Captain 


Gautier’s servant, Joseph Renny, who may go. 

Cart. G.—I will write a note to Pauline, and send it in an adhesive 
envelope—thus anticipating that useful invention by half a century. 
(Zo his servant.) ‘Take this note to Pauline. She must get it before 
the wedding—it tells her of the fact that her lover, my rival, isa 
gambler, [ Tableau. 

ACT II.—Gardens of D’ Arbel House, 

Enter JoseruH Renny, meeting a slavey. 

Jossru R.—Slavey, take this note to your missis. It concerns her 
future happiness. 

Stavgy.—Oh, very good. (Aside.) For no particular reason, I 
shall suppress it. [Suppresses it hard, and exit. 
Enter Mapame D’ ARBEL and PauLinE VALDOR, prepared for wedding. 

gE D’A.—I will wait here while you are being married. 
Flourish of trumpets, Enter Mavunier, and then Gaspar. 

Mavricz.—Mother ! 

Mapame D'A.—You were out late last night! Where is the neck- 
lace you were to have bought ? 

URICE.—It is here. [Produces it, and places it on PAULINE. 

Mapame D'A.—Oh, very good. But were were you last night? 
Wicked boy! ; 

Pavtivz.—Nay, do not chide him. Let’s go and get married. 

[ Exeunt all but Mapame D'AxBEL. 
Flourish of trumpets. Enter Mavunice and party. 
Mapame D'A.—Where could he have been ? 
Mavrice.—The deed is done. We are one! 
AULINE.— We are! 
Enter CaptTarn GAUTIER. 
Gautrer.—Ha! ‘Married! Then you didn’t get my note? 
AME D'A.—No! 
Enter SuavEY. — 
Stavey.—Oh, I quite forgot to give it. Here it is. 
Mapame D’A, (reads).—Maurice a gambler! Wow! [Goes into a fit. 
Enter COMMISSARY. ; 

Commissary.—A necklace was stolen yesterday, and it has been 

dto you! (Indicating Maurice.) I arrest you. ; 

Mavrice.—Nay, do not charge me with theft! Charge me with 

€ enormity of stopping out late—with being rude tomy mamma 

Commissary.—Those are not indictable offences. I arrest you on 
the graver charge. ; 

URIcE.—It's disgraceful! I only embezzled their value! 
[All faint except the COMMISSARY. 
ACT IIT.—Pavurne’s bed-chamber. Enter Pavu.ine. 


P AULINE.—My husband arrested on his wedding day! I will go to 
bed. [Exit into dressing-room. 





Tableau. 
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Enter Gaspar pe Layrac through window, 


Gasparn.—I have come to carr -auli i 
y off Pauline, and have climb 
here by meansof a rope-ladder two and a half feet long. —e 


Enter Paving i ing- 
Pactawe— Ah ane ULINE in dressing-gown, 
ASPAR.—Away with me! [Prute-omt the light 
Pavtine.—Gaspar! In m ! 1 be 7 
ar ! y room! Go away, you ! 
GasPar.—Not without you! 
[Struggle. They tumble about over the Surniture. 


Flourish of trumpets. Enter Mavnrice. » ARBED. 

Mavnicr.—By some means not quite clear to the gentleman who 
wrote this article, I have been liberated from prison, Ha! Pauline 
struggling with a party unknown ? 

Enter Captain Gautier and others, with Ughite 
Gaspar.—Ha! Gautier! Die! [ Firesa pistol at him. 
Gautiza.—Ha! Shot! But cre I die let me tell} you. all that 

Gaspar stole the necklace ! [Tableam. drvest of Gasrak. 


ACT IMT, (1829),—Haeterior of a German inn,  Pedlara diseovered 


drinking. 
Pepiars.—Fill high! 
Enter Gaspar pE Layrac, od; 
Gaspar.—Twenty years have elapsed lasn te laskackh, and I am 
bound to say that by prolonging the wait between. the acts the 
management have done their best to c out the delusion. (70 
audieneg.) It’s very odd, but although I’m twenty older than I 
was when last we met, you are as young as ever, Why haven't you 
— yourselves hy - — ? sos time enough, 1 have had 
wenty years and the eys, and I’m here tp, waylay gung 
captain who is faneliion wil money. — 
Enter Maurice D’ ARBRE as @ woodeutter. 
Mavricr.—I am old—very old—andvery ill, Let mesrest. 
[Pushes a lot of pedlars away from their seat am@ site down. 
Pepzars (to /andlord).— He’s turned us out. 
LanpLorp.—That was rude. Asyou are not going to anend any- 
thing you'd better go. 
Maunice.—Never! 
Enter Captain Prospsn. 
ProapER.—Quite right. Give him every delicacy of the season. 
I will pay for it. [Landlord brings delicacies. 
Gasrar.—Ha! I will dog his stepa, 
Dogs hide steps. 


My young captain! 
[ 
(Aside.) He has gold—I will 


Mavrice (to Prosper).—Thanks! 
murder him! 
ProsPrer.—I want a guide through the forest. 
Mavrice (eager/y).—I'Ul be your guide. (Aside.) My knife shall 
! 


settle him! 
Gaspar.—No, I will! (Aside.) This to his weazand! 
ProsrER.—Good ! i? Gaspar.) Leadon! 
Mavnrics.—Foiled! foiled! foiled! 
ACT V.—Shed of the Black Morass. Pavutne and Child discovered, 
PavuLine.—Why has not your papa returned? Oh, that I could see 
my long-lost son ! 
CuiLp.—Where har you goin’ to? 
PaviuwwE.—To light a fire in the adjoining apartment. 
[£zit PavLine. 
Enter Prosper. 
Prosrer.—Ha! little girl, will you call to your mamma as I 
dictate ? : 
Cuitp.—Yes, if yer says nothink wrong. 
ProsPer.—Say that a gentleman is here, 
CuiLp.—A gentleman is ’ere, 
Enter PAuLINE, 
Pavutmz.—My son! 
Prosper.—My mother! 
ProsrEr.—I will now go to bed. 
Pavuirvz.—And I will to your father. 
Entery Gaspar pg LAyrac. 
Gaspar.—Now to burn the place down, and so secure the money 
that Prosper has about him. It doesn’t occur to me that that may be 
burnt with him. [Sets the place on fire. 
Enter Maurice D’Arpet and PAULINE. 
Mavrice.—My hut on fire! Gaspar! This is your doing! 
[Collars him. The hut falls down all of a heap. 
Pavuting.—My son! my son! 
Prosper (leaping through the flames).—I am here! 
(Kills Gaspar, Grand tableau of reunited family in the middle of the 
flames.) 


Embrace. 
[Exit Prospen. 
| Lxit PavLins, 


CuRTAIN. 


OvrsELves.—Well, of all the trash! But no matter! 
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A TEMPLE BAR-BARIAN. 


Commercial (to Swell, whose acquaintance he has made) :—‘ WELL, 


WHENEVER YOU'RE IN THE City, LOOK us UP!” 
Swell :—“* Yaaas, BUT ’NEVAW GAW BAST 'TemPLE Baw!” 


FROM OUR STALL. 


Astley’s, which has always been noted for its pantomime of late 
years, rather increases than diminishes its renown this Christmas under 
the management of Mr. Nation. The title, Hush-a-bye Baby on the 
Tree Top ; or, Harlequin Fortunio, King Frog, of Frog Island, and the 
Magic Toys of Lowther Arcadia, explains pretty clearly what sort of 
fare Mr. Mittwarp has provided for the youngsters by ingeniously 
interweaving one or two of the old nursery rhymes and fairy legends. 
Hush-a-bye (Miss Potty Marsuatt) has brought up Fortunio (Miss 
Parkes) and Olivebranch (Miss Netty Burton). The former turns 
out to be younger son of King Kafoozlum (Mr. SterHeEns), who wishes 
to wed him to the daughter of King Woodenhead the First (Mr. 
ArTuvUR) ; but the young prince is true to his early playmate, over- 
coming after a series of the usual stirring adventures which pantomime 
princes are heir to, the opposition of his parent, and the machinations 
of his elder brother, assisted by Hop-o’-my-Thumb (Mr. Mano), 
King of the Frogs. The actors and actresses whose names we men- 
tion all perform their parts with spirit; Miss Parkes especially dis- 
tinguishing herself, and Mr. Mriano effectively seconding her. 

The second scene, ‘“‘ Ladybird’s Bower and Fairy Valley ’’—which is 
as good as the transformation scenes at some theatres—is very charm- 
ing indeed ; and Frog Island, with a capitally executed ballet of frogs, 
is one of the best bits of “‘ boguey’’ work we have seen. The toy 
ballet is another success, and is tremendously popular with the 
juveniles, who ought to be judges. But the crowning triumph is the 


transformation scene, which is truly gorgeous, and yet is arranged with 
such taste and art that we are almost inclined to pronounce it the best 
of the season—and that is saying something when every year such 
scenes become more elaborate and expensive. 

The comic business is written and arranged by “Tue Great 
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Ad GAS. 


AN ODE. 


FEEBLE, uncertain, deleterious glimmer, 
The dimmer 
For frost and snow— 
At least they tell me so 
Though why they should affect your sickly shimmer 
I really do not know,— 
Say, do you owe, 
(Like would-be poet’s paltry emanations) 
Our execrations 
To a defective metre ? 
If I’d my way I'd have your wretched mains 
‘“‘Digged from the earth,” like villanous saltpetre, 
Or turn them into drains ; 
And then when I had thus a finish made 
Of the monopoly, both root and particle, 
Which now encumbers us; I'd let Free Trade 
See if it could not give a better article. 
Oh, gas! 
Alas! 
When I began these lines I meant to run, 
From brilliant pun to pun, 
To wake the laughter of whoe’er might read. 
Ah, well! I don’t succeed— 
But then, indeed, 
T might have known that much ere I’d begun ; 
For the shrewd companies, which now provide you, 
And your production own exclusive right of, 
For comic verse all fitness have denied you— 
You cannot be made light of! 
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ODE TO WINTER. 


Season of frost and snow, pray leave us soon! 
Give place to spring, the joyous and the fair, 

Who will come chanting some delightful tune, 
And not a “nipping and an eager air.” 

So Shakespeare says, and this your bard, who takes 
His words to frame the meaning he delivers, 

Though no great Shakespeare, is not “no great shakes,” 
His fit of inspiration’s one of shivers. 

Go! lord of landscapes leafless, bleak and bare ; 
Season of lengthy night and scanty morn ; 

Go, seek your native Friesland, or where’ er 
Your land of birth is—here you can't be borne. 


MH 








Litrte . Rowerta,” who is none the worse clown because he 
behaved so admirably as a man at the burning of the Surrey. Miss 
Estuer Austin’s sprightly Harlequina, and Miss Simmonps’s Colum- 
bine are very pleasing. 

We cannot close our notice without reference to an error which 
cannot be corrected too soon. Miss Gwynne’s costume as “the 
Genius of Married Life,” not only reminds us too strongly of the un- 
dress of her namesake as depicted by Lexy, but is also inappropriate. 
“The Genius of Married Life’ is not half so respectably attired 
as Latchkey, the “larky”’ fairy—and that surely cannot be right. 
The latter should, if either must—and we do not see the necessity— 
introduce to the British stage a style. of dress (or undress) hitherto 
confined to the French stage and the MENKEN. 


The Weather and the Parks. 


WELL, the Parks everybody knows all about. And, as for the weather, 
why, it is a question whether you won’t get bouneted and robbed by 
the roughs if you go into the Parks, while the cold lasts. 


Every Man his own Lawyer. 

Ir your grocer insults you, you can retort by calling him a “ figger ‘ 
without risk of an action for defamation, but it is not safe to ask him 
‘how long he has been out of custard-eh ?”’ 

WHEN about to pay a bill don’t tell your tradesman that you would 
like to “‘cut him down,”’ as it amounts to a threat of personal violence. 

Have as little to do with the law as possible, but if you must have 
recourse to it, don’t “ have a fool for your client,”’ or you may have to 
pay his costs for him. 


A TRAnsPARENT Suam.—Clear mock turtle. 
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| e Imperial Friend of Humanity and th 
= ‘i Sheffield Knife-Grinder.” , , 


“Only four Sheffield firms have applied for space at the Paris 
Exhibition.”— 7imes. 


IMPERIAL FRIEND or Hvumaniry. 
Srupip Knife-Grinder, why are you not coming ? 
Easy the road ; the steamers in good order ; 


| Gentle the gale, and heaps of coin in Paris 
| To fill your pocket. 








Sheffield Knife-Grinder! do you think the Frenchmen, 
Who will be visiting the Exposition, 
Greatly will miss your English cry of “ Knives and 
Scissors to grind, oh ?” 
| Tell me, Knife-Grinder, why you do not send knives 2 
Does some Trade Union tyrannously use you ? 
|  Isit Joun Bricut? or Beatesand Baxter Lanorry ? 
| Possibly Portrex! 
| Have you not read the Zimes upon the subject ? 
Plenty ef space is in the Exposition, 
| Ready for you, if you will only send your 
Cutlery cases. 


| SHEFFIELD Knire-GRINDER. 


| Cutlery? Bless you, -we have none to send, Sir! 

| Growing afraid of foreign competition, 

We, like our own productions, Sir, have lately 
Turned rather rusty ! 


| We should be glad to have your Honour’s medal ; 

| Anything else we should be glad to pocket, 

| But, for our part, we shall not take the trouble 

Others have taken. 

| ImprriaL Frirenp or Humanity. 

|  Igive thee medals? I will see thee blessed first, 

Drone, whom no common sense can rouse to action ; 

Timid, secretive, jealous, apprehensive, Me 
Spiritless Cutler! Vy 


[Awards the space to a Belgian manufacturer and exit. 


_ Wuy should Caruerine’s pet name be very popular 


Just. now P 
Because it’s Karr’s. 


An Ice Treat. 

From an announcement made in the bills of the Princess’s Theatre. 
Wo observe that Mr. Vininc has fallen back on the Streets of London. 
The state of the metropolitan thoroughfares will sufficiently 
account for this retrogressive movement of the manager; but we are 
ppy to add that the lessee of the Princess’s, who was immediately 
up, regardless of expense, declared himself quite ready for another 


BEE 


; _cruel cockneys who delight in seeing horses come down at big 

in steeplechases are very anxious to be considered sportsmen. 
do not deserve the title—they should be called the “ petty horse- 
ers,” 
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| Give it a name, 
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Things not generally known. 


c Tuar the remark, “Et tuber-rooty!’’ was made, not by Jvurivs 
| “488aR, but Sir Water Raueicu on discovering the potato. 
| foyer om instead of being built in a day was built on seven 
| That the story of CrEoPaTRa’s extravagance arose from her having 


| * purl, when in her cups. 
the marriage of the Adriatic was solemnised between a gal-ley 


and a buoy, 





Cutting, 
Tue J apanese ambassadors have published their experiences. They 


state that Earl Russell has adopted a Japanese custom, ed he is the | 


Statesman that (t)rips himself up oftenest in his own dispatches. 





Art Note. 


TuEre is another vacancy in the list of members of the Royal | 
y in the list of members o e hoy 
| Academy, Mr. Doo has bid a-doo to the Academy. M., Sheffield ; 
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Benumbed Piscator:—“Now Tuen, Brit, 


P-F-FOR US. 
PULL uP!” 
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AGONY ! 
C-C-COME-ON AND STRIKE 
I’vE GOT A B-B-BITE, BUT MY ’ANDS IS 80 N-N-NUMBED I Can’T 








Answers to Correspondents, 


[We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope. } 
A. B. C.—You have very properly chosen a signature as far removed as 
Z 


possible from Y. Z. 7 
Saran JANB.—Good, but the subject was not one to joke about. 
C. R. P. G., Bromley.—You’re not the Simon Pure. Besides, we want 
the real name and address. 
J. H. evidently took his “ Takings” from a recent number. 
A. K. H. B.—Very nearly—try again. 


G., Astley.—The jokes are g-astley too. 
MALIGNANT Maniac.—Madness does not appear to us to be a very 


comical subject. 
G. B.—The lines on ‘“‘ Wealth” remind us less of capital than of 


labour. 
M. G., Carlton-hill.—We do not return sketches or MS. unless they are 


accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
H. W., Lartbeth We agree with you, but cannot do as you suggest— 


for reasons, : ae 

H. Watker.—Thank By. for the line about “keeping spirits up by 
pouring spirits down.” e happen to know the author, whese name was 
not WALKER! 

“‘C#sar’s Visit to DEAL” is a deal too stupid! 

ALPHA Beta.—Not a ce. a 

A Lover oF Fvn is too complimentary, er we would print him. 

J. T. H.—One is too old to be yours—the other too bad to be any one 


else’s! } 
Declined with thanks:—A. J. B., Manchester; J. E. T., Liverpool ; 
A. T., University, London; W. G.; J. W. R., Rolvenden ; Mixpickle ; 
A. C. F., West Dulwich; C. P., Monmouth ; R. D., Liv 1; Cc. S., 
Upper Baker-street; A. H. Donnington; F. K.; F. L.; H. B. 2. Liver- 
aaah A. C., St. Martin’s-lane; H. S.; W.A.; W. H., Edinburgh ; 
W. B., ame F. W., setae i M. A. Ly Retin A a on: 
. Be ampton ; o£. De; © Bae5 Go Dey - mn; 
~ Mg meme ree W.A.W.A.; F. M.R.; D.O.N.; 


. in; W. H.; F. B.; 
Hoskens ; Bumpkin; .; Iee; Sam Sentimental. 


| 
, Weymouth; J. W. H 


H. 
J. 
J. 
F. 











——_ --—— 


ny 


Wp 


SKATING AT THE FLORAL HALL. 


Tuere certainly are advantages about the real article. The real | 


article is to be had just now in the parks ; and when we say “ just now,” 
we limit the time to the moment at which we write, for the climate is 
c ble here, and a thaw may set-in in a couple of hours’ time—and 
we like to be exact. But, as we said, the/real article has its advantages : 
for instance, it will break under you, and you'll get a ducking, and per- 
haps a boat-hook in your hair, whichis worse than whiskey in that part 
of your person, as described by American writers. To be sure, if you get 
in and get out, they will give you some brandy—likewise blankets—at 
the Humane Society's tent ; but it is a question whether you had not 
better pay your sixpence down like a man, instead of purchasing it at 
so much discomfort. / 

Another advan connected with real ice is, that if you come down 
upon it on the of your head you will have an opportunity of 
experiencing a sensation as if you had a lot.of. very ha’pence in 
your mouth. We have not ascertained from experience that this sensa- 
tion is not derivable from a similar fall on the artificial article—and we 
don’t mean totry! But pending the experiment we cannot believe 
that there are two ways of producing this verdigris flavour on the 
human palate. If any of our readers is ignorant of the sensation, the 
best thing he can do 1s to go to the nearest piece of ice and fall down 
backwards. Having acquired the experience he may consult his own 
tastes and feelings as to the repetition of the experiment. — 

We need hardly enter into the advantages of the real article as 
found in the parks. Those who like to be bonneted, hustled, and 
robbed in parks, which the police never frequent, except when they are 
not required, will no doubt decline to try the Floral Hall; but it will 
do admirably for those who object to find a small boy coming down a 
slide and knocking at the cobbler’s door, with a concentration of mind 
which ensures his coming between the skater’s legs. 

A few hints as to the best mode of executing figures that will prove 
striking and attractive may not be out of place here. 

The “ aquelch”’ is a very telling figure, and requires two bad skaters, 
who must charge at each other and collide without grappling. Another 
pleasing effect ma 
entirely to the gdliibes of his legs without any effort to control them. 
If his legs 


f know what they are about, he will probably come down on 
his back after a few idiotic twirls. This will be very striking, especially 
as regards the base of the skull. 
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{To beginners we have a few words to say. Let them remember that 


be achieved by the skater’s committing himself 
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skating is extremely easy, and that therefore, if asked whether they can 
skate; they should invariably answer in the affirmative. When it comes 
| to a trial they will soon find their level. The beginner will do well to 
select a good skater as his model, and follow him about, imitating his 
movements. Should he fail to keep up with him, it is quite etiquette 
to hang on by his coat-tails until the art is acquired. : 
We should also recommend the beginner always to carry a stick or 
umbrella. If not useful it may be very ornamental ; will perhaps break 
your fall, or one of your limbs, if you come down ; and at the worst you 
can poke or hit other people with it. A hooked stick, indeed, will afford 
you endless amusement, as you can hitch it round the ankles of other 
skaters, who will greatly enjoy the joke, and enter into it with great 
gusto. 
It is to be hoped, for many reasons, that the present severe weather 
| will not last long, and the skaters need not begrudge us a thaw, since, 
with the Floral Hall before them, they need not be thrown out of 
employment ; whereas only too many poor people are deprived, by such 
weather as we have now, of the chance of earning a living, at the very 
'time when food and fuel are more than ordinarily necessary to 
peer existence. 
n wishing the Floral Hall success, therefore, we wish for a thaw, 
which will confer a blessing upon thousands. . : ' 
*,* Since this article was in type the deplorable accident in Regent 5 
Park has happened, to give additional weight to our recommendation 
| of artificial ice. The English climate is too uncertain to make skating 
a safe’ pastime, especially on water as deep as that in Regent's Park. 


A Lame Excuse is Better than None. 


WE understand that the reason alleged by the Vestries for the non- 
clearance of the streets during the recent severe weather was that 
there was (8)no(w) obstruction of the traffic. 


3 A Nautical Question. 
| A CORRESPONDENT is anxious to know whether, when a ship 18 T° 
moved from the gridiron at the docks, she is served-up upon a tide- 
waiter. We suppose she is, if the tide serves. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


ConsERvVATIVE. Motro.—This side up. 
ae 
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A DAY WITH THE BARKSHIRE—(conctupzp). 
9. Homeward. FPitied by “lovely vision.” Joy! Delight! 


6. 4 haystack opportune. 


7. “ Out of the frying-pan—— 
8. Into the fire.” 








The Latest Fashion for Clergymen. 


Ir is not often that our excellent friend and contemporary, the 
bserver, is guilty of an impropriety ; but we must really advise its 
editor to keep a sharp look-out on his Paris correspondent. Thus dis- 
Courses that gentleman in a recent letter :—‘‘ FarHeR Hyacrntu has 
completed his course of orations at Notre Dame, and the impression 
which his wonderful eloquence has left behind him will not readily be 
| forgotten.’ We dare say not; but there is something else, we imagine, 
which will not readily be forgotten. A blush suffuses our countenance 
_ 88 we continue the extract: “‘ He is rather above the middle height ; 
and, like all the monks of his order (the barefooted Carmelites), wears 
nothing but a wreath of thin hair round his head, the rest being closely 
shaved.” Then he ought to be ashamed of himself, say we! Weare no 
admirers of gaudy vestments, but it is really disgraceful in a foreign 
ecclesiastic to present himself in the pulpit “ wearing nothing but a 
thin wreath of hair round his head.” He might at least put on a pair 
of——spectacles ! 





. The Weather. 


Sixce the disappearance of the snow, the weather has become quite 
Spring-like. Vegetation has progressed so rapidly that severe gales 
are in full blow, though not usually expected before March. 


It 5 
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THE SEA-MAIDEN. 
(From the German of Jeder-mann.) 





By the margin of the ocean 
Sits a lady, young and fair, 

While the waves, in blithe commotion, 
Tumble in, she combs her hair. 


And she sings a wondrous ditty 
(German maidens always sing), 
While, from out the sunken city, 
Sound strange bells (the usual thing). 


And a gallant knight comes riding, 
(Knights, you know, ne’er deign to walk), 
And, with manners most confiding, 
Straight they enter into talk. 


And the end of all quite nice is, 
Things go on for evermore ; 

(German ballads know no crisis), 
Still they’re talking on the shore! 





Tue Carrie Pracve.—F les. 


10. Home! A hearty supper and pleasant dreams ! 
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Town Talk. 


By THE SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 





URING the night after an 
evening of sharp frost, 
which converted all Lon- 
don into one vast panto- 
mimic butter-slide, the 
ice and snow left us. The 
rapidity and quietness of 
their departure were al- 
most startling. In the 
hours of darkness they 
contrived to 

“ __fold their tents like 

the Arabs, 

And as silently steal away.” 
But we must not flatter 
ourselves that we have 
bidden adieu entirely to 
cold. We have had a 
warning, and the best 
thing we can do is to 
prepare ourselves, by the 
light of our recent expe- 
rience, for what may hap- 
pen. A touch of severe 
winter comes, and within 
twodays all the gearof our 
social machinery is thrown 
out. An accident on the 

ice shows that the Humane Society is the mere shell of what it should 

be, and that divided authority leaves the parks at the mercy of the 
roughs. At the same time, our system of Poor Law relief breaks down 
completely—though that is nothing new !—and private charity finds it 
difficult to cope with the necessities. At such times personal expe- 
riences are worthy of record, and I place mine before my readers for 
their consideration. First of all: I find that few households cannot afford 
to keep a pot of soup boiling, which, with an extra loaf or so, may be 
distributed among poor applicants, who will appreciate it better than 
money—especially if you give a little coal too. : Don’t go about 
to ask people are to know, whether the i are 

“deserving ;"’ anybody who is hungry is d ing of relief, and you 

may ask the question of authorities who consider people who do 





not regularly attend church are not deserving ; ‘.¢., are deserving of 
local organised |. 


starvation. Third: Don't give too much to small 
charities. I don’t want to discourage such donations altogether, but 
keep a reserve fund. A case has come under my own notice, in which 
a poor woman with a family applied to her who referred 
her to the “ District Ladies’’—(why are ays so be-curated 
by the fair sex ?). She applied to her “ District Lady.” who was away 
on a visit, and it was only two days after her first application that the 
unhappy creature received —what ?—a ninepenny ticket for coals! 
The law of copyright has always been so unfair to authors that it is 
delightful to find that it is unsatisfactory to publishers. We may have 
a chance of its revision perhaps now. The Belyravia squabble displays 
a strange muddle as to registration of titles—both Messrs. Hoge and 
Maxwe .t have brought actions to sustain their titles, and in each case the 
defendant has failed to prove his case. As far as I can see, established 
belief is on the side of Messrs. Hoce, for people were in the habit of 
registering titles without any idea of immediate use—and there is no 
reason why they should not, for a title is not picked up in a minute. 
On the other hand, Maxwe.u i too, and went ostensibly to 
great expense in advertising, and was only checked at the last moment. 
However, Messrs. Hoce have this much in their favour, that they 
have seldom, if ever, indulged in litigation, and stand well as pub- 


| lishers. Maxwe t, who publishes at Messrs. Warp and Locx’s, has 


had experience in lawsuits, so that he is used to it. 

Tx reports about Parisian vivisection, as given recently, are very 
disgusting, and it makes one really y to see them met as they 
were by Mons. Sanson in the Pall Mall (about the only paper that 
would admit such feeble correspondence), by a statement that the Blue 
Book about Jamaica squared accounts. Only a Frenchman could be 
guilty of the folly of confusing cold-blooded cruelty, exercised without 
cause, with the extra severity of measures of repression, needed at a 
time of alarm and panic. Even a Pait Mail editor might have known 
better. A woman in a fright would fire a pistol at a man who, she 


believed—or, perhaps, I should say, in deference to Pell Mall forms of 


composition—whom she believed was breaking into her house. But 
no woman would deliberately flay.a horse alive and then operate on 


| his eyeballs. 


A 


I am very glad to see that the Society of British Artists is stirring, 
as I thought it would, with the infusion of new blood I noticed a year 
or two since. The Secretary announces that two rooms will be devoted 
to the exhibition of Water Colours, and thus this truly British 
branch of art will reccive encouragement which it receives at present 
from none of the societies or institutes. Now that the British Institu- 
tion is about to expire, it is encouraging to sce the Suffolk-street 
Society showing new life. There is no reason why it should not in 
time—and if some of the elder members will consent to sacrifice their 
vanity for the benefit of the institution—take rank almost equal to 
that of the Royal Academy. 





Mr. W. Cave Tuomas is exhibiting at the Architectural Socicty’s | 
Rooms his new altar-piece for Christ Church, Marylebone. It is | 
hardly possible to judge at such close quarters of the artistic merits of | 
a work intended only to be seen at a great height, but the painting | 


seems bold and broad, though I must own I can’t quite identify the 
allegorical figures, and am not ashamed to own it. When I visited 
the gallery there was no one there, or I might have heard all about it, 
and be as clever as my brother-critics. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


Joy to the journalist! reigneth fair freedom, 
Trial by civil tribunals in France, 
Gives them a loophole, though brothers may bleed ’em, 
Fighting mad duels whene’er they’ ve a chance. 
Will the new articles quite as much pleasure 
Give to each minister losing his place ? 
Still as progressive we honour the measure, 
Made for the good of the versatile race. 





z. 
Where the nightwinds loudest moan 
Round the summits of the mountains, 
Stand I, shelterless and lone 
While ice-fetters bind the fountains. 


2. 
It covers the land, 
With a cloak. of white ; 
Like silver sand 
In the pale moonlight. 
3. 


The rose gaveshelter, and She then let. fall, 
‘What made her hostess fairest rose of all. 


- 4 
A musical vindictive Afric swell, 
Loved a dark lady fervently and well. 
5 


Things in bottles looking queer, 
Bones in every box, 

Safe he keeps from year to year, 
With his keys and locks. 


6 


She talked of selvage and she made me stare, 
‘Women have often curious things to wear, 
“There’s one advantage in it,’’ though said she, 
“It doesn’t want a—something—done by me.”’ 





NOTICE.—The answer to the Acrostic in No. 89 will appear next week. We 
have been frequently requested to give more time for the solutions, ani as the 
necessities of our circulation will in tuture compel us to go to press earlier than 
a pages we have decided tu receive answers up to the Wednesday after pub- 

cation. 


A Scottish Brae. 


Our able contemporary, the Gide, in an article on the recent dis- 
cussion on Democracy, at Edinburgh, says that Proressor BLaAcKIE 18, 
on the Reform question, “the Lowe of Scotland.’’ The professor’s 
principles may be sound, but the sound to which his utterances have 
been compared hitherto is not that produced by a cow. 





Parochial. 
We are quite at a loss to understand why the Vestries are spoken 
of as “‘ holding” meetings when their want of capacity is so evident. 


Beav to a Goosz :—Gander. 


———————— il 















Feeruary 2, 1867.] 


Mei a: 
| GOOD TEMPER. 
| 





Ir really is provoking, Cuantrs, you never are put out, 
| Do what [ will I never can a quarrel bring about ! 

] hate such pliability !—’tis silly arid absurd! 
| [like a man to have a will and let me have a word! 





| Tf all our lives could be as calm as summer sea asleep, 

| Do just imagine, if you can, what dullards we should keep! 
A breezy day—a darling stream—an onward rolling sea 
Are like the life you ought to lead—the sort of life for me! 


I should so like to set you in a passion now and then! 

I'm sure I try enough, but no! you're not like other men! 
Good temper’s aggravating when it’s carried out so far, 

And, CHARLES, you put me in a rage to see how calm you are! 


You ‘now I’m very hasty, Cuaruzs, yet never say a word; 
We might have famous squabbles, and we might be so absurd! 
| But, of course, we'd keep them to ourselves, nor let the neighbours 


know ; 
And make them up delightfully as we used to long ago. 


I can’t think what’s come over you since we were girl and boy, 
We used to quarrel often then ; and when had life such joy ! 
So let us now renew our youth, and fling our years away, 

And lead again the happy lives we led in that old day! 


I shouldn’t so much mind it, Cuarues, if you would only speak, 
‘And I think I’d be contented if we quarrelled once a week ! 
"Twould be a great improvement on our stupid quiet life ; 

And I think you ought to do it to give pleasure to your wife! 


OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


Mr.*Epwarp Dicry’s Battle Fields of 1866—a selection from his 
letters to The Daily Telegraph \ast autumn—is a valuaDdle addition to a 
class of literature that is steadily increasing in importance. (ontem- 
porary history, as written by special correspondents, is doubtless open 
to many serious objections; but it has the one great compensating 
merit of bringing events and scenes distinctly before the mental gaze 
of the reader. The special correspondent is nothing if not candid. In 
his memorable preface to Pendennis, Mr. Tuackeray, whilst admitting 
the evils incident to the composition of fiction in monthly numbers, 
adds that “if it fail in art, as it constantly does and must, it at least 
has the advantage of a certain truth and honesty which a work more 
elaborate might lose.’ The special correspondent gives you the im- 
pression of the moment, and ¢hat in itself is a very valuable service. 
Mr. Dicey’s work, however, has distinct merits of its own, quite apart 
from this general advantage of frankness and sincerity. Less than, 
perhaps, any other newspaper writer of the day, does he depend for 
success upon his mere ability as a man of letters, though that ability 
itself is great and conspicuous. He has qualifications and powers which 
are not so common as we could wish amongst even our ablest journal- 
ists. Amongst special correspondents we may look to Mr. WILLIAM 
Russe.z, the founder of the new school, for brilliant and energetic 
narrative: to Mr. Sava for wonderful minuteness of observation and 
a quaint felicity of expression; to Mr. Nicno.as Woops for fire, and 
fervor, and a sort of downright, straightforward, headlong force; to 
Mr. Goprrey Turner for purity of diction and charm of style. 
Mr. Dicey has plenty of pictorial power; but it is specially 
as an acute and earnest political thinker that he impresses one. 
His Six Months in the Federal States gave the best description 
we have ever seen of those rolling prairies in the great West 
to which the stream of emigration is steadily flowing; his book 


on Schleswig-Holstein was full of charming landscapes, which brought | 


Vividly before us the back-woods of Sonderburg by the side of the 
gleaming sea; but in both these works the thinker was still stronger 
than the artist. An impartiality rare in any country, but rarest of all 
m a land where insular prejudices are so powerful as in England—a 
love of justice which not even an equally earnest love for the great 


principles of political liberty can ever seduce into unfair judgment of 


an opponent—a keen clear sagacity which leads him at once to the 
very heart of the question before him—such qualities as these, ripened 
not less by liberal culture than by wide experience, give a value to his 
deliberate opinions which it would be difficult to over-estimate. The 
Battle Fields of 1866 will worthily maintain his reputation. Dicry’s 
political dissertationsare neverdull; he is indeed almost theonly man who 


ever contrived to make the affairs of Schleswig-Holstein amusing! His | 


sketches of travel are bright, vivid, vivacious; his account of our 
redoubtable colony of Heligoland, for instance, is a model of easy and 


tomanty travel-talk, pleasantly seasoned with good-natured satire. 


fis picture of the return of the victorious Prussian army to Berlin 
18 more than a “ graphic bit” of special correspondence ; itis a chapter 


of contemporary history which could not be better written even in the 








or so. 
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quiet of the study. In a word, the book, which is well-produced in all 
mechanical respects by Messns. TInsLey Brotuers, has plenty of in- 
terest andattractivenesseven for people who are not professed politicians; 
whilst every one who is really bent upon a serious study of the creat 
events it chronicles, will welcome it as a most valuable contribution to 
the political literature of the day. 








THE VESTRIES. 

At a meeting of the Vestry of the Parish of St. Doolittle, Mr. Nrxp 
Cumrnoop in the chair, 

Mr. Nrx rose to propose that the snows which one knows has arose 
don’t disclose 

Mr. Nooprx interrupted. He thought this sounded like poetry, 
and though poetry was nonsense, it was not the nonsense they wero 
intended to talk as enlightened vestrymen of St. Doolittle. : 

Mr. Fooztr agreed. With reference to all the talk about what 
vestries ought to do in the face of snowstorms : 

Here several members arose, and for some time there was consider- 
able confusion. The chairman, after taking a great deal of trouble to 
gather the sense of the meeting (in a tea-spoon), said that as far as he 
could ascertain, “all the members were unanimous ’’—they all wished 
to propose that the vestry should do nothing under the circumstances, 
but that each was anxious to submit his original proposition. The 
difficulty was finally solved by our reporter, who drew attention to the 
fact that there was nothing novel in the adoption of the course by a 


vestry. 














SPRITES WITHOUT SPANGLES. 


THRow me a somersault, Jack, my lad, 
It’s down in the dumps I feel, 

My limbs are cramped and my side is bad, 

And its little to eat for weeks I’ve had, 

But I fancy a tumble would make me glad, 
JACK, spin me a Catherine wheel. 


The music hall on those Christmas nights, 
And the jingling, clattering peal, 
When you and I in spangles and tights, 
As Signor Jacobi and son, the sprites, 
Went tumbling over before the lights, 
Would come back with that Catherine wheel. 


It’s months ago since I backward fell, 
A cripple from head to heel, 
Taking my leap for the second spell, 
When the pole snapped short, and I’ve heard them tell, 
I came crashing down with a —— tears, Jaex >—well, 
Spin me that Catherine wheel. 


It’s months ago since I here was brought— 

It’s days since I tasted a meal, 
Our money has gone and I’ve sometimes thought 
You, Jack, don’t bring home as much as you ought; 
But as some return for the tricks I've taught, 

JACK, spin me a Catherine wheel. 


A shilling a night—why, many a chap 
Could do with that sum a deal; 

Yet it’s two months since I have seen a rap, 

And—Jacx, what’s this? another mishap! 

A fortnight ago got crushed in a trap! 
Poor lad! Life’s a Catherine wheel! 





Good News for the Taxed. 

Hooray! We shall have the National Debt cleared off now. The 
method has been indicated by a patrictic Scotchman, Pituy Boot 
by name, who has sent the Chancellor of the Exchequer the sum of 
six and sixpence, to be applied to the payment of the liability in 
question. At once the thought suggests itself that he is a conscientious 
lawyer refunding (less postage) the six and eightpence excessive which 
he received from a too-confiding client. If our conjecture be correct, 
and all lawyers would follow his example, we feel sure the incubus 
which now weighs upon the nation would be removed in a month 





A Contradiction in Terms. 

We sce advertised everywhere that the “ Little Marvel’’ may be 
purchased for a shilling.”” The choice of the name is an odd one, 
because, as every one knows, the Great Marve was not to be bought 
at any price. 


Way did “the monks of old”’ laugh so much ? 
vents were always full of sells. 





Because the con- 
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OUR ARTIST IN PARIS. 


Some of the clear, brilliant, and bracing weather we have lately been enjoying in the “ gay and glittering capital of France.” 


ee 


“The object of the present guide is not only to answer the question, ‘ What is to be seen?’ but the not less essential one, ‘ How is it to be 
seen ?’’’—Vide Bradshaw's Handbook. 


EER 


‘THE BURDEN OF THE TIMES. It must—yet can’t—but still I think, 


A Dialogue between Youth and the Poet. 


Youru. 
‘Ox! tell me, bard of modern days, 
The burden of the times !”’ 


Tue Poer. 


“Finance's frauds, the law's delays, 
The dang’rous classes’ crimes, 

The stock-exchange’s bulls and bears, 
The failures of the banks, 

The taxes, rates, and such-like snares 
That come in serried ranks, 

The jars of party in the State, 
The bribing by M.P.’s, 

The glut of testimonial plate, 
Our wish to rule the seus, 

All criticism’s fast decline, 
The spread of cockney rhymes: 

Some one of these is, I opine, 
The Burden of the Times!” 

Youru. 

“Now, nay, sir bard, you guess in vain ; 
It is not one of these ; 

So clear your brain and try again— 
And tell me quickly, please !”’ 

Tue Poer. 

““T cannot, child of happier climes, 
Because I do not know 

What is the Burden of the Times— 
And yet—stop '—no '—yes !—no! 


Although it can’t, it may _ 
Be—Hunkey dorum, skidamalink, 
Hi, Boodle-y umshy bay!” 
Youtu. 


‘‘ Yes—hunkey dorum, skidamalink, 
Hi, Boodle-y umshy bay !”’ 


‘‘Oh where, and oh, where ?”’ 


A GENTLEMAN, whose son is a cadet at Woolwich, writes to usin 
great distress of mind, and asks our advice under the following cir- 
| cumstances. He has received a circular from the authorities which 
_ states, among other things, that, 
‘“‘ Every cadet must return to the academy complete in all his regimental neces~ 
saries and marked with his own name.”’ 

The Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals having lately 
failed to convict the Croydon horse-smashers may be a little di pirited, 
tut it would be sure of a case here, for there are three counts—first, 

ainst the authorities for dislocating the Queen’s English—second, 
also against the authorities for inciting parents to brand cadets with 
their names—third, against the parents for carrying out the directions 
—supposing any parents could be so brutal. 


Exactly so. 

A CONTEMPORARY says :— 

‘In several of the Paris theatres the concierge has received the order not to 
take in any more manuscript plays, so great is the number presented for repre~ 
sentation.” 

How polite and graceful is the French nation, even in its mode of 
rejecting a piece. An author “ presents his play for representation, 
and the concierge re-presents it. Hei presto! the thing is done. ever 
people those Parisians. 





iE U N .—Janvary 26, 1867. 
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A CLIPPING IDEA. 


Imperial Liberator (unchaining eagle) :—“‘I THINK NOW WE MAY SAFELY GIVE HIM His Fl 
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| FROM OUR STALL. 


Yq. F. B. Cuarrerton, by producing John Bull at Drary Lane, has: 
abled his audience to enjoy a comfortable snooze after dinner, in 
theif domestic arm-chairs, before they find occasion to start from home 
rthe pantomime. John Bull is, to a certain extent, a classical play, 
and so, we Suppose, must be spoken of with respect; but oh! for the 
fate of any young dramatist who should dare to place such a piece as 
this before an 1867 audience for the first time! The piece is fairly 
ated, and even the /awdatores temporis acti, to whom we have spoken 
on the subject, admit that much more could not be made of it. Mr. 

| Pyetps’s Job Thornberry is very hard, but the emotional side of his 
caracter comes out all the stronger on that account. Mr. Barrett's 

| Denis Brulgruddery was good in everything but his brogue. Mrs. 
| Yenn'’s Mary Thornberry was interesting. The other parts were not 
| so well played. ‘The scenery is very bad indeed ; but the dresses pre- 
| gent a curious historical study—especially Sir Simon Rochdale’s, as 
-ontrasted with that of his son, and of the Hon. Tom Shufileton. By 
| the bye, why is the Hon Tom allowed to wear whiskers and a 
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| The Strand burlesque, Guy Fawkes, is full of good, bustling tom- 
| foolery, the effect of which is seriously marred by the idiotic 
| “gaogine”’ indulged in by Mr. Jamus and other members of the com- 
pany. Mr. James certainly has complete command of a certain por- 
| tion of his audience. When the burlesque flags (and truth compels us 
_ to admif that in those portions which depend upon smartness of 
| dialogue, it flags very often), Mx. James has only to exclaim, “ Make 
| no blooming error !’’ and the “certain portion’? we alluded to shriek 
| with unrestrained delight. Others get up and go. Miss Swan- 
sorouGH looks:the part of Lord Monteagle with sufficient sauciness, 
but she rattles through the part as though her principal object were to 
get it done as soon as possible. The piece is handsomely mounted, 
and Mr. Fenton’s scenery is excellent. 

Mr. T. W. Roszrtson has a drama in rehearsal at the Princess’s. 
Mr. Warts Puitires has a drama in rehearsal at the Adelphi. Mr. 
Tom Taytor has aseomedy-drama in rehearsal at the Holborn. Mar. 
Hatupay is writimg a drama for Drury Lane; and a burlesque by 
the author of Dulcamara is to be produced at the Holborn. 

The Marylebone pantomime is well worth a trip to the far north- 
west of London, even in the present condition of the weather. Ma. 
Cave, the manager of the theatre, has taken the greatest pains in 
getting up his Christmas entertainment, and strengthens. the efficiency 
of it by playing one of the chief parts in true burlesque style. The 
opening is written by Mr. Rozert Sovrar, lately a member of the 
Olympic company, who has wisely declined to restrain his humour 

thin the limits of rouge and burnt cork. His latest attempt with pen 
and ink does him great credit, and we cordially wish Ding Dong Bell ; 
or, Harlequin who Killed Cock Robin? all the success that its writing 
and mise en scéne deserve. 





A LITERARY CURIOSITY. 


‘We have received the following lines from a gentleman who signs 
Acripra Q. Savoccs. He assures us that they are original, 
jmposed by himself a few years since, and he wishes to know what 
on airth”” our ancestors meant by pretending to be the authors of 
tain nursery rhymes which he quotes, and which certainly bear a 
ao resemblance to Mr. AcrippA Q. Savoees’ verses. We 
tuned t his poem to the public, but must leave the conflicting claims as 
ZY to be decided in the columns of our learned contemporary, 
‘and Queries :— 
Sing a song of dollars, 
A pocket full of grass, 
Five and thirty swollers 
Baked in apple sass. 
When they raised the kiver 
The birds began a-hoverin’ ; 
Wasn’t that a tallish dish 
To set before a sovereign ! 


The king was in the treasury 
Totting up his sekle; 
The queen was at the table d’hite 
Loading bread and treacle ; 
The help was down the garden 
A-hangin’ out the washis— 
Down came a bobalink 
And snapt off her proboshis. 


Sewed-up. 
se Frencn paper draws attention to the illnesses which sempstresses 
m ‘r from putting the silk with which they are sewing into their 
ee It states that the poisoning arises from the presence of 
=. Phate of lead, which, silk being sold by weight, is mixed with it by 
| oe Manufacturers to make it heavier. We trust the lead weighs 
vily on their consciences—if not, it should be attached to their 


heels when they suffer a deserved “ suspension” of business. 





N. 











OUR FOREIGN POLICY. 


Te. me, all-sufficient three— 
My Derry, Ben, and Stantey— 
Tell me, is your tone to be 
The cringing or the manly ? ’ 
Shall we “mock and eata leek,” . 
As in the Russztt reign: 
Shall we turn the other cheek, 
Or shall we hit again ? 


Lively tongue and lazy arm 
Are seen together often : 

Fear will work like any charm 
A bully’s brag to soften. 

Will Britannia do the “ meek ” 
(It goes against her grain) ; 

Shall we turn the other cheek, 
Or shall we hit again ? 


— 


Money-grubbing gives us all 
A lively satisfaction ; 
But the art of “ talking tall” 
Should mean the will for action. 
‘Woe to Mammon if we seek 
Once more the battle-plain ! 
Shall we turn the other cheek, 
Or shall we hit. again ? 


Mighty words and little deeds 
In dealing with our neighbours; 
That’s the fashion that succeeds 
In diplomatic labours. 
Threats are easy things to speak; 
But—should our threats be vain— | 
Shall we turn the other cheek, | 
Or shall we hit again ? 


Nobody = earth can doubt 
That War’s a great upsetter: 
Commerce is a good look-out 
(Though Dignity is better). 
You, my Sran ey, and your cligue 
May choose betwixt the twain ; 
Shall we turn the other cheek, 
Or shall we hit again ? 
LSS 


Helas! Boys. 

Ar the age of 83, Joszru Guy, editor and emendator of the scholastic 
and catechetical Prynoex, has gone to his well-earned rest. The news 
of the good old man’s death will sound strangely to many ears, for 
his name is quite as much a matter of the past as anything in 
the histories he has “prepared for the use of schools,’ and to the 
public who, as little children, learned his questions and answers by 
rote, he has been dead ever so long since. But Fun takes off his cap 
and bells with solemn reverence at the knell of a conscientious and 
painstaking teacher, for he knows that the time will be long indeed 


before we shall have “ another Guy.” 





Enter R(h)umour. | 
WE believe that there is no truth in the report that in consequence | 
of the burning of the baby hippopotamus at the a Palace, and 
until its place can be supplied, a director has kindly undertaken to 
read the part at a moment’s notice. 
; | 


Political. 

Tr is noticeable that the representation of Lambeth answers all re- 
quirements. Mr. Dovtron, the ceramic, is nothing if he is not 
ornamental, and nobody will deny that his colleague is eminently 
Hveues-ful. 





A LITTLE SUM. 


I scarcery think that I shall see 
The tender age of thirty-three : 
And I am doubtful rather more | 
About beholding thirty-four. 4 
No mortal doctor can contrive rf 
To patch me up till thirty-five ; ide 
T merely murmur “ Fiddlesticks to | 
With reference to thirty-six. | | 
’ ’ 
ProverBIAL Puresoruy.—Avoid TurPpEr’s works. | | 
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MEN WE MEET. 


BY THE COMIC PHYSIOGNOMIST. 





CHAPTER I.—InrropvcrTory. 


NCE more the Comic Physiog- 
nomist has the satisfaction of 
making a moral bow to the 
readers of this periodical. Many 


enjoyed the pleasure of address- 
ing them, and he has the grati- 
fication of assuring them that 
with the exception of a few colds, 
half-a-dozen headaches, and a 
cut or two while shaving, his 
health has been generally good 
during that period. ; 

The C. P. has not been idle. 
Among his achievements during 
his two years of literary silence 
have been the following : 

He has considerably improved 
in personal appearance. 

e has skated on the Serpen- 
tine. 

He has visited Foreign climes, 
and extended his acquaintance 
with the minutie of the science 
he professes. 

He has invested in Turkish 
Six per Cents, 1862, on the 
strength of the law of the 6th 
September last. 

He has spent many months in Scotland, in Ireland, and in Wales. 

He assisted in laying the Atlantic cable. 

He has compiled a Physiognomical analysis of all the new members 
returned at the last general election, for the Right Hon. the First Lord 
of the Treasury. 

He has lain concealed during the last few months, under the desk 
of the new Lord Chief Justice of the Court of Queen’s Bench, taking 
the measure of Nisi Prius witnesses through a knot-hole, and con- 
wae the results of his observations to his lordship in a winning 
whisper. 

He has defied competition. 

He has visited all criminals under sentence of death, and he has 
dined with Mr. Catcrart. 

He has been a constant visitor to all the theatres. His usual flow of 
spirits, however, has not been permanently affected. 

He has bought himself, with a view to enlarging his knowledge of 
professional life in England, a commission in the army. 

He has joined Her Majesty's navy. 

He has called to the bar. 

He has become a member of the Royal College of Surgeons. 

He has been ordained a deacon. 

He has gone on the stage. 

He has become a clerk in a Government office, and 

He has become a Member of the Institute of Civil Engineers. He 
has thus familiarized himself with the actual experiences of profes- 
sional existence, and the result of this familiarity is, that he is bound 
in all candour to admit that everything he has hitherto written and 
sketched on all physiognomical subjects is ENTIRELY WRONG. Those of 
his disciples who have been, hitherto, under the impression that he had 
already exhausted his field of labour, will see that as he has completely 
misled them in everything he has published on the subject, he has, 
in poe of fact, an unworked mine of physiognomical wealth lying 
at his feet. He is now in the act of preparing to sink a shaft which 
will enable him t» reveal to the eyes of his devoted believers, the full 
extent of the intellectual treasure at his disposal. As the C. P. turns 


over the leaves of the volumes which contain the articles with which he | back of one of his washing-bills. 


delighted society two or three years since, he is perfectly astonished at the 
presumptuous imbecility which characterizes everything that then pro- 
ceed m his pen. He is amazed at the incompetence he displayed 
in his so-called “‘ Physiognomical Analyses,” and he looks on himself, 
as he then was, as one of the most unblushing charlatans of that or any 
otherage. A searching investigation into his then nature, interpreted 
by the medium of his then physiognomy, will form one of the most 
interesting articles of the series of “‘ Men we Meet.’’ He may add that 
he is, now, what he falsely represented himself, then, to be. He can- 
not pay himself a higher compliment—or he would. 

In “Men we Meet,” the C. P. proposes to take a retrospective 
glance at the different kinds of men with whom he has been brought | 





.- - Ee 
————————————————————____ 


quite justified in doing that. 
months have elapsed since he last | se 
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into contact, from his earliest age down to his present time. He begins 
with his Schoolmasters. 





CHAPTER II.—His Scuoormasters. 


Somebody has remarked that our schooldays are the happiest periods 
of our lives. The C. P. has no hesitation in recording his conviction 
that Somebody is an ass. Probably Somebody never went to school 
at all. The C. P. does not deny Somebody’s proposition on the 
strength of his own uncorroborated experience, although he would be 
The C. P. has the misfortune to know 
veral of his schoolfellows in their present developed condition, and 
he has no hesitation in saying that a more miserable set of youn 
tadpoles than he and they were, when he and they first met, don’t 
exist out of a condemned cell. ‘The C. P. alludes to his present ao. 
quaintance with them as a misfortune, because it is almost the onl 
obstacle to his perfect enjoyment of existence. They are all fools, 
especially those who distinguished themselves the most, at school. 
But, it is not of his schooltellows, but of his schoolmasters, that he 
proposes to treat in the present chapter. His schoolfellows will have 
their turn, anon. 

This is the C. P.’s first—TueE 
REVEREND Dr. BUNDLETHORPE.— 
He was, probably, a clever man, 
for his head was full of shining 
nobs, and the C. P. never under- 
stood him when he spoke. The 
nobbly nature of his features sug- 
gested to that philosopher (no 
philosopher then), that they had 
all been moulded between Na- 
ture’s palms, and stuck on one by 
one as they were finished; and 
the C. P. used to attempt the 
same result with small crumbs of 
new bread, with some success. He 
was a stern old gentleman, with 
a loud nose and a yellow pocket- 
handkerchief. He had two hard- 
boiled eyes, with a dissatisfied 
expression ; and, indeed, his whole 
aspect conveyed an impression of 
chronic discontent which, I am 
bound to admit, the circumstances 
in which he was placed completely 
justified. He had bristles in his 
nose and his ears; and a long ex- 
perience of the effects of bristles 
so situated, on the temper of their 
wearers, induces me to think that 
his irritability was rather his mis- 
fortune than his fault.—R. I. P. 

This is MATHEMATICS AND 
Writinc. Mathematicsand Writ- 
ing was a weak-eyed young man 
with high cheek-bones, feeble yel- 
low whiskers, long dark hair of 
the colour of the slices of carrot 
in stewed-steak gravy, and no 
complexion at all. He wrote much 
verse (in the intervals of Mathe- 
matics and Writing), a feat to 
which he was inspired by CLARA 
RowsotHaM BenpLETHORPE, the 
Doctor’s eldest. It was currently 
believed that he was the poet of 
the local newspaper—known to its 
readers as ‘‘The Passing Sad 
One,” from the fact that a rough 
draft of a poem which appeared 
in its columns was written on the 





The poem was short, but the 
washing-bill was shorter. He was 
considered rather an interesting 
person, than otherwise, by us who 
sat at his feet, for though he and 
we were fellow-worshippers at the 
shrino of Ciara Rowsotnam 
BuNDLETHORPE, we considered it a 
creditable thing to be on terms of 
rivalry with real whiskers. He 
was cruel, though, was Mathema- 
tics and Writing, and hada ready 
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nin the matter of small 
boots were always 





jnventio . 
| tortures. His 


| proken. 
Next is GERMAN AND Mora 


Pyrnosopxy. German and Moral 
Philosophy was a heavy, leaden, 
| Jong-haired, sleepy Herr, with 
everything big about him except 
his eyes and his intelligence. His 
| instruction in German would 
| have been more intelligible to 
| acolytes if it had been given in 
| English—his lectures on moral 
hilosophy about as much so. He 
had but two theories—that every- 
thing was nothing—and its con- 
| verse, that nothing was every- 
| things I believe that he derived 
' his belief in these principles from 
| the fact that his salary which was 
| nothing (to speak of) was every- <th {| 5 
| thing (except washing) to him. — 
He, of course, was a smoker; but as the Doctor objected to smoking 
(as, indeed, he did to most things) on principle, the fat, sleepy, good- 
natured old muff used to conspire with us boys, and he and we enjoyed 
| the stolen luxury in a gravel pit, together. 
| French AND THE VioLIN.— Poor old Monsrevr TELLecuoss ! 
He had been most things in his day, from a Member of his 
| Government down to a Harlequin. He was a mild, long-suffering old 
| gentleman, who was goaded about once every six months, by us 
| young miscreants, into open rebellion against our despotic rule. 
| He was very very seedy, and used to take snuff out of a rag of paper. 
|The C. P. must have-been an unfeeling young ruffian at that early 
-age—he blushes to think of the indignities he heaped upon that 


uncomplaining old man. 








THE MEDICAL MAN. 


Now, Bgxta, ’tis dreadful, my dear, 
| You’ve been flirting I plainly can see, 
With that student, Avaustus pE VERE, 
| Who has recently got his M.D. 
With him you play, chatter, sing, walk, 
| ‘Dissuasion I try all I can— 
But you say there’s no harm in a talk 
With a qualified medical man. 


I caught you an hour, miss, ago, 
With your hand locked in his, cool and calm, 
That doctors feel pulses I know, 
But the pulse is not under the palm. 
And then when he looks in your eyes, 
And you slily glance over your fan, 
He's an oculist, dear, I surmise— 
That qualified medical man. 


You go out for walks every day, 
No.matter what time of the year, 
Do you two walk the hospitals pray ? 
I think it’s a little bit queer. 
Ah! Beta, my warning is well, 
And please make a change in your plan! 
You know there’s no rest for the BELLE— 


Of a qualified medical man. 








Poeta Nascitur. 
Tue Tiverton Gazette of the 15th instant records a very remarkable 


| ccurrence, which the author of Sartor Resartus will probably look 
Upon asa sign that the times want mending. We quote from the 
register of births, as given in our Tiverton contemporary, a couple of 


records ; the first will show the form in which the announcements are 
made, and go assist our readers to the full appreciation of the second :— 
“ Sanprorp.—Jan. 10, the wife of Mr. W. Sandford, station-master, B. and E. 


“y way, Ilminster, and late of Tiverton, a daughter. : eee 
PTON.—Jan. 10, in Phoenix-lane, the wife of Mr. John Upton, tailor, a tailor. 


We must leave the scientific to discover, by careful calculations, how 
much—supposing an average “‘man-child”’ weighs so much—a ninth- 





Political. 


We hear through Bristol Channels that Srr Morton Peto does not | “ 


meditate Sever’n’ his connection with that city. 


cca _ 
sees - 





SPORTING INTELLIGENCE, 


NicnoLas oN THE WEATHER. 

** Who would have thought the Old Man had so much blood in him.”’—Shakespeare. 
coe YouNG Fuenp,- The letters which you have been so good 
ugh as to forward to me, teeming as they do with expressions of 
anxiety concerning the Prophet's health, are at once a credit to our 
common nature (not as you or I are a bit more common than anybody 
else !), and a proof of the enormous influence now triumphantly 
wielded by your world-wide organ. It did occur to Nicuo.as that 
perhaps the sportive public was not altogether disinterested, they being 
now on the look-out for my tip for the 'T'wo Thousand, and which you 

shall have it all in good time; but probably I am too suspicious. 
Thanks be, the Prophet has gone through all the snow and ice 
(speaking, of course, only metaphorical) much better than might have 
been expected of him at a period which can scarcely be defined as 
precisely the dawn of his existence. He have stood it, Sir (and for the 
matter of that he is ever ready for to stand anything in reason you 
may like to call for), like a Fine Old Oak, as Iam. The tempest’ 
Sir, may rave around my hoary head, but my noble old: Trunk (by 
which, of course, I mean my Frame, and not the little and rather shabby 
portmanteau as you may have seen him going about with in less pros- 
perous years)—my noble old Trunk still bids defiance to the elements. 
Well might Shakespeare, that Swan of Avon (than whom I am sure a 
more gifted author, though as for me I would rather see a rattling 
good farce any night in the week, and I do not think as he could have 
written “Flying Scud,” though he had some good notions about 
horses, and is said to have he/d them in his youth for a living, like 
Nicholas himself at a certain period), well might the immortal 
Shakespeare exclaim, with a prophetic instinct very much like my 


wn, 
** Who would have thought the Old Man had so much blood in him ?” 
Temperance, Sir, and a good constitution, have pulled one through 
triumphant ; and whilst a-sitting down of a night a-drinking of my 
honest tumbler, or may be two, I have looked forward to many a happy 


day upon the dear old Turf, and to many a race when the number of 


the winners as soon as hoisted will amply confirm the winter selections 
of the Prophet, though I shall not give any just at present, Sir, as it 
might seem premature, and as a few old ve just looked in, with 


a view toa friendly glass. NICHOLAS. 
P.S. (2). Now is the very time, my dear young friend, for you to 
bring out my “ History of Knurr and Spell.”” The public interest in 
the subject will pass away, if you don’t look precious sharp. 
P.S. (3). A Glasgow correspondent is cordially thanked. He will 


see as the Old Man have not neglected his suggestion. 


Answers te Correspondents. 


[We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accom- 


panied by a stamped and directed envelope. } 
A. N. may be clever, but must allow us to be the best judges in the 


matter. 
Hor TRivuMPHANT’S lines halt lamentably. 
‘‘ A MUCH-NEEDED Act” is thrown out. : 
W. B. H., Manchester-square.— We can be of no service to you. 


X. sTIick.—Good, but uf no use to us. 
An ARTIsT.—Not good enough. 
SpLasH.—But for one rhyme! But hush! 
J. H. C., Hammersmith, is thanked. 

J. G.—Pawody not quite, though (Hia)wather, good. 

Ss. J. L.—Your “ Bank Director’’—unlike some others of the class— 


should not have been indited. ; aa) 
‘Our THIN CoRRESPONDENCE”’ must not consider his rejection as a 


light. ; 
"— E. O. H. says:—“‘If you think the following worthy of insertion, 
you will oblige by doing so.”’ Unfortunately we cannot think so with all 


ur desire to oblige. 
ar? No Foo.’ —W e should hardly have expected it, if you had not said so. 
Q's tale 2 Sree bad! 
ANSER.—Cooked. 
L. B.—The “ prolon gesture ”’ is a jest surely too long after date. 
i oy ter HE gh to mention anything else. 


A CLERK should write a bet 
E. K., Liverpool, says:—‘‘ We all make pete of the incubus of our own 


brains.”’ Doesn’t he mean the -and-ink-ubus ? 
"Declined with thanks—Phix TM. Gateshead; A. W. B., Cheltenham ; 
M.S.; J. B., Kensington; J. R., Kingsland-road; H. L.; D. B.; J. R., 


k; H., Stamford-hill; M. I. Sery; W. H., Manchester; H. E. ; 
| ye 3 CG. M.; E. H., Dulwich; Humillimus; 0. P.; C. K.; G. E., 
Newcastle; Digest; Jumo Pipes; M. S. T., West Malling; H. E. V. = 
F. L. A., Hastings; C. H., Ludgeie bt AL =. - +, Z o> 
: i -J.H. L., ompton-street; W. M. D., 
Newcastle; R. J. G., Bristol; a Pe age Ha 


Birkenhead ; B. M., Kensington ; Cassio; ; 
Toolbar’: J. E., Chancery-lane; W. D. H.; A. B., Worcester; E.; 
| D. B. H., Edinburgh; A. R. E.; E. M. O. H. 


We are observed. 
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From tHe DIARY OF OUR OWN VESTRYMAN. 


Monpay, Jan. —th.—Glad to see the regular style of winter setting 
in again as it did when I wasa boy. Only wish old-fashioned times 
could come back altogether. Then, we should have no rubbishing 

papers to disturb us. The dignity of a vestryman is at the 

mercy of a oe journal nowadays:—it is too bad. Here's a 

ferocious article in the Morning Earthquake accusing vestries of in- 

competence! Incompetence, indeed !—wouldn’t the writer of that 
article like to be a vestryman, that’s all! It’s only envy. Here I see 

a letter from some impertinent fellow asking: what the vestries are 

about to allow the streets to become impassable. ‘“ There's no moving 

about,” he says—he would know, if he were only that gifted being, a | 

vestryman, what virtue there is in not moving. J never move if I 
| can help it, and other people ought to do the same. Streets, stopped | 
} up, indeed! Can't they wait for a thaw ? 

'  Qur vestry-clerk has just called on me to say that an application 
has been made to a magistrate for a summons against a vestry ! 

A summons against a vestry! 

Where is the palladium of the British Constitution? What has 
befallen local self-government, and why—I should like to know why— 
did my ancestors fall upon the field of Naseby (or any other historical 
field) if the privileges of the great ae of Great’ Britain, the 
Vestry, are to be tampered with in this way with impunity. 

Fortunately this most dangerous and revolutionary attempt has 
been Saneny Sestrater. but it is bad enough that it should have been 
‘ conceived. e British crown is no longer in safety when the position 
| of a British vestry has been impugned. As a vestryman I am of 
course prepared to take any steps necessary for the investigation of 
the question. I have even walked gs far as my own window and sur- 
veyed the streets. 

@ snow certainly lies rather deep, and the cabs can hardly get 
along. Well! let the daily papers and their myrmidons for once | 
learn what it is to have to d with “ obstructives’’—ha, ha! (I must | 
take a note of that for our next meeting, and I'll tell Jones of it be- 

, 80 as to ensure a la ) 

But — what can be done? Nothing. I have spoken to the | 
beadle, and he confesses that he and the pew-opener have given the | 
matter their gravest consideration, and they come to the conclusion | 


































AN OLD-FASHIONED WINTER. 
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that the snow must eventually melt, and it’s no use to interfere with 
it. He goes so far as to conjecture that “reform,” “innovation, and 
‘“‘ precedent,”” might arise Retin any interference with the decrees of 
nature, and those alarming results must be avoided. . 
The contractor has called to say that he does not see his way 
to doing anything until the thaw sets in, and I am inclined to think 
he is right. Besides, he says it is out of the question, and as that 
means impossible, why it can’t be done. : 
On the whole I come to the decision that old-fashioned weather 
ought to be met in the old-fashioned way, and that is easy enous 
for it means nothing. If those confounded penny papers could only 
be brought to see it in the same way we should all be s9 jolly om. 
fortable ; because you see if nobody did nothing nobody else wo 


al, 
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have nothing to do, and then there could be no finding fault because — 


which is much the same as if something 


nothing had been done wrong, 
as I’m a vestryman. 


had been done right—uand that’s a fact as sure ree 
[We have ventured to endeavour to translate our friend in order 

that our readers, accustomed to English, may not be at a loss 

trying to comprehend that very peculiar language, \ estrymanese. } 








NOT QUITE FAIR. 


Summer and spring the lovely rose, 
Unconscious of its beauty blows ; _ 
Condemned in summer and in spring 
To feel no pride at blossoming. 


The hills, the meadows, and the lakes, 
Enchant not for their own sweet sakes; 
They never know—they cannot care 
To know—that they are thought so fair. 


The rainbow, sunset, cloud and star 
Dream not how exquisite they are ; 
The dainty sights of earth and sky 
Delight us—but they know not why. 


And I, a poet, who possess 

The power of loving loveliness, 
May ask (and I may ask in vain) 
Why am I so intensely plain ? 


ete eens 
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THE SYMPATHIES OF ART. 


Tailor (to Artist Customer) :—“ Looxy ’ERE, stR,—I'LL PUT IT TO you! you’RE A 
DRAWER YOUKSELF, AND IF YOU KNEW THE YEARS I'’vE BEEN S8TUDYIN’ THE ’UMAN 


FIGGER—YOU WOULDN’T TELL ME THAT COAT DON’T FIT!” 


OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


A Barcn of books from Messrs. RoutiepGE and Sovs lies before us. 
First among them must be selected Zhe Medwins of Wykeham, a tale 
of home life, by Mrs. Lanxester. We give it the preference, not 
because it is a: simple story of children’s trials and difficulties well told, 
but because its illustrations are from the pencil of the late Paut Gray, 
and we know our readers are anxious to gather the few works which 
that brief and brilliant life has left behind it. The graceful pencil 
of our dead artist was thoroughly at home among the children, and the 


| illustrations to this little book are as charming as we could wish. The 
_ Sketches for these designs, which chance to be among those remaining 


ee nstletsthsentiesetthereadtee 


ttl i tt 


for sale at the Fun Office, bear evidence of the pains which were 
towed even on small drawings by one who, had he lived, would 
ve quickly asserted his claim to a place in the foremost rank of the 
army, of which Winuram Haxrvey was the pioneer, and whose colours 
are now carried by WALKER, WATSON, and PInwELL. 

‘he second on our list is a new issue of Mr. Henry Mor.ey’s 
delightful Fairy Tales, with Mx. Bennett's admirable illustrations. 
So thoughtful an artist must have rejoiced intensely over the task 
of making drawings to these marvellous stories—stories that have for 
the little folk a fine outside of incident and fairy-work, but convey a 

y kernel of moral to us older people. on 

The Royal Naval Song Book seems a good selection of stirring verse. 

€ never could play a tune, even with one finger, and yet as critics 
we decline to criticise the music for that paltry reason, still hoping to 
escape excommunication from the region of Smelfungus! The only 
thing We can say against the book is, that it is published “by the 
authority of the Admiralty ’—we doubt whether the Admiralty could 

ty of a good action. 

cheap reissue of Fentmore Coorer’s novels—samples forwarded, 

The Waterwitch, and that dearest of all books to the boyish mind, The 

Last of the Mohicans—and couple of tiny handbooks, one “ A Guide to 

arving,” and the other a compendium of “Toasts and Sentiments, 

Conclude the summary of “ Broadway” books, with the exception of 

Good Child’s Coloured Picture Look, a collection of twenty-four 

coloured plates of “Domestic” and “ Wild Animals,” “Games,” and 

4 chronicle concerning the “House that Jack Built,” which will be 
Tapturously received in the nursery. : 

Messrs. Groompripce and Sons’ Garden Oracle and Floricultural 

ear Bool: has also reached us. Mr. Surrtey Hisperp, the editor, 
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IN SELF-DEFENCE. 


I met a weak and beardless youth, 
A cynical young prater, 

And the boy assumed to be, forsooth, 
Of the Acted Time Jendator : 

ae Oftthe gentlemen of old,’”’ said he, 
‘No modern ‘ gents’ remind us ; 

Grace, beauty, song, and chivalry, 
Lie fifty years behind us!” 


And yet, in spite of all he said, 
I still imagine we “ gents,” 

Are at any rate not more ill-bred 

_ Then were the roystering Regent's. 

No padded breast, no collared vest, 
No stiff cravats now bind us; 

And at least we are not so absurdly dressed 
As the men we've left behind us! 


The beau was weak, with pasty cheek— 
Effeminate the dandy ; 

And without an oath they scarce could speak, 
And they drank, too freely, brandy. 

Our way of life has changed since then ; 
A happier lot’s assigned us; 

And the swells of to-day are manlier men 
Than the fribbles left behind us! 


Yes, speak of Chivalry who will, 
For one I see its leaven 
At work for good and glory still 
In sober Sixty-seven! 
To huckstering trade, or foul “ finance,”’ 
Our fate has not confined us ; 
Of a noble life we've as fair a chance 
As the men we've left behind us! 


DEFINITION BY ovR Hovsemarp.—“ My Pale 
Companion :’’ the scrubbing-brush. 








appears to have bestowed great pains on the work, and his trouble is 
not thrown away. A careful attention to the directions embodied in 
the work will make a gardener of the most inexperienced amateur , 
and some of the hints in the “Odds and Ends”’ will be found useful 
by those, even, who have given considerable attention to gardening. 








A DRINKING SONG. 


By a TEETOTALER. 


Tax of the nectar that flowed for Celestials, 
Richer in headaches it was than hilarity! 
Well for us animals—frequently bestials— 
Henge destroyed the receipt as a charity ! 
Once I could empty my glass with the best of ’em— 
Somehow my system has suffered a shock o’ late, 
Now I shun spirits, wine, beer, and the rest of ’em— 
Fill me—then fill me a bumper of chocolate! 


Once I drank logwood and quassia and turpentine— 
Liquors with cocculus, aloes, and gentian in. 
Sure, it’s no wonder my path became serpentine, ~ 
Getting a state, I should blush now to mention, in! 
Farewell to Burgundy, farewell to Sillery! 
I have not tasted a drop e’en of Hock o’ late. 
Long live the kettle, my only distillery! 
Fill me—oh, fill me a bumper of chocolate! 








Railways and the Legislature. 


We understand, on good authority, that on the completion of the 
underground railway station at Westminster-bridge, Parliamentary 
trains will run every evening, during Session, for the convenience of 
Members. 

ants 
THE POINT OF IT. 

A new literary journal has appeared, entitled the Pr» ° considering 
its price, it ought, perhaps, to be styled the “* Threeha’-.'cus. 

alain 


Woman’s Best Boox.—Sel/-Help, by SMIes. 
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Coton Calk. 


By THE SAUNTERER IN SocrETY. 


HE lions have come at last. Str Epw1n 
has kept his word, and, .what is more, 
has avenged himself upon his critics. 
He has selected for their appearance 
the season when all the burlesques 
and. pantomimes are in full swing. 
How many a couplet will have to be 
re-written in the former, and im'the 
latter how many a-clown willi have 
to cudgel his brains: for a new bit 
of gag about the royal‘beasts of'Tra- 
falgar-square ! 
seems to have climbed! to the top of! 
his lofty pillar in hopes*of' catching 
glimpse of the sea, ' 
down upon the mauestow, and will, TD 
— feel at home’ again;.for a naval: 
officer must have: felt: dreadfully out: 
of place at the head of'a:colienmn. 





is 80 Well known 
it to the public 


in conn ‘ 
with the recent 
calamity im-Re- 
gent’s-park. He 
has just now— 
or had when 
I called—a cu- 
rious lusus na- 
tur@, a sort of 
Siamese - twin 
trout, hatched 
on the premises. 
~ This extraordi- 
‘7 “WB PEE nary joint-stock 
: fish (limited) 
finds it as diffieult to get.on, apparently, as:some of his brother Co.’s. 
There are two distinct bodies, but only one tail; and as:the two bodies 
don’t always take the same thing into their tive heads, the 
common tail has its work cut out to steer them. I have never heard 
ofa case of the sort before. I also saw the curious parasites, found in 
the gills of a salmon, which were recently exhibited at the meeting 
of the Quekett Club. Mr. Kine is an ardent naturalist, and has 
devised a scheme for the employment and amusement of the young, 
which I for one should be glad to see taking the place of purposeless 
postage-stamp collecting. He suggests that schools, or the young 
people of various neighbourhoods collectively, should make gatherings 
(in duplicate) of the natural objects of their districts. A central 
bureau should be established, where prizes would be given for the 
best collections, and where exchanges might be effected. By these 
means, the study of natural history would be promoted, and museums 
established in various parts,—not to mention other advantages. The 
idea seems to me a very good one. 
I nave been amused by “‘ A Letter to Jonn Bricut, M.P., 


on Dirt,” by a Mar. RGEON, which has been t me. There i 
a chatulag deutisiameinamnbemmans resin: es 


2 You end wn ‘Benen aos sane them to line the streets, ...... A piece of 
is one oto 2 - ee . cs 2 have quite as good intellects as ourselves, and 
Before I had read the letter I thought the sentence I italicise was 
chaff, but, having read it, I peneire it iscandour. The writer scems 
under the impression that Mx. Bricut’s charging Gartu with “ eat- 
ing dirt "” is aimed at the bar generally, and so he “stands by his 
order.” But how is it that a barrister, “ standing by his order,” does 
not possess a Law List, or some other means of avoiding the slovenly 
incorrectness of talking about ‘“‘Sm M. Suea, Srk — Byres, Srr — 
W HITESIDE, Sm — Rott, Sir — Carsvaxe, and Sir — Cotygr” ? 

I a delighted to see that the Lancet has given a knock on the head 
to the absurd theery about cold weather being “so healthy.” It was 
very poor comfort to have that exploded fallacy flung in one’s chattering 
teeth, when one felt about as miserable as it is possible to feel—when 
one knew it was not doing one good, and that one was not all the 
better for it. 

Ture are petitions to be presented, I see, to the Board of Trade to 
ask for a resumption of the system of storm-signalling, which was 
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discontinued shortly after the death of Admiral Fitzroy, its inventor, 
Of course, the science is as yet only in its infancy, and stumbles a 
little at times: but that is no reason why it should be allowed to 
perish by neglect. Should the Government refuse the application, it 
is probable that those interested in the matter, whether from a com- 
mercial or scientific point of view, will join together and establish 
a Weather Office of their own. And I am not sure that the science 


| would not thrive better by private enterprise than by Gevernment 





sufferance. 


| 








Well). Nexson, who}: 


a&!. 
‘beable to looks |. 





PAID a Visit the ottierday:to Mir. |: 
Kine, of Portland-road, whose ‘name 


for his exertions 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


In many councils oftentimes:they; meet, 

To hurl a potent’ ruler from his‘seat; 

Yet vain their efforts, for with steadfast skill; 
Serenely conscious of the nation'’s-will, 

He still withstands the act by whieh they try— 
To sweep away all laws and liberty. 





1. 
The opera at Stuttgardt he ruled, and alone he 
Set twice to fine music the story Didone. 
2. 
. Often in a quiet place, 

You'may see, with placid face, 

Some calm:mortal, hour by hour, 

Picking this, like some fair flower. 
36 

Tt starts a sound of jubilation, 

And on the hedgerow has its station. 
4, 

It ne’er was entered for a race, 

And yet can go an awful pace ; 

And, strange to say, a fearful sight! 

Tis always exercised at night. 
5. 

You drink the waters and you smile, 
Yet hate the queer stuff all the while. 

6. 

If by any chance you tumble 

And it happens that your skin 


Is severely bruised, why grumble 
And profusely rub this in. 


7. 
Water clear or forest.shady 
Equally could boast a lady. 
Answer To Acrostie in No. 89. 

F Fess S 

R Rook EK 
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T ‘Triangle E 
Correct Soivtions oF Acrostic 1x No. 89 REcEIVED 30TH JaNn.—Irish Stew; 
5 o’clock p.m.”’ 


Hints to Actors. 

WHEN you observe, “ Soft! she sleeps,” it is always better to touch 
your own head at the first word. It is a good “ point,’’ as. sports- 
man would say. 

Be advised by an old traveller; whenever you want to “take the 


| stage,”’ be sure the box-seats have been secured by friends. 


illiard players can prove to you, that if you forget your cuc, you 
are playing for a losing hazard. 


French for the Million. 
Scene: Outside Lyceum Theatre. Dram. Per.: Two Sinalé Boys. 
Brit.—Seed the noo peace at this ’ere place ? 


Ixey.—No! What are it? 
Britt.— BRooshun War. (Rouge et Noir.) 
Shakesperian. 


Tr Claudio is right when he observes, in Measure for Mvas:e, that, 
** The miserable have no other medicine, 
But only Hope,” 


it is obvieus that Pandora’s box must hare been a medicine chest. 


IELTS 


\ 
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A GUSHER. 


Ir men were to tell you they love with devotion, 
Who knows, gushing Blue-stocking, what you would say ? 
Of love in a cottage you may have a notion, 
But you drain from the sands of Pacrotvs a potion, 
And take silvered pills in a lady-like way ! 
If they were to whisper for ages in sorrow, 
They’ve hidden the seeret they hungered to tell, 
I think I may safely say long ere to-morrow 
You’d some foolish, feminine, platitude borrow, 
And answer quite sadly, “I know it quite well.” 


And if they were bold, their condition alarming, 

And pluckily owned they were palpably hit, 
You'd look very tearful, nor dream you were harming 
Their sensitive nature by looking so charming, 

As you whispered, ‘‘ You could not believe them a bit.” 


If one were to say he’s for ever recalling 
One evening, your sighs, and affectionate strain, 

In fancy I see your distress—how appalling ! 

And the cloud o’er your pearl-powdered countenance falling, 
As you sternly forbid him to see you again. 

Supposing a rhapsodist told you on waking 
You lived in his thoughts till the dark of the night, 

If he pictured the bees scented gardens forsaking 


For flow’rets# your rosy lips ever — 
You'd laugh—and your laughter might kill him outright. 
There are.some who may torture you merely to prove you, 
And pour out their wealth of affection in play, 
Their eighs and their false protestations might move you, 


So when saucy y: bachelors swear that they love you 
Pray be careful, mainatediing ere you say nay! 


SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 
Tue Srezcw From saz Trirop on tae OPENING OF THE 
i Raerne Sussion. 
‘Oh, my Prophetic soul, my—Relative !"’—SHakEsPEaRK. 
BEgLGRAVIA. 
Mx Lorps, any GENTLEMEN AS ARE MUCH COMMONER, 


In once more meeting of you, my noble sportive friends, allow me 
to make the suggestion that as glasses round are obviously impossible 
under the circumstances, we shall put off partaking of a friendly bowl 
until such time as we may meet again, either around my own 
mahogany, or in any well-known and respectable sportive drum. 

The question of Reform have naturally engaged a good deal of your 
Old Man’s attention. ‘T'wo-year olds, my kind supporters, is all quite 
tight and proper; but the use habitually made of yearlings is deterior- 





mental to the best interests of the British Turf, which ought to be | 


purified from corruption quite as much as Totness. 


The demand of the working-classes for to have a general holiday on | 


tho Derby Day is commended to your attentive and favourable con- 
sideration ; but Nicuouas do not quite agree with a petition where it 
says as the artisans shall have all the best places in the Grand Stand 
gratis for nothing without payment. 

The foreign relations of the British Turf are quite as well as can be 
expected ; and the victories of Gladiateur, which were systematically 
predicted by the Old Man long before they happened, have tended to 
bring about a sort of vague feeling of not particularly wanting to hit 
one another just at present, which is a tolerably fuir approach, as 
things go, to an amicable understanding. 

The United States—which the Old Man is truly sorry to observe 
that the President seems to have got into the habit of taking rather 
more than what is good for him—have long been ably represented in 
England by Mr. Ten Brorcx. As regards Trotting-matches, the 
P tophet—never having seen one, and not knowing exactly what it may 

e—considers such to be Democratic and Unconstitutional. 


GENTLEMEN oF THE LOWER OxDERS, 

You will, as usual, have to pay the piper. 

The belief of the Prophet, however, is that you ar 
than those which are set above you. He knows you well ; 
Wishes he could say that he respects you much. 

Your principal duty, however, will be to cash-up when you lose. 

Mind you do it. 

My Lorps anp GENTLEMEN, 


e not a bit better 
and he 


| wrapper, evincing a determinati 
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por nae and faithful services, will always be retained on the 

I watch with the keenest interest the progress of sporting i r 
Colonial possessions. ‘The Australian a 5 Sane ie hevins 
secured the services, as a cricketing professor, of my esteemed frien 
ieee ae than whom a more able professional, take him 

around, nor yet a more civil man f. i ition in lif i 
his jolly eied Wut, 10re civil man for his position in life, and here is 

This may, perhaps, be the proper place for mentioning that the 
Prophet is strongly in favour of reducing the duty on Sherry-wine. 

_ Whilst my chief interest is concentrated on the Turf, I am not 
indifferent to other manly and athletic sports. 

The Prophet will be glad to hear that some of his gay friends have 
entered themselves as competitors for the aquatic races during the 
French Exposition on the River Seine, where Paris is. 

NicuoLas is sincerely desirous to promote a large measure of Uni- 
versity Reform. He would particularly recommend the young gentle- 
men at Cambridge to remember that the distance from Putney to 
Mortlake is considerably over two hundred yards, and therefore that 
a style of rowing which is all very well for a spurt is not likely to be 
successful in a long and lasting race. 

The Prophet has viewed with considerable dissatisfaction the attitude 
assumed by the professional cricketers of the North; and he would 
earnestly remind them that plenty of young men are growing up to fill 
their places. In a word, those cricketers are informed that if they 
continue to be mutinous, Nicnonas will feel it his bounden duty to 
come down upon them rather heavy. 

_ Pugilism is at present in gaol. Oh, Britain! oh, my country! Was 
it for thee that a Cribb, a Belcher, a Sayers fought ? Probably not. 
The battle-money may have had something to do with it. 

The Prophet is sincerely anxious for the prosperity of Switzerland, 
where Geneva is, where the gin comes from. 

The Jamaica question will probably engage a d deal of your 
attention. Nicionas does not see why rum should be so dear. 





— soo 


In conclusion, the Old Man would suggest that as a great deal of | 


te Knurr and Spell, you should carefully 


curiosity exists with re 
It will soon be out, illustrated by 


peruse his work upon 
a new charcoal process. 
Vivat Regina ! 


subject. 





THE MUSES AWD THE MiISSIS. 


Wuen first I took to wield the pen 
I was the happiest of men— 
But now my fate is harder. 
Then, my great ardour bade me write, 
‘ But now IJ laboured lines indite 
To raise a little larder! 


And Jrxxs, who takes eight days—or nine, 
To polish off his single line 

And deftly drop his pen in, 
T wits me with work undeftly done, 
Which he too often sees in Fun— 

And I can see no fun in. 


To realise the notes his song 
Supplies him, if he waits too long 
He does but go the shorter. 
His is not labour’s horny hand, 
Nor gloved—as parents understand— 
With kids—eight and a quarter. 


He has of time sufficient quite 

To decorate and clothe anght 
The fancies he expresses— 

I have—and yet, upon my life, 

I wouldn’t part with her—a wife 
Who wants a few new dresses. 


Then let Juvxs polish off his rhymes, 

While I get Fortune's rubs at times, 
For any brave and true man—_ 

At least the choice would still be mine— 

Rather than flirt with misses nine 
Would wed a single woman. 


reece AEA ARE 
eee 


Literary. 
Hornsey Hornet, has come out with a new 


, th 
Tat local rapper, the on to be not only parochially useful, 


The Royal Navy is Britannia’s Bulwark, and likewise her Sheet- | put generally hornet-mental. 


chor, while the battle rages loud and long 


low, Kemsrez. 
You will therefore be glad to hear that 


, and the stormy winds | 


Admiral Rous, in consider- | 


eee INE 
Tue Love Tuat Krt1s.—Pulmonary Affeetion. 
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AN ACT OF CHARITY. 


Mamma (reads) :—“ This noble lady was so charitable she used to wash and wipe the feet of twelve beggars——” 


Ethel :—“ Mamma, 1s CHARLIE CHARITABLE, THEN ?” 
Mamma :—“ Wuy, DEAR ?P”’ 


Ethel :—“ Wuy, I HEARD HIM TELL HARRY THAT HE WIPED THE GAMEKEEPER’S EYE BEAUTIFULLY IN THE STUBBLE!” 


A PARODY. 


By Netson’s monument in wonder dumb, 
Britannia stared to see the lions come, 
Ah, she is used to waiting many a day 
For jobs for which the nation has to pay. 


"Twas in Trafalgar-square 
We saw the lions, there, 
Revealed to human ken. 
They long had been a joke 
With those unhappy folk 
Who wield the comic pen. 
Old Netson marked them from his perch, 
Where he for years has braved the smirch 
Of London, foul and sooty. 
Along the Strand the murmur ran 
“England expects that Sm E. Lan- 
Dseer now has done his duty!” 


-_- 


Mawer to Come! 


Wes clip the following from the Gateshead Observer :-— 
j ILLIAM MAWER, formerly of Low Team, near Gateshead. This gentleman 
if living, or his next of kin if dead, w'\l hear of something to their advantage 
on applying to Messrs. —— and ——, Solicitors, Essex-street, Strand, London. 
We shall take good care to avoid Essex-street for some time to come, 
lest we should meet Mr. Mawer’s deceased next of kin calling in 
ghostly fashion on the advertisers. 


A Morrat Insvit.—A dead cut. 


—s 


The Poor Law Board. 


Tue Poor Law Board have reinstated Dr. Massingham, of Bethnal 
Green, and the Pall Mall talks about his being a victim howled at by 
the gushers. But unfortunately there remain to be explained away— 
not the charges brought against him, but his own statements ! He 
said — and he stuck to it — that he should continue to send his 
son, @ young man and not a qualified practitioner, to attend the 
midwifery cases, and that he considered that it was quite soon enough 
to visit a woman twenty-four hours after her time of trouble. These 
two statements are hardly reconcilable with his re-instatement by the 
Board, and we don’t wonder some of the guardians object. 


THE LATEST FRENCH FASHION. 


“The notorious Cora Peart has appeared with great success at the Bouffes in 
OFFENBACH’s Orphée aux Enfers.” 

Into her cup the Egyptian queen 
Once cast a pearl of price; 

And history leaves us ail to glean 
She found the mixture nice. 

Parisian swells too thrifty are 
Thus to enrich their wine ; 

They rush to see the latest star 
Where she elects to shine ; 

And then ?—The Pearl, less precious far, 
Is cast before the swine. 


Going to Pot. 


Ir surely ought not to surprise us that the advanced Liberals of 
| Lambeth should desert Mr. Dovtton. We could hardly expect the 
| friends of one Potrer to give their support to the other.. 


a aae~4, 





| 
ON THE SQUARE? 


(Mr. Bull’s opinicn when the Lions arrived at last.) 


“ 
HUMPH! LIKE THE GOVERNMENT'S VIEWS ON REFORM ;— ONE WOULD LIKE TO KNOW HOW 
THEY’RE GOING TO TURN OUT!” 
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MAG. 


By Aa Macsman. 


Tye magazincs have just arrived. Belgravia is much improved this 
noth. ‘There are articles on ‘ Pitmen’s Perils,” on ‘Sackville 
treaty” and on “ Gavarni, well worth reading, as well as a short 
noteom “The Basilisk.” Mr. Mortimer. Cotiis’s lines are very 
peasant, and the verses “On Brighton, Bier” are decidedly clever. 
The illustration’ to this last is the best thing we have had in the 
magazine in the art line, Zemple Lar is notiso good as usual, but it 
contains am article which should not be missed by admirers of the 
Rroxtes—* On the Hills about Haworth.’ “Maurice Craven’s 
Yadness”’ is rather horrible, but clever; “ ‘The Old Tale with a New 
End” isa poor production. London Sostely contains a curious paper 
on pawnbroking by ‘The Casual,” and: am interesting one on clubs. 
The illustrations are hardly so good: as usnal—how such an ill-drawn 
and feeble pieture as the ‘“‘ Pit at the Strand”’ could have been ad- 
mitted surprises us. ‘The principal thing in the Cornhill is the illus- 
tration to “ A Week in a French Country House.’ It is from the 
too-seldom seen.pen of Mr. Leicuron, and as good'as any of the 
“Romola”’ series. ‘The initial, too, is exquisite. Miss Epwarnps 
has two nice drawings to “‘ The Claverings.”” Of the literary portion 
much is heavy. and dull, as usual; but there are two redeeming 
papers—one on “‘ Old English Chronicles,” which we conjecture is Mr. 
Hannay’s, and one on the so-called picture-cleaning at the National 
Gallery, by Mr. Samuen Laurence. The Argosy has not yet reached 
us, 80 we must leave that till next week.  Routledge’s Magazine for 
Boys is a more wonderful sixpennyworth than ever this month. It 
contains a school story and a sea story; two papers on branches of 
Natural History, and one on Sports. ‘There are several illustrations, 
including a coloured one of sca-weeds. We can’t help thinking the 
illustrated puzzles are unworthyvof’the other pictures; but in every 
other respect the magazine is amexeellent one. At any rate it does 
not have to resort to the dodge of advertising portraits of ‘ prin- 
cipal eontributors,’’ some of whom.do mot contribute, and never were 


pnncipal contributors. 


Lions, to a well:known Air. 


- Str Epwry L.’s—Sir Enwry L.’s 
Completed (so the paper tells) 
The lions four which on the base 
Qf Nexson’s column we would place. 


| 
| 
| 


| Ser Epwim L.'s—Srir Epwi L.’s 
Been rather long (so truth compels 
| My pen reluctantly to own) 

| In garnishing each corner-stone. 


| Sir Epwr L.’s—Smr Epwri L.’s 
Done that which now for ever quells 
The standing joke about the square— 
At least we’ve got the lions there! 





Mosr people, we suppose, remember the anecdote of the stage 
_ “Snachinist,”’ who, seeing a real elephant on the boards of a rival theatre, 
turned up his nose at it, and asserted he could make a better. He 
could not beat “Jemima,” the clever donkey in the Covent Garden 
pantomime, which is a triumphant bit of construction, and admirably 
acted by two boys. We have seen 2 good many donkeys on the stage— 
and so we suppose have most people—but we never saw anything to 
equal this. It is much the best written part in the opening, and 
deservedly shares the applause with the Pawxrs. It takes a wise man 
to make a fool, but to make such an ass.as‘this must require two very 
clever lads. We remember once witnessingtthe performance of a clever 
amateur, who imitated various animals, but we don’t think e could 
make such a donkey of himself. 


| From our Stable Stall. 
| 





The Latest per Underground Railway. 
Scene: A Staticn on.the Metropolitan. 
Guar (waving flag).—All right behind ? cae 
ASSENGERS (who have arrived after closing of gate).—No: 
left behind ! 


we're all 





Old Saws Re-set. 


Trorn isa stranger, except in fiction. 
arity begins with a cold bath in the workhouse. 
Set a thief to catch—financiers. 
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LOVE’S YOUNG DIFFICULTY. 


Upon the timber-bridge ‘she stood, 
That spans the water near the wood ; 
A maiden innocent and good. 
The day was bright, the month was May; 
‘The frisky lambs around were sporting, 
W e both were young; and youth, they say, 
Youth is the time for courting. 


She paused, a word might make her stay— 
I would that she were here to-day !— 
I not, and she passed away. 
ou laugh, no doubt, and deem me cold 
That in my arms I did not fold her; 
The reason? J was ten years old, 
And she was ten years older! 





THE DIFFICULTIES OF AN AGED LOVER. 


Ir I happened to travel through Kent, I 
Might find pretty maidens in plenty ; 
But then an old fogy 
Appears such a bogy,. 
That, every one knows, 
If he chose 
To propose, 
He'd be mocked by a damsel of ‘twenty ! 


| 
If I happened to travel through Surrey, | 
Bright eyes my affections would flurry ; 
But then an old fogy 
Appears such a bogy, 
That, as every one knows, 
If he chose | 
To propose, 

‘Why, he wouldn’t succeed in a hurry ! 
| 
! 


If I happened to travel through Sussex, 
I might play a sonata of Dussex’s ; 
But then an old fogy 
Appears such a bogy 
That, as every one knows, 
If he chose 
To propose 
Whilst admiring, he also would!“ cuss,”’ sex! 


If I happened to travel through Devon, | 
I'd see eyes that are blue as the heaven ; | 
But then an old fogy 
Appears such a bogy; 


That, as every one knaws, | 


If he chose | 


To propose, 
He’d'be jilted by six or byyseven ! 
P.S.—I think something might be dome with “ Dorset,” and a “ poor 


set,’ “and enforce it;’’ and there are several other counties that I 


| (EprrorraL Note. 


| recent trial at the Court of Queen’s Bench, that there is a Tempest in 
| a stone-jug now! 


| 
| 
| 
| 


could maltreat:if you gave me time. But perhaps you have had enough 
of this sort of thing, oh, editor of mine, eh? Yours, &c,, A.F.— 


thing, oh, contributor of ours, yah! Yours, &c., Ep.) 


GOSSIP. 


A SONNET. 


In these last times of penny newspapers 
We get our gossip from them day by day, 
Morning and evening look for what they say; 
And frame our talk according to what stirs 
The various worlds in which whate’er occurs 
Affects ourselves the most: war's dread array, 
Polities, prices, what concerns will pay, 
Law, cricket, turf, court, camp, or theatres. 
As time unrolls before us like a scroll, 
We run and read as quickly as we can, 
Life but too often has one aim and goal, 
Since mammon’s reign upon the e rth began. 
And gossip shows a good unselfish soul 
Who takes an interest in his fellow man. 








Curious! 
Everyropy has heard of a storm in a tea-cup, but we learn from a 





Yes; we have had: guite enough of this sort of © 
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MEN WE MEET. 


BY THE COMIC PHYSIOGNOMIST. 


His ScHooLreLLows, AND WHAT HAS BECOME OF THEM. 


Tur C. P. has reason to believe that he was not at all a nice boy, 
and this impression is strengthened by the evidence of those who 
were at school with him then, and Or 
acquaintance now. These are few in number, and generally limited 
in intelligence, and the C. P. w 
opinion on any point unless it h 
experience of schoolfellows genera 
variably turn out badly in after life. ‘The most talented boys appear, 
somehow, to make the most hopelessly plodding men, and those who 
at school were remarkable for sullen dulness have, in many cases, 
developed into prodigies of discreditable acuteness. He has the mis- 
fortune to know but six of his old schoolfellows who have at all 
realized in their middle age the promises (or, rather, threats) of their 
youth. The others have all dropped off one by one—two are atoning 
for their errors in penal servitude; one is a billiard-marker (he was a 
mild boy this one, with harmless fancies for keeping rabbits, but he 
went wrong); another lives by whist in a cavalry regiment ; another 
—a very heavy lad—presides at a mock auction; another—a 
smart dashing boy, with depraved tastes—is a hopelessly stupid old 
curate, with a fat wife and seventeen children; one is a policeman 
(oh, what a Liar he was!); and fifteen others have taken to the dis- 
reputable course of life of chairmen of joint-stock companies. 

Six only remain to the C. P. (thank gracious!), and he has reason 
to believe that at least three of them are under the surveillance of a 
watchful police. 

This is one of them, as he was and as he is. He wasa very dirty boy, 
was this one, with an unpleasant habit of dissecting mice, and making 
their skins into 


appened to agree with his own. His 


| purses, which he 


used to sell at an 


| extravagant rate 


of profit. He was 
a sharp boy, and 
used to make a 
great deal of 
money by a va- 
— of ingenious 
methods — among 
others, by assum- 
ing to himself the 
responsibility of 
all thrashable 
crimes at a shil- 
ling acrime. He 
also established a 
Provident Benefit 
Society ; its prin- 
cipal rule was that 
its members paid 
him twopence a 
week for certain 
advan to ac- 
crue at the end of 
twelve months. One of these advantages was that at the expira- 
tion of that period all the members were to be invited to his father's 
“place” (which was in Brompton-square) for the holidays—another 
was a right to share in all hampers which might from time to time be 
forwarded to him for his enjoyment. The C. P. believes he meant 
well, though somehow the hampers didn’t come, but that wasn’t 
his fault, for he wrote for them. He certainly invited us all to his 
father’s “place” in a most honourable and straightforward manner, 
but when it came to the point, he told us with tears in his eyes, that 
his father (an unreasonable old boor) declined most positively to 
extend his hospitality to the thirty-five members of the society for 
the paltry five weeks of vacation. The ingenious youth subsequently 
went into the Church, and then (by some process with which the 
Dean of Arches had somethirg to do) out of it. He is now doing 
aay well as a philanthropic lecturer and discounter of bills to a 
Young Noblemen’s Christian Association (Limited). 

The next was a very dashing lad indeed. He was always remarkab'e 
for a very tasty fancy in waistcoats, and his collars were calculated to 
excite the envy and admiration of Society at Large. He was a great 
deal more of a man than any other boy of his age ever was. He had 
rings, two watches, a pistol, a musical-box, a steam engine, yellow 
hair, a real yacht cannon (which he ueed to discharge, in his own 
honour, on his birthdays), half-a-crown a week, and a guardian. 
Altogether he was a most enviable young person. 
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special privileges 
—wine at dinner, 
a separate room, 
and a half-holiday 
whenever he 
wantedit. It was 
darkly hinted that 
he had, through 


| his guardian, ad- 


and who have the pleasure of his | 
ould, as a rule, hesitate to accept their | 


lly is to the effect that they in- | 


| 


vanced _incalcu- 
lable sums to the 
Doctor, and that 
he had that emi- 
nent ecclesiastic 
entirely under his 
thumb. He left 
us for Oxford, on 
his way to Parlia- 
ment, and turned 
up twenty years 
afterwards as a 
General Broker 
and Commission 


' 


Agent, having passed a portion of the interval asa pushing travellcrin | 


the fancy silk line. He then set up as ashawl merchant and boarding- 
house keeper, and eventually as the proprietor of a flashy restaurant in 
Leicester-square. This flashy restaurant took him through the Court, 


and he came out of it in the capacity of a General Broker, with astonish- | 


ing facilities for procuring curious port and old masters at a nominal 
gure. 

- Poor Old Fagg! 
Almost the only 
one (except the 
C. P.) whose sub- 
sequent career has 
been compara- 
tively respectable ! 
Old Fagg (he was 
always old Fagg) 
was the heaviest, 
the stupidest, ¢he 
dirtiest, the clum- 
siest, the most 
cowardly, and 
generally the most 


‘incompetent boy 


| in the school. 


He 
had any 
or any 


never 
money, 


letters, or anybody to call upon him, or anywhere to go during the | 
holidays, or enough clean collars. He had a shock head of brown, | 
towzled hair, into which we used to put spiders and black-bectles. | 


Nothing would ever induce him to fight anybody, but he stood a licking 
likea brick. Poor Old Fagg is a doctor now==a hopeless doctor enough, 


but quite good enough, of course, for a country union and provincial | 


hospital, which is all the practice he can boast of. He has lost his 


shock head now, but as a set-off he has acquired a feeble development | 


of whiskers on the cheek bones, and a puffy jowliness about the neck, 
which suggests a crowd of contagious diseases within him, struggling 


to break forth and assert themselves in the usual way, but all crowd- | 


ing so, that none can escape. 
This was a very 

knowing lad in- 

deed —a _ youth 


| who was generally 


supposed to be 
thoroughly versed 
in all the dark, 
winding alleys of 
life in its most 
discreditable as- 

ects. He pro- 

essed to know all 
sorts of strange 
people — jockeys, 
Lords of the 
Treasury, clowns, 
judges, light- 
house-keepers, de- 
tectives, prize- 
fighters, and dan- 
seuses. He was 
very knowing 


He had many | about horses, and 
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‘itself calculated to inspire confidence. He is a comic barrister now, 
| with leading business at Nisi Prius, and a reputation for being able 
‘to get more fun out of a dry case than anybody at the bar. He has 
a happy knack of turning the laugh against everybody whom he 
addresses in court—indeed his leading idea is to raise a roar in court, 
and if, in doing 50, he can manage to introduce a side wind which will 
| have the effect of landing his client, so much the better. 


| Here is a boy 
| who was _ 
| fully intelligent. 
| Hiohed a decided 
| tun for natural 
‘sciences, and at 
‘the early age of 
| sine invented a 
| mmeria technica 
which was to en- 
able you to learn 
and recollect all 
' the decimal equi- 
' yalents in seven 
| minutes. He was 
always experi- 
mentalizing with 
_ little coloured bot- 
tles and small 
brass scales, and 
the object of his 
| eXperiments ap- 
peared to be the 


proof of a theory 
that whatever combinations you made of the contents of the little green 


| bottles the result always was that you blew off your eyelashes. He 
_has developed into a chemical astronomical lecturer at mechanics’ 





_lnstitutes, and (I am pained to add) an exhibitor of the Wonders of 


| the Magic Lantern. 

This is the last 
| of them. I don’t 
| know much about 
| him, except that 
| When at school he 
| Was always hope- 
| lessly in love with 
jall “the young 
| ladies at “every 
rrenent in 
| Me = neighbour- 
| hood, and that he 
| Was expelled from 
school for at- 
| tempting to elope 
| ~ a cheene- 
| Monger’s daugh- 
| ter, aged ute 
| #16 18 now a ve 





| 
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Society. It is a harmless ambition. May it be realised ! 


WESTWARD, HO! 


Westwarp, and westward still, they drive ; 
Westward each cit repairs ; 

At Notting-hill a man may thrive, 
Nor in 11-chosen squares. 


Due westward Madam drives, and she 
Is hardly in the wrong; 

Why should she stay at Bloomsbury ? 
Her Bloom's been Buried long! 


The civic swell is all astir, 
Due westward rolls his chaise ; 
You'll find him soon at Bayswater, 
A Watering his Bays! 


Westward the tides of fashion sweep, 
And should they still sweep on, 
Dog-fanciers themselves will keep 


| panied by a stamped a 


a old bachelor with a horror of children, and, indeed, a general | 
islike to most things. He has a moderate income of his own, which 

hi spends in a small cottage and garden at Putney. The object of 

is life appears to be to get a gold medal for celery from the Horticul- 





LYRICS FROM THE LATIN. 





V.—“ SIMPLEX MUNDITIIS.” 
Horace. Ode to Pyrrha, 
Mxcpnas, dear knight, one thing presses 
Upon me and troubles me sore ; 

That Pyrrua will wear such low dresses, 
Nor heeds though I scold evermore. 

In everything else to my wish she is 
Kind, but will artfully say, 

I meant by my “Simplex Munditiis.” 
Girls should be décolletée. 


I wish I'd not written that poem ; 
She’s always repeating it now ; 

Girls ever were torments, you know ‘em, 
So come with a wreath on your brow— 

The classical sign of much jollity— 
Come then, | fervently pray ; 

We'll swig without fear of frivolity 
Pyrrha, my poppet’s away ! 





A Great Idea. 
Tue Neweastle Chronicle gives us a paragraph that proves 
Methodists can appreciate a joke as well as most people :— 


‘ 
‘ian 
tia 


“Kenton United Mernopisr Frer Caurcurs.—On Thursday evening, the Rey. 
RicHakp Cuew delivered an interesting lecture—subject, ‘ National Greatness ’— 
when a liberal collection was taken in ad of a stove which has been recently 


placed in that place of worship.” 
A stove could not have its cause pleaded better than by a well- 
digested lecture on ‘‘ National Grate-ness.”’ 


Gardening Notes. 
Now is the time to get out your young horse radish, and break it 
in for riding or driving. Scrape its hoofs, and serve up with the 


beef. 
Look out for your bulbs, which ought to be shooting now. If your 


bunions shoot too, expect rain. 
Don’t hurry your plants, they don't like it. They are naturally 
indolent, for they keep indoors during the winter, and he in their beds 


all the summer. 





Answers te Correspondents, 


[We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accom- 
be directed envelope. } 

N. R. C.—The first number of the New Series was published on the 

17th May, 1865. All the numbers of the New Series are obtainable at the 





office. 


G. H., Barnes, is afraid he may “‘ get nothing but satire for his pains ;”’ 


| he may take two-thirds of an anodyne from us—“ A No.’ 


ANXI0US8 ought to be able to judge for himself by this time. 


Git., Becca.—Of course you're right. 
G. R., Hexham.—Your poem is too irregular even fur English Hexham- 


tres. . . *. . 
—— Detruic OrAcLE.—It is a crib, but then the delinquent is in his 


second childhood. ; 
Guy Fawkes.—The joke is exploded. — i ee 
L. E. R. makes us a present of something “from his own pen.” We 


ish we could say it was sheep at any price. 
= s., Wakefield, sends us ‘“‘two ideas of his own.’ To judge from 


le he can ill spare them. 
“GR. S., ‘fa contribution to the waste-paper bagket,’’ has been duly for- 
warded as directed. _ 
Pin.—Without point. ave: 
S. H. H. cuts but a poor figure in her “‘ Skating. 


Hare must be off his head. . 
66 TuE AuTHOR” by seading such rubbish is the author of his own 


J. E. P.—Subjects, not stamps, received. They have gone the way of 


sah | 
A Declined with thanks—W. W. S., Bermondsey; A Lunatic; ie. ‘Ten 
Charing-cross; 8. D. B., Bristol; J. E. P., Newington Butts ; J. W., 
Aldershot# C. V. G., Oxford; Sawney; W. L., Glasgow ; C. M., Man- 
chester; W. B. D.; W. H. L., Maidstone; 8. L. 5S. ; F. &., Nottingham ; 
E. H. §., Red Lion-square; H. P. W.; Anti-humbug ; H. G.; H. M. ; 
Britticus, etc.; Little Frank; F. B.; G. E. G., Manchester ; Sawbones ; 
A Metaphysician; Adjectiva; S. N. R.; A. L, Stratford; O. W., 
Clerkenwell; J. H. H., Eson; E. D.; Southport ; J. P.; An Admirer of 
Fun; E. A.; E.5., Hyde Park; F. N.; F. R.; J. G. H., Manchester ; 
G. A. 8.; Tobacco; E. Valencia; BR. de V. > Malpractice ; Flibberty 
Gibbet; G. R., Camden-road; J. J. de C.; C. .; B.P.R.; RB. H. C., 
Bath; T. L. 1. C.; J. M., Glasgow; H. D. T., Chancery-lane; J. B.N.; 
Sandy; A Poor Actor; T. H.; Omega. 
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had a reserved way of talking about forthcoming races which was of 


Their boozing Keus In Ton ! 
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THE LAUNCH OF A LEGAL LIFEBOAT. 


On Monday week at Limehouse Basin a trial came off, in which for 
once humankind and the legal profession had an equal and uncon- 
flicting interest. It is not always that such an exhibition of legal craft 
as that trial was is so deserving of sympathy, praise, and imitation. 
To be plain; the craft was a lifeboat subscribed for by members of the 
legal profession, and the trial was its launch, with the various experi- 
ments tried thereat in order to test its qualities. 

_. The proceedings were commenced, after due notice, by a motion— 

| that of the boat towards the water, which latter, under a writ of ca. sa., 

| took the 7am in gg to gd - a? that it was suited for ms 
urpose. e crew, having then been ut in possession, 0 

the trial. It should be mentioned that ‘mh member of a cour 

before putting in an appearance had taken a case, consisting of cork, 
| to ensure him F oegr excessive damages in the event of his being cast 
(overboard) in the trial. Thus guaranteed against the heavy costs for 
which they might be liable on the unexpected removal of the matter 
te the Court of Mischancery, the crew pressed for an immediate trial. 
Having obtained the n order _(t.e. Richard, Roe \ they pro- 
ceeded to prove that the boat would not hold water, and was calcu- 
lated, therefore, to override any opposition which the waves might 
bring to swamp it. The evidence on this point was triumphantly 
established, although an attempt was made to overturn it by upsetting 
the boat, which at once rig’ itself, and proved that justice had been 
done to it in the construction put upon it by its builders. As the water 
all ran out of its own accord there was no necessity for bail. The 
| crew, of course, were summarily ejected in the course of this trial, but 
being supported by their life-belts (or habeas cork-us in legal phrase- 
ology), they were enabled, by means of this livery of seas-in, to enter 
up @ fresh Ampiarenee ; this they accordingly did, and moved for a new 
trial, in w they were again su and obtained a verdict by 
unanimous consent. 

J —— was apis 

“This was a case of specific ormance. It was decreed that no 
ship could be allowed to plead ‘ not guilty ’ in the case of the loss of life 
by any of the crew or unless it had placed such a lifeboat 
on its (affijdavits. It was desirable that the superior Courts should 
also make an injunction that all seaports should provide themselves 
with similar Instruments for the preservation of life. In the present 
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case it must be held, without any Demurrer, that the Property claimed 
for the lifeboat—to wit, the property of self-righting and the property 
which cannot be sunk, namely, buoyancy—indubitably belongs to it. 
The opinion of Court must be entirely in its favour, and the costs would 
be defrayed by those professional gentlemen who had set, first the 


scheme, then the lifeboat, afloat.” a 

Mr. Ricuarp Lewis, the indefatigable Secretary of the Association, 
undertook to see carried out the order of the Court; that the lifeboat 
having been tried should be committed—to the care of brave fellows of 
one of our seaports. 

We cannot conclude our report without a word or two of comment. 
As 4 general rule we should not advise our readers to copy the lawyers 
and “do” likewise. In this instance, however, their noble and dis- 


interested conduct is worthy of imitation. We say disinterested, because — 


many of their clients are born for another, and perhaps higher, end 
than drowning. 

There is no class of Englishmen which ought not to contribute to so 
truly national an object. Britannia rules the waves as a rule, but m 
times the stormy billows make a fierce struggle for the mastery, an 
precious lives are endangered, and would in many cases be lost but for 
the boats of the Lifeboat Institution. ad 

Let then the wealthy embark in the undertaking, and they will be 
sure of a floating capital; let tradesmen invest some of their money 



































to ensure a ready sail for those be-trade by storm and tempest, which | 


threaten to sink their little all, without any return ; let t 1 ; 
something towards boats whose self-right-eous principle is quite wane 
jectionable ; let even those of limited means give a something towards 


let the pious give | 


a plan which will enable those in distress to keep their heads above | 


water. 


only for the sake of a good joke it has made ;—its boats are about the 
only inventions that obtain an ever-increasing popularity because thc) 
don’t “ go down” with the public. 


Science on Skates. 


WHuen wavering Equilibrium a Motive Power engenders, 
And Friction of Retarding Force a portion small surrenders ; 
If Gravity’s fixed Centre beyond its Base should fall, 
Why, the Apex—or its opposite—will suffer for't, that’s all. 


London: Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phonix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published by the Proprietor at $0, Fleet-street, E.C.—February ¥, 1367 


Finally, let every lover of Fun give something to the Institution, if 
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| 
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FUN’S VALENTINES FOR THE MILLION. 


maid. 
] ’aveE sech wery grate adventage 
In person—likewise in persentage, 
That we had better jine. 
So if you cares for goin’ harves 
With one as ’as such splendid karves, 
Why be my Veal-antine. 


Signor Guitarro to Miss A. Flyrt. 


I—a melodious musicianer— 
Come as a humble petitioner. 


I'd you, by far, sola see mine 
Tf I find that you’re quite in a-c(h)ord, 
Why, harmony must be restored! 


FUN. 


Sweet Sixteen, Esq., to Miss Fairand 


Forty. 
I’m only sixteen, 
But you are my queen, 
A woman they speak of as “ fine.” 
Your size in reality 
Is my fat-ality— 
So, be my own Valentine. 


f 7 > ; 
ey “S\ 
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The Rev. Howler ‘to Mi 
Beauty. 
He doth wear this long hair 
To declare that he air 
To piety prone to incline. 
But, though he may try on, 
He must keep his (Z)eye-on 
















ss Worldly | 


d, Your beauty, myown Valentine! | 


Silly B. Lee to Miss Larkin. 
Tr only fora little (larc) 


You unto a beau should hark, 


I a-Do-Ré Mi dear Valentine! 





\ e~ \ 
Z —® 


‘ DO not prize you for your youth— 
or do you me, to speak the truth. 
But, ah, I love to dine, 
And you have charms for man (the inner) :— 
ou have !—for you can order dinner, 
So I’m your Valentine! 


Mr. Millyon Hare to Mrs. Relict. ! 


PuraseE to consider 

That I’m the best bidder— 
My fortune is thine ! 

So do, dearest widder, 
Be my Valentine! 


Mr. Fore (T.) to Miss Fiff (T.) < 


‘ 


‘J’mimeran to Private Talboys. 


Tue tears comes up into my heye 
When I sees you a-ridin’ by, 
Along with other blues in line, 
For nussery stories I’m afraid 
Yon’re telling to your nussery maid— 
An ’Orse-on and my Valentine. 


| Mr. 


I can offer you nought but a heart, a part, 


Loveliness divine ! 


Do not be of words profuse— 
Say “‘my Beau”’ unto your goose, 


Darling Valentine. 








— 


Pleeceman A to Cook. 


For dinner or for luncheon 

Your time I would not trwnch on, 
So I'll look in at nine! 

My heart is on the beat— 

Say where may we (co/d) meet, 
For I’m your Valentine. 


Truelove to Miss Trooly Luvly. 


Sans which we ought not in Love’s Mart, to start. 
Not to see me un-apple-y pine, 


Show of pity a particle 
Purchase the Heart-icle: 
Only say “* Yes, Valentine!” 
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FROM OUR STALL. 
ARLEQUIN ie APPLE PIE, at the 


Surrey Theatre, is about the last of 
the Pantomimes left for review. It 
is preceded by Zhe Brigand,a drama 
of “the good old sort,” in which 
Mr. Creswick supports the part 
of Massaroni, and sings ‘ Gentle 
Zitella’’— one of the most be-sung 
songs in existence—with consider- 
able effect. ‘The Surrey has always 
been famous for its pantomimes, 
and it sustains its reputation this 
year. We will not attempt to 
describe it, for a long course of pan- 
tomime these last few weeks has re- 
duced us to such a state of confusion 
that we find it impossible to dis- 
entangle the various ‘ openings” 
which make memory a mix 
medley. The comic business is full 
of bustle, and the transformation 

“ scene is as gorgeous as could be 
desired. 

The first and second acts of Mr. 
T. W. Ropgrtson’s new drama, 
Shadow- Tree Shaft, are full of exeit- 
ing incident. The third is a little 
too long, and requires a careful re- 
vision. In the mining scene—which 
is highly interesting—we see the ap- 
pliances of the present day intro- 
duced into a story of the Pretender's 
time; in the Pretender's time, we 
believe, mining was only in its 
infancy, and we find it a difficult 
thing to decide whether the scenery 
is too modern for the play or the 


play too antique for the scenery. Mr. Rongertson has not spent so 
much epigrammatic force upon Shadow-Tree Shaft as upon Society or 
Ours ; yet it contains a fair sprinkling of those half-genial and half- 
ical pleasantries which individualize his writings for the stage. 
here is one strongly drawn character in the drama—that of Sampson, 
a pugilist and master in the arts of self-defence. This part is remark- 
ably well played by Mr. Vininc. Next in order of merit came Mr. H. 
Forrester, and third came Mr. J. G. Suors. ‘The villain was not a 
villain, and the nobleman made our Liberal blood run cold. Both 
e ladies were charming—particularly Miss K. Ropcers. The 
scenery has been most elaborately painted by Mr. F. Lioyps, who 
waa called forward two or three times to receive the acknowledgments 
of a very brilliant audience on the first night of the piece’s per- 
: ce. After a few slight excisions in its later scenes the drama 
will deserve (and, no doubt, enjoy) a long run. 
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A SIMPLE TABLE. 


Twice one is two, and very magical the number, 
Two lives, two loves, two lips—and to be kissed ; 
Twice two is four, when good and steady people slumber. 
The complement of cosy games at whist. 


Twice three is six, and we can very well remember 
The privileges, fags, in ‘‘ sixth” at school. 

Twice four is eight, and on the rivers in December 
The man that can’t cut “ eights” is thought a fool. 


Twice five is ten, with arithmetical beginners, 

Each nought in every decade is “a duck.” 
Twice six is twelve, the tale for oysters—jolly dinners— 

One more sitting at the table brings ill-luck. 

Petticoats are lengthened when girls come to double sey 

But they’re awkward, gaunt, = odious, or shy ; yee 
Sixteen for boys, double “eights” and school elevens! 

Boys in games and work with one another vie. 


Double nine’s the time for girls who fascinate to marry, 
Women think that looking older is a bore. ; 
Double ten is twenty! then no man of us can 
If in life, as once at cricket, we would “ score.” 


Twenty-two is twice eleven, chaff no longer sowing, 
We are apt to look about us and to save. 

Twice twelve is twenty-four, an end to sloth and growing 
For we face a life of struggle—or the grave ! 


Se 
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- Eoton Talk. 


By THE SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


Wet. !—the lions of Trafalgar-square are uncovered at last. Are 
they a success? Humph! a number of people have visited them, and 
public opinion has been pretty freely expressed in the papers and else- 
where. But, as far as I have seen and heard, though everybody is 


A 
ns 






greatly pleased with them on the whole, there is a something, which | 


no one can define, but which detracts to some extent from the effect, 


This difficulty has been so apparent that I have been at some piins to | 


try to discover its source, and I think I have found it. It arises from 
the fact that Str Epwrn is a painter, not a sculptor. A sculptor 
having to model colossal lions to be looked at from below would have 
“‘corrected’’ the effect of perspective by making those pcrtions which 
are furthest from the eye larger than the natural proportions. Srp 
Epwrn does not.seem to have thought of this; he has adhered to the 
real relative proportions and the result is that the forepaws look 
monstrous and the heads dwindle into comparative insignificance. 
This is the more unfortunate because the head of a lion properly 
maned is the most mzessvie part of him, whereas those of the NELson 
animals seem very small, though they are perfect in expression and 
treatment. The forepaws seem to me to want modelling, especially as 
they are nearest to the spectator. The column is considerably 
dwarfed by the addition, but that perhaps does not so much matter. 

I can’t say that the Argosy is as good as usual this month. In the 
frontispiece the figures don’t “come away” from the background as 
they should—the shadows are unnatural and black. The lines about 
“‘ Half a Million’ are inferior—there is nothing particular in the idea, 
and the workmanship is poor indeed, halting lines and rhymes that are 
not rhymes—e.g., ‘glimmering”’ and “ glittering ’’—“ figure’’ and 
‘* chevleur’’—“ Enato”’ and “‘ Sonata’’—while “ meridian,”’ “ Italian,”’ 
and “vision” are all made to pair off with “million.’” However, 
‘“‘Shoemakers’ Village’ covers a multitude of sins, and is as in- 
teresting, original, and full of character as ever, and then there are 
“Robert Falconer”? and “ Which Will He Marry?’ both good (I 
mean the articles not the ladies). A long-established magazine is 
making a fresh start in the new series of the Fami/y Friend. One of 
the best papers in it is “A Little Learning,’ by Mr. Quin, which 
every one who likes a good cup of tea or coffee should present to the 
genius who presides over his bréakfast or tea table. A blank verse 
sketch, “‘ Heré,’’ puzzles me—the best known Heré was Juno herself. 
a then the writer should not make the penultimate of Hermione 
ong. 

Ir is astonishing how easily a bad habit is caught. My good friend, 
the Fldneur, in his article of the 4th, quotes the P. Af. G. in a par. 
about the lions. What is the result of his reading that journal? 
Within the next ten lines he makes two mistakes a /a P. M. G. He 
talks of the bun-eaters at Farrance’s, which shop has been shut up 
for a long time, and he asks, ‘‘ Does Sir Ricuarp Mayne and Captain 
Harris ever?’’ &c. What further proof does one need that too close 
a study of the paper, which, with the exception of almost all the other 
papers, has the largest circulation in London, is likely to induce the 
best of men to rush pell-mell*at facts and grammar. 

Have I received a valentine? Well, I rather think I have received 


a valentine—and from a Sultana, too, by all the houris! It isa 


magnificent affair, enclosed in a box that would hold quite two 
fashionable bonnets. It consists of a bouquet of admirable artificial 
flowers, rarely perfumed, with a little jewel of a stuffed humming-bird 
hovering over them. I may as well own—to guard against any 
chance of a disturbance of our relations with the East, and to preserve 
innocent ‘ moonfaces’’ by the Bosphorus from “sack and water’’—that 
the Suttana is Mr. Fetrx of that ilk. 

In honour of this same festival of St. Vatentinz, Mr. Horrten 
publishes a pocket-book of the Saint, containing a sclection of love- 
poems by writers of all ages. Some of them are namby-pamby, but 
on the whole the collection will pass muster; and there’s a very telling 
frontispiece and title-page by Luxe Limner. 

ArtEemus Warp is now in Jersey to recruit his strength, which has 
been severely taxed by our changeable climate and his exertions at the 
Egyptian Hall. I trust as better accounts have been received that he 
will before long return to town to delight crowded audiences once 
more. Miss Hernert has been too unwell to act for some week or 50; 


but her company have exerted themselves to supply her place. Miss | 
Dyas acts Mary Leigh admirably, and Miss Manion assumes the part | 


of Clara, and does it very well. 
Tue Dudley Gallery is open. The exhibition is a very fair one, 


but is a little too crowded. I miss some artists who formerly ¢x- | 


hibited here, and should like to know whether their absence is due to 
their exclusion or to their suspicion of its possibility. In either case 
I fear it is an evidence that the management has lost its character for 
impartiality and catholicity in art. Judicious weeding would have 
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| much amused by it. It is a gentle “chaff” of Mugby Junction, and 
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htthe number of pictures to reasonable bounds, and yet have 
eee ee deemed merle SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 
NICHOLAS ow THE TENDER Passion AND THE CuEsTER Cur. 
“An Old Man, my lord, an Old, Old Man! ’’—Drexmns. Oliver Twist. Fagin. 






[ gave read the Reply of a Girl at a Railway Station, and have been 





+3 author has-hit off some of the weak points of the latter with con- 
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as the opening. 

Tue other day I had an opportunity of seeing “‘The Aztecs.” I 
should not have recognised in them the diminutive dolls that I re- 
member many years ago at the Egyptian Hall. They are about four 
nowy and seem to be a very happy and contented couple. 

hildre and awaken interest and 
Maxro is not so intelligent and lively as Barrora, 
who has many pretty girlish ways, and exhibits many truly feminine 
traits. They appear very fond of oneanother, and are very agreeable 
to visitors; indeed, they take so much’ pleasure in seeing company, 
that they: seem to look forward with delight to their approaching: 


feet high 


They are very like a pdir of good c 
not repugnance. 


exhibition. 


jiderable humour. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


Sace.y to rule the country do they meet, 


For instance :—Lamps, with his habit of taking 
«, rounder” with his oily rag, is represented by Greasz, the man 
rho puts the well-known yellow compound into the axle-boxes, and 
who, under amy circumstances of excitement, is represented as using 
it “in the light of pomatum.” The girk'seen at the window by 
Barnox, who mistakes her lace-making for playing omseme musical 
irstrument, finds-a double im an old lady 
rheumatic limb, with an action like turming a hurdy-gurdy. The 
story which this good-humoured quizzing introduces is hardly as good 


applying liniment to a. 
















BRLGRAVIA. 

My peEar youna Frrenp,—I need searcely remind you, at your 
period in Life’s morning march when the spirits are young, that we 
are now close upon St. Valentine’s Day, than which a more affectionate 
annualversary though a little gay. My time for sending of poetical 
compositions through the medium of the penny post, addressed to my 
Heart’s Delight, have long, long since ed; and, in point of faet, 
Nicuoxas never took very kindly to sueh a practice, which it involves 
a preliminary expenditure to which his resources were not invariably 
adequate. And where is the use of’such after all, my dear young 
Friend, they being anomymous and not signed with your name ? 

If the Object of your Afféctions is pretty, she is sure to get oe of 
valentines let alone yours, for there’s morefdolsin the world One ; 
and you may afterwards find an opportunity of hinting as you sent 
the most expensive. If she is not pretty, she will be glad enough to 
get courted at all, sir, without looking out for extravagant missives. 
This may appear a little mean, my dear young Friend, but you miay 
be quite sure as it is true philosophy and finan nature. 

I have loved, no doubt; and in early youth there was a Being 
whiely had been left a ham and beef shop by her First, in Lambeth, 
behind the counter of which I might have made a pretty penny, and 
she had, also, something put by ; but she could never abide the Pro- 
phet after he had got her to put a half-sovereign into a Derby sweep 
which she did not happen to draw the winner; or, rather, NicHoLas 
did not happen to draw it for her, amd she could never be got to 
believe but what he had embezzled the momey and spent it im liquor, 


And crowds to welcome them with eager feet as perhaps he had. 
‘ Press onward to my second, though my first My young Friend may also remember that in the latter of 
1865, when NicnoLas was temporally under a cloud, and residing in 


So some folks say, will be of all the worst. 





1. 
The author of a grand hymn lived, they say, 
In a fair city, near a famous bay. 
2. 
The men the Mayflower took, with anxious toil 
Founded New England on a far-off soil ; 
And then at Plymouth one man office bore 
Sagest of all, with head erect and hoar. 
3. 
She trips like a fairy along the street, 
And only to gaze from afar is bliss 
At the fairest of faces and twinkling feet, 
And dear little fingers so warm in this. 
4. 
No truer painter there is, and a shame 
It is to find no R.A. to his name. 
5 


A speech by a lady was first made, and when 
The Catienchlanians shouted out, then 
ese warriors answer'd like valorous men. 


6 


When Faria her part in this first sang, 
The house with loud applause so loudly rang, 
That Lixa’s husband writing to his wife, 
Said he was ne’er so happy in his life. 

7. 
Pleasant, and odoriferous, and queer, 
It grows abroad and is much valued here. 


Answer To Acrostic 1x No. 90. 








lodgings down at. Bermondsey, there were certain little love-passages, 
so to speak, along of me and Mrs.—there, [ almost forget the good 
woman’s name—Mus.—Mrs.—yes, Cripps! and a very well-meaning 
person she was for her station in life and previous bringing-up. 
The Prophet will hardly deny but what he may have given her oc- 
casionally a friendly squeeze, nor yet that she may have exclaimed, 
‘“ Forshame, Mr. NicuoLas; go away, do, you naughty, aggerawaiting 
old wagabone !"’—(for, Sir, she was both illiterative and plain-spoken) 
—but these facts only prove my happy disposition and knack of accom- 
modating myself to circumstances. As for anything like a formal 
promise of marriage, the idea is ridicolas; and if ever I entertained 
such, it was at once dismissed when I was kindly took up by a relative, 
whose subsequent disgraceful conduct to me would draw tears from a 
Board of Guardians ! 

I do not say that I shall never marry ; but, if I do, it will not be 
from any foolish and romantic notions, but with a view to increasing 
the stability of my finances, and to improving of my social position, 
which, after all, is unpleasantly precarious when so much depends 
upon your judgment of a horse, and the Turf getting wickeder every 
day of its existence. 

Se ccesthishden here is a bumper-toast, gentlemen, to all true lovers; 
and may they meet with a great deal more happiness in matr 
life than it is the Old Man’s candid opinion they are at all likely to 


enjoy! 

endian will now betake himself to business. Subscribers, who: 
told you, several weeks ago, to lay against The Rake? It was 
Nicuwotas. Ata time when The Rake’s position in the market scemed 
truly formidable, Nicuoxas told you as he was no good; and where is’ 
he now? Why, gentlemen—and, m fact, all of you!—if you have 
only followed the Old Man's advice, the state of your books at the 
present moment must already convince you what a splendid seasout 
we are going to have. 

But, my subscribers, was my advice merely negatiee ? Quite the 
contrary. The Prophet recommended you D'Estournel, which has 
been steadily and rapidly going up in the betting ever since, as like- 
wise Master Butterfly. 

Now then for the Chester Cup, though, of course, this must be 
looked upon as a very long shot considering the period. You may do as 
-ou do as the Prophet does you will make 


F Fir R ; ’ 
you like, gentlemen ; but if y : 
> ane = haste to put some money on the game little Lecturer, whilst keeping 
= a ¥ safe with Rama. ‘There, gents: other tipsters are giving you twenty, 

N  Nelusk O 4: r mo oY pre 

“Steunaen horses against the field! Stick to Nicnoxas!! Vivat Nicholas!!! 

Hu — im Nricnoras!?! 
‘ = ee , ; “ 

Bamben SoLvrr0Ns or Acrostic In No. 90 recrtvep 6ro Fxus.—P. R. P.; Joey; : = C If pee fone ee find my MS. about “ Knurr 

33. W.; ; ; O. P.Q. Spe out > may have ° ° 
wet eee PS y : rved that my recent countrybations 


Tur remark << 


Per cent.’ 


CLASSICAL NOTE. 


OM 


pecuzia olet’’ was not made with reference to “ cent. 


P.S. (3.) You may have obse 
- : a quotation as a motto. I have engaged a 


entleman connected with the press to look them out for me ab a 
chilling per motto and his wine. / think this ought to be paid by the 


Proprietor of Fux. What do you think * 


ne 
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have been preceded by 
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THE YOUNGSTERS! 


Uncle John (sending Tommy to school) :—‘‘ Goop-By8, Tommy! 


Don’T FORGET THE STORY OF ‘THE HARE AND THE TORTOISE!’ 


9? 


Tommy :—“ On, YES ;—THAT WAS ALL VERY WELL AS A FLUKE, YOU KNOW,—BUT IT’S LONG ODDS ON THE HARE!”’ 








SOCIAL ECONOMY. 


A DUOLOGUE. 
Scenzs— Bohemia. Enter on opposite sides Brown and JongEs. 


Brown (aside).—Oh, rapture! Here comes Jones. He shall either 
lend me half-a-crown or perish in the attempt. 

Jonzs (aside).—What a lucky dog I amto meet Brown. He always 
has two-and sixpence about him. (A/fféctionate greetings.) 

Brown.—Well, old fellow, how are you. I was just on my way 
to getsomedinner. But, to tell you the truth, I am just now rather—— 

Jones (hastily).—Rather inahurry,eh? Well, I won't detain you; 
but, if you could manage to—— 

* Brown.—To give youa call; of course I will. But I don’t mind 
saying that in the mean time I’m—— 

Jongs.—Ah, that reminds me. I was going to ask you—among 
friends, you know—if it would be inconvenient—— 

Brown.— My dear boy, anything in the world. You know how 
anxious I am to serve you at times. In fact, I wouldn’t ask 
you just now, if we were not the most intimate friends, to—— 

Jones.—Oh, it’s not of the slightest consequence. Then I may tell 
Mrs. B. that we may expect you some evening next week. Have you 
got such a thing as—— 

Brown.—A dress-coat? Well, no. But youdon’t care about cere- 
mony, I know. Can you contrive to lend me—— 

ee of lending, you haven't a spare half-crown, have 
you 

Brown.—How very odd! I was on the point of asking you to lend 
me two-and-six-pence. 

Jonzs.—Ah, ha! Good bye, Brown. 

Brown.—Take care of yourself, Jones. 

———o 


Wuen is a china bowl like a renowned Saracen ? 
Salad-in. r 


[ Exeunt. 


cea 


VALENTINE’S DAY. 


To-pay each bird 
Is clearly heard 

To sing his love with glee. 
And I, you know, 

Must sing also— 

It’s ‘“dicky ”’ quite with me. 
But no! I’ve erred, 
Twixt me and bird 

The difference is fine ; 

For “cheep ”’ he'll cry, 
But “dear’ say I 
Unto my Valentine. 


Written Caracta(cus). 


A report in the papers states that a Mrs. Care, recently deceased 
at Nash, in Glamorgan, at the age of ninety-three, is the fifty-ninth 
in direct male descent from Caxnactacvs. Is not this CaRME-ING it a 
little too strong ? 


Clean out of it! 


WE would suggest to country magistrates that, as they are always 
styled “‘ your wash-ups,” they should see what they can do to cleanse 
the Augean Stable of Justices’ Justice. 


‘‘Between you and me and the Post.”’ 
Grris don’t care about the style of a young man known 4s te 


When it’s | stick,” but they all take deep interest in “a post’’—on Valentine's 


Day. 


—_—_ 
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A NEW “KING OF THE CASTLE” 


ler Dizzy (to Master Gladstone) :—** LOOK HERE, NO HITTING IN THE FACE, AND NO HITTING ABOUT THE BODY, 
AND NO PUSHING, AND NO PULLING—AND NOW COME ON!” 


“ * « . e .? - , ¥ | 

4 spirit of moderation and mutual forbearance.”— Words put into the mouth of Her Majesty—vide Queen's Speech. 

and act when this question is mooted we are to commence bandying recriminations, and charging one another with unfairness, inconsistency, | 
uble dealing,” &¢c.—Lord Derby. 
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THE POISONED POSTAGE-STAMP. 
A SENSATION ROMANCE, 





Cuarter I.—Poertry. 


Avevstos Dr VERE BILLInGsBy was, as his name would divulge, 
the assistant in a chemist’s shop. But he had a soul above fiat mistura 
_a mind that spurned mane swmend :—an intellect that soared higher 
than pillul@ sex. He wrote for all the principal magazines and papers. 
You will observe that I am careful in saying he wrote for them. J 
gm compelled to admit that his efforts never went beyond that, for his 
articles were never printed ! 

Only one of AvGustus’s works over reached posterity. It was the 
following poem written after a visit per London, Chatham, and Dover 
to the Crystal Palace, and suggested by painful, commingled with 
pleasant, reminiscences :— 

“Tittle Miss Muffet 
Sat at a buffet, 
"Neath Sprers-and-Ponp1an sway. 
There came a young rider,* 
Who asked for some cider, 
And then was unable to pay.” 


These verses—which Biiirncsry used fondly to speak of as “a poem 
| which was the fruit of much Srrers and Ponp-ering ”’—was sent to 
various journals, but without success. But it was fated that the 
public should not lose it. He left a copy inadvertently on the 
counter, and his employer, Mr. Savitts, used it to cover a pot of 
unguentum for Mr. Potuerny’s bad leg. Mr. Potuersy opened the 
parcel and read the lines before he destroyed the paper. And that 
was a large public for Bruiincsy! 


our mentioning the name of the periodical in question.—Ep.), and one 
of the rules of the (periodical the name of which prudence forbids us 
to mention.— Ep.) was that no MSS. could be returned if they were 
not accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope (and a very good 
rule too.—En.). 
“Ha! ha!”’’ cried Avevstvs, as he enclosed a directed envelope 
(adhesive) and a stamp (ditto) to the editor, with his manuscript. 
He had smeared the flap of the envelope, and the back of the stamp, 
_ Which he had not affixed to the envelope, for an object which will be 
| seen hereafter, with that most prompt and deadly poison (name sup- 
pressed for obvious reasons.—Ep.). 
“Ha! ha! He had better not reject my MS.!” said Bruirnessy. 








Cuarter II.—PIts. 

Bittinessy was engaged in the manufacture of antibilious pills. 
Possibly the aroma of those beneficent creations of the pharmacoperia 
affected his brain with benevolence. 

He started ! 

He sneezed ! | 

| “Ha!” he exclaimed, rubbing a pill wildly into the roots of his 
hair in the excitement of the moment, ‘he may—-he may—he may 
use the envelope to send me a cheque for my article. I have heard of 

| such things. And if he should dic—they may refuse to cash it! Let 


_ me fly to preserve him. Mn. Porxrys’s pills can wait.” 





Cuapter III.—PENANCE. 
_ _Bruumessy clamoured at the portals of the (name suppressed for 
| obvious reason.—Ep.) office. A mild person put his head out at the 
Window and said, “What the doose are you a-kicking up that 
Tow for?” 
“T must see the editor. 
‘What name, sir ?” 
“My name is Norval for all practical purposes, for he would not 
Ww me by name.”’ 5 
The mild being disappeared and returned to usher the trembling | 
| Breuinessy into Tur Pruesexce. (The printer is requested to put 
| that in caps for obvious reasons.—Ep.) In the editor’s right hand 
| Was a manuscript, which the unhappy BILLINGsBY recognised as his. 
| In his left was an envelope. Before him hy a § 
| Was the prey of conflicting emotions. His Abs. 
| Tejected :—ghould he let “venom do its work ¢ ; ; 
| While he hesitated, the editor—with the swect placid smile oe 
are wont to use—slipt the MS. into its cover, drew the flap of the 
' 
i 
! 
} 





It is a matter of life and death.” 





a 


a stamp. BILiinespy 
was about to be 


envelope over a Patent Damper, did the same for the stamp, and 
ixed it, and then looking up, said— 
May I ask the reason of your visit ? 
Lhe unhappy Biturmesny saw a large ; 
Moisture, settle on the Damper, taste the fatal spring 
So  erensesioneesecmcnsieenees 





bluebottle, attracted by the | 
, and then fall | 








| * “See the poet :—‘a-riding in a railway-car.’””—A. Dz V. B. 
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Brtiinessy had written a story for the (but no! Prudence forbids | 


it’s O. D. V. au lait (cau de violet). 





et Sie tak ee ie os 
a - a Polar his six quivering legs upwards, on the blotting-pad. 
* 


Anh i 5 ; . ‘ 
eae a later all that remained of AuGcustus Dz Vere BILiinespy 
mortar ae eee impalpability in the bottom of Mr. SautLs’s 


The unhappy wretch had thus committed suicide. 


Jnana ° 
smashes! Peace to his 








A FEW ODD VALENTINES. 


1—FOR AN ANGLER. 


THoven dull the day and bitter cold, 
Beside the river-brink I stand, 
And with a lover's patience, hold 
My angle in my hand: 
For some chance perch (perchance) may yet incline 
Lo rise and be my fishy Valentine! 


The February sky is dark, 
And frequent are the drizzling showers ; 
I really cannot see the lark 
Of standing here for hours, 
When even little tittlebats decline 
To furnish me a fishy Valentine ! 


I’ve emptied now the tiny flask 
That held the cheering eau de vie, 
I’m getting weary of the task 
That seems assigned to me! 
In fact, I think I shall go home and dine ; 
Fried Sole must be my fishy Valentine ! 








2—FOR A LEARNED SERJEANT. 


By ermined judge or by pompous beak, 
Rebuffed or repulsed I scorn to be ; 

And though some may of Montague Wruutas speak, 
And some may glorify Campre.y SLEIGH ; 

Come hither, come hither, attorney mine, 

Let the sweetest of all be your—BaLuantyne! 





3.—FOR AN UNPRINCIPLED POLICEMAN. 


[ prow about the lonely streets at:night, 
And watch the doors of clubs where gentles dine, 
And if by chance I meet some jovial wight 
Who has exceeded in the way of wine. 
I charge him with the crime of being tight, 
And hint that he will have to pay a fine, 
Unless he chooses to set matters right, 
By half-a-sovereign as a counter-sign ! 
Often he yields, nor dreams of showing fight, 
For perjury is also in my line! _ 
Oh, culinary fair, whose eyes are bright, | 
Say, will you have me for your Valentine ?— 
My number? I am A, Two-ninety-mne! 





4—FOR A CABMAN. 


My Valentine with none I'd share, 

She is, in sooth, a ladye fair. 

I love her—Why ? ‘The reason list; 

I am the man she can’t resist! 

I love her; be it fine or fog, 

She is so ignorant of Mogg! 

She may have money in the Bank ; 
Be hers the wealth, for mine’s the “ rank!’ 
Again my passion I declare ; 

My Valentine’s a female fare! 





5.—FOR A CONTRACTOR. 


Amo—I love the golden raid Finance ; 

Peto—I seck from her a favouring glance’ 
The nymph is known—who can deny It —who ?— 
At London, Chatham, and at Dover too! s 
Finance, it was for thee I “drew the line *’— 

Be thou my valuable Valentine! 


————— EOE 
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Wuy is brandy-and-milk like an extract of spring-flowers ’ Because 
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MEN WE MEET. 


BY THE COMIC PHYSIOGNOMIST. 





Or some Prosrgrovs MEN. 


Tur C. P.’s career has been far from unchequered—in fact, he aptly he drives a shiny phaeton 
bes it when he speaks of it as rather a loud plaid. He is not a 


descri 


prosperous man, himself, for his social variations have for the mos 


part been from bad to worse. From the time when he first started 
his wild career down to the present moment—that is to say, 
down to five minutes past eleven o'clock on the night of the fourth of 

February, 1867—he has been a living sacrifice to unfulfilled desires. 1 2 
His wishes, always moderate, have been always unattainable. At the that he disappears for six 
early age of five, his notion of a good dinner consisted of sixpennyworth 
of peppermint drops steeped in treacle, but Fate and his mamma only 
gave him hashed mutton and rice pudding. All his life he has had a 
reasonable appetite for the society of young, beautiful, and wealthy 
women, but it has been only now and then that he has found anything 
« part of ladies who come under that de- 

scription. He is,jand he has ever been, the especial pet and chosen 
friend of the elderly and the stout. Asses love him, Cads delight in 
his society, Prigs and Bores absolutely worship him, and he is accom- 
anied, wherever he goes, by an entourage of social nuisances who won’t 


upon 


like ardent reciprocity on t 


et him be. Is it;to be wondered at, then, that the Wise shun him, 
and the Aristecratic look earnestly at their watches whenever they pass 
him? Everything always goes wrong with him. Whenever he begins 
to write, church bells start a chime (by the way he hears that some- 
body is bringing actions 4 Fee all churches that ring bells—bless 
him—may his bills of costs be ever the less 3 ; whenever he begins to 
draw he has rheumatism in the right shoulder; when he goes out to 
skate, it thaws; when he invests in Turkish Sixty Two’s at 61} 
(already alluded to), they go down with a run to 533; and when he 

uts on his coat, he always leaves the collar sticking up behind. 

verything has always gone wrong with him—and when he dies, half- 
a-dozen parishes will dispute as to which are to have the honour of not 
burying him; and after he is buried he will be dug up that the world 
may learn what he died of. Important portions of him will be put 
into jars and sent by parcels delivery to eminent analytical chemists, 
and his remains will thus be dissected. R. I. P. if he can. 

It will be seen that in this chapter the C. P. does not propose to 
treat of himself. But there is an irrepressible self-assertiveness about 
that philosopher which somehow or other brings him into everything 
that he writes, and here, in a chapter on Prosperous Men, &c.,—C. P., 
the Disappointed—finds a treatise on himself, occupying half a column. 
He does his best to keep himself down, but he fails in this, as in 
everything else. But come! Enough of him! 

Here is a Pros- 

rous Man, if you 
ike. Let’s see— 
what ishe? Voyons 
—que dis tu, mon 
gros? He is proba- 
blya snoeenee Par- 
liamen nt— 
4 Deiber— a” Oor- 
ruptor—a Man in 
the Moon. The 
principal aim and 

object of his exist- 
ence is to invent 
fresh means of giv- 
ing you twenty 
pons without your 
owing it. He is 
a man of keen busi- 
ness nen rather 
slangy and sloppy in 
his talk, fon . of 
jewellery and red 
scarves, and with 
an ad captandum Bol 
readiness at enter- — 
ing into conversation. He is always in a hu but nev 
flustered, ard, as to his political ooo he has How adil haat of 
the boroughs and four or five of the counties at his disposal. As to 
his house, you should go and stop with him! 4s to his dinners, you 
should dine with him! As to his horses, you should borrow one! 
This next is another Prosperous Man. He is a Commission Agent of 





some kind, with speculative interest (just now) in Mines and Railways. | and Equerry to 






< 28: 


them in hand. The C. P. 
is sure that he is prosperous, 
for when he calls upon him 
in the middle of the day he 
is always drinking cham- 
pagne in his highly-var- 
nished office, and besides 


with a pair of mottled greys, 
which throw out their fore 
legs with a scornful air of 
waving humbler vehicles 
out of their way. The only 
curious thing about him is 



















t 


months at a time, ard then 
turns up as a Commission 
Agent in totally different 
commodities, and in a totally 
different office,—a highly- 
varnished one, neverthe- 
less, and with a _ large 
wine locker under the 
window seat. 

Here is a Third. He is a member of Parliament this one, with 
large landed property, county influence, and general popularity. Ho 
is an “advanced Liberal,” with a conciliation policy, and the best 
man in England at an after-dinner speech, or at receiving a deputa- 
tion. He is a capital hand 
at conveying an impression 
that he is a keen man of 
business, and he has a par- 
ticularly happy knack of 
choosing exactly the right 
words in which to convey 
his meaning. Unfortunately 
his meaning is not always 
worth conveying—but is so 
happily expressed, that it 
always passes muster, and 
his dexterity in clothing old 
ideas in bran new garments 
gives an air of originality to We 
his conversation which its WSs 
intrinsic character hardly 
justifies. He has a way of 
taking up an idea with 
boyish enthusiasm and of 
abandoning it as soon as 
its novelty has worn off. “ 
But he is so popular that Sao 
no one (worth hearing or 
reading) speaks or writes against him, and his tact in inducing people 
to sappens that he believes in everyone, induces everyone to believe 
in him. 

Here is another lucky fellow. He is not a very rich man, but he is 
one of those fortunate men whom circumstances take in hand and 

place upon a social pedestal 
without bothering them 
with superfluous wealth. 
He is a younger son of a 
good family; he went to 
Eton, and then he went into 
the guards. He led a jolly, 
but not too rackety life in 
that agreeable corps, and 
got all his steps without 
purchase. His appearance 
at the top of the list of 
ensigns and lieutenants was 
the signal for all in the list 
of lieutenants and captains, 
who had not already done 
so, to go and insure their 
lives; and so with the cap- 
tains and lieutenant-colonels 
when he headed the lieu- 
tenants and captains. He 
has been Aide-de-camp to 
the Commander-in -chief, R al, 
several 
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Now Mines and Railways are just the very things that are at th 
bottom of half the misfortunes of Great Britons, ber daddsew le ber 
they turn up trump cards with our Prosperous Man when he takes 
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Royal Highnesses; and has good stories to tell of everybody 
about the Court. He was a major-general, with a regiment, at forty. 
He has seen service in the Crimea, and has received, the C.P. under- 
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"ands, every . but the Garter. When his nephew dies he wil] 
ably get that. 
| Ta is his nephew. He is a highly gentlemanly and highly empty- 
| peaded and weak-minded peer, whose name is to be found in every list 
| of directors, governors, patrons, and visitors in the kingdom. He is a 
| charitable man enough, but 
| his charity is as much the 
result of weak-mindedness 
and an inability to say 
| “No” as from any metive 
| of real benevolence. He is, 
| in point of fact, as benevo- 








lent as most people, but the 
| object of his lite is to ap- 
to be much more £0. 
| He has filled several minor 
| political posts, after a five 
| years’ career as & Foreign 
| Office clerk, and an attaché 
| to the English embassy in 
| Paris. He believes diplo- 
| macy to be his forte; and 
if you inquire more closely 
into what he understands 
| by diplomacy, you will find 
that he looks upon it as 
| another word for vagueness 
and indecision. He is a 
| great hand at writing official 
- letters, which coutnin the same expression rendered in half-a-dozen 
different ways. He is terribly afraid of his uncle and heir, and 
' listens with a vague awe to his after-dinner stories. 
_ Here is a sixth Prosperous Man. He is a Bishop now, with a culti- 
vated taste for Old Port. The C. P. never approaches any subject 
connected with the Epis- 
- copacy without a feeling of 
reverence, and he trembles 
as he writes, lest his feel- 
ings of admiration for that 
_ excellent gentleman should 
betray him into chronicling 
that he is a jolly good 
fellow. The ©. P.’s re- 
verence for bishops is born 
rather of awe than of admi- 
tation, but awe has nothing 
to do with his respect for 
| the right reverend old boy 
whose portrait he has 
sketched in the margin. He 
#8 not too much of a bishop 
to visit poor people, and to 
do them good in a quiet, 
unostentatious way, and he 
1% not too much of an 
apostle to ignore a curate 
en eens. He has 
€ through life in a com- 
tortable, cozy way, with 
& More serious thana 
little harmless Simony to reproach himself with. He is to be seen at 
‘the Opera, and sometimes at the Theatre, and even in his old age has 
an honest admiration for a pretty girl, and a good glass of wine. 
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EPITAPH. 
On a JovrNAL LATELY DECEASED. 
In your critical misleader 
Your faith should have been slighter. 


You still might be a Reader 
If you only had been righter. 





Government Alacrity. 


_ Somz naval models have been for some months in course of construc- 
tion at Chatham with a view to their exhibition at Paris this spring. 
ow it turns out that they will not be ready as soon as expected, = 
ey will not be sent in until sixteen days later than the date fixe 
enginally. It would seem that there is less work than talk at 
‘ ‘“‘ More matter and less words !’”’ say we! 
ieee aliens 
Vy ? — 
” @ cockney mispronounced the first letter in “ victim,” why would 


»* 


use strong language ? Because it’s V_he_ meant. 
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REFLECTIONS ON PRO 


By a Donkey. 


I no not weep because I see 
So many can surpass me— 

I know how many there must be 
More fair than this poor ass, me! 


I do not say that you have shown 
Too little care about me. 

I do not mourn that those I’ve known 
In better days, should flout me. 


But—#ut !—and ah, the thought is sore— 
I cannot quell the notion 

That, had you given twopence more, 
I might have had promotion. 





» TOO GOOD TO BE LOST. 


Ovr re-juvenescent contemporary, the London Review, which scems 
to be starting afresh—with a second childhood—-is so pleased with its 
own cleverness that it repeats its own bon mots, like the weak-minded 
gentleman who goes about saying, “Did you hear that good thing | 
said to Jongs the other day ?” 
In an article on “ Little Bills” some young ‘gentleman makes the 
London Review say :—* 
“They are, to take a figure from a recent article of ours, the dead flies in the pot 
of Christmas ointment.’’ 
| We cannot see that there is anything so brilliant in the figure that it 
'need be repeated. Perhaps, however, there was a large increase in the 

circulation of the paper since the last number owing to the inability of 
| two people to get anything else at a railway station, because Saitn 
| and Sons had sold all the Saturday Reviews and Atheneums. If so, 
‘we can understand the pardonable vanity of a young editer who 
| thought the remark too smart to be lost to his, as he hoped, perma- 


| nently increased public. 


— oe ee - 


A Knotty Point. 

WE sce a paragraph going the round of the papers to the effect that 
the Davenport Brotuers are doing a good business in St. Petersburg, 
but that they have dropt the Spiritualist business and have come out 
as conjurers simply. We should like to see the confirmation of this 

| statement, for we have always considered them conjurors d la Ru(s)se. 





Answers to Correspondents. 


We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accem- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope. } 
B. Q.—We must beg to B ex-Q-sed. 
ANSER takes a nein so good humouredly he must be aduck! Let’s see 


—the Latin for that is Anus. aoe 
A Risino Punster has not yet reached the level of mediocrity. 


D. P., Live ].—Thanks. ; 
F. B., a ey should have attended to our rules if he wished his 


MS. to be returned. " 
IpaA May (who is “not Ann Page,”’ but a “ lubberly boy’’) says we 
rejected him so sternly last time that he “should not persevere only he is 


ill.”’ The reason is invalid too. 
mR. M., Vauxhall-bridge-road.—The answer, in the negative, appeared 





ee 


long ago. : 
deoti taweameaucn sends us a versified tract n which he tries to 
rhyme “harm” and “balm,” and “sent’’ and “ innocent. We are for 


toleration of everything but bad rhyme. 


W. W.—We will not trouble you. — 
J. Licut.—We don’t care about this sort of light literature. 


Frost won't hold water. oe 
A. P.—Don't be un-A.P. There's pippins and cheese to come. 


ns.—Haud bene 
SAT, Feock.— Very nearly this time. You should have given your 


authorities for the “‘ quotations’’ in your market. 

A. B.—Be consoled. : 

Declined with tianks—H. E. V. D.; Nonsuch ; C. G a ; 
C. H.: H. M.S; A. MeN., George-street; T. A. T. : J. P., 0 ae 
Frolic ; H. R., Dublin; A. R. J.; T. E.*0. H.; C. Ww. 5., a : 
= G.: E. T. C.; Ben; Surmise; M. P.; O. J. E.; C. m olver- 

hampton ; R. Sirron; W. Rard; A. C. R., Tewkesbury ; G. os pm ; 
rt’ 1 C.: Politeness; Drawist; F. N., Montagu-square; Joe Kerr; 

IT. D V.C.; : - 
| J.W.R.; S. S. S.; A.S., Bodmin; C. Sg 2: . e' eee 

+ memes % 3: C. T. S.; W.; E. T., Pimlico; W. A, c* 
| Rs. Sas ml N oe S. te ee “a Pentonville; G. R.S.; 

F. S. “Nottingham ; J. C., Somers Town; W.G. .. a. wee ., Boer 
bam . M. S. B.; Palace — ae oe ee ae ara! 
TT : Aine nh)’. Phased; T. E. ¥.; A. Ho; RB. P., Waterford ; 
| Brocas; H. V. T., Rhyl; M. L. Pp. 


i 


., Edinburgh ; 


SPERITY. | 
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TOMKINS’S TROUBLE. 


Master :—“‘ Tue cook imnsutt you! How, pray?” 


Tomkins :—‘ Sir, 8H NEVER 





Hir THIS HIS NOT HALTERED, sik, Hi must LEAVB!”’ 





OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


Reaper, did you ever marry for money ? 

You reply that you would scorn the action. You are quite right. 

Reader, did you ever marry for love ? 

Halloa! you mutter “ Pas si béte!”” Fie, fie, fie! 

Ah! you are still a bachelor, you say? So much the worse for you, 
young man! But do not imagine that you will always remain so! 
You will be married yet, for love or for money, or through weariness, 
or because some Superior Being chooses, or by way of a joke, “or any 
other reason why.” Meanwhile, if you want the prettiest possible pic- 
ture of courtship, its whims and its ways, you can hardly do better 
than provide ‘yourself, at Sampson Low anp Co.’s, with Mr. Dutton 
Coox’s new story, “‘ Hobson's Choice.’ 

** Who was Hobson ?” you may ask ; “and what was his Choice when 

he chose ?"” 
_ We decline to spoil sport by admitting you behind the scenes. There 
is not much complication in Mr. Dutrron Coox’s pleasant story, and 
it has not a single sensational incident; but, for all that, it is a model 
of clear and simple construction, with a neat little surprise at the finish. 
It is atale of our own time, told with a graceful elegance and gen- 
tlemanly flueney, and in a style which seems easy, because the artist 
knows how to conceal his art. Easy writing is well said to be very 
hard reading ; easy reading is often the result of hard writing. Mr. 
Coox’s style, always polished and pellucid, improves with every book 
he writes. Do you ask the reason? He is an artist, and takes pains; 
his style is that of a man of letters who is also a man of the world. 

_ There are, all told, only eight “ speaking characters ” in Mr. Coox’s 
little drama, including two who may be classed as “Servant” and 
“ Cuanes, his friend ;” but the other six are all people whom one 
will remember; not absolutely new types, perhaps, but with outline 
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NOT HEVEN OF A HEVENING—THOUGH 
SHE DO WHEN SHE GOES HOUT TO 8EE HER FRIENDS OR HER YOUNG MAN— 
BUT IN MY COMPANY NEVER—NO, SIR, SHE NEVER WEARS HER CRINOLINE. 
[And Tomkins left. 


[Fepruary 16, 1867. 





DANGEROUS! 


Poor Mary, I can pieture you 

Half-buried in-the wilds of Surrey,— 
My silence you'll forgive? Now do! 

To tell the news I’m in a hurry. 
While you were frozen up—how nice !— 

And anxiously for letters waiting, 
We've been each day upon the ice 

And learnt—well, all the tricks of skating. 
An early breakfast—off at ten 

The Gardens—with a Fellow’s ticket, 
And so surprised to see the men 

Fur-gloved and bowing at the wicket. 


This rendezvous, which looked like chance— 

To you, love, I don’t mind confessing 
Was settled at the Gorpons’ dance; 

So thero they were and that’s a blessing. 
The Botton girls—my love such foet! 

Bored Captratn SmitrH who’s my abhorrence ; 
No need to say that CHaruiz Street 

Was always skating after F'Lorence. 
I felt at first I could not stand ; 

Papa can’t skate—and that was lucky, 
For Ceci came and held my hand, 

And then I felt so very plucky! 


You've heard, I’m sure, of Creer Jorer— 


oe Sa 
eee? =|) 
. att — i 
ee iti 
yy) 
it tt 


But he has such a tenor voice, 
And talks such nonsense after dinner. 
To add to this his skill on skates, 
Fantastic twirls with half his toes up, 
Spread eagles, and his figure eights— 
Oh! how Miss Lemon turned her nose up. 
We organized a train-express, 
| And when poor Artuvur tried to stop it, 
He caught his foot in Eprru’s dress 
And tumbled backwards over Poppet! 


My knight had got a silver flask, 
| Which made the other men so vicious ; 
If touching the contents you ask, 
"Twas Curacoa, and so delicious. 
This served to keep the cold at bay, 
And made our feet and tongues grow bolder, 
I followed where he led the way, 
One finger resting on his shoulder. 
He cheered me on—at his command 
I kept my feet for ever moving, 
And if he’ll always hold my hand 
I don’t much care about improving ! 


| 
SF He might be p’raps a trifle thinner— 
} 





at once in our gallery of familiar faces. Honson himself is, like a more 
famous hero of whom he pleasantly reminds the reader, “one of the 
gentlemen of our age, no better nor worse than most educated men ; 
but his aunt and his cousin Matilda Milner are distinctly two of the 
most life-like women that novelists have lately shown us. There 18 
true humour in the sk tch of Mr. Blatherwick, ‘the old Salamander, 
and in that of “ Betting Barlow,” a peccant parson, who is punished 
by—by events which we recommend the reader to find out for himself. 
As for Sophy Brown, if Mr. Dutron Coox happens to know the 
original of that youzg person, the present reviewer—“ than whom, a8 
Nicuo.uas might observe, ‘‘a more marriageable young writer, though 
a little gay” —the present reviewer envies Mr. Dutton Cook. On all 
Le his congratulations to that gentleman are hearty and 
unselfish. 


To a Photograph of my Lady. 
TAKEN DURING THE RECENT FocGr WEATHER. 


Au, yes! I can trace all the lineaments dear 
That haunt me by day and by night. 

’Tis like thee—yet would that the day had been clear, 
And much more actinic the light. 


For though it resembles thee, beautiful maid, 
And is good—as photography goes— ; 
Yet there’s nothing on earth can remove, I’m afraid, 
That black smudge down the side of your nose. 


ee ae 
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clear : Why is the Q@eyent Garden pantomime like a quiet interview | 
” ly traced, colour so skilfully shown, that they take their place | between two people #—Because it’s at eight—at eight! | 


entree eee 
London: Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phanix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published by the Proprietor at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—February 16, 1867. 
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THE HEADS OF A LECTURE ON SCIENCE. 





[Tux following extract is from a letter written by —— , dunr., 
Esq., Medical Student, now prosecuting his studies at Guy’s, to —— 


‘==, Senr., Esq., of Doddery, in Noodleshire. ] 


“A few days ago I joined a party of gentlemen much interested in 
science, with a view to experimenting on the law of forces, better known 
to the vulgar as Dynamics. So ardent was the spirit of enquiry 
emongst us that we agreed to start on our excursion at five in the 
morning ; for I should tell you that in order to avoid interruptions 
which might derange the very delicate process we wished to carry out 
we determined to hold our scientific meeting ata retired spot in Essex. 
Several Bishops, half-a-dozen Members of Parliament, and nearly all 
the leading aristocracy kindly consented to patronize our meeting, and 
took their ease with the rest of us on board a small steamer specially 
chartered for our use. Some of the enthusiasts of our party began at 
this early stage to experiment on forces, and in some instances incom- 
moded and even damaged those who happened to be near them. 

“In due time we steamed off and reached, by-and-by, a nice landing 
Place in the Essex marshes. Here the first example of the working of 
the law of forces was exemplified. A large sample of the local police 
{cree was mustered on the spot to uphold the law, and we had therefore 
to go on board once more and steam off lower down the river. The 
ag of this first experiment did not give general satisfaction, I am 

Our second selection of a landing-place was more fortunate. We 
pitched on a secluded meadow where a space was promptly marked out 
th stakes and ropes for the exhibition. : 

“The two professors—men who have long been honoured for their 
slence—proceeded at once with the experiments which it had been 


meas should be conducted by them. 


er shaking hands in a friendly manner—an expression of good 
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THE DEMONSTRATION OF A LECTURE ON SCIENCE. 


Y 


feeling which scientific men rarely, I fear, display (science has its 





jealousies, you know)—they began to exhibit the working of the mus- | 
cular forces, as exemplified in the diceps more particularly. As they | 


gradually became more and more interested in the experiment, the 
display of conflicting forces formed a spectacle of such overwhelming 
intensity that the audience could with difficulty be induced to behave 
itself. One of the Bishops I have spoken of, became, in particular, so 
excited that he could scarcely be restrained from improvising a few 
experiments on dynamics with an M.P., who represents a large hard- 
ware constituency, and who, despite his peaceful garb, is considered 
an active and energetic cultivator of science. 

“A lecture recently delivered at the Royal Institution by Professor 
Tyndall, has established a connection between combustion and sound, 
and proved that certain flames produce certain notes. Our experiments 
proved that a proper demonstration of the law of forces produces not 
only sound, but cuivur. One of the professors, for instance, brought 
into action the force uf the biceps by straightening his arm briskly ina 
horizontal direction from hisshoulder. Immediately a crepitant sound 
was produced, and shortly after an unmistakable tinge of red, 
changing subsequently to all the colours of the prismatic spectrum, 
was observable in the region of the second professor's eye. 

“T regret to say that at this point the police again interfered, and 
this truly valuable and interesting series of experiments was brought 
to a premature close. The loss to science is irreparable ! 

“The expenses of the trip have somewhat drained my purse, and I 


———— 
e-em 
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shall therefore be deeply indebted to you, my respected parent, for an | 


early remittance. I feel assured that you will not begrudge the sum 
I have expended on this scientific excursion. It is to be greatly re- 
eretted that the mistaken zeal of the local constabulary—a_ most 
uneducated body—should have been permitted to interfere with our 
attempt to popularize science.” 





——_———— cL Ae 
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been spared for the Exhibition of Female Artists in Conduit-street. 
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Coton Tulk. 


THE SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 





the latter, Mr. 
showed that the 
Ministry was 


turned out. 


end ‘to end, is not of suffi- 
cient importance to “go out”’ 
upon. Then, again, it is an 
odd thing for a Ministry to 
frame a measure by going 
round with a hat for scraps 
of legislation, as if it had no 
mind of its own. But per- 
haps the finest thing of all is the continual cry of “ mutual forbear- 
ance,” the perpetual protest against ‘“factious spirit,” or “party 
ae. which finds an echo in Disragu’s speech. One can’t 
help smiling when the lions begin to roar like sucking-doves, for it 
reminds one of pigeon’s milk! 
SS bidding for Mr. Bricur’s cast-off broad-brim and 


Mr. Hrirocks, who, it will be remembered, was the means of ex- 
posing the cruelty at St. Pancras Workhouse when a child was laid- 
out alive, has been bestirring himself again for the poor children. He 
has collected subscriptions—and is still doing so, if any of my readers 
wish to assist—which enable him to feed numbers of starving and 
helpless children. He does so without regard to sect or belief, the 
only qualification required is hunger. The idea is an excellent one 
and deserves to have ‘esa. and should be imitated moreover in 
other districts besides St. Pancras. I believe Mr. Hitiocxs has been 
refused admittance at the house since the exposé alluded to, but he 
has, in the interests of the poor, had his eye on the Guardians, and a 
letter of his appeared a short while since in a St. Pancras paper, draw- 
ing attention to some alleged misdeeds. From this letter we gather 
that a number of out-door poor applying for relief were kept in an 
open yard, several inches deep in snow, from half-past eleven till about 
three, before they could obtain admission to the house, and were then 
kept waiting till five to receive, many of them, no more than a half- 
quartern loaf. I sincerly hope that Mr. Garuorne Harpy’s bill will 
be pushed forward with all speed. It is well meant, but shows signs 
of inexperience and want of qetement, but it may be amended and 
licked into shape. It is scarcely to be hoped that anything so sensible 
as a uniform rate for all London will be engrafted on it, but surely 
mee om Hvcuss, say—ought to try an amendment to that 

Tue lions being at last set up in the square, I suppose the Govern- 
ment cast about to see what other slow-going job could be found to amuse 
the public. They appear to have pitched—metaphorically, of course— 
on the Hyde Park railings. The restoration of the “a is not to be 
proceeded with in any hasty fashion. The first half of the great 
national work will be completed next October, the rest in the J ae of 
1868! Possibly some distinguished painter has been applied to for a 
design, which would account for the daisy. And considering that the 
park is supposed to be chiefly intended for the Urrer Ten, it does 
seem strange that the unsightly hoarding should be left up so long. 
Here's a social problem :—If it takes two years to put up new railings 
round Hyde Park, how many years would Victoria Park be allowed 
to we for similar repairs. 

RETURN to the subject of the Dudley Gallery, which want of space 
would not let me discuss fully last week. It et great pity the Gallery 
a terribly overcrowded ; the pictures, with frames touching on every 
side, rising from floor to ceiling There is too much feminine art 

» and of no high order. Miss Lucette Barker and Co. might have 
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t= O the two Parliaments on the 

<a Reform question met at the 
two extremes of the town on 
— Monday week, and the pro- 
ae ceedings in both were con- 
= ducted in an orderly manner. 
I must say that the Islington 
meeting seems to have been 
more in earnest than the one 
at Westminster, though, at 
DisRAkELi 

present 
exceedingly 
earnest in not wishing to be 
I must say that 
it seems to me odd for a 
Government to say that it 
does not consider that a ques- 
tion, which has just turned 
out one Ministry, and about 
which England is astir from 


We shall have the Chancellor of 


eel 


[Fesruary 23, 1867, 


There are some fine landscapes by Nortu, Vicat Cotz, C. P. Knicur, 
C. J. Lewis, Mawtry, Direnrietp, and Watters. Mapox Brown, 
Marcus Strong, CaLtpEKkon, Marks, and SoLomon, are among the 
painters of figure subjects. Livton and Firzgerawp, too, are in full 
force in their respective styles. A Mx. Bateman, with whose works I 
am, thank goodness, unfamiliar, out Burne-Joneses Burne-Jones. 
His faces are all hideous, his lips brown, and his skins blue: I should 
think the only picture he would ever be very successful with would be 


Surgeons. 
TuErE has been a capital bird-show at the Crystal Palace. There 


of parrots and cockatoos was good. But some of the most interesting 
features of the show were the albino-birds exhibited by Mr. Haney 


so was the white sparrow ; the latter must plume himself considerably 


on the knowledge that he is a swell. ct he 
been if he had been compelled to pick up his living in the streets 
like some of his brethren. The high wind the week before last has 


pillars left standing by the recent fire. 
strengthened and the sight of the ruins completely shut out, so that no 


trace of the devastation is to be seen. 








DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


Now they ask a boon with mighty voices, 

Like the great waves breaking on the strand ; 
And the heart of every man rejoices, 

When the gift is promised to the land. 





1. 


Seldom is it given to mortals, 
So to conquer human ills, 
That like him they ’scape the portals 
Of the shadowy world by pills. 
2. 


He sees the mountains of his native place 
In dreams afar, and tears are on his face ; 
Ah! will the happy moments ever come 
When he returning will be welcom’d home. 


3. 


Story, poem, song, or sermon, 
Whether writ in French or German ; 
Native tongue of Liszt or GrisI, 
All alike with him are easy. 

4 


With eourteous art he called NaPo.eon “ sire,” 
’Ere the First Consul had that title won, 

And roused thereby, we read, the great man’s ire 
Who loved his music as the French had done. 


5 


Who so blind and faithful ever, 
To one image day and night, 
As my hero? Nought can sever 
Him from visions of delight. 
6. 
When Buonpry on the tight rope danced, 
And trembling upwards all men glanced, 


What did he keep, that made him right 
And safe at such a fearful height ? 


ANswER TO AcrosTic IN No. 91. 


Jomelli 
Oakum 
Hip 
Nightmare 
Spa 
Opodeldoc 
Nymph 


Zouszros 
Hobs, 





Cornecr SoLvtrons or Acrostic 1n No. 91 recErvep Fesrvanry 13rH.—A. T.; 
Piggywiggy ; Maniac; Hemel Hempstead; Bowwow; RightI am!!; Sheernasty; 
| Nanny’s Pet; Z. Q. Z.; Jack Saunders; Vampyre; Hub Spfando; Bowles; 
| C. W.8.; Oldfields; K. B. W.; Bear; Three Fools; D. N. O. B.; E. S. J. E-5 

5 o’clock p.m ; Emily Minna; Ruby; Hullabaloo; J. W.; Ladbroke; Dr. C.3 
| Gluepot; Hookey Walker; Bumblepuppy; Benighted Idiot; H. McP. ; Weston’s; 
| Pius Geneas; Cerovino; Ganymede ; Knurr and Spell; Barbel. 


A 
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of the First Life Guards. The white jackdaw was very funny, and | 






“Cholera””—and then it ought to be presented to the College of | 


were some very fine Norwich birds among the canaries, and the display | 


What an object he would have | 


saved the company the trouble of pulling down the few arches and . 
The tropical screen has been | 













| pyprvary 23, 1867.] 


SANDFORD AND MERTON MARRIED AND SETTLED. 


(A Continvartion.) 


We are sorry to inform the reader that our esteemed friend, the 

Rey, Mz. Bartow, fell on evil days as he grew older. The loss of his 

| docile and remunerative pupils, Harry Sanprorp and Tommy Mrgrton, 

| had inflicted a severe blow on the poor man; and a few years after 

this misfortune he found himself suddenly deprived of his living by a 

Bishop, om the suspicion of a tendency towards Ritualism. 

Reduced at length to a condition of utter indigence, Mr. Bartow 

managed (principally by the assistance of benevolent waggoners) to 

reach London, in which vast refuge for the degraded and the destitute 

| pesucceeded fora time in concealing his misery. ‘Translations from 

| the Greek and Latin tongues procured him the means of tasting meat 

| occasionally ; and, when. this resource failed, the delineation of cha- 
| racter through the medium of handwriting gave him the opportunity 
now and then of earning a comparatively honest shilling. Poverty is 

ous—(ask Mr. Ropert Lowe if it isn’t!)—and we feel sure 

that the reader’s indignation will be tempered with pity when he hears 

that the Rev. Mr. Bartow descended by degrees to the condition of a 


begging “otter writer. 

eanwhile Death had removed the elder Sanprorp, and Merton 
péere, from our sublunary sphere. Harry had succeeded his father in 

| the management of a thriving farm, while Tommy Merton maintained 
the hospitalities of the hall in the genuine olden style. A decided 

| variation in political opinions had lately estranged the former asso- 
ciates; Merton professed a firm belief in the ancient institutions of 
our country, and Sanprorp expressed himself in favour of progress. 
The former called himself a Tory, the latter adopted Whig principles. 

! Onabright May morning in the year ——, a letter was delivered 
atthe Hall by the village postman. Ten minutes afterwards a mis- 
sive of precisely similar import found its way into the hands of Mr. 
SanprorpD. Both of these epistles:.were drawn up in the well-known 
pothooks and hangers of the Rev. Mr. Bartow; we need scarcely in- 
form our intelligent readers that neither of them received an answer. 

The clerical mendicant, finding himself thoroughly foiled in his 
latest attempts to extort money from the affluent, resorted, in despair, 
tothe chance of a personal interview with his former pupils. He was 
received at the Hall with studied civility, though Mr. Merron mildly 
and firmly declined to grant him. any pecuniary assistance. In vain 
did the Rev. Mr. Bartow urge the claims of gratitude and endeavour 
2 eeenateee extra recompense for his previous tuition of Master 

OMMY. 

“Do you remember a story that I once told you about AnpRocres 
and the lion?’ he inquired. ‘‘ Surely, the example of that lion may 
teach you to be grateful.” 

“My dear Mr. Baxtow,” replied Menton, “the lion had only one 
way of settling a debt that he had incurred. It is not gratitude, but 
common honesty that leads us to pay our debts. ANnprocues did the 
lion a favour; the lion returned it—that’s all. An obligation of the 
commonest kind, I assure you, Mr. Bartow.” 

" But, sir,’ observed the reverend visitor, ‘‘am I not entitled 





“Yes; to all the money that my worthy father paid you quarterly 
on the strength of your confounded platitudes and intensely tiresome 
stories,” replied the exasperated young squire. The Rey. Mr. Bartow 

eemed it prudent to beat a speedy retreat. 

At the residence of Harry Sanprorp his reception was hardly 
warmer. 

“Gratitude be hanged,’ exclaimed the burly farmer, when Mr. 

ARLOW mentioned that word. ‘ What’s the use of all your fine 
stories and high-flown sentiment to the likes of me? I wish as how 
I never come anigh ye, I do! You be one of them as goes upsetting 
4 plain man’s notions, and trying to make a gentleman of him. I 
never wanted no vote for the House of Commons not until I knowed 
you! Get along with ye, do; or I’ll have the dogs out.” 

The Rev. Mr. BarLow made the best of his way back to London, and 
spent the remainder of his days in writing moral narratives for a cheap 
magazine. Messrs. SanprorD and Merton married—settled—became 
fathers—and lived more or less happily ever afterwards. 








A Thought on the Calendar. 
By Aa Hicu-BEERY-’UN. 
Hap they named the months when sober, 
They had given them titles truer. I 


Must consider that October 
Is the month to call Fe-brewery ! 





7 Very True. 
Way is the QuvreEn’s speech very unlike an arrangement with cre- 
ditors ? Because there’s no sort of composition in it. 
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THE TONIC TREATMENT OF DISEASE. 


“* The tonics which Mr. Sxey so stro 
ics . SKE ngly recommends are curative rather as food 
re . medicine. — They supply a want in the bodily system, just as wine supplies 
mal oie vie kee is the chief —— tonics which Mr. Skry recommends. ‘I 
says, ‘indis i ' disease,’ "— 7; 
Sth Pek ry’ 1867, ys, pensable to the tonic treatment of disease,’ ’—7Z imes, 


WHATEVER your'complaint may be, 


Neuralgic or onic, 
“The golden ra says Docror Sxey, 
“Is still that wine's a tonic. 
Men were by Nature's kindly plan 
To drink as well as eat meant ; ”’ 
A valetudinarian, 
I like this Tonic Treatment! 


To persons in a mild decline, 
No matter how they got ill, 
The Doctor recommends the wine, 
And not the physic-bottle. 
To cure all natural ills was grog— 
The hot and strong and sweet—meant ; 
And that, combined with wholesome prog, 
Is just the Tonic Treatment. 


Says Sxey, “ My pupil, Mr. Jonrs, 
Ne’er fails in amputations ; 

Ere cutting through a patient’s bones, 
He plies him with libations!” 

Suppose my arms want cutting short, 
Or else I find my feet meant, 

Friend Jonzs prescribes a pint of port, 
And that’s the Tonic Treatment ! 


In Jersey now does Jonzs reside, 
And, if I were a cripple, 
I should, I think, feel gratified 
To know I'd had my tipple. 
This little secret of the craft 
Is but for the discreet meant, 
Though doubtless Mr. Jonzs is chaffed 
About the Tonic Treatment. 


Our convalescence soon will be 
A period rather merry ; 
‘« Throw physic to the dogs!’’ says Sxey, 
“And stick to port and sherry!” 
But let’s remember we were not 
To take our brandy neat meant ; 
The person need not be a sot 
Who tries the Tonic Treatment. 


By sober use of good old wine, 
The invalid’s a gainer: 
Two fools there are— the drunken swine, 
And the precise abstainer. 
Man never was to reel about, 
Or stagger in the street, meant ; 
Though there are perils which, no doubt, 
Attend the Tonic ‘Treatment! 








Out of Lucas’ way. 

Tux hermit Lucas, the miser-hero of Dickens's Tom Tidl+1’s Ground, 
was nearly frozen to death during the late cold weather; the police 
had to break-in to rescue him. His must surely be a case of Lucas 
a non lucendo, as he did not light a fire. It ought to be Lucas de 
Lunatico Inguirendo, we should think. 





Wanted, a Prize. 

Mr. Leonarp Jerome, of New York, has presented £1,000 to 
Princeton College, New Jersey—the interest to be annually expended 
on a medal for the graduate who shall be declared each year, by a 
vote of his classmates, to be “the first gentleman of his class.""_ The 
donor’s reason for the gift is that the most pressing necessity of Young 
America is to get a little good manners. Will no public-spirited 
Briton give a similar sum to Oxford and Cambridge to be devoted to 
the purpose of rewarding any member of those Universities who may 
be proved to have a respectable knowledge of his own language. ‘The 
most pressing necessity of Young England has for a very long time 
been to get a little good English. 

Ss cenieneentanamnennenenanidets 
The Labour we delight-in physics pain. 


Wuat injury can children bear best without complaining ? Having 
their fingers jammed. 


ie 


ee 
ater sre senile P 


~ ewe < be mee 


ttt time 





RN ITN te aan 


ee A et acetate = 


-< ee 


en TT a a ee 
me a —_ ¥ 


oanebe-aey 


ly 
‘ 
if 
i 











[Fesruary 23, 1867, 











_—— 








V = 
\ es 
‘ 


*a 


Expectation :—“ From Hm!!!” 








How they brought the Bad News from Westminster to 


Islington. 


[4 probable but not necessarily truthful occurrence, after R. BRowNtnG. ] 


When CuHance.tior Dizzy had ceased his confab 
‘Two members of Parliament rushed for a cab: 


“First Hansom!” they shouted from Westminster Hall ; 


“Cab!” echoed a peeler who ran at the call. 


At their knees the doors clanged, and they sank on the seat, 


While the vehicle galloped up Parliament-street, 


Not a word to each other: they knew in the chair 
M.A. Prestpent Beates would be tearing his hair ; 
When a block, or a wagon, compelled them to stop, 
To cabby they sotenen through the hole in the top; 
Encouraged by reins, and a whip that could crack, 
On galloped the broken-kneed, whistling, old hack! 


Twas lateish at starting; but when they drew near 
The outskirts, smart servants were fetching the beer, 
In Holborn a yellow bus got in their way, 

And close to Gray's Inn they were stopped by a dray ; 
But from Islington steeple they heard the clock chime, 
So O'Donocuve chuckled “ Bedad we're in time.” 


But on they went galloping, gallant M.P.’s, 

Though Pentonyille-hill tried the horse’s old knees, 
‘Twas silly of boys and bystanders to laugh! 

Neath the wheels broke the brittle mac-adam like chaff. 
In the Giverpool-road was a dazzle of light, 

So, “ Gallop,” cried Tayzor, “ the Hall is in sight.’’.. 


“‘ How they'll cheer us!” but all in a moment, the hack 
Fell neck and crop over, and rolled on his back, 

And then were the members in pitifal plight 

With the news which would m 
While the knowing old cab-driver sat on the head 
Of the horse that lay sprawling, apparently dead : 
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Disappointment :—“ A Tax-rareR!”’ 


For he flung off his coat when he jumped from his seat, 

And uttered: some words—which we need not repeat— 
Unfastened the traces, and pulled at the ear, 

And the nose and the tail of this “ horse without peer,” 

Kicked and thrashed, cursed and swore, any noise, bad or good, 
Till at length to the Hall the cab galloped, and stood. 


And the members will ever remember -the sound 

Of the shouts, as the platform they climbed from the ground. 
For no voice but was shouting stentorian ‘‘ Hears,”’ 

As the speakers were greeted with volleys of cheers, 

While the Presment voted, that thanks from them all 
Should be theirs who had brought the bad news to the Hall! 





‘¢The Utmost Rigour.”’ 


We have all heard of the Irish notice that if the perpetrator of a 
certain murder (to whose identity there was no trace), “ did not come 
forward and confess he would be hanged.’”” A somewhat similar notice 
appeared in a Newcastle paper the other day :— 

[,°S1, 2 RETRIEVER NEWFOUNDLAND, white breast, the fore feet tipped 
with white, three months old. If not delivered within four days, will be pro- 
secuted. All expenses will be paid. 

It is rather hard that the poor dog should be prosecuted because the 
person who finds it does not give it up in the period named. We trust 
that among the expenses which will be paid, the fee of counsel for the 
defence will be included. 


What is the (H)use ? 7 
We see that Mn. Hveues, “the most rapid painter in the world, 

is advertising for those who were present at the accident in Regent s- 
park, and “also professional tragic models.” Mr. Hucues, one of our 
first artists—of course, we mean, only, the first to HvuaGues-tiise @ 
calamity for sensation purposes—is about to give a companion 
“picture” to the Santiago catastrophe. We should recommend the 
publication of éngravings from these works to be entitled, in atlusion 
to the style of the painting, “The Signs’”’ of the Zimes. 
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A STORY OF CRIME, BUT NOT OF THE DARKEST DYE, 





CHAPTER I.—Tue Evit Covnsetzror. 





| alas; 8 


revailed. 


that she whispers ? 
«Gold—gold! Oh, yes, it must—it shall be gold!” 
* * * * a 


* 


| 
| 


hour or 80. 
CHAPTER II.—A Picture or Home. 


Tuzry had been very—very happy, she and her Algernon, the 


husband of her choice. ‘Three darling children had blest their union, 
and they had a villa at Bayswater. 


Every night when he returned from the Money Market, where he 
had a stall and drove a brisk trade, he drew her towards him, and she 


kant on his shoulder until her raven tresses mingled with the tawny 
beard that flowed over his manly bosom and the intervening white 


waistcoat. 
But that might never—never be again! 
CHAPTER III.—A Sap Cuaner. 


Suz flew homeward with a guilty conscience! She scarcely dared 
to meet the gaze of the domestic who opened the door. That domestic 
started, uttering a smothered “Oh, my!’’ But she heeded not. She 

| ~ up-stairs to the nursery, and clasped her children to her palpitating 
| bosom, 

The little creatures struggled to get away from her. The baby 
went into convulsions, They did not recognise her as their mother. 
Wninging her hands wildly, she fled downstairs. Algernon had just 
returned. She met him in the passage—trembling, half fainting. He 
looked at her eoldly and passed her by. 

She tumbled down flat on the door mat! 

And why was this ? 

Why? Because her evil counsellor, the hairdresser, had prevailed 
on her to have her hair bleached to the fashionable yellow, to be sure ; 
and, of course, it did not become her. 


A SENSATIONAL NOVEL. 


Go, Story-teller—carry hence 
Thy wildly woven fancies ; 

Credulity and common sense 
Revolt at thy romances. 

Would’st bind me by the witchery 
Of dark sensation-scenes ? 

Nay ; tell another tale to me, 
And this to the Marines. 


I hate your forgers who are fond 
Of getting into trouble ; 
Your thieves who cross the herring-pond, 
And girls who marry double. 
Of such as these I cannot see 
The fun, by any means: 
Oh, tell another tale to me, 
And this to the Marines. 


Sensation has its dirty ways 
In which the faney grovels— 
The style is bad enough in plays, 
But worse in prosy novels. 
Fit food for idiots they may be, 
Or children in their teens: 
Oh, tell another tale to me, 
And this to the Marines. 











PROMPT MEASURES. 
J A Dramatic SKETCH. 
. L suaxt cane you soundly,” said the Dominie. 
« What for ?’ inquired the delinquent. 
“ For being rude!” 
“wnat not to cane me soundly for that!” 


«, Because Z contrary to the table of weights and measures - 
80 ” 


i You would be making one rood an acher!”’ 
You can sit down!” said the Dominie. 


CU 








{r was in an evil moment that she listened to his suggestions. But, 
he was scarcely mistress of her actions when his evil counsels 


|? She sat alone in her quiet boudoir. Her hands were clasped in 
| sony as she rocked to and fro, murmuring to herself. What is it 


The next day she left her home—but not for ever! No, only for an 


BENJAMIN BUNGLE. 


A BroGRAPHIcAL SKETCH. 


BENJAMIN was from his earliest youth the victim of mischance. He 
> born a year later. than his only brother, and so lost the estates. 
At school he was always getting caned for the misdeeds of his play- 
mates, and when anyone gave him a tip it was sure to turn out to be a 
bad half-crown. 

As he grew up misfortune still pursued him. He was made Secre- 
tary to a company, having to take part of his salary in shares. At the 
end of the first year, before he had received any money, the affair 
smashed, and BENJAMIN was rendered liable for his shares. At this 
ears or in Te sent him over a large consignment 
of gold-dust and nuggets to sct him up agai ll-luc 
ship which comeeyed it was lost. eee ee) Oe er ae or 

In this manner he went on from misfortune to misfortune, until he 
became almost destitute. We can only think of one more evil that 
can befall him. He may get run over and crippled for life by a 
London, Chatham, and Dover train, and then be persuaded to bring 
an action against the company for damages. 








A FABLE, 
Witn A Sounp Mora.. 


A BUTTERFLY sat on a lilac tree, 

And he winked his eye at a bumble-bee ; 
But the bee could despise his sharp attacks, 
Because, as you know, he was used to wax. 


“Oho,” said the butterfly, “‘ bother my wings, 
What’s the use of you busy things. 

Look how splendidly I’m attired, 

Made for nought but to be admired.” 


“Well,” said the bee, “‘ for the matter of that, 
You’re pretty well suited for staring-at ; 
But—your former existence I don’t mean to snub— 
Hang fine clothes, so I get my grub!” 


Just at that moment one, I should guess a 

Savant, caught sight of our foolish vanessa, 

Then in an instant began to pursue him, ; 
Caught him, and killed him, and ran a pin through him. 


The bee flew off and fell in the way 

Of a schoolboy out for a holiday, 

Who caught him at rest on a hedgeside sunny, 
And killed him at once for the sake of his honey. 


MORAL. 


I trust the moral you can descry, 

Of this tale of a bee and a butterfly, 

And the gist of that moral appears to me, 

“ What is certain to happen is likely to be.” 
————————————— 


Red, Blue, and Green. rh 
PuitanTsxory is all very well in its way, but it is getting rather a 
nuisance. We don’t mind putting our hands into our pockets now 
| and then to relieve distress, but we will not be bored and insulted by 
the pet prodigies of virtuous philanthropists. For instance, shoe- 
blacks, though they worry us occasionally, and are very often 
“ cheeky” and noisy, are still useful institutions. | Though they burn 
our boots into holes with blacking of quick-drying propensities, we 
pardon their faults in view of their virtues, by which we have ont 
| sionally profited. Loxp SHArresnury’s scarlet urchins are usefu . 
' and the Sr. Vincent DE Pav blue boys not to be sneered at ; but 
who is the misguided individual who has started the green por 
scamps, who pretend to sweep crossings, but in reality insult - 
bespatter passers by? A crossing-sweeper has no right to deman 
alms authoritatively, and consider himself injured if he does not wet 
' them. It is clearly a commercial transaction with which the public 
‘has nothing to do. He may stop, and 
getting a living out of his broom, but he is not to 


“a r i g started by some 
These green-clad boys are merely official beggars, 
ensaiaenad society of philanthropists. If these philanthropists don’t 
| i ’ and compel them to use more decent 
| look better after their protegés, an pe ee op cree 
| language and to cease begging, they will be rightly hand 
_ the police. 
The Wretch! . . 
A CORRESPONDENT suggests that ‘* mum ’’ is used as a title for ladies 
| on account of their well-known love of silence. 


levy black-mail like 
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| the right boot on the left 
| daughters learn to smoke. 


| they do answer letters the letters miscarry. 


MEN WE MEET. 


BY THE COMIC PHYSIOGNOMIST. 


Soms DisaPprorntep Men. 


Tere is a class of men with whom everything goes wrong. The 
stucco falls off the houses they buy; the cabs in which they ride are 
fevered ; the cooks they engage are wholly incompetent; if they go, 
hap-hazard, to the theatre, they are sure to find a five-act comedy in 
the bill. The meat they buy is tough ; the boots they buy are rotten- 
ness ; if they dress in a hurry, they cut themselves in shaving, and put 

ft Ye . Their wives elope from them; they 
have corns, chilblains, and wale. their sons go to the bad, and their 
If they go to the stalls of a theatre they 
find intimate friends in the front row of the pit; and if they go to the 


pit they find people, before whom they want to show off, in the stalls. 


t to post letters, and they forget to answer letters, and when 
They are always having 
something done to their roofs; and the pins in the back of their collars 
continually run intd their necks. And, for the most part, by their 
collars ye may know them. There seems to be something in the career 
of an unsuccessful man that makes him wear badly-fitting collars. But, 

srhaps, the C. P. is confounding cause and effect. It may be, that the 

bit of wearing badly fitting collars has much to do with the reason 
of their non-success. Yes; on consideration, the C. P. inclines to the 
belief that bad collars are one of the causes, rather than one of the 
effects, of an unsu career. Indeed, the C. P. will go so far as 
to assert that the day on which a youth exchanges the lay-downs of 


ey forge 


| extreme boyhood for the stick-ups of early hobbydehoyhood is one of 


' the most momentous in his existence. 


| 


It is upon the choice of these— 


| their fashion and their fit—that his future career will probably turn. 


| An ill-fitting, uncomfortable collar entirely unhinges a fidgetty mind, 
and all highly-intellectual minds are fidgetty. A dozen collars last, 


say, a year, and a youth whose mind is unstrung for twelve of the most 

critical months of his existence, is not a free agent. He is awfully 

handicapped in the race for distinction; and youths of inferior in- 

tellects, but superior collars, will distance him. Let other moralists 

impress upon parents the vital importance of carefully selecting the 

books they place into their son’s hands, and the companions they allow 

him to associate with. The C. P. commends to their attention, as a 

matter far, far more important than these, the shape and size of the 

collars they put around hi 
Here is a barrister who has never got on. He is not without in- 

telligence, but it is a snappy sort of intelligence that is great at finding 

grievances and in picking quarrels 

with his bread and butter. He is 

always within an ace of getting a 

good appointment, but something in- 

variably happens to turn the current 

of patronage into another channel 

before it reaches him. He has long 

and tedious stories of the good turns 

he has done to others, and can point 

you out half-a-dozen judges, of dif- 

ferent degrees, who owe their pro- 

motions indirectly to him. His prac- 

tice is limited and undignified. He 

gets a little work at the Old Bailey 

and the Middlesex Sessions, and in 

the police-courts. Now and then he 

is to be seen at Westminster in a 

“got-up”’ libel case, or an action for 

Wro dismissal or false imprison- 

ment. He is on intimate terms with 

a few Jew attorneys, who don’t mind 

being insulted, but he has quarrelled 

with eee = all his professional 

brethren. e is very untidy and 

not nase —— ms " - has a slat- 

ternly useless wife (whom he is not particularly fond of) and five 

ill-bred children, whose terror he is. He has bia se or twice 

through the court in an undignified manner, and for insignificant 

sums. He has several theories for Law Amendment, and is the author 

of a Proposed Act for the more a Relief of Bankrupts of All 

Descriptions without Exposure, and he is editing a work to be called 

* Crime and its Punishment,” which will contain a brief digest of all 

the cases tried at the C. C. C., the Middlesex Sessions, the Assizes, 

and all Quarter Sessions throughout England and Wales for twenty 

years, with the punishment awarded in each case, and the number of 

previous convictions. He anticipates that the work will have an ex- 

tensive circulation among the criminal classes. 


Here is an inventor who has never got on. He had the misfortune 
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to be a boy of a mechanical turn of 

mind, much given to the construction 

of steam-engines out of corkscrews, 

copper wire, clock-works, brass-headed 

nails, glue, and other unpromising 

matertite Later on he developed into 

a patentee of highly inconvenient rail- 

way-carriages ; Impossible omnibuses ; 

self-acting printing-presses, which re- 

quired three times the usual number of 

men to work; oscillating couches to 

prevent sea-sickness, each of which, 

with its attendant machinery complete, 

was about the size of a Folkestone 

steamer; democratic knockers that 

would knock of their own accord when- 

ever anybody approached them, without 

regard to the arbitrary distinction be- 

tween visitors and servants; hansom 

cabs with machinery to show the exact 

amount of ground travelled over, 

which could be driven by as few as 

three horses at a pinch. Notwith- 

standing the fact that all his inven- 

tions tend to the. improvement and refinement of mankind, the 
unfortunate propositus is still a miserably poor man, and he has at 
length learnt that his discoveries have, for the most part, just sufti- 
ciently real ingenuity in them to make 

it worth another’s while to steal it and 

adapt it to a more practicable end. 

Here is a soldier who has never 
got on. He is and always has been 
a@ poor man, with a taste for amuse- 
ments entirely beyond his means. On 
an allowance of eighty pounds a year 
he contrived to keep his hunter, to 
drink champagne at mess, to dress en 
prince, and generally to “carry on’”’ 
as if his eighty had been eight hun- 

ed. He has lived to see a dozen 
juniors pass over his. head (for. the 

orse Guards give no tick), and he 

has accordingly settled down into a con- 
firmed misanthrope, with a withering 
contempt for most things. He had to 
sell his commission, and go through 
the court in a very shady way indeed. 
Eventually, however, he managed to 
obtain a Volunteer Adjutancy, with ten 
shillings a day and a grocer-colonel to 
please. : 

Here is an actor who has never got on. He is a tragedian of the 
deepest and most legitimate dye, and the C. P. hopes, trusts, and 
does verily believe that he never will 
get on, in London at all events, where 
the C. P. habitually resides. He has 
a legitimate actor’s contempt for 
natural deportment and _ beautiful 
scenery, and believes that a wooden 
table and two chairs and a pair of flats 
are all that he requires to make 
SHAKESPEARE go down. He dines 
and " at a theatrical tavern near 
Drury-lane, and there he talks in 
stilted decasyllables on the drama’s 
decline as evidenced by a Hamlet in 
a flaxen wig. Londoners (the C. P. 
thanks Goodness!) have pretty nearly 
found him out, but he is still a great 
man in theatrically-disposed provincial 
towns; moreover (if the C. P. may 
take his word for it), North America 
and Australia still believe in him. 
But great as is their admiration for his 
talents, he is only known as having 
come from those countries—never as 
going back to them. 2 

Here is an artist who has never got on. It is hardly his fault, 
for he has invented a “school” of his own (without pupils, it is true), 
which in the matter of ugliness and utter impossibility should have 
beaten Mr. Burne Jones out of the field and have driven Mr. 
Wuistter to Japan. His ladies are taller than anybody’s else, their | 
hair is more red-hot, their lips more bulbous, their complexions more | 
wooden, their drapery straighter and more scratchy, their attitudes 
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lar, their eyes more 
aed id. their elbows and 
aaa yedder than. those in the 
pictures of the .most popular 
wtists of the day. At a brick 
yall hed#junrivalled, and in faith- 
ful rendering of‘a*gorgeous draw- 
ing-roomh paper nobody can touch 
him. His perspective is more out- 
rageous, his ‘foliage yellower and 
hrownery and his male figures more 
knockneed’ than any other’s, but 
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till hofis unsuccessful. He sneers Say Mh AS 
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in thé proper - high-art way at > 
mere prettiness, and looks upon a wees 
craceful pose a8.an artificial abomi- 
nation. Hé “goes in”’ for paint- 
| ing what he ‘sees, and as he alone 
sees what he paints (for his pic- 
tures are never hung) nobody but 
himself is the wiser—or the more 


foolish for it. 


A 
MN 
ME TAIN 
Oe 


neste ansneee 











LOVE AT SECOND SIGHT. 


[ve had my soft and silly dreams 
(Pray tell me who has not) ; 
But love a prima vista seems 
¢ The wildest of the lot. 
fic Our dreams are always very brief— 
Ai eg This lasted but a night : 
And now I hold a new belief 
Wee In loye at second sight. 


Magnetic patients, by the strength 
Of some untathomed law, 

Will now and then describe at length 
A thing they never saw. 

The clairvoyant may close his cyes, 
For fancy lends a light, 

And points him out the joy that lics 
In love at second sight. 


The ringlets of my first were long— 

Her temper very short ; 
weaknesses, she had a strong 

Supply of every sort. 

The ringlets of my last are gold— 
Her temper is as bright ; 

And I prefer a thousand-fold 
My love at second sight. 


| ie ot This lovely lady haunts me through 
| alle My trances now and then, 
And makes me, for an hour or two, 
The happiest of men. 
But often it occurs to me 
(I may be wrong or right), 
That I should rather like to see 
My love at second sight. 


CAB! 


‘ One of the measures of Reform proposed this session is the Reform 
. Our cab system, and it is one that is very much needed. We have 
oking over the Handy Book of the Law of London Cabs 


Just been lo 
(RovmEnge AND Sons), and it strikes us that readers of that capital 
= eect will be astonished to see what legislation there has been 
are alf of the passenger, and yet with no result! Some of the rules 
is Tather hard on cabby, but then, on the other hand, cabby as a rule 
Aft on his fare, so that things balance themselves in the end. 
applic = there is nothing like Free Trade, and if that principle were 
oe” cabs the public would be better served. When we read the 
'n conditions, as to cleanliness, roominess, &c., which have to be 
ed with before a cab is licensed, and remember the smelly, dirty, 
the €, cramped vehicles that ply for hire, we can only come to 
Conclusion that the police supervision is a mockery. Of course the 
dah anny organization of Scotland Yard cannot condescend to 
"tails of the public convenience! 





Political. 


of eg Ministry propose to “ proceed to the consideration of the question | CG, M. 


orm by resolution.”” Would it not be, better to be frank about it 
Say at once « by ér- resolution?” 





— 


—— 
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| MISERRIMUS. 
Tue man who has “ made a vow ”’ 
That he never a penny will spend, 
Except for himself, or to gain more pelf, 

| Or to serve some miserly end— 
| The man who has “ made a vow” 
| That never a mite will he send 
To keep from the door of the famishing poor 
The wolf that would gripe and rend— 
‘The man who has “ made a vow ” 

That he never will give or will lend, 
That he never will “bleed”’ fora brother in need, 

And never befriend a friend— 
May keep his gold and his oath, 

Till he goes to his grave unwept, 
For the good he may get from both 

While his gold and his oath are kept. 

So he and his parse 
By blessing or eurse 

Shall be never the better: one cannot be worse. 


a 





Letting the Cat(achresis) out of the Bag. 


Our able contemporary, the Pall Mall, seems determined to»snatch 
the laurels from the grave of the lamented Castizxpacu. That 


tO A tt 





** Then, singling out the particular franchise which the Hungerians/have always 
guarded with greatest jealousy, whieh is a corner-stone of their autemomy, he lays 
the aze to its roots, and at the crisis of the negotiation unravels by a@mere sic volo 
sic jubeo one of its most closely twisted tangles.” 

Here we have a writer who carelessly makes jealousy a corner-stone 
—then deliberately lays the axe to the roots of the said stone—and 
| finally unravels a crisis (or a cormer-stone, it may be either) by a s/c 
volo sic jubeo, whatever instrument that may be. This is something 
like “‘ writing for gentlemen !”’ 


ee 


| Art - Gossip. 


Ir is whispered that the reason why the forelegs of Str Enwn’s 
lions are so terribly swollen is that they represent an undertaking of 
such very long standing. 


A Japan Trait. 
Tue top-spinner to the Tycoon has drawn such large audiences to St. 


' Martin’s Hall that he must be a money-spinner to his entrepreneur. 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[ We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope. } 


Buack EaGLte is a bit of a goose. ; 

E. R. C. P., Portobello Bks, Dublin, has not complied with our rules, 
and his MS. therefore cannot be returned. rin 

W. J. C.—Your joke about oil and dripping is simply fatuous. 

C. O. A., Belgrave-road.—Not so bad. 

W. G. S., Edinburgh, is seriously advised not to try to be funny any 





more. 

E. C., Bond-street, Ipswich. Your remarks may be correct, but we do 
not see how we should better the case by printing your contributions. 

NeEmo’s conundrum declined nem con. 

ReapErR.—Is it just? If so, it will just do. 

Pun says if we don’t think his contributions comic we may add “‘y’’ to 
his signature. It would need two letters to express their dulness, 

LitTLE SANDY is rather too dry. 

J. W., Aldershot.—Illegible and incomprehensible. 

A Cart has no saving clause in the composition. 

Tue author of “ My Modern Fair” has missed al] the fan of the fair. 

H. P. W.—“‘ Whispering Lovers’’ under consideration. 

H. J. B.—Under consideration. 


SHORTFELLOW gives short measure. Some of his hexameters are only 


four feet long. 

F. A. Mo Fenchurch-street.—The imitation of old Moon should be 
more of an imitation. ‘ 

Declined with thanks—E. M. A.; Zamiel; P. B., Bishops te-street ; 
J. H. H.; ‘Artemus’’; T. Rivers; E. N. A.; B. H. b.; C. H., 
Nelson-square; O., Essex; H. E.; Nemo; P. I. W.; J. McK. ; J.J. B., 
Fenchurch-street ; F. B., Mitcham; W. L., Mile-end; G. YL oe af 
H. H.: G. T., Watford; S. C. J.; J. W., Dublin; C. P.; E. V. D., 


Birkenhead ; R. H., Hyde-park-corner ; J. M., Stoke Newington; W. P., 


Sherborne; J. J., Liverpool; R. W. J.; G. J. B., Edinborough; G. 5., 
themanahs A Semailae TE M., Holloway ; *. S Sadene varmeetops 

l - Mabel; Inquirer; G. A. K.; W. T. B.; BE. F.B.; W. h.; 
of H. "M..’ Tarporley; Q. R. C.; Gammer Gurton; P. P., 


Hamburgh: Puss Valentia; H. W. B.; H. E.: T. X. T.; X-belle of 


| Bath; M. Y. T. H.; R. P. R.; Alvus; H. B. W. 


ee 





————— 


nobleman himself might have been proud of the followimg gemtence :—- | 
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PARTING IS SUCH SWEET SORROW. 


Polite Conductor (who has been waiting some minutes while the fair ones take a tender adieu) :— Now, LADIBS, WHEN you’ VE DONB, my “pus 
Is READY.” [But he didn’t mean anything rude. 











FEMININE GRITTY: sis we | THE LAY OF THE LIVER. 
Tue two great pillars of accuracy in journalism have been making O Iw “a . ote 
sad blunders lately. The slips of the Pall Mall—so dead upon the neo E was given to wine end Sivolity, 
poor Reader, whose Dr. Jounson blunder absolutely killed it—has Now I care nought for a taste of his quality 
come under F'un’s notice before now. And now we have the fastidious Knowing how painful a touch of the Pea ig. 
Saturday Review putting his foot in it. The original Revilers—if there Gone are the days when I rollick’d so readily ; 


are any of them left—really ought to look after the young lady Now Retribution ¢ ewig") ' 
authoresses who are employed to scratch one another's eyes out under So : aon neds lomka rales cadily ? : ae 


cover of anonymous reviewing. Women are not, as a rule, accurate ; Mine be the goblet th : 
and the wishy-washy three-volume-novel revieweresses of the Saturday goblet that foams with Taraxacum 


Quaffing the joys of which Bacchus a giver is: 


cae Ci LLL LLL ELL LLL LLL LLL A 


seem no exception to it. Here is a delicious paragraph in a review of Once I had morning attacks of blue-devilry, 
Mx. Gzorcr Merepitn’s Vittoria :— _Exorcised only by brandy-and-fizzery. 
“Some of them [Mr. Mereprtn’s characters], it seems, have appeared in a Now T am haunted by ghosts of old revelry, 
former novel of Mr. Meredith’s; but that is no justification for spoiling one which Not to be easily laid, to my misery ! 
should be complete in itself. As we have, we must confess, the misfortune of not Scores of ‘‘dead men,”’ that I floored, are surrounding me, 


being familiar with ‘‘ Emilia Wyndham,”’ we cannot explain the evident affection 
with which the author regards certain subordinate actors in the story.”’ 

Was there ever such an unhappy mixture of silly conceit and 
ignorance’? Why should Mr. Mexgpirx show “affection” for 
‘subordinate actors’’ in a novel written years and years ago by Mrs. ‘ Hi : 
Marsu? But waita moment. We have it! When the young lady Hibernate or Hibernianate P 
who wrcte that review heard some people criticising Gzorce MerepiTH A CONTEMPORARY informs us that, 
and his former works, she should have opened her ears a little wider. | _‘‘ Mpuux. Cartorra Parti intends purchasing a villa at Nice, and hibernating 
Poor girl, they were not talking about ‘‘Emilia Wyndham,’ but | there every winter.” 

“Emilia in England.” The titles sound very much alike we grant, It is very satisfactory to learn that Mpiux. Parrie intends to 
but young women who imagine their mission is to instruct their fellow- | “ hibernate ’’—i. ¢., spend the winter—only in winter-time. 

creatures, should be careful not to write themselves down as—well, 
never mind—and should talk less like parrots. 


Corks, with their spectral blue, red, and green wax, ah, come! | 
Haste! let me drown all these horrors confounding me ; 
Bring me a bumper that’s brimmed with Taraxacum ! 











Handy. | 
Mr. P. Bartow has patented a watch which shows on its face only 
** As old as the Dea! * the figures of the hour and minute wanted, and which has no hands. 
Tux Kilkenny Journal states that there is living at Mallardstown, | It is a pity he cannot make his watch work in other ways. There are 
near Callan, a woman named Nett Dea, who is 108 years old. As | a good many businesses jest now that would pay well for any scheme 


she has a Dea in addition to her CVIII she must be dea-cidedly five | by which they might k ; sends ond with 00 
hundred years older than stated. Cee a a ept going without han 


wr a NN 
London : Printed by SUDD & GLASS, Phonix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published by the Proprietor at 80, Fleet-atreet, E.C.—February 23, 1367. 
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PROPER NAMES IN LANCASHIRE. 


ere ae 





LADY CHIGNON HAIR OF HAIR. 


Lavy Cuicnon Hare or Harr, 
_ You've won at last a great renown. 
You thought to turn a score of heads, 
With fashion when you took the town. 
On me you shone, but when you'd gone, 
I knew the dodge that I’d admired, 
The head of a Pre-Rarrag.its! 
Yours is not ene to be desired. 


Lavy Cuicnon Hare or Harr! 

You needs must hide your head in shame, 
Your tresses can’t compare with mine, 

For now you know from whence they came: 
And as I live, I would not give 

A fig for yours, though bald I am, 
A simple maiden’s pretty locks 

Are worth a thousand lumps of sham ! 


Lapy Cuicnon Harr or Harr, 
I stole the plaits from off your head, 
Not many months have come and gone 
Since they adorned a Kalmuck-dead. 
Oh! your fine nets, your soft frisettes, 
A microscope was brought to me, 
And there were those about the ends 
Which you had hardly cared to see. 


Trust me, Cuignon Harr or Harr, 
Though Paris fashions woman apes, 
Your great grandfather and his wife 
Smile at the claims of bonnet-shapes. 
Howe’er this be, it seems to me 
Tis fair to fascinate and flirt, ' 
Your hair’s worth more than coronets, 
And simple braids than Russian dirt. 
) 
i 


Cutenon ! Cuicnon Harr or Harr! 

If you have lots of tails and bands, 
Are there no pillows in your house ? 

Or sofa cushions near your hands ? 
Go! cram an ottoman or stool, 

And stuff your sunny locks with tow, 
Ask Paris for another freak, 

But let this nasty fashion go! 


Labourer :—* Can’? say ’AT I KNOW A JOHN GIBSON HEREABOUTS.” 


Stranger :—“ He’s A MECHANIC AND HAS INVENTED AN IMPROVEMENT IN 


Looms,” 


Labourer (suddenly enlightened) :—“ OH, YE MEAN JACK 0’ Jims 0’ TH’ 


OULD Sraixers. He LIVES NEXT DOOR TO ME.” 


Operatic. 


Tue mounting of L’ Africaine, as produced on the 23rd | 
ultimo at Munich, cost the administration no less than 
three thousand pounds. This is indeed Munich-ficence ! 





FROM OUR STALL. 


Tae object of An <Atrocious Criminal, Mr. PALGRAVE Smmpson’s 
Olympic farce, is to furnish the chief performer with a light and lively 
part of the Cuartes Maruews kind. Mr. Joun Crayton, who plays 

ter, is at an enormous disadvantage in playing it before a 
house that has just been seeing CHARLES Maruews himself in his 
element. <A little nervousness was natural under the circumstances ; 

R. Clayton soon shook it offand rattled through a long part briskly. 

8 Amy Suerrpan looked as graceful as a lily, “ because””—like the 
stars that shone in the Irish ballad—she’d “nothing else to do. 

‘Iss Farren (in a perfect love of a German dress) was a volcano of 
Siggles, liable to go off—and then to go on going off—on the smallest 
1 provocation. Laughter of so catching a kind has not been 

d upon the stage since Mrs. NeswitT left it. The farce has been 

Provided with a very pretty scene. 

We advise everybody who loves fine acting to go to Drury Lane 
some evening when Mus. HerMANN VEZIN plays Mrs. Oakley in the 
Jealous 7 ife. It is really an exquisite bit of comedy ; the perpetual 
domestic storms raised by such a charming creature should enrapture 
& husband who possesses the least appreciation for the picturesque. 

&. Preps is not happy as Oakley ; he imports too many tragic atti- 

-4des into the performance of the character. A deaf spectator, — 

| On” action without a knowledge of the dialogue, would fancy ; r. 
Y most resolute where he is most yielding. Another of Mu. 
8's failings is his “damnable iteration ;”’ he seems quite m- 

Capable of uttering an interjection once and only once. He never aban- 

an “Oh! until he has dragged it all over the stage ; and, as for 

&“Lord!” he multiplies it into as many Lords as there are in the 
sbper House of Parliament. The characters are mere 

OWs, represented in an appropriately shady manner. 
The Japanese have left St Aartin’s Hall, and we pity all unfortu- 


Se” 
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nate pleasure-hunters who lost the opportunity of seeing them. The | 
Tycoon must be a happy man to have a Top-spinner all to himself; 
surely it is much better fun than keeping a pianist, after the manner | 
of European potentates. We listened attentively to the little boy who 
gave a recitation in his own tongue, we are not quite sure that he 
suited the action to the word and the word to the action—indeed, for 
our own part, we would as lief the town-crier had spoke our lines. 
The butterfly-trick was the gem of the entertainment. We cannot 
admire the native musicians, because they take no note of time but by 


its loss. 








Nonsensical News. 


Ir was feared that the city of Chester, 
The Fenians intended to pester, 
But other folks thought 
As it allcame to nought, 
That ’twas only the work of a jester. 


| 





The Paris Exhibition. 


j i as was stated in the House last 
To judge from the amount which (as was § ; 

wanes ae share in the Exposition at Paris is to cost us, it ane 

likely that Joun Butx’s chief exhibition will be of the haluonees Oo 
his wit and the depth of his pocket. We — like to oe 8 aes 
igation i i ure. e - 
investigation into the items of the —< “ oe ee 
‘neton clique have so much to do with the manag t we 
| ae but lane the outlay is larger than 1s yee. Re. meee a 

| possible that the renowned future scarcity of ‘Co as e 


le tonsi ‘alue himself more highly than ever. By all 
| Bowe sonegres © ere ae a a pon let us have a little 


let some independent @ | 
| insight pan the management of the British section at Paris. 
\ 5 
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FUN. 


Coton Talk. 


By THE SAUNTERER IN SoorETY. 


HERE was a curious little in- 
cident in the debate on the 
supplementary estimates the 
other day. Amid the suspen- 
sion of hostilities agreed on 
for the beginning of the 
session the two leaders met 


and interchanged courtesies: 


about the purchase of the 
Blacas_ collection for the 
British Museum. The com- 
pliment which GLADSTONE 
paid to Joun Stvart M111 in 
his passing allusion to the 
latter’s address to the stu- 
dents at St. Andrew’s must 
have been very grateful to 
the philosopher. The man 
who still represents the Uni- 
versity of Oxford in the 
House of Commons, though 
he is no longer returned as 
its elected M.P., does himself 
and Mr. Mirt honour by 
this acknowledgment. I can- 
not help though, as touching 
the Blacas collection, agreeing 
, who, while he admitted the value of the 


with a subsequent 
e British Museum was but a one-horse sort of. 


purchase, thought 


place, where some of the best things never saw the light for want of. 
room. I should propose that a good many of the stuffed animals which:}' 
ing that ever lived, and which would fetch a little for’| 
the straw that obtrudes itself so much on the public notice, should be | 


are unlike an 


got rid of. We can see most of the creatures which they caricature at 
the Zoo, all alive. 

An article in the British Medical Journal draws attention to “a 
spot’’ which ought to be wiped off the national scutcheon without 
delay. A lecture delivered by Prorzsson Mac ean at Netley is quoted, 
in which the lecturer drew attention to a white spot on the external 
surface of the preparation of a human heart—a spot as large as a five- 
shilling piece. It looked to all appearance like a corn, and was in fact 
nothing else than a corn, “‘as much the result of friction and undue 
pressure”’ of. accoutrements as the corns inflicted on you by bad boots. 
‘We call it,’”’ said the professor, “the soldier’s spot, so common is it 
here in post mortem examinations. It is due to the soldier’s accoutre- 
ments.’” Any one who aaqerene to be ignorant of routine and red 
tape would be inclined to think that this evil has only to be pointed 
out in order to ensure its removal. I think I can guess the sort of 
stir there will be about it. A few officials will complain of this 
“ rin fellow kicking up a bother;’’ somebody will write a minute 
questioning whether any steps can be taken in the matter because the 
insubordination of the soldier in daring to have corns on his heart 
being a breach of the Mutiny Act placed him out of court; another 
ingenious somebody would write to suggest that in order to avoid the 
difficulty no man should be in future enlisted who had a heart. This 
would seem such an excellent idea that it would be submitted to the 
Army Medical Department, which would reluctantly knock it on the 
head. When about twenty people had written minutes of similar 
value on the subject, some A innovator would spring up and pro- 
pose that the accoutrements should be modified so as not to kill the 
soldier with greater certainty than an enemy could. From that moment 
he would be amarked man, looked on as a dangerous and unscrupulous 
wretch who was anxious to push himself in the office. The rest of 
his career would be a long misery, he would be beset at every step by 
the jealousy of his fellow-clerks, and he would have the satisfaction 
of seeing his suggestion adopted twenty years or so after he made it. 

Tue Society of Female Artists has opened its exhibition in Conduit- 
street. With judicious weeding it would occupy to advantage a gallery 
fibout the quarter of the size of that it now fills. The water-colour 
work is fair enough, the oils, as arule, very bad. Miss K. Swirt’s 
‘“‘Orphans”’ is the best thing on the walls. e British Institution is 
also open for the last time, but I have not yet had a favourable day for 
seeing it. 

I nave received a batch of Fenrmmore Cooper’s novels, reprinted on 
good neges sae with readable type, by Messrs. RoutLence anp Sons, 
and published at sixpence novel. At this rate for half-a-sovereign 
any one might lay in a lib that would last him for a voyage 
round the world. Sailors emigrants ought to rejoice at the 
opportunity. - 
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Tue Lanpszsgr lions, good, bad, or indifferent, were a national work, 
and the Zimes should have given us an article about them which was 
worthy of the occasion, even if it were “ onl .’ Instead of a 
well-written, careful paper, we have some of the mest: slovenly slipshod 
of which the Times even could be guilty. First: dfiall we come to this 
inelegant sentence :— 

‘All has been done by his own hand, every hair of it,amd done*with such care 
that after the castimg there should be nothing left forthe chaser.’’ 

Not tomotice an:awkward construction by which the writer seems to 
ascribe the quality of hirsuteness to Sir Epwin’s hand, I wish to 
know why ‘‘all has been done with smch care that there should be 


mothing:left'toxthe chaser.’’ There either was, or was mot, anything 


jeft:to the chaser. Then we read that :— 

‘If the outline:is grand, still more so’’—how elegant !—‘‘is the:expression of 
the lions. The:royalty of the beast is shown im their faces.’’ 

Anything: more awkward than the. collocation of “the beast’’ and 
“‘ theirtfaces’’ it issmotieasy to conceive, except, perhaps, a. sentence a 
little later.:— 

cae know of. mo ‘finer work than this.of Sme«<Epwin LANDSEBR ‘sof the same 
class.’’ 

But we lave'positive inaccuracy when weiread :— 

‘*The amimal seems tolive—his mouth rea@yto pant, his flank to quiver, every 
musele to-be instinct withthe possibility of -aetion, the very tail curled round by 
his'side to’ be waiting,’’ &c. 

Here, if construction.mean anything, we are told that. the mouth is 
ready to’ pant, the flank ready to quiver,.the muscle ready to be instinct 
with the possibility of action (rather remote!),.the ‘“very’’ tail 
curled round ready to be waiting. There is‘no great wonder that 
‘this. appearance of vitality,’’ viz., “this readiness to move,” or, in 
other wortls, this passiveness can be combined with statuesque repose. 
If the Dimes, instead of allowing an injudicious:friend of the artist to 
puff theilions in .its:columns, had given:us an artiele by a skilled hand, 


‘Sin Epwaw wouldthave been paid a higher compliment, and the nation 
‘would have been better served. 


THE THRUSH. 


“ Swuer bird! ’’ exclaimed’ Crrta,:when pensively scated 
Beneath a tall elm, at the eventide’s:hush ; 

“Sweet bird!’’ she exclaimed, as aloft was repeated 
The rich vesper-hymn of a jubilant thrush. 


** Ah! fain would I rival your notes so entrancing, 
Of all the sweet birds you’re the bird of my choice. 
Ah! could I but learn what’s the secret enhancing 
With music so fine the rare charm of your voice, 


‘‘ The spell should be tried :—I should sing ’’—here she started, 
For old Garrer Lust leant over the rails 

And remarked, “‘ If you’d learn how the charm is imparted 
I think I can tell you—in fact, it is snails !”’’ 


SLANG AND SONG. 


A CORRESPONDENT calls our attention to a sad case of bad taste in a 
high literary*quarter. The offender, we regret to say, is no less a 
person than the Poet-Laureate, and the offending poem is the one 
known, among his more early efforts, by the name of ‘ Eleanore. 
In it he speaks of 


‘* A shady cove upon a sunny shore,’’ 


which our correspondent (who writes from Boulogne) considers a peT- 
sonal allusion. We must confess that we should not particularly 
object to the line on this ground, even if the charge were at all tenable, 
considering the number of “‘ shady coves”’ who have been driven by 
stress of pecuniary weather at home, to take up their residence on the 
‘sunny shore’’ in question. What we do object to isthe slang mode 
of expression, which is surely unworthy of a poet of Mr. TENNYSON § 
eminence. The Laureateship is inthe Lord Chamberlain’s department, 
and it may be supposed that the august official has quite enough to do 
in looking after the moralities of the minor drama, without troubling 
himself about the effusions of mere minstrels. But in the present case 
a remonstrance, at least, is desirable, to save contingent consequences 
of a less agreeable character. A part of the Laureate’s reward is— 
or should be—paid to him in the shape of a butt of sherry. 
be sad to find offended Royalty one of these days changing the sherry 
for the sack. 


Ill-feeling. 
‘You've heard from Dick :—they say he has been ill. 
How is he?’ ‘“ Well, there’s room for mending still !”’ 
“What's wrong?’ “ His old infirmity—facility 
For spelling ill; an A. B. C. D-bility.” 


It would 
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Give her free scope, and ample‘space 
_To exercise her rightful pow'rs, 
Nor fancy that it will disgrace 
Our manhood if they equal ours. 


She has her intellects, her life, 
Opinions, property, and feelings ; 
And everybody likes his wife 
To take an interest in his dealings 


































TO THE EDITOR. 
Clapham Junction, February. 


| §m,—lf you will allow me to call you so—my attention, diverted 
| fora period from its legitimate channel by circumstances to which it is 
| not necessary more particularly to allude, has only just been directed 

to your kind insertion of my appeal for help when trying in vain to 
| reach this inscrutable station. You may remember that although 
| wonderfully wide awake at either end of the line, I always caught my- 
| elf napping at the crisis when I should'have alighted at this junction, 
| and was sustained during the several days that I spent in vain attempts 
| toget the door open in tame, solely by the refreshments dispensed so 
| pleasantly—at Victoria especially—by those Bright Beings whose pre- 
| gence at a Bar relieves drinking of half its horrors. 

[ take it for granted that it was through your timely—and allow me 
tosay inspired—aid that I got clear off at last. You will, I know, 
recognise your work, when I tell you how it was done—at least as far 
ag my Own consciousness is concerned. 

Just as I was about to embark, for about the five-hundredth time, at 
Victoria, on, I think, the second day after writing my appeal to you, 
I was stopped by a porter, who pasted a ticket upon me, and then ran 
me upon a tall machine with remarkably small wheels, to a large com- 

ent of the train, where he deposited me in company with an 
| extensive number of boxes, portmanteaus, and carpet-bags. I made no 
| resistance, but lay pleasantly upon some of the softest of my travelling 
| companions, until awakened by a rough but honest hand which 
me out by the head and shoulders. Being tilted again upon 
the tall machine with the little wheels to the middle of the platform, 
I was left there while the passengers selected their luggage, and as 
nobody seemed to select me, was soon free to depart. The process, 
though not easy, was happily attended with success, and you may be 
sure that I was not Jong in finding the means of drinking your health 
in celebration of my happy deliverance. I must confess, too, that my 
gratitude could not have found a more agreeable mode of expression 
than in the proceeding involved. How I came to be so thirsty that 
morning I can ascribe only to the natural cause—that I did not take 
enough to drink the night before. Of course I have not made the same 
mistake again; but I dare not, for the present, trust myself beyond 
Clapham Junction, where I still remain 
Tue Jotty Goop Fgettow © ' 
(Which nobody seems disposed to deny). ° 


Whether with science or with art, 
In ink or iron, corn, or cotton, 

W hether at some commercial mart, 
Or for a borough, sound or rotten. 


In fact the very wisest men 
Have found some women to be wiser, 
Politics, commerce, sword, and pen, 
In.all she has been man's adviser. 


Then give her public power to do 
What now in private she is doing : 

Give her a vote to give to you | 
Instead of for another's suing. 


Sir, let us follow where they lead, 

‘** From Indus to the Pole,” and whether 
Or not we vote alike, I plead 

For liberty to vote together ! 


T will not trespass further, sir, 
Except to say, the motion made is, 
‘That we the franchise should confer 
On mankind's better half, the ladies ! 


SENSATIONAL METAPHYSICS. 


We flatter ourselves that we have just hit upon a plan by which the 
study of metaphysics may be rendered as palatable to young people 
as Everton toffee. Let the writer who is anxious to produce a history 
of mental science adopt the familiar narrative style; spicing his work 
with occasional incidents of a thrilling nature, founded om fact, and 
adorned by imagination. The following illustrations will serve to 
explain our design :— 

No. L—THE LAST OF THE CURIATII. 
A ROMANCE. 


Already the shades of evening were beginning to close over the 
battle-field. Fearless, though unaided, stood the brave Kant or 
Koniesserc. ‘Two of his foes had bitten the dust. Pavey, covered 
with frightful gashes from head to foot, lay lifeless on the ground ; 
and beside him, writhing im the agonies of death, palpitated the 
mangled body of the champion of Cosmology. But the third and 
most redoubtable of Immanvet’s antagonists was as yet scathless. 
With dinted sword and battered helmet he rushed again and again to 
the onset, shouting his war-cry of “ Cogito, eryo sum! A Descartes 
to the rescue!”’ 

The shades of evening fell deeper yet. Then ImMMANvEL, concen- 
trating all his gigantic strength into a mighty blow, smote the Gaul 
valiantly and surely. The sword passed like lightning through the 
ens realissimum of the unhappy Frenchman, and in a moment he lay 
stretched beside his brethren. 

No. :IL—SAMUEL’S BULL-DOGS. 
A TALE. 

The brave, the beautiful, the wise, and the witty sought with eager- 
ness the societyof Cotsumpcr. His exquisitely humorous sallies on 
Piotinus kept the’ table in a perpetual roar, and his audience literally 
sereamed: whenever he chose to make fun of Sprvoza. 

But Samvet had one glaring social drawback. He was the proud 
possessor of two large and ferocious bull-dogs. ‘These animals, which 
had been brought ever from Germany, were distinguished by the 
names of Objectivity and Subjectivity. The former of these brutes 
was evidently SamvuEL’s _. = Objectivity cannot exist out of 

, sight’”’ used to say in his jocular manner. 
mney oe aoe 2 hi no doubt, but their owner had no 
business to introduce them into fashionable company ; especially as 


they were always quarrelling, and SAMUEL was the only man who 


could separate them. 
roo 
Curious Indeed! 


‘3 stated that a young girl at Spalding, having been bitten by a 
me pet. aa from long fits of somnolence. We should be 


inclined to consider this drowsiness a (n)odd circumstance. 








EXTENSION OF THE FRANCHISE TO WOMEN. 





‘Notes of a Speech to be Delivered by J. 8. Matz, Esa., M-P., 
during the Debate on the New: Reform Bill, 





Wr all of us no doubt believe, 

What we are taught in chureh and chapel, 
That sin was born to mother Eve 

By eating the forbidden apple ; 


That she made ApAM eat some too— 
An act to be forgiven never !— 

And therefore punishment isidue 
To her, and to her sex for ever! 


And if the ills she has to bear, 
Compared with ours, are often rougher ; 
She does not in our suffrage share, 
Although for her we have to suffer ! 


But if afflicted for her sin, 
And we for hers, as well as ours ; 
Why visit it upon her,in 
Depriving her of equal pow’rs ? 


Is it that she may sorrowing live, 
Mourning an ancestry of sinners; _ 
Or that she time and thought may give 
Only to dress herself—and dinners ¢ 


Women are merchants, rulers, queens, 
And govern men in every station ; 
Yet do we not accord them means 
To help in governing the nation. 


’Tis now as ’twas with Eve of yore, 
Man bows to her, the Legislator ! 

Then why should we this fact ignore, 

And try to make ourselves the greater! 


eee 
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THE CASE OF REAL DISTRESS. | 
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) ay a | ETIQUETTE. HOPE’S FLATTERING TALE. 


Tue wretch condemned to roam the streets, Hope, tired of waiting sees, at last, 








English. 





:. aus : a a. | Still, still on hope relies ; The lions on their slabs, WHEN will the 
th NS Fe ae An every novelty he meets And hints, if they reform so fast, worthy people, who 


in any society. When, 


They'll give us small-pox cabs! chronicle the doings | 
, at Court, learn to | 
‘treat her Majesty's | 
English _ properly ? 
Tney describe Royalty 
as performing acts, to 
accuse it of which is 
flat treason. We hear | 
of our Sovereign’s | 
walking on ponies, 
and going through a 
variety of feats abso- 
lutely startling to 
loyalty. The other 
| day we were told that 
“The Princess of 
Walestook a carriage- | 
drive, attended by the | 
Marchioness of Car- 
marthen.’’ Now, a 
carriage-drive — even 
one belonging to a 
“cottage of gentility’ 
—is rather a serious 
extent of gravel, and | 
would be an unplea- | 
sant dose, even when 
“attended by a Mar- 
chioness’’ by way of 
a lump of sugar after 
it. What the Court 
Newsman meant was, 
we suppose, that ‘‘The 
Princess of Wales, at- 
tended by the Mar- 


— went for a 
99 
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therefore, you go toa Bids expectation mse - 








house where you area —— 
comparative stranger, 
prove at once that you 
feel at home by slap- 
ping the host on the 


4 
j 
: 
yt | ; back. It will add to 
} 


i RE SE i BR 


' | the effect if you take 
. | the mistress of the 
ma) | house round the waist 
and say, ‘ Kitchee, 
n 4 kitchee!"’ playfully. 
A graceful humour 
is always appreciated 
in good society. Keep- 
ing this in mind, you 
may indulge in vari- 
ous little pleasantries. | 
Forinstance, at supper | 
ask in a loud voice for | 
| various dishes not | 


likely to be on the | 

table; and when your | 

hostess says there is | 
no pheasant (or what- 
ever it may be), say, 

“Then I'll take two | 

helps, please.’’ | 

Dress is the test of | 
the gentleman. No | 
real gentleman can by | 
any possibility be mis- | 
taken for a waiter, at | 
an evening party— 
especially if he wears 

a red velvet waistcoat, 

a green silk tie, and 
| astriped shirt. That 
settles the question at 
once. 

To be able to dance | 
well is a great desi- | 
deratum for those who | 
go to balls. If you 
don’t happen to bea | 
good dancer, you can 
get the reputation of 
being one by asking a 
young lady to dance, 
taking a few turns, 
' and then leading her 
| to a seat, with the 

remark, that she 
evidently has no 
knowledge of time. 











” 
———— ee eee 


Unsuitable. 
Tue Yelverton case | 
is to be brought be- | 
fore the House of | 





Lords again. Would 
not Mrs. YELVERTON 
do well to desist from | 
fruitless litigation ¢ 
The fact that she will 
appear now in forma | 
pauperis wouldseem to | 
foreshadow that she | 
will cut but ‘a poor 
figure ’’ again. 





Skin and Skill. 


A MAN was seized 
by the Custom House 
officers in Belgium the 
other day for carrying 
on smuggling with a 
horse. On a small 
animal a larger skin 
had been artfully 
fitted, and the interval 





A Full Stop. 


“ Ata Penny Read- 
| ing given a little while 
since at Farndon, in 
Cheshire, one of the 
readers commenced a | 
passage from Pick- 
wick, when, without filled with tobacco. 
any warning what- . But for all the false 
ever, the incumbent WHAT’S THIS? skin he did not manage 





ee 


hs remptorily ordered 2 . “hide” the tobacco 
P ae to stop”’—So f a Why, this is Strangles, who, after the run of the season in a strange country, has to find his ee posdhn ett 


a a 


way back at night by the aid of the sign-posts and a box of fusees ! eyes of the douaniers. 


the papers. Is it not 

a pity they did not | -—— aac inti 
spec y the passage ? A Fitting Date. A Scientific Query. 

fe should like to We observe that the call of forty pounds SomEsopy wants to know whether the well- Wary is a long ser- 

know _whether it was share made on the shareholders of BannEp’s | known fact of the polarity of iron ships, which | mon like the strons- 
anything referring to | Bank is to be made on the first of April. The! causes the deviation of compasses, is to be ac- | smelling soft sapona- 
Staggins that soroused | selection of “ All Fools’ Day” is y, but | counted for by the magnetude of their hulls. A | ceous compound used 
the reverend gentle- ossibly the shareholders don’t see it in the| scientific gentleman is writing a(t)tract on the | inkitchens? Because 
man P light of a joke. subject. it’s soap ’orrific! 
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A NOSE PUT OUT OF JOINT. 


Bull) :—*SURE, YOU'LL PURTECT ME FROM -THIS IMPOORTED BLAYGYARD, THAT WANTS 
COMETHER UPON ME, THATS GOT NOTHIN TO DO WID HIM AVA!” 
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ETIQUETTE. 
Tue true gentle- 


man is always at ease 
in any society. When, 
therefore, you go toa 
house where you are a 
comparative stranger, 
prove at once that you 
feel at home by slap- 
ing the host on the 
l add to 
he effect if vou take 
he mistress of | the 
ind the waist 
nd sav, ‘ Kitchee, 
'’ playfully. 
A graceful humour 
is always appreciated 
in wn society. Keep- 
ing this in mind, you 
may indulge in vari- 
ous little pleasantries. 
Forinstance, at supper 
ask in a loud voice for 
various dishes not 
hike ly to be on the 
table; and when your 
hostess says there 1s 
no pheasant (or what- 


louse Tr 


ever it may be), say, | 


“Then I'll take two 
helps, please.”’ 

Dress is the test of 
the gentleman. No 
real gentleman can by 
any ] ossibility he mis- 
taken for a waiter, at 
an evening party 
especially if he wears 


a red velvet waistcoat, | 


a green silk tie, and 
a striped shirt. That 


settles the question at 


once, 

To be able to dance 
well is a great desi- 
deratum for those who 
go to balls. If you 
don't happe n to bea 
good dancer, you can 
get the reputation of 
being one by asking a 
young lady to dance, 
taking a few turns, 
and then leading her 
to a seat, with the 
remark, that she 
evidently has no 
knowledge of time. 


A Full Stop. 


“ Ara Penny Read- 


ing given a little while | 


since at Farndon, in 
(Cheshire, one of the 
readers commenced a 
fri mm Pick- 
wick, when, without 
any warning what- 
ever, the incumbent 


passage 





pers mptorily ordered 


him to stop."’—So far 
the papers. Is it not 
a pity they did not 
specify the passage + 


We should like to | 


know whether it was 


anything referring to | 


Stiggins that so roused 
the reverend gentle- 
man P 


FUN. 


HOPE’S FLATTERING TALE. 
Hope, tired of waiting sees, at last, 
The lions on their slabs, 
And hints, if they reform so fast, 
They'll give us small-pox cabs! 


ed 





Tue wretch condemned to roam the streets, — | 
Still, still on hope relies ; 
Ani every novelty he meets 

Bids expectation rise! 











WHAT'S THIS? 
Why, this is Strangles, who, after the run of the season in a strange country, has to find his 


way back at night by the aid of the sign-posts and a box of fusees! 





A Fitting Date. | A Scientific Query. 
We observe that the call of forty pounds} Somenopy wants to know whether the well- 
per share made on the shareholders of BARNEp’s | known fact of the polarity of iron ships, which 
Bank is to be made on the first of April. The! causes the deviation of compasses, is to be ac- 
selection of ‘* All Fools’ Day” is funny, but | counted for by the magnetude of their hulls. A 
| possibly the shareholders don’t see it in the | scientific gentleman is writing a(t\tract on the 
| light of a joke. | subject. 7. 
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The Queen’s 
English. 

WHEN will the 
worthy people, who 
chronicle the doings 
at Court, learn to 
treat her Majesty's 
Ienglish properly 
Tney describe Royaity 
as performing acts, t> 
accuse it of which js 
flat treason. We hear 
of our Sovereign's 
walking on _ ponies, 
and going through a 
variety of feats abso- 


lutely startling to 
loyalty. The other 


day we were told that 
“The Princess of 
Walestook a carriage- 
drive, attended by the 
Marchioness of Car- 
marthen.’”’ Now, a 
carriage-drive — even 
one belonging to a 
“cottage of gentility” 
—is rather a serious 
extent of gravel, and 
would be an unplea- 
sant dose, even when 
“attended by a Mar- 
chioness’’ by way of 
a lump of sugar after 
it. What the Court 
Newsman meant was, 
we suppose, that ‘‘ The 
Princess of Wales, at- 
tended by the Mar- 
chioness, went for a 


drive.”’ 





Unsuitable. 


Tue Yelverton case 
is to be brought be- 
fore the House of 
Lords again. Would 
not Mrs. YELVERTON 
do well to desist froin 
fruitless litigation : 
The fact that she will 
appear now 7” fori 
pauperis wouldseem to 
foreshadow that she 
will cut but ‘a poor 
figure’ again. 


Skin and Skill. 


A MAN was seize 
by the Custom Hous 
officers in Belgium the 
other day for carrying 
on smuggling with a 
horse. On a_ smail 
animal a larger skin 
had been artfully 
fitted, and the interval 
filled with tobacco. 

Sut for all the fale 
skin he did not manag 
to “hide” the tobacco 
from the searching 
eyes of the douaniers. 


ae 


Wuy is a long SCl'- 
mon like the strone- 
smelling soft sapona- 
ceous compound used 
in kitchens ? Becaus 
it’s soap ’orrific! 
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A NOSE PUT OUT OF JOINT. 


Erin (o John Bull):—*SURE, YOuU’LILT PURTECT ME FROM THIS IMPOORTED 
COMETHER UPON ME, THAT’S Gort NOTIHIIIN’ 


BLAYGYARD, THAT WANTS TO PUT THE 
TO DO WID HIM AVA!” 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


Larevy, in an ancient western city, 
Rose the vile marauders to despoil ; 

But the law pursued them without pity, 
And'‘soon ended their most worthless toil. 





1, 
Often do the notes entrancing 
‘Of a songstress cheer the heart ; 
And she sees while quickly glancing 
Downward, what mark shows the part. 
2. 
Samr Gitpas DE Ruvys had a shrine of fame, 
Pomting to heaven that bore his name: 
And a lovely lady dwelt therein, 
And an abbot who steep’d his soul in sin. 


3. 


There never was a fairer place, 
Bestowed upon a mortal race ; 
And never greater loss than left 
Them lonely, of its lawns bereft. 


4, 
It comes before the keynote, and you'll guess 
The liquid language where it answers yes. 

5 


A little peasant girl was led 
In Florence, far astray 

From honest paths—as we have read ; 
A name that’s sweet to say. 


6 


Tis the place and all around it 
As of old fresh voices call, 

In the dawn of life we found it, 
And we welcom’d Surly Hall. 


7. 
Too often levied by a board of duffers 
You pay, and heavily your pocket suffers. 


AnsweER To Acrostic IN No. 92. 


Ss Salerno Oo 
E Eldership P 
8 Sable E 
S Sun N 
I Iceni I 
Oo Oberon N 
N Nutmeg G 


Yo. 92 RECEIVED Fespruary 20TH.—None correct. 


A 


SOLUTIONS OF AcRosTIC IN 


LITERARY GREGARINES. 


Some weeks ago Shadow-Tree Shaft was produced at the Princess's, 
and Foy noticed it—not too warmly. The other papers also noticed 
it; the. Star among the number giving a critique which was less 
‘a. ill-natured. And there, it was supposed, the matter 


Bat it so happens, Fun, for the -sake of his friend the Fldneur, 
of in his Star regularly—on Monday; and on Monday, the 18th 


"jou 
id 


Now the viper is a low reptile, and, having exhausted its venom in 


ne striking, meanly lies by and waits for a fresh stock for a second 
| A GENTLEMAN, who has taken the whole of 


| —. But it would be a poor compliment to the viper to compare 
! in the Star with it. Fun feels rather that he is in the 
| a of a lady who has purchased a Russian chignon, when he 
A ape Monday’s penn’ orth infested by creeping things of this sort. 
es ’ is indeed the right term to apply to a creature which is 
a enough and shrewish enough to be a woman, but which possesses 
WW spite that could only be imported from Seraglio Point. 

. should not have noticed this dull malignity if its vindictive 
de —evidenced even in so small a matter as the choice of Mon- 
| Y (the Star’, best day) for exhibiting its venom—did not render it 
ture, for us to indicate and condemn it in the interests of litera- 


‘tama, without there being any necessity for our scribbler to hang 


eee a —eee 
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, he found that the dramatic — well, critic — of that | ar 
returned to the charge, and was pitching into the afore- | tribunal. 


R. C., &e. 


a name, but it was not un 
to be held in the Assembly | 
being supplied with garments. 


‘ . , | 
ere riticism in the Princess 8 | . . 
18 ample scope for adverse critic | concert as ‘including negro me 
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undoubted successes—the comedies Our oct 
characters in the drama talk « tities tesa” eek ee eas 
™ oe rises above maundering dante tl ie ea 
bd is better than the “cynicism of Ours and Setiety, whose glitter is 
e the phosphorescence of stale fish "an clegant ‘Bilin te simile 
that must have made our friend feel quite at home. ae 
We envy him, indeed, if the dialogue in. Shadéw- Tree Shaft is the 
ty twaddle’’ he has heard on the ri We could introduce 
wa to Silken Fetters, Love's Martyr, and. other plays taken from the 
; rench by a writer whose name is possibly familiar to the curious, who 
a in the limbo of condemned pieces. In that dramatist’s writings 
ae find dialogues not even phosphorescent, so very stale are the 
sh he adapts. But it is not fair, perhaps, to disturb the privacy of 
a gentleman who has even performed the remarkable feat of writing 
some of the worst burlesques ever produced. Let us therefore réturn 
to our friend’s criticism of Society. Can it be possible that the real 
Sam _ Greatheart of that comedy—a portrait that would have been 
more widely recognised but for the obscurity of the original—has at 
last found an opening for his “philanthropy.” If so, doubtless Mr. 
Ronertson’s “cynicism” will find an early opportunity of retaliating 
and then “do your devoir, knights!” cries Fun. a 
But in the meantime we must apologise for the reference to so un- | 
pleasant a theme. Having discovered this parasite of the press we 
were compelled to go to science for a title for it. Like most low or- 
ganisms, it 1s said to be very tenacious of life. But we have a strong | 
belief in soap and water and purgatives. 7 


SS 


MORN. 


Sort steals the grey of early dawn 
Across the sky so calm and stilly ; 
From hill and lawn is slow withdrawn 

The morning-vapour chilly. 


Ah, presently the tiny lark 
Will chant his matin-service early ; 
As fades the dark you soon shall mark 
The glint of dewdrops pearly. 


Tis Morn; all sights and sounds declare 
The welcome tidings of its coming : 
The balmy air, the blossoms fair, 
The bee’s incessant humming. 


I hear my valet’s gentle rap,— 
I’ll just turn over and be cunning, 
To win mayhap that one last nap 
That is so very stunning. 





Milk below—measure. 
A “‘soRELY puzzled shopkeeper” writes to the papers to say that 


setting up a milkshop in London the other day he applied to a tinman 
for a supply of cans. 

cream, he was asked by that tradesman whether he wanted full mea- 
sure, and learnt that it is a regular custom to give short measure 1n 
cream cans, which are made to hold twenty-five per cent. less than 
milk cans! The short measure in milk is concealed by the addition 
of twenty-five per cent. of water, but the scant measure of cream nk it 
being hidden, we trust all who find the cans, in which they receive it, 
are false measure, will bring their milkmen before a cream-inal 


When it came to the smaller sizes used for | 





A Taking Gentleman. | 


Hene’s a captivating youth :— | | 
the United Kingdom, wishes an | 
ENGAGEMENT as TRAVELLER. References, security, &c. Address to 


This modest announcement is calculated to “ take the whole of the 


United Kingdom ’’—by surprise, we should fancy. 


a 


Tunes in Tunics. ma | 
We have heard of giving to “airy’’ nothings a local habitation and 
til we saw the notice of an amateur concert, 
2o0ms, Knighton, that we heard of airs 
The bill, however, speaks of the 
lodies in costume.”’ 


———$$ $$$ 
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MEN WE MEET. 


BY THE COMIC PHYSIOGNOMIST. 





Tue C. P. 1 Love. 





beautiful young lady. 


7 
x (ee ; 
a 
4 _ , 
bd > 
. - °° at sd 
p> ‘ : . 
. % ’ . 
Py ; ‘ ' 
A * 
; » Re 


peared to his 
far, he agrees with the poets, 


to be at the most utter vari- 
ance. If his proposition is 
correct, the C. P. may con- 
gratulate himself on being a 
singularly fortunate philo- 


sopher, for he who can boast that he has attained but one half of 


human felicity, may be said to be a truly happy man. He has always 
loved an exquisite female—and this is the half upon which he takes 
the liberty of congratulating himself. It occurs to the C. P. that some 
portions of the preceding remarks are written in the style of CicERo. 

The C. P. is quite alive to the fact that the assertion of his chronic 
happiness is wholly at variance with statements that have already 
appeared in these papers to the effect that he is the most miserable of 
men. But his readers must bear in mind that these compositions are 
written in detatched portions, and that an interval of about a week 
takes place between the writing of each chapter. Under these circum- 
stances, it often has happened, and often will happen, that the par- 
ticular state of mind in which he writes one chapter is quite at variance 
with that which governed the animus of the preceding one, and equally 
80, rhaps, with that which will regulate the one that follows it. The 
C. P. makes no claim to consistency—that is to say, in his present 
frame of mind. He is aware that this statement may go far to affect 
the value of his compositions in the eyes of those who look upon these 
essays as mere statistical facts ; but, on the other hand, he flatters him- 
self that this very inconsistency will invest them with a special interest 
for those who regard him, not as a mere statist, but as a Great Intel- 
lectual Study. The fluctuations of his mental tides, and their regulat- 
ing influences, are in themselves extremely interesting subjects for 
analysis, and he confidently recommends them to the attention of the 
‘sthetic, the Grandly Irrational, and the German. 

The C. P. will take the liberty of skipping his earlier adorations— 
partly because so many years have elapsed since the date of their 
occurrence, that his recollections on the subject are too hazy to be of 
any great practical value; and partly because he doubts whether the 
raw emotions of an inexperienced person of two would be worth 
embalming in these pages. It will probably suffice to say that he was 
clandestinely married at that early age in a 
back garden somewhere in Hammersmith, 
to a very worthy young person in a quilted 
satin bonnet and knitted socks, which used 
to drop off in an inconvenient manner when- 
ever she sneezed, or otherwise exerted her- 
self. The marriage was afterwards set aside 
on the ground that the officiating priest, 
her nurse, was not a qualified functionary. 
From the date of this unhappy affair he has 
always had the misfortune to fix his affec- 
tions on the most desirable but, at the same 
time, the most unattainable objects. Mus. 
KEELBY, Mus. Barpav.p (she was dead, but 
- = t mattis Oe female Babe in the Wood, a worthy cook, all 
oe eee a y whe a his governess, and a beautiful 

— —and Mrs. Ex: eupi ; 
attention until he was seven. hon) eee ee eee 
seven to ten, his affections were 
divided between his mother’s dress- 
maker and her assistant—he gives 
their portraits from memory. He is 
aware that the method of dressing the 
hair, and the fashion of the bonnets 
are anachronisms, but he gives his 
impression of them as it survives in 








which is not identified in his 
mind with a romantic asso- 
ciation with the name of a 
To 
love and be loved by an ex- 
quisite female is a state of 
things which has always ap- 
susceptible 
mind to be the incarnation 
of earthly happiness—and, so 


AVHE C. P. has no, recollection 
ae f of any period of his career 


a body of men with whom he 
generally has the misfortune 


his memory, modified, of course, as all such” recollections must be, by 
the imperceptible but never ceasing changes of fashion. If the C. P.’s 
middle-aged readers will be good enough to revive their earliest im. 
pressions of their fathers, they will find that they dress these mental 
photographs, not in the high collars, tight sleeves, and pantaloons of 
Kino GrorGE THE Fourtn, but in the more convenient apparel of the 
reign of QuEEN VicToria. Very well, then ! 

The C. P. is unable to account for his evil 
taste in allowing the mature charms of the 
dressmaker to rival the blushing beauties of her 
assistant. He supposes that the fact of the 
dressmaker's wearing a moustache had some- 
thing to do with it. He remembers, too, that 
she was a viscountess of some foreign order, 
whereas her assistant was not, and her exalted 
rank may have dazzled him. However, it is 
quite unimportant, for it never came to any- 
thing serious, in either case. The C. P. may 
mention, however, that the viscountess (who was 
a widow, or something of the kind), eventually 
married a certain popular demagogue, who lived 
by taking the chair, at a guinea a time, at Reform 
and Chartist meetings. He was, also, a Church- 
rate agitator, an out-of-door preacher, a temperance 
lecturer, a chairman of Convivial Dogs, and a 
begging-letter writer. He eventually made a fortune as the proprictor 


of a religious magazine. 





| 


The C. P. goes on to the age of seventeen, when he was at King’s Col- | 


lege, in the Strand. He gives, on the right and left of the page, the utterly 
inadequate portraits 
of two lovely daily 
governesses whose 
sweet faces charmed 
his dreary trudge 
from Brompton to 
the Strand. One was 
haughty, and treated 
the C. P. with the 
contempt which, at 
that early age, his 
immature charms 
deserved. The other, 
however, seemed to 
take pleasure in 
meeting the young 
philosopher, and in 
flashing her bright 
eyes at him as he blushingly passed. He knows not which of them 
he loved the most, but his self-pride was nettled by the pretty scorn 
of the former, and he made a solemn vow that one day she should be 
his. That vow is but one of many which he has failed to keep. But 
the space betwegn Knightsbridge-green and the drapery establishment 
of Messrs. Harvey, Nicuot anp Co., is still a hallowed ground to 
him, and to this day he never 
passes it without shedding a tear 
to the memory of the two daily 
governesses. One of them went 
out to India and married an ex- 
Rajah—the other married a 
dancing-master, and went on the 
stage. 

_ Here is a lovely creature, who 
is only identified in the C. P.’s 
mind with the act of accepting an 
invitation to dance. He used to 
meet her at evening parties, where 
she was always popular, and it was 
the C. P.’s fate to be always en- 
gaged to dance dances with her 
that never came off. He adored 
her with all the devotion of a philosopher's heart, and he has reason to 








believe that his attachment was in some degree reciprocated, but 4 
stern mother—the C. P. has a great’mind to give her portrait—always 
interfered to carry her off before the dance 
which was to make the C. P. happy. 

Here are two more. One who could talk 
but wouldn’t—the other who would talk, but 
couldn’t. The C. P. is eminently a talking 
philosopher. He prides himself on his flow of 
agreeable gossip, and he flatters himself that 
he possesses, in a remarkable degree, the 
power of drawing out a timid girk It is his 
delight to select a young lady, at an evening 
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chance of being bowled out by smart repartees such as 
clever, talkative girls occasionally disconcert him with. 
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» Cau indulge in with impunity, for his very (w)recklessness would ensure 
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arty, who is not conversationally brilliant—who is, in 
fact, singularly dull, and to fire off at hera rattle of 
conversational musketry. He seldom fails in eliciting 
much hidden character of an interesting description ; 
and besides this, he docs not subject himself to the 


P 


The C. P. fears that the chatty girl in the margin 
imagines that he is a humbug, for she ignores him 
altogether. She declines to talk with him, and is in 
the habit of shutting him up conclusively whenever he 
addresses her. But it is otherwise with her sweet, 
simpering companion, who eagerly drinks in the words 
of wisdom which he is in the habit of pouring into her 
little pink ears. He could be happy with such an one 





—some day, perchance, he may. A------ h! (This 
isa long-drawn sigh, and not the skeleton of a person’s 
name.) 

The C. P. suddenly awakes to the fact that in this 


chapter of “Men we Mect,’’ he has been discoursing: 
solely of women. The answer to such an objection is 
obvious: “‘ Man,”’ in * Men we Meet,” is Homo—not | 
Vir—but still the start that the discovery gave him has 

made him so ill, that he feels compelled to put an | 
abrupt finish to this chapter, and go to bed. | 


TICK! | 


Tue Spring, my dear, has come again, 
And brought the usual flowers, 

And pelted every hiil and plain 
With irritating showers. 

.And spring must see us both array’d 

In garments new and splendid, 

Or else our grand friends I’m afraid, 
Will all be most offended. 


Last Christmas brought a heap of bills 
That still unsettled lie, 

Our rich relations make their wills, 
And always pass us by. 

And yet some comfort, dear, I’ll give, 
And kiss me when I’ve said it, 

Poor tradesmen must have work to live,— 
We'll get new clothes on credit. 





WANTED. 


Ir gentlewomen only knew what awful mistakes they generally 
make in advertisements, we feel sure they would submit those literary 


compositions to com 


_ & case in point :— 


BeARD and RESIDENCE.—A gentlewoman (a widow) of mature age, active, and 
well-connected, desires, by way of sociability, to be received into a married 
f England clergyman or private gentleman’s family, where there may be 


Church o 
daughters, but a nursery objected to. A good-sized, airy bedroom, an early but 
ble, with punctuality, desired. If in a dry neighbourhood, Sussex pre- 


simple ta 
ferred. Terms 30s. per week. No communications with initials will receive atten- 


tion, and full particulars will save trouble and delay.—A. B., &c 
_A..B. cannot surely be aware that she expresses a wish to commit 
bigamy when she asks to be received into a married Church of 
England clergyman, a conjunction only to be effected by her becoming 
his better half. What does she imply by the possibility of there 
NM daughters and the certainty of objections to a nursery? A good- 
ized, airy bedroom is intelligible enough, but does “an early but 
simple table with punctuality”? mean a Railway Time Table to super- 
sede.the anything but simple Bradshaw ? And finally, why is Sussex 
accused of being a “ vagrom”’ county ?—a charge implied by the 
preference accorded it, supposing it happens to be settled for the nonce 
ma dry neighbourhood ! 





Philosophy upon Four Feet. 


A MAN we know has a horse which is very good for a-cross conan 
e 


a a good-natured oosteey when he has the choice. 
has his own way in the hunting field he never takes a-fence, but looks 


Over it in the pleasantest manner possible. 





&D NDERWRITING at Lioyn’s is the only gambling which a spendthrift 


petent judges before rushing into print. Here is | 


SED ) \ 
| , 





Indignant old Party (who has been carried about half-a-dozen yards past 
her destination) :—‘* You CONDUCT IS DISGRACEFUL! 
GENTLEMAN, sIk!”’ 


(4 pause.) You ARE NO 









Answers te Correspondents, 


[We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accom- 
panied ly a stamped and directed envelope. } 


SINGULAR SimpLe.—“ Your education ts at fault.” 
A CALEDONIAN evidently wants something very prickly to tickle his 





palate. 
‘“‘TuHe British Lions” are cast, as they say of horses in the army. 


‘*AN ICE-OLATED VERSE”’ has a funny flaw in it, so we cannot venture 


on it. 

G. H. R.—Your “ Banquet”’ is anything but a feast of reason, and for 
that reason we decline it. 

J. H. C. P. sends some copy and says :—‘‘ You may alter to your own 
satisfaction.’”” Unluckily we can’t—it is impossible. The only altar suited 
for it is the domestic hearth, to which we devote it. 

E. P., Shipton-on-Stour.—We are plentifully supplied in that line. 

H. W.—The “ British Jury ”’ is not juridical-ous enough. 

Joz KING is not crowned with success. 

W. G.—We do “ think this too atrocious,” so don’t repeat it. 

F. L. A., Hastings.—F. L. A. is invited to T; he seems a nice young 
man for that sort or thing. 

CyYPHER.—Good for nothing. We have plenty. 

‘*QvuERY”’ doesn’t answer. 

Declined with thanks—Ginger; Lochiel; Progress; An Observer; 
E. D.; Selwouk; Jacekay; I. Street, Exon; Quidmunc; J. W. N., 
Med. Club; S. P.; F. B.; W. M., Bromsgrove; H. W. F.; E. B.; 
G. F. S., Peebles; W. F. C.; C., Pimlico; J. G. D., Bushey; Tocsin ; 
Soonentik; L. S. S.; Nemo; Young Jack, Hackney; D. D. O., Great 
Yarmouth; Phix; Bob; W. P., Lincoln; J. R. B., Alnwick; J. W., 
Li - C. R. T., Stoke Newington; X. Y. Z.; P. R.; J. P. J, 
Edinburgh; “Gems from the Poets”; R. T. G., Guildford-street ; 
F. W. H., Pentonville-road; “d"; A Buttered Muffin; G. C. C., Ken- 
sisgton; E. J. C. F., Redland; S. A.; L.; G. H. Be Brighton; W., 
Offord-road; A. T-oper; C. H., Nelson-square; W. D., Gloster ; C.E.T., 
Brigg; G. H. M.; G. D. O., Shrewsbury ; R. H., Malvern; J. H. ; 
C. L. K.; F. B. L.; Dulcamara. 








CANINE CASUALS. 


Own a certain evening in February, from a well-appointed but modest 
"bus, yclept Favorite, which stopt in the Holloway-road, there 
descended two gentlemen, who immediately bent their steps toward 
Hollingworth-street. Their object was to inspect the ‘“ Home for 
Lost and Starving Dogs,”’ situated in that thoroughfare; and with 
that view they assumed disguises which they trusted would enable 
them to pass as destitute dogs. Both were provided with collars, and 
one had a comic tale in his pocket, while the uther had taken the 
name of Barker for the nonce. On arriving at the gates of the 
Home, however, they found their disguise did not impose on the 
keeper, who was too experienced in canine matters to be easily deceived. 
On ing the wishes of his visitors, he obligingly offered to show 

er the place, and put them in communication with the animals 


premises. 

They found the Home comfortable, though not luxurious. There 
was plenty of clean straw, and the casuals had plenty to eat, so that 
their aa SaSnmeente were attended to. The visitors were glad to 
observe that the keeper was received with evéry demonstration of joy 
wherever he went; and they felt quite sure that these expressions 
of regard, being made by dogs and not men, were sincere. 

On eee some of the animals then receiving shelter and 
relief, they found much to interest them in what they heard. 

A Rough Terrier observed that there were about sixty of them 
there. Some had lost their masters, others had never had any to 
lose ; but all were willing to enter the service of any one who would 
kindly adopt them. They would serve him with the utmost fidelity 
and affection. He thought he might say, any one choosing from 

them blindfold, would be sure to get more honesty and loyalty 
than he would, even with the aid of Drocengs's lantern, from a Board 
of Directors of a Railway or a Joint Stock Company (limited). 

A Broken-legged Cur, questioned as to his antecedents, admitted 
that once, driven by the pangs of hunger, he had stolen a steak from 
a butcher's shop. Asked if he would become a large railway con- 

indignan i had robbed, he regretted to 
but had net wronged widows and orphans. 
; | that he had come up’ from the country with 
his master, but that the latter had got drunk, and so he lost him. 
An old Black and Tan, very grey about the muzzle, said his master 


had lost him, but, he hoped, not purposely, though he was getting old 
and useless, Yes, some dogs ran away from home. It was sometimes 
from cruelty, and sometimes the desire for change and freedom, which 
attacks young people on two legs as well as those on four. 

A Bulldog said that he and his mates were all very grateful to the 
kind people who founded and supported the home, and were anxious 
to repay some portion of the obligation, by giving honest and loving 
service to any who would become their masters. 

A Dog, who from the fact of his wearing a tin-saucer attached to 
his collar, was supposed to be an authority on the question of charities, 
was put forward to give an opinion. He said, that as a collector of 
alms for a blind man, he had seen something of the working of 
charities. He had heard that some people had talked about “ taking 
care of dogs and neglecting Christians.” 


talked in that way did not, as a rule, give much to dog or man; while 


He thought people who | 


those who felt for the four-footed poor were not likely to forget their | 


afflicted fellow-men. He knew how to read, having long carried a 
placard, ‘‘ Pity the poor blind,” and he noticed that the names of some 
of the supporters of the Home were to be found on the lists of many other 
general charities ; and that made him think the human poor would 
go the shorter for these donations to the Home, any more than they were 
likely to benefit much by those of the talkers he had just mentioned. 
The dog was the poor man’s only friend very often, and he didn't 
think the very poorest would grudge him a little relief. _ 
The dogs talked so sensibly and rationally, that the two visitors 
felt it their duty to add a few remarks in the interests of mankind. 
They said they believed there were few men worth anything who 
could not count, among many faithful and attached friends, at least one 
dog, their playmate in boyhood, or their companion and fellow -sporis, 
man in mature years; they know the dog’s high ge and fee 
that he deserves bétter than to be let starve miserably in the streets. 
He was created with noble qualities for a better purpose than that. 
The visitors, before leaving, found on inquiry that about three 
thousand dogs are brought to the Home annually. When they 
estimated the amount of suffering thus represented as relieved, 
and remembered that not even the humblest of created things was 
meant to suffer unmerited agony, they felt sure that the Tee 
would not refuse to assist so excellent a charity as the Home tr 
Starving Dogs—a charity which, unlike many others, is not over- 
burdened with funds, or impoverished by an expensive executive. 


* Printed by JUDD & GLA8S, Pheonix Works, 8t. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published by the Proprietor at 90, Fleet-street, E.C.—March 2, 1867. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


TuEy made him a bid, 
If he'd do as he did, 
When Adullamites left the Whig party ; 
But well my first knows, 
That ’tis vain to pro 
To my second an armistice hearty. 


1 


Where the wild opossum 
Wondreus birds of shidaane vias 
y, and many a river leaps 
Over rocky barriers there. 
And the wild man with his club, 
And the horrid war-paint runs 
Seeking somethin g,—that’s the rub,— 
With his sequaws and savage sons. 


2 


While high swells the chorus, and glistens 
Each bracelet she brings to the hall; 
She bends a fair head and she listens 
To this, as the singers loud bawl. 


3. 


There’s not a fairer sight upon the earth ; 

There’s not a thing that’s ever more unpleasant ; 
The river with it often hears our mirth ; 

And in straight lines its fashion runs at present. 


4. 
In days long ago this had glories, 
A feast that was famous of yore; 
In the days of tradition and stories, 
That charm and delight evermore. 
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ANSWER To Acrostic In No. 93. 
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‘“WAS NOT THAT A PRETTY DISH?” 


9 
First Gentleman :—“* WHAT YE GOIN’ TO HAVE FOR DINNER? 
Second Ditto :—** Pickon Pre!’ 
9? 
First Ditto :—‘‘ Wuy, I THOUGHT you’D SOLD YER BIRDS. 


Second Ditto :—‘*So I pip; BuT WHEN I TOOK ’EM TO THE cHAP, I 
, 
"APPENED TO LOOSE A TILE IN HIS LOFT. Birps coME ’oME. CHAP COME NEXT 
DAY, BUT A-COURSE I ’ADN’T BEEN ’"EM—AND THAT ’OW I GOT THE PIGEON 
Pig!” 


Correct SoLuTIONS OF Acrostic IN No. 93, RECEIVED 2itu 
Fesrvuary.—Erlswood; Bumblepuppy ; _Gregarine ; Ganymede ; 
Audrey; Mercutio; Franees; Ruby; Wiisbechiensis; Snuffbex; 
(Edipus; D. E. H.; Gluepot; Weston’s; T. M., Glastonbury; | 
Nanny’s Pet; 8S. 8.; D. N. O. B.; Emma; Oliver Twist; Snip; 
Sheernasty; Bow-wow; Snooks; W. M.; Croker; Right I Am; 
Constance; Good Old Joke; Little Stag and Dolla; Hemel Hemp- 
stead; Chops and Tomato Sauce; B. H.; Solvent; N.1; Souff; 
Oxoniensis; Cemented Brick; Llahtyst; W. S.; Lambin; Three 


Fools, 





pression. We have but a trifling fault to find with Herr Scnvtt2z’s 


FROM OUR STALL. entertainment ; there is a little too much talking in it 
Tue Lavater of Mr. CuarLes Matnews is, in our opinion, his finest easily be pruned —probebly S has been pruned by this time. Masks | 
performance ; and, on the revival of Not a Bad Judge, the other even- nd Fane ta 0 hing et _ a a i i ik 


i he part in the most finished and artistic 
ee ne prs coolness of Lavater amounts to | Floral Hall; that, also, is a thing to be seen. 


manner conceivable. 
ignity ; it is utterly unlike the flippant ease of Plumper, the brazen ——————————— 
ess of Affable Hawk, the languid serenity of Sir Charles Cold- MISSES 
. His convictions, too, seem from their mere intensity to be as ° 
unquestionable as mathematical demonstrations. One feels that if © no tek Seve Dilek ane 
they are false, the true requires altering. Altogether, John Caspar To her arts I bid defiance. 
Lavater, as represented by Mr. Cuartes Matuews, is the purest, and And I never should importune | 
cleverest and most loveable of creatures. Mr. Jonn Crayton played To a marriage Miss-Alliance. 
remarkably well as the Marquis de Treval; Mr. Dominic Murray — 
was duly pompous and obstinate as Burgomaster Betman; and Mr. I’ve hated Miss-Construction 
J Rdetaeve—who can scarcely complain of being overworked Whenever I have seen her ; 
just now—made the most ef a small part. Miss Mitty PaLmer was a So I should not, pl induction, 
very c ing Louise. -A Comical Countess has also been = here, Much care for Miss- Demeanour. 
a through pleasantly by Mz. and Mrs. Cuartes MATHEWS oa ska misses “<n 
rk. ADDISON. ; ° r ( in 
Herr Ernst Scuvttz, who is now giving a physiognomical enter- oe =? aia carious,— 
tainment at the Egyptian Hall, has a wonderful face of his own. Thee te Mies & Train!” 
Cuantes Lamp’s description of Munpen suits him to a tittle. - = 
is not one, but legion ; not so much a ee might fill : playbill » Factory News | 
cuit : i mi ybiil. F 
name could be muktiplied, like his countenance, it mig actory ca thet the Tasten sheadd tenee- | 


He i tient and penetrating Lavater (cece a | 
iter eee) to oe =a jdealer. The “ swiftest painter of the age | 4 ra grein tena they deal more in faction than 
ight t 5 im ; uld. WaLxer’s tripto- | forth be styled the Fact- , ) 
might take a portrait of him; nobody else could. \ eee eee | Sue 
Staphs would require about a fortnight to record his varieties of ex- | . ais 
nn 
Fe le 


Vou. Iv. 


a eee ean FA I A wo de 


eR 





















































- aaa aia ra senda tae ap aes . - 
ro en ee ee - . 
ae ar es : : aia ‘ sail Page 
a ‘ ie . oe it > 
’ ntsenecut a : . - - 
—- ae aa fa _ ; . a a ee 2 Ji 
ioe Bene ae re oe 2 ee paper 
amen e ee, : a , a 
- tsb HESS é 


mor - - Bae a 


ee ee ed 


DP den oe 
~ eco 


_ Oca oe an eR ee ae Rt 
i in 


Sn ee Ie eee ee 


“© 
il LOI gl 


ae 


a. 
co 


monerng 
SS EAI tt ANP re <li 


res 


a eae 


ieee eaten ene ee 













































260 EKEUN. 


oto Calh. 


By THER SAUNTERER IN SociETyY. 


Ft OSITIVELY, the Go- 
ae vernment scheme of 
Reform has been ex- 
plained at last! It 
means rather read- 
justment than exten- 
sion, and it is sadly 
hampered by the 
“fringes” of fancy 
franchises, which are 
alwaysobjectionable. 
The “thirty pounds 
savings bank”’ fran- 
chise seems a mere 
plan for the construc- 
tion of voters from 
a candidate’s butler, 
footman, or any other 
deserving person 
whom he may aid in 
opening an account. 
The ‘twenty shil- 
ling direct tax’’ fran- 
chise, JoHN Bricut 
= Page has demolished with 
— eS an epithet—it is the 
—— SS ‘‘ratcatcher’s fran- 
chise.”” The graduate 
franchise is not wide enough, for I suppose it does not benefit 
Bachelors of Arts who are still in statu pupillari, according to the 
University laws. And yet it is they who want enfranchisement, 
the younger intellects, to balance the stolid M.A.’s who deprived 
Oxford of the services of a great scholar, not to say a great 
statesman. Altogether, fancy franchises are more calculated to 
aid in the creation of faggot votes than to admit those who 
deserve the franchise. The Ministerial statement was received very 
coldly, the only excitement it caused was about the proposed dis- 
franchisement of certain peccant boroughs, which was hailed with loud 
cheers. I am inclined to attribute the cheers to the eager desire of 
M.P.’s to prove that they condemn corruption—in the House, rather 
than to any honest conviction that the boroughs on which the 
punishment falls are greater sinners than any others represented in 
the House. Lowe’s speech, which followed immediately on the 
Ministerial statement, was a grand bit of sarcasm, which will damage 
the Tories as much as his speeches last session damaged the Liberals. 
The M.P. for Calne called himself an outcast, reminding one of 
Hotman Hunt's picture of the scape-goat—but he certainly manages 
to butt with remarkable effect. It must have startled the Conservative 
ranks to find the elephant, which they hoped was going to fight on 
their side, turning round and charging their line. 

Ir the Chester Fenians have done nothing else, they have raised a 
question which may affect the popularity of the Volunteer movement, 
and which ought to be at once decided. Lorp St. Lzonarps and the 
Lorp Cuancettor hold that Volunteers, as citizens, are liable to be 
called on to aid in preserving the public peace, and, as citizens, might 
use the weapons belonging to them as Volunteers. The two legal 
authorities differ, however, as to whether they may act in a body, 
avaling themselves of their military organisation when acting as special 
constables. ‘The Cuancettor is of opinion that they may, and Lorp 
HarpinGE strengthens that position by pointing out how objectionable 
it would be to allow the Volunteers to use the arms supplied them, 
without the guidance of their officers. Lorp pz Grey, however, hit 
the right nail on the head when he took a common-sense view of "the 
matter instead of a legal one, and deprecated the employment of 
Volunteers in civil disturbances except as unarmed special constables. 
There are many grave objections to their being engaged in any other 
way. They are not regarded by the mob with the same awe as the 
regulars. ‘They are not sternly-disciplined machines, compelled to 
act according to orders; and they are not likely to be free from party 
or local prejudices. It is very desirable that the popularity of the 
— — not be Jovpapd ined by the possibility of his being 

rought into collision with his countrymen. His object i 
re account of a foreign invader. et Sees 
HE St. Pancras guardians seem determined to mak 
notorious as possible. The Poor Law Board seoenily _— en 
spector, Dr. Markuam, to examine some of the sick wards, and he 
reported that ‘“‘he had never seen any in a more unsatisfactory state 
—a state calculated to spread the disease (small-pox) in a most serious 
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manner.” The clothes of small-pox patients were tucked under their 
beds, to be given to them to put on when they were discharged, and 
patients were put into the sheets and blankets of patients just dis- 
charged—or dead—without any attempt to disinfect the clothes. The 
wards, too, were left at night in charge of a woman of over seventy 
years of age. Dr. Marxuam told all this to the guardians, and they, 
who are supposed to look after the workhouse and its arrangements, 
were “astonished” and “surprised ;”’ as if these things had not 


happened under their very noses! 


Neen ee eee ee ene annette ; 


| 


But one is not to be surprised at | 


their surprise when one reads, further on, that when Dr. Markuam | 


invited them to accompany him through the wards, ‘‘they met the 
proposal with laughter and cries of ‘No, no!’” In short, they con- 
sidered it a good joke to be asked to do their duty, and did not hesitate 
to decline the task. 

A PAMPHLET on Picture Flaying at the National Gallery, a series of 
letters reprinted from the Dispatch, turns the flaying process back on 


the so-called cleaners and their injudicious friends and admirers. It | 


is lamentable to think how the national pictures are being injured by 
those who ought to be their guardians and protectors. 


I HAVE received the last edition of Mr. WAsHINGTON Moon’s Dean’s | 


English —a book which other public writers beside Dzan Atrorp 
might read with profit. If Mr. Moon would 
composition, with a chapter on “and which”’ an 


proved. Touching the poem Eiyah, by the same author, I am com- 


elled to allow that it is a proof that a mastery of style and a | 


owledge of rhyme and metre do not make a poet. 
oo 


PURCHASES. 


I novent a parrot at a show, 
Its owner stated it could talk, 
Perhaps it can, but this I know— 
With me it does but scream and squauk ! 


I purchased a canary too, 
+ was “‘commended’’ for its song: 
Commend it, is not what I do, 
For, oh! it sings the whole day long. 


It is a tale oft told before— 
Contentment would existence bless— 
If Polly would but chatter more, 
And Dicky would but chirrup less. 








The Last Infirmity. 
WE wish we could meet with some mathematical, arithmetical, or 


ive usa treatise on | 
‘‘whom, he knew, | 


loved him,” I think some of our newspapers would be greatly im- | 





logical genius to solve a question that has puzzled us for some time. — 


The other day we read on a Woodford ’bus the startling news that 
“on and from” acertain date “the Jast ’bus from Woodford to 
London will be discontinued.’’ This isa poser. If the last bus 1s 
stopt, the last but one will become the last, and will have to be stopt 
too until—but the contemplation of the question makes us tremble for 
the inhabitants of Woodford, thus threatened with a suspension of 
communication with the metropolis. 





Answers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accom- | 


panied by a stamped and directed envelope. | 


_A DERBY CORRESPONDENT, who says he is “behind the scenes of the 
literary world,” is evidently very much behind. If he did not know it 
before, our article should have taught him that the Fidneur is not the 
dramatic critic of the Star. We may also inform him that he does not 
know who our dramatic critic is. , 

RoEHAMPTON.—Read your Fun again, and you will see what a stupid 
blunder you have made. 

ScRUTATOR.—Not a fit subject. 

A Scuoot Girt.—Papa ought to be ashamed of himself to mislead 
you so. 

Declined with thanks—C, R., Farnham; H. G.D., Islington; Phaeton; 
Veritas; 8S. E., Luton; J. M. M., Dublin; C. V. T., Glasgow; 
P. Q. Li. R.; Why, Eh?; W.; R. B. P.; Leo Africanus; J. F., Omoa; 
E. L. E.; J., Brighton; H. P., Liverpool; K. S.; C. E. N.; Rs 
Aylesbury; J. B.; Sarah Anne; G. T. T., Deptford; Bob Taylor; 
H. W.; J. W.; Zamiel; B. P. W. S.; R. M. O.; L. 1; C. Cy 
Leeds; F. F., Windsor; Truro; Gregarine; Mil Muldous; T. E., 
Dublin; Stirling, N. B.; H. R., Dublin; D. M.; J. R., Box dl, 
Accrington; T. B., Hartlepool; W. H., Hull; W. R., Cambridge; 
A. B. C.; Gammer Gurton ; WB» Brompten; S. L. K.; B. C. W-5 
J. C. T.; Hookey Walker; G. H. R.; E. L. D., York; W. L.; E. T.; 
Emie; C. W. L.; G, R., Manchester; H. D.; T. K. K., Oxford; 
H. W. L.; M. A. W.; An Amateur. 
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| MEN WE MEET. 


BY THE COMIC PHYSIOGNOMIST, 








. he shaves, is not a free agent. He advertises himself as a man with a 
y | ConcERNING somz BALD Prope. warped mind, and he must take the consequences. But he is an easy- 
4 tux C. P. has a certain respect for bald-headed men. They aro, for going man, and the consequences, being negative in their character, 
, | We Mielicsiie ond histl tabl 1 will affect him little. 

rt | the most part, either tru y ee. Mee ee tT Here is a bald-headed vicar, He is a mild and simple man, as 


it they are endowed with the faculty of ee ne into the 
ving. nder eit] er 


M | | nfidence of people whose confidence is worth 
e | droamatance, they are people tc be respected, There is a gro 


f 
t | to 
; C. 


which 


> hl SM 


" it in his heart to be seriously an 
tj 


to do his best. And he does it. 


The consistency of the C. P. upon this point is evidenced in the 
of his nature, already alluded to in a previous paper. 

Inthe chapter on prosperous men, he was, somehow, the prominent 
| feature, although he is not prosperous; so in that on disappointed 
h he cannot be said to be altogether disappointed ; and 
now he is the most conspicuous person in a treatise on bald-headed 
people, although, maidens, his hair is brown and luxurious. It is his 


| irrepressibility 
men, alth 


game to keep himself as much as possible before his public—and he in- 
intends to do so whenever an opportunity 
presents himself. If Lorp Derny or Mr. 
Cuartes Dickens were penning these 
papers, it is probable that the C. P. would 
only be casually alluded to by them, now 
and then; and it would (in all likelihood 
rarely happen that those authors woul 
devote the greater part of several chapters 
to an analysis of his esthetic pecu- 
liarities. But the ©. P. happens to be 
master of the situation, and to be aware 
of the advantages of availing himself of 
| It. Now for the bald-headed men. 

This perky one, with the hair brushed 
Well forward at the sides, is a secretary 
| and actuary to a small Insurance Office. 
He is a very nice gentleman, with a 
natural taste for statistics, but his failing 
8 that he conveys the impression to every 

person with whom he converses, that he 

Ows exactly how long that person has ' ee 
‘olive, which is calculated to irritate that seen 
Person, and to make him feel particularly uneasy whenever-he is in 
hice crisp bald-headed gentleman’s society. He can reduce your 
nee of reaching fifty to nine places of 
in the twinkling of an eye, and 
he knows the exact effect of every one of 
your physical deficiencies upon your pros- 
ofa happy old age. It does not ap- 
Pear, however, that baldness is calculated 
.» Teduce your chance of attaining it. He 
a smart talker, and very particular in 
the matter of linen, gloves and boots. 
fre 18 a very worthy, but rather 
stupid one. He is a Government clerk 
mgood office, with responsible duties, 
and eight hundred a year. He is a very 
Pleasant, gentlemanly man, but his weak- 
ess is, that he does not know that he is 
«wd. He would have you think that it 
ae customary thing for hair to spring up 
the sides of the head and grow up- 
, lying across the skull until the two 
lines meet, and (to the confusion 


eee cA IN 




















- 














ee 











; wing 
if ency on the part of mankind to pay honour only to those qualities 
e | | wr tnd to the advantage of mankind at large; and either te ignore, 

| or to utterly condemn every exercise of intelligence which has for its 
f only beneficial object the person wno employs it. Now this is mani- 
y unjust. Man was sent into the world to contend with man, and 
tthe advantage of him in every possible way. Whenever the 
. happens to see a human being in the act of assisting, directly or 
indirectly, another human being, he pictures to himself a foot-race in 
| e candidates are eonstantly giving place to each other from 
motives of sheer politeness. The great object of life is to be first at 
the winning-post, and so that a man attains that end, and yet goes 
conscientiously over the whole course, it matters nothing how many 
of his fellow candidates he hustles on the way. The C. P. cannot find 
with a mere amiable weakness, so 
he contents himself with describing those who prefer to lose rather 
than hustle, as donkeys. The C. P. has always hustled, and the C. P. 
always will hustle to the end of the chapter. He looks upon himself 
as a magnificent race-horse, and upon his possible family (for, maidens, 
he is a bachelor) as his owners. And for those owners it is his duty 



























clergymen. who are not vicious generally are. 
holds that it should be so. He would like’ 
to see the worthy gentleman, who talks 
nonsensical platitudes over his head for 
three-quarters of an hour every Sunday, 
take his turn in Rotten-row for three 
hours a day, smoke his cigar or his short 
pipe, play at American bowls for small 
stakes, be a crack hand at billiards and 
at pistol practice; go, not as a spectator, 
but as a moralist, to prize fights; have 
his stall at the opera, and sit in high 
places at reputable theatres. He would 
have him do all this, and much more of 
the same nature, if he could come out of 
it with as little moral deterioration as the 
C. P. does. But the worthy men know 
no mean (except in certain rare cases) 
between sheepish innocence and rampant 
hypocrisy. The C. P.’s_bald-headed 
friend can tell that philosopher all about 
the moral danger of having a button sewn ~ ' 
on to his shirt on a Sunday, but he sees “4 
no harm in making his servants black his 
boots on that extraordinarily anomalous day. 

Here is a back and front view of a bald colonel. The C. P. has re- 
marked that it happens oftener to military men to be bald than any 
other members of the community, except, perhaps, barristers. Anil 





the baldness of military men is as the baldness of no other class of | 


individuals whatever. It is a redder, and a more shining haldness—a 
more bumpy baldness—a baldness that leaves off more suddenly than 
that of any other class of human being. It is a baldness, moreover, 





that is admitted, without prevarication of any ane. whe military 
instinct that teaches its peopristen $0 conte’ B® eet | on 
oe : om pot i nina of hair that are left to h om 9 ee 
tid to the entire chevelure when he joined, as a ng riage : see " . aged 

ornet, forty years ago. It is to facilitate the stuc ted ghrp 
ssincigle that the C. P. has thought it wise to give a e ca ve ae 
front view of the bald-headed colonel, whose face has been © y 
the C. P. as a fit and proper exponent of his meaning. 


——————— 
The Share Marke*. 


Lonpow, Chatham, and Dover 
Don’t turn money over, 

Great Westerns are 8s bad; 
Great Eastern shares 


Are poor affairs— ; 
The notion drives me mad! 
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of metaphor) cross bayonets over the bump of veneration. He has 

attained his present official position by virtue of seniority, but he will | 
never get beyond it. His superiors rightly hold that a man who can 
wilfully blind himself to a fact which stares him in the face whenever 
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A LITTLE LORD 


Master Owen :—“‘I 8Ay, WE SHALL SEE A PANTOMIME AT THE THEATRE TO-NIGHT. 
Mamma :—“* WHO TOLD YoU YOU WERE GOING?” 
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OF CREATION. 


Master Owen :—“ On, OF COURSE YOU THREE COULDN’T GO ALONE!” | 


eee 


SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


PernsonaAL ExPpLANATIONS.—INTERESTING CORRESPONDENCE. 


‘‘And thus I prophesythat manya Thousand ... . 
And many an O!d Man’s sigh !”’ 
Shakespeare. Henry VI., Third Part, Fifth Act, Sixth Scene. 


‘*Lord, Lord, how subject we Old Men are to this vice of lying! ”’ 
Shakespeare. Henry 1V., Second Part, Third Act, Second Scene. 


BELGRAVIA. 


My pear youne Frienp,—I do not think it would do you a bit of | 
harm if you were a little more civil to some of your contributors, than 
whom perhaps I am myself one of the oldest and certainly one of the most 
respectable. I have just received a note from you which, if it is intended 
by way of a joke, why, where no offence is meant, none such is taken, 
and can stand a laugh at my own expense—which I also have to stand 
a good many other things at my own expense !—as well as any Pro- 
phet within Britannia’s isle, bar none; but if it is meant serious, you 
should have thought twice before addressing NicHoLAs in a manner 
calculated to bring his gray hairs to the bottle, and drive me to de- 
spair. The time may come, sir, when you will not be able to read the 
following lines (coarse and offensive J call ’em!) without a pang, nor 
yet without a pair of spectacles, for you yourself may yet become an 
Old Man, and be chaffed by the young and gay. 


‘cc var . 
“Dear NICHOLAS, Fun Orrice. 


‘1, For the last two weeks you have omitted to send in your copy. 
“2. For the last two weeks you have not omitted to send for your 
‘* 3. Did you ever hear of a sporting character called SwinpELLs ? 
‘4. Does it ever occur to you that you deserve to be locked up? 
“6. I have just received a proposal from an intelligent young man. 
“6. He offers to do the Sporting Article for half price. 

“© 7. He also offers to find his own punctuation. 








‘8, He candidly admits that he does not know much about horses; | 
but he says that, at any rate, he knows more than you ! | 
** 9, Shall I close with this young person, NicHo.as P 

** 10. Or, will you send me your copy ?”’ 

As for the signature, sir, where it says “ yours affectionately,” I 
look upon such, under the circumstances, as being little better than a 
delusive mockery. 

There have been several reasons why Nicuoias did not send you 
his copy. In the first place, I have been sitting up with a sick friend, 
but I have been also confined to my home by acute rheumatism, and 
have likewise had for to go out a good deal into society. As to sending | 
for the salary, why not? I cannot conceive, my dear young Friend, | 
for such I hold you still, a happier position than that of a man of | 
letters who gets his money regular, whether he does his work or quite | 
the contrary. | 

Far be it from me sir, to disturb an arrangement so satisfactory. | 

zarnnge you will be so good enough as tell the young man he may | 
walk. 

Congratulating us all on the termination of another volume of the | 
New Series—and I think, sir, that on all such occasions the propric- | 
tors might give us a handsome bonus all around, I am, sir, so no more | 
at present from NICHOLAS. 

P.S. 2.—My literary man says the mottoes he has chosen are pecu- 
liarly appropriate. Personally, I think as they are rather vulgar and 
censorious, but I will not venture to set up my own opinion against | 
SHAKESPEARE, who was himself, I believe, a sportive writer, and | 
therefore called (by way of ag “‘the Fancy’s child,’’ just as NICHOLAS 

might figuratively be spoken of as “a Kid of the Turf.”’ 
— 
The Jumpers. | 
__Oxp bachelors must be very happy to think that as this is not leap 
‘year they cannot be compelled by the fair sex to make the fatal jump 
through @ wedding-ring. 
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Master-Tailor D*sr**li (with the measure) : — ! ; r ONS 
SAY, THESE GENTLEMEN WILL KINDLY POINT OUT, AND NO DOUBT, AMONGST 


US, WE SHALL MAKE A FIT OF IT.” 





WHICH, I DARE 


MU N .—Mascu 9, 1867. 
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Answers to Correspondents, 13, 23, 34, 
45, 55, 66, 75, 86, 97, 107, 117, 127, 137, 
147, 157, 168, 177, 187, 197, 207, 217, 227, 
237, 247, 257, 260 

Art of Gushing (The), 15 

Answers to Acrostics, 17, 32, 35, 48, 58, 
76, 85, 89, 108, 111, 121, 138, 148, 151, 
161, 171, 181, 191, 201, 210, 220, 231, 
240, 255 

Arma Virumque Cano(e), 36 

Ass-ty One (An), 80 

After the Dance, 106 

All the Difference, 121 

Anacreontic, 142 

A-go, 189 

Arctic Expedition (An) 19 


Brown, Mrs., and the Street Boys, 11 


. goes to Market, 21 

90 Revisits her Daugiter, 31 
9 on taking the Pledge, 35 
99 at a Knock Out, 63 

” on Improvements, 53 

” at the Assizes, 73 

9° her Garden, 83 

99 at a Mock Auction, 95 

9” in Custody, 105 

” gets no Thanks, 115 

” at the Egyptian Hall, 125 
99 on the Rail, 135 

” cooks her Goose, 145 

” Neighbourly Acts, 155 

” goes into the City, 165 


99 about Friday, 175 
Bridge (The), 84 
Ballad, 90 
Bishop on Truth (A), 106 
Barnaby Rudge, 117 
Block in Fetter Lane (A), 139 
Bandolining Room(The), 180 
Burden of the ‘limes (The), 212 
Benjamin Bungle, 245 


CrapHam Junction, 23 
Cheap Aristocrat (A), 60 
riosities of Natural History, 7‘ 
Chignons, 84 
Cue-rious Chronicle (A), 168 
Case of Real Distress (A), 178 
Christmas Comicalities at Clerkenwell, 


185 
Cab, Sir ? 185 


Conceit, 188 


Crystal Palace (The), 198 
Case of Real Distress (A), 251 
Canine Casuals, 258 


Dovsre Acrostics, 5, 17, 32, 35, 48, 58, 76, 
85, 89, 108, 11!, 121, 138, 148, 151, 161, 
171, 181, 191, 201, 210, 220, 231, 240, 255 
259 

Drinking Song (A), 219 

Difficulties of an Aged Lover (The), 225 

Dangerous, 238 


EPIGRAMS, 7, 23 

Experientia Docet, 14 

Ethiopian Serenade (An), 6 

Ethel; or, only a Life, 68 

Extravaganza, 169 

Extension of the Franchise to Women, 
251 


From our Stall, 8, 17, 26, 36, 48, 57, 74, 
77, 96, 107, 116, 122, 132, 142, 169, 185, 
191, 206, -15, 250, 249, 259 

From our Correspondent at Sea, 14 

Fozey’s Views on Bathing (A), 43 

Fact stranger than Fiction, 55 

Flying Scud (The), 59 

Frozen Deep (Tie), 11 

Fleet Street, 102 

France, 128 

Flo, 149 

Francesca Frizziwig, 160 

Fun’s Twelfth Night Characters, 186 
», Valentines for the Million, 229 

Few Odd Valentines (4), 235 

Faithful to the End, 107 

Fable (A), 245 

| Feminine Critics, 248 
| 


| Gurpr to the Metropolitan Railway, 12 
| Gentlemanly Criticism, 26 
| Gifts, 60 

Great Moral Lesson (The), 75 
Geological Jug-gle (A), 179 

Gas, 206 

Good Temper, 211 

Gusher (A), 221 

Gossip, 225 


Happy Land, 17 
Hidden Sorrow (The), 85 


Heart-Beats of a Bobby (The), 115 

Hungry Juryman (The), 120 

How to write an Irish Drama, 127 

Hair Brushing by Machinery, 156 

Herne Hill, 176 

Hero (A), 87 

How it strikes a Contemporary, 196 

How they brought Bad News from West- 
minster to Islington, 242 


I cannot sing the New Songs, 11 

Intellectual Feast (An), 33 

Industrial Exhibition at the Agricultural 
Hall, 34 

In the Days when we went Gossiping, 

119 

If, 157 

Imperial Friend of Humanity and the 
Sheffield Knife Grinder (The), 207 

In Self Defence, 219 

In Venice, 146 

I would I were a Clown, 170 


Jack Casts his Shell, 37 
Jugby Junction, 167 


Lone Strike (The), 27 

Lowther Arcade (The), 56 

Leicester Square Sensation (The), 70 
Lines to a Silumbering Infant, 79 

Lost, 83 

Lord Mayor’s Day, °8 

Last of Sir Launiul (The), 118 

Lyrics from the Latin, 147, 158, 163, 170, 


227 


Lord Ullin’s Nephew, 150 

Lines to the New Year, 177 
Latest Victoria Cross (The), 190 
Lesson for Life (A), 195 

Literary Curiosity (A), 215 
Lions, to a well-known Air, 225 
Love’s young Difficulty, 225 
Launch of a Legal Life Boat (The), 228 
Laughing Loo, 16 

Long Ago, 22 

Lines, 105 

Love Song (A), 112 

Love of Gold (fhe), 245 

Love at Second Sizht, 247 

Lay of the Liver (The), 248 
Lady Chignon Hair of Hair, 249 
Literary Gregarines, 255 
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MAN I Hate (A), 75 

Many Thanks, 136 

Minstrel’s Quest (The), 145 

Modern Bucolie (A), 152 

Merry Christmas (A), 162 

More Comicalities at Clerkenwell, 189 
Man’s Requirements (A), 197 

Men we Meet, 216, 226, 286, 245, 256, 26! 
Medical Man (The), 217 

Muses and the Missus (The), {21 
Mag, 225 

Morning Pleasures, 139 

Miserrimus, 247 

Morn, 255 

Misses, 259 


Nicut Thoughts, 47 

Nimium ne Crede Colori, 119 

News from Burlesquia, 126 

November Night (A), 135 

New Novels in Fun, 151, 171 

Night and Morning, 109 

New Reading from Shakespeare (A), 187 
Not quite Fair, 218 


Out of Town Talk, 22 

—'d Times or New Times, 46 

Ode to the President of the Poor Law 
Board, 66 

Our Library Table, 54, 58, 88, 111, 119, 
136, 146, 162, 177, 199, 211, 219, 233 

On the Stage, 78 

Old Baily Ballad (An), 106 

Old Stager (An), 127 

Oonagh, 1 1 

O Tempora, O Mores! 137 

Oce to Winter, 206 

Our Foreign Policy, 210 


Old-Fashioned Winter (An), 218 


Potice, 23 

Proposed Testimonial, 28 
Philosophy, 65 

Pure Critic (A), 67 
Promise to Pay (A), 97 
Play, 99 

Poets and Reviewers, 99 
Paul Gray, 110 

Plain Answer (A), 146 
Prophecy of Capers (A), 166 
Pace that Kills (The), 199 
Parody (A), 222 
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Poisoned Postage Stamp (The), 235 
Purchases, 260 


Rorren Row-mantic Rhapsody (A, 25 
** Roley Tar Gammon,”’ etc., 32 


x Ben, White, and Blue,” 50 


Railway Economy, 85 
Romaunt of the Crest of Gold (The), 87 
Race of the Henrietta (The), 179 

et Noir, 205 
Reflections on Prosperity, 235 
Red, Blue, and Green, 2 


Srorrtine Intelligence, 6, 18, 25, 44, 47, 
64, 69, 90, 129, 147, 149, 161, 172, 181, 
196, 201, 217, 221, 231, 262 

Sword of Damocles (The), 6 

Syntax in the Saddle, 32 

Smells of London, 56 

Sonnet to Niagara, 106 

Song of Sorrow (The), 116° 

She Comes, 122 

Six o’Clock at the General Post Office, 126 

Seasons (The), 128 

Sister’s Penance (A), 141 

Song of the Eastern Tourist, 158 

Some Meditations for Boxing Night, 1°9 

Scheherazade and the Knife-Grinder, 189 

Self Study, 197 

Serenity of Rogues (The), 200, 

Skating at the Floral Hall, 208 

Sea Maiden (The), 209 

Sprites without Spangles, 211 

Simple Table (A), 230 

Social Economy, 232 

Scientific Meeting (A), 239 

Sandford and Merton Married and sas 


Sensational Novel (A), 245 
Slang and Song, 250 
Sensational Metaphysics, 251 


Town Talk, 7, 16, 26, 35, 49, 65, 68, 78, 
87, 100, 110, 120, 130, 140, 150, 160, 170, 
180, 190, 200, 210, 220, 230, 240, 250, 260 
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INDEX. 


Jack Shells Out, 40 
Letting Him Slide, 19 
My Stars, 113 
Nupkins’ Justice, 51 
New Marriage (The) of the Adriatic, 103 
New ‘Friend of the Working-man” 
(The), 123 
New Marshal (The), 142 
New “ King of the Castle’’ (A), 233 
Nose Put out of Joint, 253 
Our Boys in Belgium, 61 
On the Square? 223 
Peace at the Paris Exhibition, 29 
Railway Riches; or, The Race for 
Wealth, 81 
Sir W. M‘nsfi*ld in his Unpopular Enter- 
_ tainment, 92 
Sketch of the Ministerial Measure c- 


Triumph of Science (The), 183 
To Whom it May Concern, 202 
Trying it on, 263 

Very Kind of Him, 41 


SMALL ILLUSTRATIONS. 


Ape-ology (An), 28 
Afloat and Ashore, 36 
Asses in Scotland, 77 





And a very good Reason too, 128 
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Hints on Horsemanship, 152 


After a crowded Day with the Staggers, ; Hair Brushing by Machinery, 156 


188 
Agony, 207 
Act of Charity (An), 222 


Bridge (The), 84 

Bonnets and the Weather (The), 129 
Block in Fetter Lane (A), 139 

Bar Practice, 146 

Better Part of Valour, 148 


Cutting, but Rude, 15 
Commen-tatur (A), 44 

Crossing in Love (A), 86 
Conscientious Impersonation (A), 157 
Christmas gone to the—Cats, 160 
Crystal Palace (The), 198 

Canine Casuals, 258 


Desperate Flirt for his age, 136 


Escape-ade (An), 88 
Easier said than done, 197 


Fix for Fitzosborne (A), 8 

Fact from North Lancashire (A), 11 

Freak of Nature (A), 32 

From a lofty point of View, 75 

Fleet Street, 102 

For Divorce Reasons, 158 

Force in Japan (The), 162 

Feminine, 169 

Fun’s Valentines for the Million, 229 
» Twelfth Night Characters, 186 


General Post Office, 126 
Going to Bath with a Vengeance, 132 


How to meet your Critics, 127 








Home for the Holidays, 168 


Industrial Exhibition at the Agricultural 
Hall (The), 34 

Impatient Penelope, 138 

It would wash, 118 


Jones, Mrs., Shooting over her own Pre- 
serves, 55 

Jaunty Reply (A), 89 

Judging by Appearances, 22 


Killing Time, 189 


Lowther Arcade, 53 

Leicester Square Sensation (The), 70 
Lord Mayor’s Day, 98 

Looking out for Squalls, 107 

Lucky Stars, 142 

Latest from the Cattle Show, 170 
Launch of a Legal Lifeboat, 228 
Little Lord of Creation (A), 262 


Metropolitan Railway, 12 

Mistaken—not Miss Taken, 18 

Mental Arithmetic, 47 

Model Husband (A) and a Lay Figure, €0 | 


Nobby Idea (A), 74 
Not to be caught Napping, 182 
Not the correct way of pudding it, 196 


Old Times or New Times, 46 | 
Obliging Very! 90 | 
On-Common Lucid, 172 
Out with the Barkshire, 202, 209 
Our Artist in Paris, 212 | 
Old Fashioned Winter (An), 218 


Zonieum Srenesee. Pa Adroit, 118 Hunt’s up (The), 149 Precocious and Patronising, 59 
e for the Pia e ; 
Thalia’s Flower Garden,'33, 44, 54, 57, 74, Popular Air (The), 54 
77, 88 Platform at Ludgate (The), 64 
= ee One, 38 Perf: ct Cure for Smoky Chimneys (A), 122. 
T -4 (A —“ 79 Parting is such Sweet Surrow, 248 
Ten to Four: A Farce in Two Scenes, 109 Proper Names in Lancashire, 249 
Truest Love (The), 116 | 
Zredes (Glee and Madrigal) Unions, 178 Rather too Warm, 6 | 
nsformation, 181 ignity 
r riumph of aes (The), 182 Rank and the Dignity (The), 96 ! 
wo my eh M30 Second Person Singular, Very, 45 
Tonic Treatment of Disease (The), 241 Superiatively Severe, 57 | 
Tick, 257 Something to be proud of, 80 
Sold Again, 106 | 
Visit to the Alhambra (A), 24 Smallest Donation (The), 112 
Venice to Victor, 107 Severe, 119 
Valentine’s Duy, 232 Special Pleas(e), 119 
Skating at the Floral Hall, 208 
Won,  _ so ii ‘a Sympathices of Art, 219 
here oh, ere, is ; 
Wife’s Sorrow (The), 63 Scientific Meeting (A), 239 
“ When the Cat’s away,” &c., 111 St. Valentine’s Day, 242 
Wintry Reflections, 1 Severe, 257 
Whymes, 140 
Wanted a Singer, 167 Tidy Notion (A), 76 
Ten to Four, 109 
Those Boys again, 137 
Terrible Possibility (A), 179 
eas Temple Bar-barian (A), 206 
Tomkins’s Trouble, 238 
Visit to the Alhambra (A) 
LARGE ILLUSTRATIONS. 
Working with Hog-hairs, 33 
Bright Prospect (A); or, what it may Water Cure (The), 37 | 
Who’s your Hatter? 66 
come to, 93 Weather (The), 97 
Britannia at Barnsley, 164 “What is Fun to you,” &c., 99 
Clipping Idea (A), 213 Weather in Yorkshire (The), 116 | 
os ‘t you Smell Fire !’’ 134 Whole Truth and nothing but the Truth | 
Dirt and Dignity, 193 (The), 178 | 
Electoral Purity, 2 What’s This? 252 
How Government Rewards Inventors, 71 a “Was not that a Pretty Dish,” £59 | 
x 2 "" > ' 
How does it Strike you! 154 & eS Dy | Young Ambition, 67 
Hampering Doubts, 173 xy = 3 Pa | Youngster (The), 232 
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FUN’S 


1.—** Dip forward under starry light.’”,—Trnnvrson. 
2.—‘* It sounds to him like her mother’s Weiss 

Singing—-”’ —LONGFELLOW. 
3.—* Off with his head.”"—Cisser. 


4.—“‘A pouncet box which ever and anon 
He gave his nose, and took’t away again, 





Street the other day for 
being drank and dis- 

| orderly, but he looked so 

| very small in the dock 

that he was enlarged 
upon bail. We believe 

the attention of the . 
scientific world has been fA 
drawn to the pheno- . 
menon, and we look for 


the happiest results from a 8 
their investigation. 


THE BIRD. 
I wovuLp I were a bird, 


That 1 might fly to| ~~ 
thee, — 
But no, the thing's ab- | S 
surd, < 
For I could neverbe | 
A feathery bird, and oh, | > 
Wings could be such | — > 
a bother. ——— 
And more than that you | — 
, ow, i|41™“™— 
You wouldn't be, MN 
another. | 








Tus SNvurr-TAKER's 
Motro. — What's the | 


— ee 


Rappee! the clips, which fiz the b 
eens a a . - 
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FUN ALMANA 





| and still he smiled.”’ —SHAKESPEARE. 
| ASTONISHING. 
A PRISONBR was _ CC a 
brought up at Bow \S . 
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od Is 80 long as you're i Do you use Blanks * patent Chair- Bedstead"’? If 80. remember, 
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ILLUSTRATED POETS. 


® 


6.— Lightly they’ll speak of the spirit that’s gone.”— Wo re. 


7.—‘* That we may call these delicate creatures ours— 
But not their appetites.” 
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19 Of this sort may occur. 


5.—* Tis sweet to know there is an eye will mark 
Our coming, and grow brighter when we come.” 









before sitting down, to adjust 












—ByYRon. 


—SHAKESPEARE. 








SAVAGE. 


A FRIEND of ours 
says that he cunsiders 
curates have no 1ight'to 
complain that they are 
underpaid, for however 
small their salaries are, 
they must be able to 
live within their means, 
since they have a sur- 
plice at the end of each 
week. 





A VISITOR. 


A STRANGER came, 
Unto my door, 

He asked my name, 
And nothing more. 


’T was nice for me, 

In that strange place, 
So soon to see, 

So kind a face. 


My hopes fell flat, 
He Rid, “ T axes,” 
And touched his hat, zs 
‘For unpaid taxes. 
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AGRICULTURAL. 
Why is digging very 
unprofitable labour ¢ Be- 
cause it’s (*) pade-work 
before you begin. | 
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Matter-of- Fact Non-Comm. :—* WHY, YOU SEB, SIR, HE THINKS HE CAN GO OUT AND COME IN JUST WHEN HE LIKES, KNOCK ABOUT, 
GET DRUNK,—AND, IN FACT, SIR, BENAVE JUST AS IF HE WAS AN OFFICER!”’ 


























AN ORDERLY ROOM INCIDENT. | 
' 






















MESON BR A WR VE i! Si, a 
FAVOURITE SONGS. Fy une Sse \ > By | Ki Ww M, METEOROL- LOL-DE- | 
Wa PR) Fiaii Re =" RYA GG ISSEY OGY. 
On moonlight night, in misty ee an IIS Nj — " MIsTAKES in the calendar 
vale, hia iS, <% ~hS Ny FCOLE A are generally known as alma- 
When spring returns again, SSM ne 4) : - ot Win : h CDE fp : | nachronisms. 
I love to hear the nightin- Pt H ft’ Na SS NATATION reeks | The majority of stara have 
gale - bs jf Seo : DNV N five points, but the Di g-ster 
Amid the gloom complain. < ry LOGNE N By has an extra point allowed it 
The whole night long -- 09 Oe Vs during the shooting scasen 
Her plaintive song a is Eclipses which are not 
DIY TR visible cannot, as a rule, be iy 


It floats my head abeve ; 
And, welladay, seen from Greenwich Obser- 
Her simple la 

It is the song I love— 


The song I love! 


a 


WY WEA. 


' 
| 
vatory; but arrangements m»*y 
be entered into as to thie, for | 


A 
x 
Fa ae 
=e 


which consult the Clerk of the 
Weather on the premises, 


In meadow green, at early 


awn : 

I note the lark arise ; LINES 
As springing from the dewy (ArTER GoLpsmITH.) i 
My lovely cousin, SNooxs, {| 


awn 
She seeks the dappled skies. 
Miss Po.ty, iy 


Her cheery son 

So loud a aioe. | i | Aged seven, stuycd out too 
It floats my head above. | EB Lh late one day, Wt 

And, oh! her gay | Nia Her mother said, In sooth 

Aud stirring lay, | __ ~ | | iG ee _’tis folly, oe | Ht 
It is the song I love— ~~ — : s “ne VA VR Your father’s in an awful 

The song I love. amas | == de aid YUNA way. . 

= Lf Bi —— Bi ye t I have no heart your guilt to 


Upon the hob, on chill 
et , You know you sneakcd out 
on the sly, 
And yet, child, when the 
| whipping’s over, | 
Come to your muther’s arms 


cover, | 


ee ee ee 


night, 
When spirit, glass, and 


spoon 
And ee oe the board are 
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bright, : - a | a 
The kettle hums her tune ; EFS oe | and cry. 
With steaming spout 


MEAT IT 18s! 





She gives her shout, 
— perched the fire above. “ coo aoa 
nd well I ma nN Irishman who has bear 
Declare her aa FREE TRANSLATION. it stated that all flesh ix gras, 

The song that most Ilove— | British Tourist :—“Ler’s ser, Feole MEANS SCHOOL. O8, 11's THE NATIONAL | Wishes to know whether hay 
That most I love. SCHOOL THEN! * is beef a-la-mowed. 
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= Before they were sanguine an 
SS 


DOING AS WE CAN. 
By a Can-did MAN. 
| BELIEVE me no human con- 


4 

| 

scornful, 

Secure in the strength of 
their plan; 

But now very humble and | 








celving 
ying, | Ries 
| The mind of a mortal can mournful, 
| | aa “ — We must do 
| No phrase so unworthy be- Some pine for distinction, and 
nt walt a L cherish 
As mage shali do as 4 | Sweet dreams of a future of | 
; — a fame ; 
sig ~~ truth and con Too often, alas! but to perish, 
| More fitting the nature of |= — gone prs —e 
man, | ae ; j | 
| The motto of human existence | =| And — success, if thiby-meet 
or a We must doas | = Oft acts on some unforeseen | 
| It is so, in all thi i plan ; 
| I aor 1 things ; thoug iS And makes them confess, as | 
4 ee te a SN Oe, they greet it— 
| We gn the will and th = They 3ti// have to do as they 
If Fate « fforts looks | =S& can, 
Va - Adige a = In short, beyond all computa- | 
They'll ‘fail—do whatever A po bate. | 
wou. re proofs which unerringly 
ve may be our condi- — That Pag mankind's cal 
lon, = i ~ | 
; : lation 
Through all the extent, of . £ 7 ’ ‘ 
| 7 ze rom | ~ E Is, — speaking, ‘* No | 
We're bound to this humble Zz Sa hei | 
| cealidieie. oe = Z? Qa >S If ong oo your kind appro- | 
**Poor mortals must do's- = oo ; 
? I’m glad that my lay Ibegan, | 
! 
they can! If not, I have one consolation— 


. “ve loa . 
Some — splendour a: I’m contented to do as I can. | 
Dut just as they realise these, 
Misfortune, with one of her 
hitches, 
May scatter their hopes to 


the breeze ; 


SERI0Us REFLECTION.— By | 
a Bemused Man.—We beer tv- | 
day, and are half gone to- 
morrow. 


The old proverb says, “ Little ~pitchers have long ears,’’ but the old proverb ts 
vidently wrong as usual. The new style of earring proves tt should be, “ Little ears 
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have long pitchers.” - 
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A DOMESTIC DIFFICULTY. 
Paterfamilias has just concluded the usual process of osculation previous to his departure for the City. 
Master Hebby (with ideas of tmpartiekty) :—“ Kiss NuRsEy, PA, AS WELL!” | 
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WORTHY THE ATTEN- . 


TION QF HORSES AND 
COWS. 


AN ingenieus doctor in In- 
dia has discovered a new food 
for cattle in the cactus. He 
admits that the taste for the 
food is an acquired one, but so 
he says are a great many 
tastes in which we indulge 
ourselves; moreover he en- 
courages its acquirement on 
the part of the horses and cows 
upon which he has experi- 
mented, by keeping them for 
a few days with nothing else 
to eat. Whether the animals 
will ultimately kick against 
the pricks remains to be seen. 
It is true that donkeys eat 
thistles, but there is a parti- 
cular reason for that, to which 
we need not more particularly 
allude; and the cactus one 
would think about as difficult 
to swallow as a cheval de frise. 
It has indeed been hitherto 
put to much the same use, be- 
ing employed in India as a 
breastwork against cavalry; 
and it is curious that after 
having borne such heavy 
charges it should now be in- 

uced as a measure of 
economy. The latter fact, by 
Way, suggests a new ne- 
eessity in fortification—to pro- 
Viue ws the enemy coming in 
the dead of night and eating up 





I 
|B 
Hin ®Q 


ATH: 





] / APL 7 M / *: 

| M ae OP ad A “SS: py "ws 
| | an) 4 yr \ 

ny iN 

| SoA 





{ i i 
Na i 


NRAL YW) 


"Oute Party :— No! 


’ 





FUN ALMANAC 


BS 
VY, 
CRY \ 


yh 





Wo ] fe 
ANCA. « 
D ARAAN NZ Sanwh 

i _ 5 


, Whe 
NIV) 


A GRAVE QUERY. 


Jessie :— BUT, MAMMA, IF EVERYBODY IS GOING TO BE BURIED, WHO'LL PUT AWAY THE 8PADES8 AND THINGS?” 







































IN-TENSE-LY PARTICULAR. 


Handsome Cabby :—‘‘ HERE YOU ARE, SIR 


THERE You-err, SIR!’ 
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your entrenchment, for a troop 
of cavalry horses with good 
appetites and the ‘acquired 
taste,’’ would make short work 
of an enemy's position. The 
popular feat of ‘eating their 
heads off’ falls into the shade 
by comparison, 


AN OLD DEAR. 


I'm old and blear-eyed, 
Witha mouth gaping wide, 
Lut I may be a bride. 
In Love's lottery 
I may get a prize, 
And in spite of my eyes, 
l‘or when dear Papa dics, 
l've a pottery. 


HYDE PARK. 
Turre was an old girl in 
Hyde Park, 
Who danced on her head and 
cried, ‘* Hark,” 
When they asked her, 
‘* What for?’ 
She made answer, “ Oh lor! 
It's only a juvenile lark,”’ 





PROFOUND RRBFLFCTION.— 
By OUR reels os 
—A play upon words Is some 
aaa Ba enough, but iB 
some finds of writing there w , 
only a work upon wo 
and very hard work too. 
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We tt, Sixty-Six—(N.B.—not OFFENBACH'S, 
Though it goes off, and back is sent to Hades)—- 
Draws toanend! So burn your Almanacs 
For Sixty-Six, good gentles and sweet ladies, 
,And then with happy minds and souls contented 
4 ou 
Can take the new Fun ALMANAC presented you. 
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** Welcome the coming, speed the parting guest,”’ 
Is by Philosophy proverbial taught us, 
But that philosopby is not the best, 
And 7 ought not unfeelingly—now “ ought 
us?’ — 






PR To turn our backs on one in whose society 
We've spent twelve months of infinite variety. 


So, Sixty-six, we’re loth to let you go. 
The best of friends will have theirlittle quarrels, 
But we forgive you Overend and Co. ; 
The Harvest, Cholera, and Prussian laurels ; 
Because some things, that of importance vital 
were, 
, ae the good you gave us in requital were. 
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A Country freed from the Oppressor's yoke, 
Two Nations linked across th’ Atlantic Occan, 
Aye, e’en Disease that did so soon evoke 
High-minded charity and self-devotion, 
For these, old year, at least we owe thee gratitude, 
And grace thy waning hours with a beatitude! 


And yet, sweet Sixy-seven, do not think ; 
We grieve, not at her going, but your coming, 

That while she stands upon departure’s brink 
Regretfully her past career we’re summing. 

No! We can give glad welcome a new-comer 


And quitting sums, cry “‘ hail’’ another summer 
to! 





Thus Fun, while forthe fair New Year he wreathes 
A chaplet consecrate to sweetest kisses, 
Reminds you that the parting year bequeathes 
Yet one more blessing—and that blessing this 
is:— 
The Almanac of His High Bell-and-Cap-iness 
Is all-man-actually wants for happiness. 
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(N.B. Anything difficult of comprehension is due to the intricacy of the ancient Allegory.) 
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‘“FAREWELL TO THE OLD YEAR 


| From a rare and curious print of the period in the possession of its owner. 
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“FUN ALMANACK. 


FUN'S REVIEW OF 1866. 


WELL, Sixty-Six—(N.B.—not OrrENBACH's, 
Though it goes off, and back is sent to Hades)—- 


} Draws toanend! So burn your Almanacs 


For Sixty-Six, good gentles and sweet ladies, 


| And then with happy minds and souls contented 


can take t 
} Can take the new Fun ALMANAC presented you. 


“‘ Welcome the coming, speed the parting guest,”’ 
Is by Philosophy proverbial taught us, 
But that philosopby is not the best, 
And 7 ought not unfeelingly—now “ ought 
us ?"’— 


Bi) To turn our backs on one in whose society 


We've spent twelve months of infinite variety. 


So, Sixty-six, we’re loth to let you go. 
The best of friends will have their little quarrels, 
But we forgive you Overend and Co. ; 
The Harvest, Cholera, and Prussian laurels; 
Because some things, that of importance vital 
were, 


; oan the good you gave us in requital were. 
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A Country freed from the Oppressor’s yoke, 
Two Nations linked across th’ Atlantic Occan, 
Aye, e’en Disease that did so soon evoke 
High-minded charity and self-devotion, 
For these, old year, at least we owe thee gratitude, 
And grace thy waning hours with a beatitude! 


And yet, sweet Sixy-seven, donotthink _ 
We grieve, not at her going, but your coming, 
That while she stands upon departure’s brink 
Regretfully her past career we’re summing. 
No! We can give glad welcome a new-comer 
to— 


And quitting sums, cry “ hail’ another summer 
to! 


Thus Fun, while for the fair New Year he wreathes 
A chaplet consecrate to sweetest kisses, 
Reminds you that the parting year bequeathes 
Yet one more blessing—and that blessing this 
is:— 
The Almanac of His High Bell-and-Cap-iness 
Is all-man-actually wants for happiness. 
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From a rare and curious print of 
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HOOKING IT. 


Piseator :—“ CONFOUND You, TOM, WHY DON’T YOU COME WITH THE LANDING-NET? H8RkE’S THE REST CATCH OF THE SEASON 8ULKING 
INA HOLE, AND I SHALL NEVER LAND HIM IF YOU'RE NOT PRETTY SLIPPY!” 


AS MIGHT HAVE {| 


A NEWSPAPER pro- 
prietor has been bringing 
an action about some ad- 
vertiseinents, against 
Mapame RaAcueE., the 
enameller. He had a 


very good prima facie 
a of course 
M was able to put 
a different eomplexion | 


upon it, so the — 
won. 
1 | 


BEEN EXPECTED. | 
| 


LOVE SONG. 


Ovp eharmer mine, 
I call the nine, 

To aid me while I sing, 
Your parchment skin, 
And all your tin, 

A most convenient 


thing. 


You might have been, 
More fresh my queen, 
You're wrinkled, and 
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[ Zom thinks he has been a great deal too slippy. 


FROM A DENTIST. 


Lapy dear, your front 
teeth are 
Fairer than the falsest | 
set, 
Although Nature’s very | 
far 
From perfection; you | 
can get 
Irom your lover when 
we meet, | 
Packed as nice, a8 nice 
can be, 
Twelve enamelled teeth © 
complete 
For the sum of two 
pound three. 


THE CURATE. 


Ir the curate comes to 
tea 

And oer muffins and 
Bohea, . 

At your daughter gins 
to wink, 

Ani you straight begin 
to think 


That be’s coming it too | 

strong, 

Just do this, you cant 

be wrong, ee 
You're the poor child's , 

best protector, 

Sa VOTES ‘a Dae Punch his head and tell 
ANS SS o Ni Ls YN the rector. 
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Your eyes look dif- 
ferent ways. 
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The pleasing fact, | | 
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ANOMALOUS ACT CF 


Which requires most THAT’S THE TICKET! geeneent OC Cs 


courage, to say Bow to ; ; 
| @ goose, or Stratford to a ne Fierce Ticket-collector (to nervous little gent who has worried his ticket inte shreds):— | giend and then speaking 
| donkey ? ALL THAT A TICKET! WELL, WE LL GET THE COMPANY TO PREWIDE YOU WITH A BAG ef bine on you find him. 


DOLL NEXT TIME YOU TRAVEL BY THIS LINE.”’ 
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AN ANECDOTE. 


A.puonso was fishing. He 
had flung over the parapet of 
a bridge his slender line armed 
with a hook, and fitted with 
@ quill float, and he waited 

atiently upon fortune. ‘To 

im there arrove the sprightly 
Theodore. ‘4 Alphonso, friend 
of my soul,’ remarked the 
latter, “‘ what sport have you 
had?” ‘*Not even,” said 
Alphonso, with a deep sigh, as 
he sent his float yet once again 
down its swim, ‘‘not even a 
celebrated Carthaginian Gene- 
ral.”’ ‘‘Indeed!’’ said Theo- 
dore, ‘‘ Are there many of that 
sort of fish in these waters?” 





THE FORCE OF HABIT. 


STRANGER indeed than fic- 
tion is fact, or who would be- 
lieve the story recently related 
by the cook of a new horse- 
eating-house in Paris? He 
declares that one day he had 
the utmost difficulty in cook- 
ing a couple of hi rse-chops. 
One of them would not stay 
on the grill, but insisted on 
jumping into the fire, while 
the other, though placed over 
a lively heat, dectined te be 
cooked at all, and remained 
obstinately raw. To bis sur- 
prise, he learnt, on inquiry, 
that the former had been cut 
from a confirmed kicker, while 
the latter had been part of an 


“TI did not,’’ said Alphonso, 
with a grave smile, ‘‘ mean a 
fish. I meant An-nibble.”’ 


incurable jibber. 





A TELEGRAPHIC 
TOAST, 
WHEN round the board the 
toast you pess 
Youd best fall with my 





THE PRESENT 
FASHION. 


WEAR now, sirs, 





Bell-shaped hat, plan in, 
Tight ee Which is, whene’er you drink 
ong cravat, a GLASS, j 
Round throat That you should join a | 
CAN-IN, i 


Stick-up collar, 
Short coat :— 
Fashion foller! 
CRIBBAGE. 
Wukrn a small bor tures 











A FRIEND IN NEED. knave and steals a lump ef 
; inmate cate € the hain it 3 ; 
ALL that a man requires sugar out of the basin, it is @ | 
who wishes to prove himselfa | Sy mere turn-up whether be “gets | 
i l is ip- | . a a a a Te one" for his knob, or shews | 
friend at a pinch, is a nip- _ Spyffins gazes with rapture on the romantic scene above. Would he he as delightea ails lien thats ibe Saat 
portunity. | tf he knew how much his own Laura contributes to the effect ? ee a ae een 
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The intrepid Tompkins, when about to bring down an elephant, discov 
bringing himnup. A stratagem suggests itself, 


‘overs from the loud snorting i his wen that . 
which he puts into exrceniiom terth | Planse feern ere 
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Piseator :—“ CoNFOUND You, ToM, WHY DON’T YOU COME WITH THE LANDING-NET? HBRB’S THE REST CATCH OF THE SEASON SULKING 
IN« HOLE, AND I SHALL NEVER LAND HIM IF YOU'RE NOT PRETTY SLIPPY!”’ [Tom thinks he has been a great deal too slippy. 
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FROM A DENTIST. 
Lapy dear, your front 
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BEEN EXPECTED. 


A NEWSPAPER pro- 
prietor has been bringing 
an action about some ad- 
vertiseanents, against 
Mapame RACHEL, the 
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teeth are 


Fairer than the falsest | 


set, 
Although Nature’s very | 


far 


From perfection; you | 





be wrong, 

You're the poor child's 
best protector, 
Punch his head and tell 

the rector. 
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"— Twelve enamelled teeth | 
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Which requires most 
| Courage, to say Bow to 


| & goose, or Stratford to 
i ? a es 
| donkey ? CALL THAT A TICKET! WELL, WE'LL GET THE COMPANY TO PREWIDE YOU WITH A RAG 


DOLL NEXT TIME YOU TRAVEL BY THIS LINE.” 


THAT’S THE TICKET! 


Fierce Ticket-collector (to nervous little gent who has worried his ticket inte shreds) :— fiend) and thon epeaking | 
of him as you find him. | 
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AN ANECDOTE. 


Atpuonso was fishing. He 
had flung over the parapet of 
a bridge his slender line armed 
with a hoek, and fitted with 
a quill float, and he waited 

atiently upon fortune. ‘To 

im there arrove the sprightly 
Theodore. ‘4 Alphonso, friend 
of my soul,’ remarked the 
latter, “‘ what sport have you 
had?” ‘*Not even,” said 
Alphonso, with a deep sigh, as 
he sent his float yet once again 
down its swim, ‘‘not even a 
celebrated Carthaginian Gene- 
ral.’’ ‘Indeed!’ said Theo- 
dore, ‘‘ Are there many of that 
sort of fish in these waters?’ 
“TI did not,’ said Alphonso, 
with a grave smile, ‘‘ mean a 
fish. I meant An-nibble.”’ 














THE PRESENT 
FASHION. 


WRAR now, sirs, 
Bell-shaped hat, 
Tight trousers, 
ong cravat, 
Round throat 
Stick-up collar, 
Short coat :— 
Fashion foller! 











A FRIEND IN NEED. 


portunity. 
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The intreyid Tompkins, 





ALL that a man requires 
who wishes to prove himself a 
friend at a pinch, is a nip- 
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THE FORCE OF HABIT. 


_ STRANGER indeed than fic- 
tion is fact, or who would be- 
| lieve the story recently related 








by the cook of a new horse- 
eating-house in Paris? He 
declares that one day he hud 
| the utmost difficulty in cook- 
| Ing a couple of horse-chops. 
| One of them would not stay 
| on the grill, but insisted on 
| jumping into the fire, while 
the other, though placed over 
| a lively heat, declined to be 
' cooked at all, and remained 
obstinatzly raw. ‘To his sur- 
prise, he learnt, on inquiry, 
that the former had been cut 
from a confirmed kicker, while 
the latter had been part of an 
incurable jibber. 





































A TELEGRAPHIC 
TOAST. 
WHEN round the board the 
toast you pass 
Youd best fall with my 
plan in, 
Which is, whene’er you drink 
a GLASS, 
That you should join a 
CAN-IN. 




















CRIBBAGE. 


WHEN a small boy turns 
knave and steals a lump of 
sugar out of the basin, it isa 
mere turn-up whether he ‘‘gets 
one”’ for his knob, or shows 
you two for his heels, 























is year that a large white rhinoceros contemplates 
[ Please turn over. 
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STARTLING EFFECT ! 
AUTUMN. A PUZZLER. 
AvuTtuMN is here, but we = 2 AN excited gentleman Me 
much wet yet get! I would cently visited a certain noble 
we could the Weather’s dark lord at Knebworth. Despite 
Clerk mark politely turning a eS accent he contrived 
off the rain-main. Vain! to obtain an interview. 
The kennels still with hollow “What is the meaning, 9 
nN a fh Py «Reon g Rowrp-gt epee 
d, . . . ™ 
tide! ‘Still thang Me | ing—except the chatter of 
ing from the sky I spy—stilldo | Dead Sea apes and the howl- 
land cole: Wath tos eee | wees sn oartnn of tie 
ead in colour, that we cannot a ° ’ 
view blue through. And still utterance, declaration, | state- 
| Sedma wi rere | seabed tad nel lord en 
ind mind folly with generous e hande 
feeling Geode’ aks” Eade extract fromanovel. 
umbrellas which they ne'er, | ‘In the early ons,” his 
alack, pack back!——But on | lordship read, ‘‘ The Truthful 
this theme to scribble why try | and oe  Resualeet wove ae : 
I? Such weather boasts ; 0 you have us be- 
in shedding showers hours, lieve, my lord—or law-ward— 
powers that damp our fun, that there was no such thing 
and wit that’s quite bright as plain truth?’ asked the 
blight. What jester, then,— Scotch gentleman. And the 
for where's the good ?—could, baron could not reply! 
| would —when storms like = — 
these through coat and cloak | = PROVERBS FROM A NEW 
soak folk—poke joke ? = POINT OF VIEW. 
‘It takes nine tailors to 
make a man’’—but one is 
SOHO. enough to ruin him. 
| Tere was an old man of so ae aar ven with 
| Ss oa , 
| With = very queer strings the present fashion of long 
to his bow trains you cant tum a 
| He'd at Exeter Hall mousselin de Laine. 
| Of philanthropy bawl, ————— 
And then liquor up with Bos == THE PUBLIC HOUSE ACT. 
| Lows. ss A RURAL policeman applied 
— —_ the other day for a warrant 
| Wnen's a dead body not MOONEY SPOONEY. Sask" ae caik toot one tot | 
| eet woar P When it’s a Mr, Billin :—“ On, wow CALM, WOW SWEET AND FEACEFUL THE MOON LOOKS !” all Sunday in a neighbouring 
= Miss Cohen :—YEs; BUT DON’T YOU THINK IT LOOKS very conspicuous 2” plantation. 
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BOTANICAL 
QUERIES. 


THE Dog-rose :— 
Does it grow me a 
pu or a cutting 

The Carnation : — Is 
it of American origin, 
that nation being the 
one most given to cars ? 

The Daffydowndilly:— 
When plucked does it be- 
come a Pick-adilly ? 





CLAPHAM. 


THERE were some 
young ladies of 
Clapham, 

Whose teacher did no- 
thing but slap 


em, 
When they howled, 
being spank’d, 
She just said, “You 
be blank’d,’’ 
And calmly continued 
to rap ’em, 





A GOOD SHOT. 


A FRENcH paper de- 

} that our new re- 
gulation rifle must be 
irae the Prussian 
edie-gun or the 
Chassepot. As it hap- 
it’s Snider of 
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A BUFFET. 





This ts Snivins, who ws studying in Africa. pita ,; 
pleasing and natural expression on the features of his model: 





Oe 
















He finds tt a capital method of obt.‘ning 4 


~ 





Snob :— You LooK OUT 0’ TEMPER THIS MORNING, MY DEAR!” 

Young Person :—“ Ou, BOTHER! I CAN’T BE EXPECTED TO SPOON WITH EVERY STUPID THAT COMES HERE!” | 

—— ~—-——--- - a einen, paint — | 
AQUATIC, 


A BOATING maniac of 
our acquaintance, read- 
ing at the Botanical | 
Gardens the other day 
this label—‘‘The Ameri- 
can Rhododendron ’’— 
wanted to know whether 
it was a skulling match, 

!and how much O’Den- 
dron lost by. 





THE EARLY BIRD. 


It’s well to praise tho | 
early bird 

For picking worms, but 
it’s absurd 

To think that bird, you 
cannot doubt it, 

Would rise could worms | 
be got without it. 





A POW(D)ERFUL | 
TALE. 


Ou, weep for the hour 
When to ‘’Mima-| 
JANE's bower, 

Joun Tuomas the foot- 
man with hair-pow- | 
der came, 

For it’s all droptin | 
To the tea and the | 


gin, ; 
And the supper’s all 

spoilt and her tem- 

per’s a-flame. 
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AUTUMN. 

AUTUMN is here, but we 
much wet yet get! I would 
we could the Weather’s dark 
‘lerk mark politely turning 
off the rain-main. Vain! 
The kennels still with hollow 
roar pour over the muddy 
road, and path beside, wide 
tide! Still showers descend- 
ing from the sky I spy—still do 
the vapours overhead spread, 
lead in colour, that we cannot 
view blue through. And still 
} the man, within whose blind 
kind mind folly with generous 
ferling blends, lends friends 
umbrellas which they ne'er, 
alack, pack back!——But on 
this theme to scribble why try 
I? Such weather boasta, 
in shedding showers hours, 
powers that damp our fun, 
and wit that’s quite bright 
blight. What jester, then,— 
' for where's the good ?P—could, 
would — when storms like 
these through coat and cloak 
soak folk—poke joke ? 





SOHO. 


THERE was an old man of 
_ ‘ho, 
With two very queer strings 
to his t ow, 
Hed at Exeter Hall, 
Of philanthroy y bawl, 
And then liquor up with Bos 
Lowe. 


WieEn's a dead body not 
a dad } ly P When it's a 
gul-on-a-bier, 


STARTLING 


EFFECT ! 


me 





MOONEY 


‘— Oi, HOw CALM, HOW 


SPOONEY. 
. ¥ WEET AND FEACEFUL THE MOON LOOKS?” 
Aliss Cohen :—YrES; BUT DON'T YOU THINK IT LOOKS very conspicuous 2?” 
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A PUZZLER. 


AN excited gentleman re- 
cently visited a certain noble 
lord at Knebworth. Despite 
a Scotch accent he contrived 
to obtain an interview. 

‘‘What is the meaning, O 
my forlorn human brother,’ 
he asked, “‘ whatis the mean- 
ing—except the chatter of 
Dead Sea apes and the howl- 
ing of windbags innumerable 
—what is the meaning of this 
utterance, declaration, state- 
ment, or what you will?’ and 
he handed the noble lord an 
extract from a novel. 

‘‘In the early AZons,”’ his 
lordship read, ‘‘ The Truthful 
and the Beautiful were One!” 

‘““Would you have us be- 
lieve, my lord—or law-ward— 
that there was no such thing 
as plain truth?” asked the 
Scotch gentleman. And the 
baron could not reply! 
PROVERBS FROM A NEW 

POINT OF VIEW. 


‘“‘It takes nine tailors to 
make a man’’—but one is 
enough to ruin him. 

“It’s a long lane that has 
no turning’’—but even with 
the present fashion of long 
trains you can’t turn a 
mousselin de Laine. 








THE PUBLIC HOUSE ACT, 


A RURAL policeman applied 
the other day for a warrant 
to apprehend a wocdpecker, 
which he said kept up a tap 
all Sunday in a neighbouring 
plantation. 
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Snob :—** You LOOK OUT 0’ TEMPER THIS MORNING, MY DEAR!”’ 
Young Person :— OH, BOTHER! I CAN’T BE EXPECTED TO SPOON WITH EVERY STUPID THAT COMES HERE!” 












BOTANICAL 
QUERIES. 


THE Dog-rose :— 
Does it grow from a 
puppy or a cutting ? 

he Carnation: — Is 

it of American origin, 

that nation being the 

one most given to cars? 

The Daffydowndilly: — 

When plucked does it be- 
come @ Pick-adilly ? 


AQUATIC, 

A BOATING maniac of 
our acquaintance, read- 
| ing at the Botanical | 
Gardens the other day | 
| this label—“The Ameri- 
‘can Rhododendron ’’— | 
wanted to know whether | 
it was a skulling match, | 
‘and how much O'’Den- 

dron lost by. 


'THE EARLY BIRD. 

It’s well to praise tho 
early bird 

|For picking worms, but 

| it's absurd 

To think that bird, you 
cannot doubt it, 

Would rise could worms 
be got without it. 








CLAPHAM. 


THERE were some 
young ladies of 
Clapham, 

Whose teacher did no- 
thing but slap 
em, 

When they howled, 
being spank’d, 
She just said, “You 
be blank’d,’’ 

And calmly continued 
to rap ’em. 


a a 





A POW(D)ERFUI. 
TALE. 

Ou, weep for the hour 
When to ‘'Mima- 
JANr's bower, 
Joun Tuomas the foot- 
man with hair-pow - 

der came, 
| For it’s all dropt in 
| To the tea and the 
giv, - 
And the suppers all 
spoilt and her tem- 
per's a-flame. 





A GOOD SHOT. 


A FReNcH paper de- 
clares that our new re- 
gulation rifle must be 
either the Prussian 
needle-gun or the 

Chassepot. As it hap- , en 
pens it’s Snider of This is Snivins, who rs studying in Afriea, He finds tt a eapital method ore: 
pleasing and natural expression on te features of his 2 odet : 
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“ What's the matter ?” 


OLD SLIPPERS. 


Say what you like, my boy, 

Quote for me any joy, 

Pleasure, without alloy, 
Talk till you tire. 

My type of luxury 

Certainly seem to be 

Slippers, which wait for me 
Close by the fire. 


Granite, which mends the 
street, 
Pavement, retaining heat, 
Clumsy or pretty feet 
Have to endure. 
Stairs,.of all ills the fount, 
Obstacles paramount, 
I could with ease recount, 
Slippers can cure. 


Three or four stories high, 

Up in my attic, I 

Might perhaps breathe asigh, 
No one attends, 

Lonely I live, and yet 

I never fume or fret, 

Knowing I can’t forget 
Slippers are friends. 

I recall, when I’m hi . 

Thro’ Lily’s fingers ara, 

While her weescissors clipped 
Each scrap of wool. 

Near her from day to day, 

And in her lap they lay, 

These dear old slippers, eh ? 
Ain't I a fool ? 


Well, never mind, my boy, 
All of us have our toy, 
Lily, you say, was coy, 
ckle, and fair. 

What if she wed a snob, 
I neverown'd a bob, 

But I'vetwo feet, a hob, 
An@suoh a chiir! 
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FUN ALMANACK. 
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Library, when, on coming to the third volume, he finds seventy-six pages missing in the middle! 


A TRAIN-BILL. 


A little while since the 
S only danger to be appre- 
YSS3x. | | hended from trains was that 
they might run over you 
on arailroad. Now-a-days, 
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however, thanks to the style 
of dress adopted by the fair 
rex, the danger is that you 
may run over a train in the 
Rests ot | street. 

MULT a anna 
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Prepreai|((rsu |) THEATRICAL. 
ARTA ae : Mh Why is the New Royalty 
HY | w like Strasburg? — Because 
I 


| 
| 
y it’s celebrated for it's Patty, 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Why is the Prince of 
Wales's like a fortunate 
| husband P—Because it’s 50 
happily Marié'd. 


Ree 





WILE AND WINEGAR! 
Why is a good jockey 
turning Tattenbam Corner 
like bad wine ?—Because he 
| turns to win-eager. 
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EXTREMES MEET. 


A bilious friend of ours 
assures us that a diver com- 
plaint is a dire disease. 


GRAPNEL-ING THE DIFFICULTY. 


Miss Tippin :—“ NOTHING 18 IMPOSSIBLE, MY DEAR CHILD; IT WAS THOUGHT 
IMPOSSIBLE 





FROM THE STOCK 


| 
Why, this miserable being has become deeply interested in a novel he procured at the Washby-on-the-Sca Circulating 
EXCHANGE. 


TO RAISE A SLENDER COIL OF ROPE FROM THE DEPTHS OF THE 


ATLANTIC, BUT Y 1" . 2 
TIC, BUT YOU SEE IT HAS BEEN DONB! | Why is a thief like a | 
Master Arthur :—“ Yrs, BUT THEY ONLY GOTAT BY iA fluke ! | grenadier’s shako ? — Be- | 
Quis SSR | cause he’s a Bear’s-kin. 
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U UNIVERSITY MICROFILMS 
M =s ANN ARBOR MICHIGAN 
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ISA, sand, sunshine, serenity, salubrity—these were the chief delights in S-se. Of those in 


posse, the most prominent was a posse or bevy of the very prettiest damsels that ever dipt 
in sea—slept on sand—basked in sunshine—disturbed serenity—or gathered salubrity. 
Dears with their beautiful hair blowing about their shoulders with a freedom unknown 
to the ordinary chignon of commerce! Dears with a glow of health on their cheeks, not 
to be imitated by all the cosmetics of Arabia! Dears with raven locks, dears with golden 
tresses, dears with nut-brown curls. Short dears, tall dears, plump dears, prim dears, 
young dears, old dears, and dears in their prime! It really seemed of a morning after 
bathing hours as if VENus had been resolved into a joint-stock company, unlimited, 
and rose from the sea ‘‘ in her thousands ” every day. 

And to make it all complete, Fun was there! The season was over at last, and the 
well-earned holiday-time had set in. All the world, and his wife and his lovely 
daughters, above-mentioned, were at the sea-side. 

It had been a peculiarly busy and trying season. The Reform agitation had been 
a constant source of anxiety and uncertainty. The political atmosphere had under- 
gone violent changes, from the Torrid Zone of Mr. BEALEs and Company, to the Toried 
Zone of Mr. DisRAELI and party, with but brief and hurried pauses in the Temperate 
Zone, and with few, if any, descents to a LOWE temperature. 

Then, again, WHALLEY had been more than ordinarily irritating. Concluding— 
very justly, no doubt—that a Reformed Parliament would not be likely to contain him, 
he had taken every opportunity of making an exhibition of himself—and had certainly 
succeeded ! 

The Abyssinian question had been another worry; and the French Exhibition, 
with the British Commission scandal, had been a further trouble. Besides these there 
was a host of minor harasses—not Mrs. HARrassEs, but actual and tangible bothers, 
which had aided in rendering the season a trying one. 

But it was all over now! Kef—the dolce fur niente—the otium cum dig. in the sands 
—the great preservative of JAck from becoming a dull boy—the, to be brief, lying-on- 
one’s-back-and-letting-things-in-general-slide time had arrived at last. 

Fun whiffed his regalia, and dismissed for awhile the cares of keeping the world 
at large well-greased for rolling ‘‘down the ringing grooves of time,” as his esteemed 
friend Mr. ALFRED TENNYsoN—-(here is wishing him retirement and privacy in his new 
quarters !)—has very neatly worded if. But, alas, his repose was not to last long. 
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He became aware, by the brightening of the sunshine, that Beauty was visiting him, and he therefore opened his indolent 
, 7 ‘ lv deputation of the dears approaching. 
eyes They beheld a ho 5 bee like a flock of doves, lending ‘ fresh radiance to the golden light of day, and lading the 
ith & precious freight of silvery laughter and perfumed sighs. 

ore Weil, at darlings,” eid Fun, sfseivaaly permitting himself to be caressed by twenty of the prettiest of the deputation - 
‘Well, my darlings, what is it ?” be | 
‘‘Oh you dear old duck,” said the spokeswoman of the party, ‘‘ it is so very dull here, don’t go and fall asleep with a Cigar 
give you a kiss all round, that we will! Do—d,_ 


in your mouth, don’t! Vo assist us, there’s a delightful old dear, and we ll that 
do find ona to amuse us, when we've got tired of the sea, and the promenadé, and the admiration, and the tea and 


shrimps. And, if you please, all the books at the library are old sensation novels, and the first volumes are lost, and we arg 
not going to work; and since you’ve been here, we don’t think the young men as good-looking as they ought to be, and 
there's no néw music, and the bands play all out of tune, and the fashion-books never come, and there’s nothing to do, and 


we're all yery miserable.” 

The fair speaker having paused for lack of breath rather than want of argument, Fun gave the deputation a smile and 
his advice. 

‘‘ Darlings, you shall be attended to. I will give you something which shall give a relish to the sea, the promenade, the 
admiration, the tea and the shrimps, No!’—he added solemnly, fixing his eye upon a dear who was whispering slily to 
another dear—‘‘ No! I do not mean a kiss all round, though you may take it if you like.”’ ° 

The resolution was immediately put and carried by acclamation. At the close of the ceremony, F uN resumed his speech :— 

“ Darlings,—you shall have ah read instead of stale sensation stories—something better than tatting, or an 
other nonsense which you delightful dears like to call ‘ work ; ’ better than new music or the latest fashions. It shall make the 
qpuns men who adore the Very print of your feet in the sands more presentable. It will teach them—if they can learn—to 
‘behave like gentlemen and talk English.” 

‘ Then, if you please, dear old darling, we should like it at once,” said the head of the deputation. 

mf ~~ begry x’ = t amr of the poet—here goes! ”” 

e en a bathing machine which stood near, and in a few seconds re-appeared, bearing a pile of volumes bound in 
slogan Lane ene. A loud cheer greeted him. He stood at the top of the steps, and, with a gracious smile, distributed the 

ilvery laughter from. the fair ones—chuckles from the middle-aged—guffaws from merry youth—smiles fr ag 
greeted the glorious gift. Byen Old OcEAn himself added another wrinkle tae to his cheeks WEskered wit ¥ ‘ienwoel 
giggles,” as described by the Greek poet—and no wonder, for that glory of magenta and gold was— | 


Che Fifth Volume of ithe Netw Series of fun, 
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VOLUME FIVE. 


= Ee HE Spring awakens buds 
Se SSS ES and flowers, 
eee ee On hill and vale and 
' a plain ; 
=>} = The birds are singing in 
= the bowers, 
Where green leaves 
show again ; 
The bees are stirring in 
the hive— 


And Fun commences 
Volume Five! 


He puts forth leaves the 
whole year round, 
Though it may snow 
or freeze ; 
As in the wintry woods 
are found 
The sturdy holly trees. 
Like evergreens that al- 
ways thrive 
Is Fun, commencing 
Volume Five! 


Lo! Laughter comes to join the throng, 
With honest Jest and Mirth unforced, 

With Quip and Crank and merry Song, 
And Wit—from Wisdom long divorced, 

Whom Fvn persuaded to re-wive— 

And all cry hail to Volume Five! 


Ye statesmen, who old England strive 
= aid, rejoice! Here’s Volume Five! 

Ye partizans, who faction shrive 
For place, beware! Here’s Volume Five! 
Ye, who would bind with chain and gyve 
Our freedom, mind! Here’s Volume Five! 
Ye, who at treason would connive, 
Be warned in time! Here's Volume Five! 
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Ye who of help and food deprive 

The poor, beware! Here's Volume Five! 
Ye, who by shameful works arrive 

At wealth, beware! Here’s Volume Five! 
Ye, who dishonest bargains drive, 

Keep keen look-out! Here’s Volume Five! 
But good and virtuous folks, revive 

To learn as in the page you ‘dive 

That Fun’s alive—yes, all alive ! 

And so commences VotumE Five! 


THE ALPINE CLUB (LIMITED). 


Tuts institution has been established to enable persons, the summits 
of whose ambitions are also those of mountains, to attain them with 
the least possible expenditure of time, trouble, and exertion. It also 
recommends itself as avoiding all the dangers awaiting the usual 
ascents of the Alps 

It is proposed to ‘collect the tops of all the highest mountains in the 
world, and arrange them in suitable rooms in the club house—the tops 
of volcanoes being confined to the smoking room. Members will then 
be able to stand on the summit of Mont Blanc, of Monte Rosa, of the 
Matterhorn, without danger or fatigue. Large supplies of ice will be 
kept on the premises, and any member may, on paying for it, sur- 
round himself with it when on the top of a mountain, so as to experi- 
ence some of the sensations due to his situation. A slab from the Grand 
Mulets will be arranged as a bed, that members may be able to say 
that they have passed a night there. 

Some gentlemen of the ol old Alpine Club who were the first to ascend 
certain peaks, brought away the tops with them, so that no one could 
reach them again without their permission. otiations are in pro- 
gress with these gentlemen for the possession oF these valuable sum- 
mits. Arrangements are also making for obtaining the tops of all the 
other celebrated mountains, and it is proposed that anyone presenting 
the summit of any famous peak to the club shall become an honorary 
life member. 

The library will furnish guides and topographical works. 


ILL-BRED. 
We have it on good que, 3 that the ringleaders in the late bread 
riots at Deptford were regular loafers. 


—— 
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OUR ARTIST IN PARIS: 


“ The French ave such a nation.” 


Coton Talk. 


By tHE SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


Tue Session, which comnitenced so amicably that one was almost led 
to hope we might see the lion of Conservatism Iyin down with the lamb 
of Liberalism (by which latter I don’t mean Mr. arcu), has taken a 
sudden turn, and beholdwe havethe lions squab’sling among themselves. 
Prosperity is clearly more trying than adversity. The Tory party so 
unanimous in opposition have fallen to loggerheads the moment they 
find themselves on the Treasury Benches, and the Liberals who when in 
power agreed like a couple of cats tied together by the tail, and hung 
over a clothes'-line, are a regular “ band of brothers’’ now they are 
out. Hven the chiefsof the Government don’t seem to pull together, 
for while Lornpy Derry was frankly telling the story of the split in 
the Cabinet to the Lords, Disraewi, in the Commons, was making an 
Asiatic mete of it—was found out by Bernat Oszorne, and caught 
it from esucx. There must have been several moments this 
session when he has regretted that he does not sit in the repose of the 
Upper House, and that the lordship of Hughenden is yet a thing of the 


Fon has always—and in my opinion very properly—avoided any 
reference to religious questions. “Popery”’ and “No Popery,’’ 
* Ritualism ”’ and “ Anti-Ritualism’’ (how prone pious people are to 
slang and abusive epithets!), are not topics for discussion in a comic 
paper. But I hope I may be allowed to refer to the religious press in 
its social relations without being suspected ef any intolerance. I am 
sorry to have to protest against the manner in which the Guardian is 
conducted. That journal is supposed to be the organ of a-class of 
edneated gentlemen, but of late it has descended to a line of conduct 
which is only worthy of a set of scandalous, vixenish old maids. The 
ordinary penny-a-liner, so much abused, is as a rule remarkable for 
good taste and good feeling in his avoidance of all that may give pain 
to individuals in their private capacity. But the clerical gentlemen 
who do short pars for the Guardian have no such decent reticence. 
The “ dog-doesn’t-eat-dog”’ principle is the last rule they attend to. 
They gossip about private affairs without scruple, and ali the more 
virulently if the subject of their talk have the misfortune to be in any 
way connected with the clerical world. Fun has joked Dr. Cpe 





, Perhaps the above’ design for 
apprepriate costume for the new Government Shoe-black Brigade may be found suitable. 








[Marcu 16, 1867. 
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TO HORSE! TO HORSE ! 


Man’s life may be compared, you see,’ '” 
To children’s love for bread and honey, 
First, tasteless, hard celibacy, 
Then soft, seductive matrimony ; 
But still I think that some: who’ve wed, 
And thus fulfilled their dearest wishes,, 
Would yet prefer the driest bread 
To any disagreeing “ squishes:’’ 
To judge appearances is trash, 
But there’s no need of a LAVATER, 
To see that matrimony’s rash, 
And men and women weak as water. 
We make “a miss”’ who seek “a rest,”’ 
‘ And find “a nag” when we are baited, 
And often couples linked the best 
By accidents are separated. 


‘Away then! womankind, away ! 

I’ll have no more of your vagaries, 
I'll turn misogynist, I say, 

And keep a dog and eight canaries. 
Then if remorse is on my track, 

Or nasty ague makes me shiver, 
T'll have a good old steady hack 

And gently oscillate my liver! 


A Momentous Question. 


Ou, Mr. W*.1s and Mrs. W**p, 
And oh, Miss M. E. Br*pp* x, 
Say, is it proper that you should 
Go, in a way so sad, on? 
You cook old stories up again 
As cooks réchauffer fishes, 
And don’t quite*see, although it’s plain, 
They’re hashes, not new dishes. 
You're welcome to the fame—and “ dibs;’’ 
But I don’t think—do you P— 
That story-telling should be fibs, 
And novels not be new! 


a harmless and 


but it is reserved for the Guardian to intrude on his private life, and 
inform its readers that he was blackballed at the Athenzeum Club. It 
is time that the gentlemen for whom the Guardian is intended should 
let its managers’ know that they consider the raking-up of private 
scandal is not strictly within the limits of controversial theology. 

THE magazines are out. The Cornhi// contains an illustration by 
Mr. Burron—a figure-subject by one who is’ best known for his ex- 
cellent landscape-work. It is a clever composition, admirably drawn, 
and well-engraved. I can't say as much for the other illustration, 
which is loose in execution and not well cut. “The Satrap”’ is 
respectable verse, and ‘ Ravenna”’ is an interesting paper. “In the 
Austrian Service’’ strikes me as a most extravagant fiction. 

Routledge’s Magazine for Boys is varied and amusing as ever. I 
see Mr. Ross has adopted the plan of Pictorial Double Acrostics, first 
exploited in Five Allis and the Christmas number of Fon, a figure of 
“Obi” being apparently suggested by one of the drawings in the 
latter. It is a pity he does not take a few lessons in drawing. 

Belgravia is better this month, as far as)literature goes. There is a 
fair and honest critique on the state of the Drama, a capital essay, 
“St. Paul's to Piccadilly,’”’ and a brace of good stories by Dutron Coox 
and Water THorNBURY. The “poetry” is poor. In “ Lyrics of 
the Month,”’ the writer winds up with a verse wherein “ well’’ and 
“‘ farewell ’’ are offered as rhymes. Mr. Astitey BALDWIN’Ss verses are 
slovenly and feeble :—‘ caught,” does not rhyme with “ short,’ any 
more than a ‘‘ mast-head”’ can “ go by the board.”” I am astonished 
the author of the Doxe article, who is evidently an artist, should praise 
the steel engravings of his works.. The author of “ Circe’’ gives some 
portraits of critics and painters in the course of his second chapter. He 
would do well to avoid lending himself to publishers’ squabbles as he 
does in one passage here. Loxdon Soeiety seems to be afflicted with 
smaller type and fewer leads every month. It is fair enough in point 
of illustration, excepting those by G. Bowers, which have all an ama- 
teur’s faults. Some verses by Ruy are very queer. The Argosy has 
some interesting notes on “ Poetry and Poets,’’—interesting and valu- 
able, I should say. ‘‘Shoemaker’s Village’’ goes on admirably. 
“Ampola”’ is good, and “Crimping Sailors” should help towards 
curing the evils it indicates. In Temple Bar, Mr. Yates gives us one 

of his plucky papers on the Drama, honest, and sound, and manly. 
“Subjects of Song,” isa specimen of what magazine verse should be 
eurs the Editors of Belgravia and London Soctety. For the rest 

mis a story of the Greek insurrection, an essay on “ Debt,”’ and “ The 
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FU N. 
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Man who lived by his wits,’’ which, I suppose, is not an autobiography. | 
The Family Friend seems up to its mark, but one of the artists might 
be dispensed with to the advantage of the magazine. I hope the 
number of Casseli's Magazine which I have received is not a fair speci- 
men, for the printing, especially of the cuts, is very poor. The literary 
matter is right enough, and the Editor is evidently up to his work, but 
his labours will be thrown away if not better seconded. The Gardener's 
Magazine, whi_h I imagine every one who loves his garden takes in 
regularly, is full of valuable information this month. | 





Charles F. Brokone, 


Poor Artemus Warp is dead! In him we have lost a kindly 
humorist, and a ‘‘ gentle man,” in the honest old sense of the word 


Short as has been the time since he arrived in England, he leaves | 


behind him a large circle of sorrowing friends, for he endeared himself 
rapidly to all with whom he came in contact, by his sensitive considera- 
tion for the feelings of others, by the generosity and manly honesty 
of his character. ‘The keen, quaint wit, whe mever gave a wound to a 
living creature, was popular with the public as'hewas beloved by those 
who knew him in private life. His last contribution to literature was 
an article in the Savage Club Papers. 

The extreme and sudden changes of the late severe winter were too 
trying for a constitution always delicate, and taxed at the time to the 
extent of its strength by the fatigues and anxieties of the entertain- 
ment which delighted so many. ArTremus Warp was compelled to 
close his’ room, and retire to Jersey to rest and recruit. But the 


disease, Consumption, had made too certain progress to be arrested. has been produced at the Haymarket. 


He crossed back again to Southampton, in the hope of being able to 
return home to America, to his only living relative, his mother. But 
the hope was not to be realized. On Wednesday last death—for which 
he was fully prepared, and which he met in a cheerful, manly spirit— 





Oh, Friends, by whose side I was breasting 
The billows that rolled to the shore, 
Ye are quietly; quietly resting, 
To laugh and to labour no more! 
Still, in accents a little uncertain, 
And tones that are possibly vague. 
The persons I pity whe know not the gity, 
The beautiful City of Prague! 


L’ RBNVOY. 


As for me, I have come to an anchor; 
I have taken my watch out of pawn ; 
I keep an account with a banker, 
Which at present is not overdrawn. 
Though my clothes may be none of the smartest, 
The “ snip’’ has receipted the bill ; 
But the days I was poor and an artist | 
Are the dearest of days to me still! 
Though the latitude’s rather uncertain, 
And the longitude also is vague, 
The persons I pity who know not the city, | 


The beautiful City of Prague ! 


FROM OUR STALL. 
An adaptation, by Ma. Gitngrt A Beexertt, from Was Bons Villagaois 
It seems that the brilliant 
VieTorigy Saxpovu has pledged his whole career te the task of riaging 
the changes on the fracture of the seventh commandmert. His present 
variation upon this improving theme is hardly worthy ef its author— | 
if, indeed, it be fair to form an opinion of its merit on a teanslation | 


claimed him. He was born at Waterford, in the State of Maine, and ; that appears to have been hastily or carelessly made. When a couple | 


shall be buried at Kensal-green. His funeral will be largely attended, 


no doubt, but there will be few there who will not sincerely and deeply | 


lament his loss. .: 


THE CITY OF PRAGUE. 


Scene: ** Bohemia: a desert country mear the sea.’””—SHAKESPEARE, 





I pwett in a city enchanted, 
And lonely, indeed, was my lot ; 
Two guineas a week, all I wanted, 
Was certainly all that I got. 
Well, somehow I found it was plenty; 
Perhaps you may find it the same, 
If—if you are just five-and-twenty, 
With industry, hope, and an aim: 
Though the latitude’s rather uncertain, 
And the longitude also is vague, 
The persons I pity who know not the city, 
The beautiful City of Prague! 


Bohemian of course were my neighbours, 
And not of a pastoral kind ; 
Our pipes were of clay, and our tabors 
Would searcely be easy to find. 
Our tabors? Instead of such mountains, 
Ben Holborn was all we could share, 
And the nearest available fountains 
Were the horrible things in the square: 
Does the latitude still seem uncertain ? 
Or think ye the longitude vague ? 
The person I pity who know not the city, 
The beautiful City of Prague ! 


How we laughed as we laboured together! 
How well I remember, to-day, 
Our “‘outings”’ in Midsummer weather, 
Our winter delights at the play! 
We were not over-nice in our dinners ; 
Our “ rooms”’ were up ricketty stairs ; 
But if Hope be the wealth of beginners, 
By Jove, we were all millionaires ! 
Our incomes were very uncertain, 
Our prospeets were equally vague ; 
Yet the persons I pity who know not thecity, 
The beautiful City of Prague! 


Tf at times the horizon was frowning, 
Or the ocean of life looking grim, 

Who dreamed, do you fancy, of drowning? 
Not we, fer we knew we could swim... 


_ of polite Frenchmen contradiet each other flatly, they seldom — 


he dies at the early age of three-and-thirty. It is proposed that he | : 
| their affirmations and negations in the form of isolated monosy 


the oui and the non are softened by 4 mais. But Mu. a Beoxett never 
hears—except in Diamonds and Hvarts—e pair of argumentative Britons 
contradicting each other with a “‘ But yes” anda “ But mo!” English- 
men are too conscious of the value of time to use two syllables when 
one will express their meaning. Such trifles as these betray the 
*prentice hand. Much as we dislike adaptations from the French, we 
dislike them none the more for being cleverly turned. If Nos Bons 
Villageois was witty at Paris, we fear that its wit must have been | 
washed overboard in its passage across the Channel. The success of 
Diamonds and Hearts must be shared amongst the ladies and gentlemen 
who played in it; and the largest slice must be given to Miss Netty 

| Moore, who played with such grace and earnestness as to bring the 
house down more than once. Muss long Burke looked very pretty 

' as the indiscreet and penitent wife. Mr. Howe played the part of 

| the injured and vindictive husband forcibly; and Messxs. Cu1pPENDALE 

'and Farren were well fitted with characters. ‘The scenery was 

| charming. 

Another adaption from Sarpovu has been brought forward at the 
| St. James's under the title of A Rapid Thaw. The piece was not re- 
| ceived very favourably; and we hope that its writer, Mk. T. W. 
| Ropertson, will abandon adaptation for ever, and commit no more 
| treason against the intellect which gave us Owrs and Society. Why 
should a man who carries a full purse in his pocket go about borrowing 
_half-crowns? We need scarcely say that the dialogue of 4 Rapid 

Thaw is neatly written ; an utter want of interest in its characters and 
plot was the cause of its cold reception. The acting was not of a high 
order (Hector was almost inaudible); perhaps a better performance 
| might have saved the piece. ‘The dresses and scenes were perfection. 
| Aseries of “Sensation Concerts’? has commenced at St. Martin's 
Hall. The salle is tastefully decorated and brilliantly illumined. 
Music, vocal and imstrumental, is judiciously varied by a little 
' tumbling and contortion. The Levy and Distsy Instrumental Union 


is well worth going to hear. 








‘‘ Britons never—never—never !”’ 


Wuere’s the Jamaica Committee, and has it time, amid the 
Christian delights of the prosecution of a man who only did his duty, 
to step in and put a stop to an ne. to re-establish slavery in 
England? If so, here is the chance. e quote an advertisement 
which appeared in the Manchester Guardian the other day :— 
NOTICE.—A Gentleman, having occupied apartments at No. 53, C—— Road, and 

having left a Few Articles, three months ago, if not taken away within seven 
days, will be sold to defray expenses. 
|“ A gentleman”’ is not a commodity to be piéked up every day, and we 
can easily conceive the competition that will take place when he is 
put up for sale. We entreat our anti-slavery friends to step in at once 
and prevent the inhuman: barter! 
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Old Lady ( frantically) :—“‘ Hi, nox! My cuanos!” 
Boy :—“* WERRY SORRY, MUM, MY ’EALTH WON'T ALLOW ME TO 





THE AGE OF ELECTRO-PLATE. 


We sigh that the times are so terribly bad, 
As we shut up our pockets and purse; 

But it’s easy to see how a “‘ fashion”’ or “ fad” 
Makes them very decidedly worse. 

We can tell, if we try to examine a page, 
Of the book which is ticketed “ Fate,” 

We have bartered the gold and the silver age, 
For an Age of Electro-Plate! 


Who cares for the cant of degenerate days 
That of facts not of theories sings, 

We have authors of stolen Purisian plays, 
And fingers for B rings. 

The crosses and lockets for feminine throats, 
May be purchased for “‘ seven and eight.” 
There are flowers of paper to stick in our coats, 

In the Age of Electro-Plate ! 


Not a barber exists but exhibits a yard 
Of exceedingly dubious hair, 

Which is twi or plaited or shown on a card,*" 
Ready dyed for the dark or the fair. 

Soft faces are plastered with powder and paint. 
Bald patches made black as the grate, 

The dresses so low that our grandmothers faint, 
At the Age of Electro-Plate! 





Wary is a choleric man like a handsaw? Beca directly h ts 
hot he loses his temper. il Hl 





Tue Rear Commenrctat Docxs.—Discounts. 
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“vOU’LL FIND NO CHANGE IN ME1” 
Scenz.—A railway station. Train just of. 
RUN, RUT JEST REMIND ME OF IT NEXT TIME YOU'RE THIS WAY.” 
| Flat or Sharp? 
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Tue assertion of musicians that they can by descriptive instrumental 
music conjure up a picture has been often sneered at. Cynics have 
defied them to fiddle a landscape or play purple ona piano. But an 
advertiser in the Daily Telegraph the other day threw the composers of 
oratorios and sonatas in the shade completely. This second Orpheus 
is for fiddling a best Brussels—to be swept (like the harp) by “‘ Music, 
heavenly (parlour) maid?’ Nor is that all—he wishes to fiddle gilding 
—but our readers shall judge for themselves :— 

To CARPET WAREHOUSES and GILDERS.—A well-known Professor of Music 
requires a Brussels carpet in exchange for a first-class MUSICAL EDUCA- 
TION. Also some Glasses Regilded on the same terms.— Musica, Post-oflice, &c. 
It remains to be seen whether any sensible “‘ warehouse” or “ gilder’” 
will feel inclined to accept Musica’s shrill trebles in lieu of those 
other crisper and more tangible notes issued by the Bank of England. 





SPRING. 


Go along with your rubbishing verses to Spring, 
You pastoral pipe-playing throng 

Of poets, who love of her beauty to sing,— 
Can’t you see your descriptions are wrong ? 


You talk of her light gauzy garments that fl 
In the breezes. Shut up, if you please! . 
The description’s—I see at a glance—all my eye! 
Why bosh !—the material’s freeze ! 





NATURAL HISTORY. 


A CORRESPONDENT notices the letters in the papers referring to the 
lengthening hours of light, and the arrival of the swallow, as prog- 
nostics of spring. He says that he saw a very long Day and Martin 
in Holborn in the very depth of Winter. 
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| THE WESTMINSTER PLAY. 


| Shylock, Mr. D*sra*i1. Antonio, Mr. Br*eut. Bassanio, Mr. GL*pst*Ne. 


Forget the shames that you have stained me with, 
Supply your present wants . . . and you'll not hear me!’’? 


Shylock (to Antonio) :—‘‘ Why look you how you storm! | 
I would be friends with you and have your love, 
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| “voOU’LL FIND NO CHANGE IN ME1l” 


Scenze.—A railway station. Train just off 
Old Lady (frantically) :—“ Hi, nox! My cuaneeg!”’ 
: ’ . af 99 
Boy :—** WexRY SORRY, MUM, MY ’EALTH WON’T ALLOW ME TO RUN, RUT JEST REMIND ME OF IT NEXT TIME YOU RE THIS WAY. 








ak ae Mane 
THE AGE OF ELECTRO-PLATE. when Here Menges 


Tue assertion of musicians that they can by descriptive instrumental 
WE sigh that the times are so terribly bad, | music conjure up a picture has been often sneered at. Cynics have 
As we shut up our pockets and purse; | defied them to fiddle a landscape or play purple ona piano. But an 


But it’s easy to see how a “ fashion’’ or “ fad”’ 


| advertiser in the Daily Telegraph the other day threw the composers of 
Makes them very decidedly worse. 


| oratorios and sonatas in the shade completely. This second Orpheus 


We can tell, if we try to examine a page, | is for fiddling a best Brussels—to be swept (like the harp) by ‘“‘ Music, 
Of the book which is ticketed “Fate,” heavenly (parlour) maid?’ Nor is that all—he wishes to fiddle gilding 
We have bartered the gold and the silver age, —but our readers shall judge for themselves :— 
For an Age of Electro-Plate! ‘flO CARPET WAREHOUSES and GILDERS.—A well-known Professor of Music 
requires a Brussels carpet in exchange for a first-class MUSICAL EDUCA- 
Who cares for the cant of degenerate days TION. Also scme Glasses Regilded on the same terms.— Musica, Post-office, &c. 
“as _ of mete a meeeeee eng | It remains to be seen whether any sensible “ warehouse” or “ gilder” 
e have authors of stolen Parisian plays, will feel inclined to accept Musica’s shrill trebles in lieu of those 
And fingers for Brummagem rings. 


other crisper and more tangible notes issued by the Bank of England. 


The crosses and lockets for feminine throats, 
May be purchased for “‘ seven and eight.” 





There are flowers of paper to stick in our coats, ‘ SPRING. 

In the Age of Electro-Plate! Go along with your rubbishing verses to Spring, 
Jot a barber exi 7 - You ral pipe-playing throng 
sas egeminta chains orp neal Rae ae 
Which is twisted or plaited or shown on a card,” Can't you tee your Cescriptious ate wreng F 
_ Ready dyed for the dark or the fair. You talk of her light gauzy garments that fly 
Soft faces are plastered with powder and paint. In the breezes. Shut up, if you please! 

Bald patches made black as the grate, 


The description’s—I see at a glance—all my eye! 
The dresses so low that our grandmothers faint, Why bosh !—the material’s freeze ! 
At the Age of Electro-Plate! 








NATURAL HISTORY. 
A CORRESPONDENT notices the letters in the papers referring to the 
lengthening hours of light, and the arrival of the swallow, as prog- 


nostics of spring. He says that he saw a very long Day and Martin 
Tas Rear Commencia, Docxs.—Discounts. in Holborn in very depth of Winter. oe a 
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Wury is a choleric man like a handsaw? Because directly he gets 
hot he loses his temper. 
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Shylock, Mr. D*sra*ir. Aztonio, Mr. Br*cut. Bassanio, Mr, GL*pst*Ne, 


Shylock (to Antonio) :—‘‘ Why look you how you storm! 
I would be friends with you and have your love, 


Forget the shames that you have stained me with, 
Supply your present wants . . . and you'll not hear me!’’? 


: THE WESTMINSTER PLAY. 
| | 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


A poer sat on a mossy bank, 
As poets they say will do sometimes, 
And he sang aloud, ‘‘ The muse I thank 
For so fair a subject for my rhymes,’ 
Asa lady passed ; but she turned her back, 
And though one curl was kissed by the wind, 
The poet he sighed, and he said “ Alack, 
Tis a fearsome thing that hangs behind !”’ 





Ke 
When the ’Fairshon swore:a feud, 
And the howling clansmen came ; 
Every kinsman wild and rude, 
Had one word before his name. 
, 2. 
When the great Cid, from dawn till day grew dim 
Smote them ; be sure they often, called on him. 
3. 
In the days now gone by 
Long before you and I 
Were thought of, they lived and grew fatter ; 
. We their images see, 
And to you and to me 
Their absence on earth doesn’t matter. 


4. 

Too often seen in very piteous case, 

While without speech, it has a speaking face. 
5 


#& great philosopher who said that beauty 
Rewards itself, since seeing is a.duty. 


6. 
Where music sheds her calmest, holiest spell, 
We praise his name who helped her on so well. 


7 


Her dress is lovely, but the sheen grows fainter 
Beside the canvas when Mit.ais ’s the painter. 


ANSWER TO Acrostic ix No. 94 


Clef 
Heloise 
Eden 
Si 
Tessa 
Eton 
Rates 

Correcr Souvrions or Acrostic IN No. 94, rREcEIvenD 6TH Marcn.—E. T., 
Penzance; K. P. * * * *; T. W. 8.; Barbel; N. T.; Snip; Three Cockroaches ; 
Rodney; Bow-wow; Nanny’s Pet; Edwin; Gena; A Gowk; Nettie; Ruby; 
Aadrey,; E. B., Tooting; Neleh B. 
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A Plated Article. 
Tue War in the Plate is by no means so small an affair as our old 


friend the Storm in a Teapot. ( 
Commons the other night that neither of the belligerents had asked 


for mediation. It is evidently a case of war to the knife—in which, 


under the circumstances, the fork ought to be included. One would | 


fancy, too, that hostilities in the Plate would give employment to the 


will not be placed in a position injurious to the rest of the service— 
which as a dinner service, naturally expects to get its desserts. 


Hints for Amateur Horticulturists. 

Ir your horse-radish is backward it is no use to cry “Come up!” 
to it. 

You must take your cues when to plant your peas. 

It is not always that the produce of lawns (s)leaves a bishop-rick 
of hay. 

A sharp speech will not cut grass though you may consider it a 
bon mow. 


‘* What a falling-off was there 


Miss Menken is improving herself, we learn from a contemporary, 
in French eloeution with a view to appearing in a ing réle in 
Paris. This will be a more pleasant performance than the rolls she 
has lately had on the French stage owing to her horse’s falling. 


FU N. 


It was announced in the House of 


11 


SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


OPENING @F THE NEW SEASON AND THR FirtH VOLUME OF THE 
New Seriovs. 

Sonnet to the Lady Margaret Ley. 

BELGRAVIA. 


Scsscripers Att !—This is an occasion on which I prefer addressing 
of myself to you all, direct, instead of through the usual intermediacy 
of my good and gifted young friend, our noble and respected Editor, 
than whom I am sure a person more thoroughly kind at heart though 
perhaps a little too fond of writing me sarcastic letters not suited to 
my period, and making me feel nervous in my inside. 

We stand, gentlemen, for such I will venture to call you, on the 
brink of a new volume, and, which it may well be called, by way of a 
joke, a horsepicious occasion. It is only natural that ye shouldest 
wish for a few familiar words of greeting from one who has now been 
your Prophet for two revolving years, and was previously employed 
much more respectable. 

It has been said of SHAKESPEARE (and whom a namesake of his twas 
first favourite for the Liverpool Grand National) that he was master 
alike of smiles and tears, and rules equally over the hearts of old and 
young. The same remark may fairly be applied to Nicuoras, and per- 
haps, to Nicuo.as alone amongst all the Sportive Writers of the present 
day, than whom, though they may be very worthy fellows in their 
way, yet I would metaphorically, lick any one of them off his head 
with my right hand tied behind my back, though it may seem vanity 
glorious such for to say. And they know it, every man-jack of ’em! 


Tue CHARM oF NICHOLAS FOR THE YOUNG. 


The charm of Nicuoxas for the young is, that he, himself, retaing 
so much of the innocence and of the bounding boyishness which ueed 
to please my dear mamma, now gone. Every youth in Great Britain, 
and likewise our terrestrial colonies, knows that in spirit NicroLagis 
as young as himself—and when I say “in spirit,’”’ I do not, mean te 
speak of the Prophet as though he were a nasty preparation in 4 
bottle, nor yet as if he were far gone in drink, which, upan my saered 
word of honour, gentlemen all, is at the present moment not the ease, 
he having had nothing to speak of yet this morning beyend a few 
glasses of sherry wine; what the Prophet intends to convey—not ag 
he is in the habit of carrying parcels, or such—is that his heart is 
still fresh and gay, and “‘ good for any game you like, my boys,’’ like 
Champagne Charley in the song, which a man outside is at present 
grinding it on his organ, and I wish he would leave off. 


Tue CHARM oF NICHOLAS FOR THE OLD. 


The charm of Nicuotas for the old is his wisdom, his leariness, his 
knowledge of the world and its ways. Why, bless you, I am some- 
times almost terrified to thiak how muchI @ know! If I was to 
write down in a book, or put it into a play like SHAKEsPEare did, all 
the queer things I have seen on the turf, why, gentlemen, it would be 
unfit for publication, and hissed off the stage the first night. Society, 
as at present constituted, couldn't stand it. It would be too true! The 
wickedness, the recklessness, the downright dishonesty which have 
long been associated with my favourite pastime, would draw a shudder 
from a police-magistrate, though those gentlemen are tolerably familiar 
with the desperate iniquity of the human heart. Upon my censcience, 
gentlemen, and it is the best security I have to offer, the turf really 
seems to me to get worse and worse, more and more degraded every 
season. Such being the case, I hope to keep you well informed con- 
cerning all its movements, in which, as true-born Englishmen, you 

naturally take a deep and sympathetic interest. 

During the coming season it is not improbable as I shall visit Paris, 


** That old man eloquent.”-—Joun MILTon, 


| and if so, I promise to hang about all the French stables, and send 


you any news as I may pick up. 
When the summer comes, you will find me at my old place at Lory’s 


; a Cricket G di—not precisely in the Pavilion, for th .C.C. have 
spoon, but it is to be hoped that the latter, being a stirring character, | ricket Ground—not precisely in the Pavilion, for the M.C.C. have 
| the secretary, Mr. F'itzGera.p, perhaps over a pot of stout. 


still declined to elect him, but yet talking on the friendliest terms with 


In a few weeks, if ye keep a good look out, ye may descry my fine 


‘old form at Putney; but I shall not tell you at present whether I 
| intend to stay at the Oxford ‘“‘ White Lion,” or the Cambridge “Star | 


and Garter,” as the other young gentlemen might feel dispirited. On 


| the day of the race, look out for the Old Man, my boys, and give him 


a cheer after his severe indisposition. 

Finally, Knurr and Spell will continue to have that attention paid 
which the noble and familiar old game have always received in these 
delightful columns. NicwoLas. 

————TEee 


‘¢T’ve Schvear’d off!’ 


A Revter’s telegram from Berlin informs us that :— 
** Prince Freperiek Cuarves has returned from Schwerin.” 


We are glad to hear it, and hope he will not again resort to the 


| profane practice. 
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MEN WE MEET. 


BY THE COMIC PHYSIOGNOMIST. 





Some Encacep Mev. 


‘ -_ | marry 
Tux C. P. often debates within himself the question whether he is | and, the C. P. regrets to say that he has 
He is, of course, anxious for the repu- | been a very wicked old nobleman in his 


a practical man or a theorist. L 
tation of eminent practicability ; but, at the same time, he does not wish 
to deceive himself on the point. He, in common with all thinking 
men, entertains theories on certain subjects of which he has not had 
the advantage of practical experience ; and his theories on such points 
are particularly conclusive and indisputable, to his own perceptions. 
He has never been up in a balloon, but he believes that he could write 
you as vivid an account of an aérial journey as if he had been the 
| chosen friend of Coxwext, and the inseparable companion of GLAISHER, 
from his earliest! youth to his present prime. He never happens to 
' have hunted a gorilla, but he believes that M. pe Cuaiv himself 
could not beat him at a life-like description of that exciting sport. So 
far he is, of course, a theorist ; and so far, every thinking man must 
be a theorist. But although the C. P. has neither travelled in balloons 
(he does not count a = ascent at Cremorne at the end of a rope), 
nor hunted gorillas, he has done so many things that other people have 
not done, that he feels justified in weighing his practicability against his 
| theories, and of giving the verdict in favour of the former. And he is 
' the more reconciled to this conclusion, as he finds that whenever he 
; reduces a theory to practice, the deductions which he drew from the 
theory are almost invariably overthrown whenever he subjects them to 
an actual test. He stated in the first chapter of these papers that all 
that he had thereunto written on the subject of physiognomy was 
‘entirely wrong, although he introduced his ridiculous views on the 
‘ subject with all the fanfarronade and bombast of absolute infallibility. 
e C. P. is particularly led to the consideration of these matters 
by the fact that he feels that he is about to treat of a subject 
of which he has had no actual ex- 
perience. Two years ago this considera- 
tion would not have affected him in the 
smallest degree, and he would have 
discoursed on the advantages and the in- 
conveniences of being in a state of pro- 
| bationary matrimony with an engaging 
‘assurance which would have carried 
conviction to the minds of all who had 
never had a practical experience of a state 
of betrothal. But he is a wiser man than 
he then was, and he cannot close his eyes 
to the fact that he is about to launch his 
literary bark upon unknown seas. But 
he has committed himself to the under- 
taking, and there is no help for it. 

Here is a gentleman who is going to 
| marry for money, and the C. P. is afraid 
| that his bride will have a sad time of it. 
_. The poor old lady has to supply him with 
| the means of continuing his amiable ex- 
|. cesses, and as long as he finds that she is 
|. disposed to do this, so long will he con- 

tinue a bachelor, and she a spinster. But a day will come when the 
unhappy old maiden’s patience will be exhausted, and he will have no 
alternative but to link her fortunes with his own. He has but one 
accomplishment, and that is a capital conjuring trick. He takes a 
handful of her money and a handful of 
his bills—he places them together and 
both disappear. 

Here is a jealous lover. The C. P. 
wishes there were some better word for it 
than “lover;"’ but unless he goes to 
France for it—which he scorns to do—he 
will not be able to find one. All the ex- 
pressions which go to describe the condi- 
tion of a man who is about to be married 
have become so vulgarized by valentines 
and cracker-mottoes that they are simply 

, unendurable to a mind that boasts of any- 
thing approachi to refinement. In 
| France they, at all events, have no valen- 
tines, which may account for the air of 
comparative refinement which envelopes 
any allusion to affectionate relations 
between man and woman in the Frerch 
tongue. It is a peculiarity of most jealous 
lovers, and particularly of the jealous 


| lover whom the C. P. has selected as a 








& 


SS Sse thst SSS eS 
ee 


————S———— 


[Marca 16, 1867, 





specimen of his class, that they are infinitely less faithful—infinitely 
more Don Giovanni-fied in their moral character—than the apparently 
happy-go-lucky gentlemen who, giving no cause for distrust them- 
selves, are less prone to suspect its existence in others. If the C. P. 

were engaged, he would be a happy-go-lucky lover, maidens. 
Here is a gentleman who is going to 
for love. He is an old nobleman, 


day. There was once a day—it’s a long 
while ago—when this wicked old noble- 
man (then a pretty good young nobleman) 
might have married any one of half the 
well-born young ladies of his day, for he 
was a handsome young nobleman, and a 
rich one too. But he neglected his 
chances until the black hair had to be 
replaced by the preternaturally luxuriant 
wig, and the black whiskers had turned a 
rich sea green; and now he thinks it is 
time he were settled, if the title is to go 
down to any one. So he has induced 
Mp.iuize. CorRALIE DE LA BRABAZONNE, 
premiere danseuse of H. M. Theatre, to 
share his coronet; and a pretty life Mpie. 
CoRALIE DE LA BRABAZONNE will lead him, 
the C. P. hopes, trusts, and does verily 
believe. 

Here are two engaged gentlemen of distinctly opposite temperaments. 
The sprightly-looking young man on the reader's left is a gentleman 








who is proud of being engaged, and the dismal-looking gentleman on the 
right is a gentleman who is ashamed of being engaged. The sprightly 
gentleman is proud of it because he has not yet had sufficient experience 
of his position to become aware of its inconveniences; and the dismal 
gentleman is ashamed of it because he is too selfish a gentleman to 
perceive its advantages. The sprightly gentleman is never so happy 
as when he is talking of his bride-elect, and becomes amiably weari- 
some in the readiness with which he will expatiate on her innumerable 
advantages to gentlemen who don’t happen to be engaged to her. The 
dismal gentleman, on the other hand, resents any allusion to the tender 
topic of his approaching marriage as a direct personal insult. The 
chances are that after half-a-dozen years of married life these two 
extremes will meet at a half-way-house of amiable indifference to their 
respective wives—and the sprightly gentleman (who will have lost 
much of his sprightliness) will declare that married life has not turned 
out to be everything that he anticipated; and the dismal man (who 
will have lost much of his dismality) will be equally ready to assert 
that he has found the life of a Benedict not half as distasteful as he 
expected that it would be. 

_The C. P. cannot close this chapter without adverting toa theory of 
his own, that bears upon the best means of securing conjugal happi- 
ness. It is that the husband should make a point of giving way to his 
wife—after a great show of allowing himself to be convin —upon 
every point which is not of the slightest consequence; so will he be 
able to insist, with apparent fairness, on having his own way in matters 
of vital importance. 

oS 


Way is a butcher-boy like a race for two-year-olds? Because he 
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A PLUCKY OLD MAN. 


I Loox back on the olden times, 
My usual habit after dinner, 
When I indulged in ardent rhymes, 
And wish’d that I was growing thinner. 
I lived and loved like Scu1LtEr’s maid. 
Ah! me, where are those famous beauties 2 
Married and done for, I’m afraid, 
And hamper’d with connubial duties. 


I smile when I remember Town, 
That now looks so intensely dreary, 
Seem’d fair before my beard was grown, 
And every maiden was a Peri. 
Town was a paradise I thought 
As down Pall-mall I'd idly saunter,— 
But now the rolling years have taught, 
How strangely tempora mutantur. 


I'd vague ideas of martial fame, 
Of England’s past and future glories, 
And thought her honour was the aim 
Of rulers, whether Whigs or Tories. 
I’m wiser now, each man declares 
Her noblest work’s non-intervention, 
And managing the state affairs 
Means simply—place and coming pension. 


Old age had honour then from youth, 
And only gipsies talk’d slang lingo, 
And manfully we told the truth, 
And never swore by Jove or Jingo. 
The rustic mind was fogg’d with beer 
And eleemos eating, 
And I could tell. some stories queer 
Of bribes, that wouldn’t bear repeating. 


And yet what matter ? still I'll praise 
Kach fresh year, as a fair new-comer ; 
I’m recompens’d in various ways 
For visions left with each old summer. 
So pass the bottle round, my lad, 
Let Cuaron linger by his ferry— 
And fill a bumper to your dad— 
We'll make a night on’t and be merry. 





ONLY A CABBY! 


At a.time when Cab Reform is being discussed,-and will probably 
be undertaken ‘before long, the history of poor Wii1asm Cox, a cab- 
man, aged 50, who committed suicide in Regent’s-park, should be read 
with other and more practical feelings than mere pity. Here is the 
plain talesof suffering :— 

oe Sarah ‘Ann Cox, of 40, East-street, said—On Saturday night last she saw her 
hushand last alive at nine o’clock. He was in a public-house, but not drinking. I 
told him I had no bread to give the children (two), and he answered, ‘If I can 
borrew a shilling, Sarah, I will bring home a loaf. Go home to bed, dear, you must 
be tired, and I will come home soon.’ I had been up three nights with a suffering 
child. I went home .to bed about ten o'clock, andas he had not arrived at midnight, 
I went in search of him, and called at all the police-stations, but could hear nothing 
of him. I then believed that he would not come home because he could not borrow 
the shilling. He had been out of work from the time of the Cattle Show, and had 
been in the workhouse infirmary from illness for a month. A Juror: How were 
you supported during his illness? Witness: Mr. Tubhs (the relieving officer) kind] 
gave me four heavy tickets a week, and obtained a sovereign for me from the board, 
and interested himself with the magistrate, who gave me another sovereign. My 
husband got work on Tuesday last, but was discharged on the Friday, because he 
did not bring in enough money. On that day I gave him 2d. to get some fried = 
but he brought it back to me, as he said the children wanted it. I know he h 
nothing to eat from the Tuesday to the time I saw him last. We parted with our 
furniture and beds to keep our rent paid. Mr. Boyles (the eoroner’s officer) here 
produeed one of several papers which were taken from the pockets of the deceased, 
which was a police summons to appear before Mr. Tyrwhitt, the magistrate, at 


Marlborough-street, for loitering instead of being on the rank. The widow said— | YOu 


Yes, that is true. He was summoned by the police, and he said to me, ‘ Sarah, you S. . ! 
_ by inserting his copy. 


» oni but what will you do when I go to prison? You know I cannot pay the 
The eabman gets plentifully abused for extortion—what ean you ex- 
pect, when his employer expects thirteen shillings a day from him ? 
Of course people say all cabmen are ruffians, just as they say all beg- 
gars are impostors. But that does not prevent beggars from dying of 
hunger in the streets at times—nor does it, we hope, quite deaden the 
public conscience when it thinks of cabby, the ruffian, going four days 
he food, and refusing the poor twopence that the children might 
wan 





A LITTLE LABE, BUT TOO GOOD TO BE LOST. 
THe neal Alma Mater :—Mus. Spaxo.e. 


' 
totes 








|G. A. &.; 





——. 


FUN. a 


‘‘ Enjoying Bad Health.” 
Tue Paris correspondent of the Standard must be the direct lineal 
descendant of our old friend Mark Tapley. He wrote the other day 
that :— 
“The weather in Paris is delizhtful, but very unhealthy; there is an influenza 
epidemic prevailing, which has laid up half the town. 
The man who can consider that weather which is so unhealthy that 
it lays up half Paris with influenza, is delightful, must be prepared to 
be jolly under the most trying circumstances. 


The Rhyme of the Ready Reckoner. 


Wuenre there’s a will, 
There’s a way ; 

And where there's a bill, 
You must pay! 


Extraordinary Taste. 


Tuer Morning Advertiser relates the story of a Parisian coachman, 
who, having undergone amputation of the tongue for cancer, had the 
organ replaced by one of India-rubber. ‘‘ Although he cannot speak,”’ 
the account goes on to say, ‘‘he tastes swallows and smokes his pipe 
with apparent enjvyment.’’ How he can smoke his pipe after he has 
tasted and swallowed it rather puzzles us. 


ANY WIFE TO ANY HUSBAND. 


My husband! every morn we part, 
And my poor heart must bear its trial ; 
But moments come when tears will start, 
And grief no longer brook denial. 
And yet I ought, you often say 
To try the aid of calmer reason, 
Since soon will come the close of day 
When purest love will have its season. 


Then you will peacefully return, 
And war no more our hearts#ayill sever, 
Then bright your study hearth will burn, 
And smiles and joys be ours for ever. 
Then! then, ah! then I'll ceasa to fret, 
And on my lips receive your greetings ; 
But, dearest, you will not forget 
That little piece of fish from Swrerte’s. 





Answers te Correspondents, 


[We cannot return rejected MES. or sketches unless they are accam- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope. | 
G. V. K.—Your acrostic on chignons is declined ; no more on tlrat head, 


thank you 

E. B.—We really cannot undertake to answer such questions. Our 
space is valuable. ; 

W. J. P.—Your chignon sketch is too scratchy. 

Fiast Wuip ought to have been whipt first before sendipg us such 
halting verse. 

Suecxine Dovs, Stead-street, Halifax, says he has ‘‘a reputation 
amongst his friends as an inventor of riddles.”” If he has, the reputation 
is not his own, for half the riddles he sends us are cribbed. 

A. J.—Go on and prosper. : 

S. E., Cardigan, will doubtless open Fun crying, “ Ah ‘the Last Pot of 
Porter ’—is't-out?’’ ‘Well, it isn’t in. 

A Poor PLEADER.—To quote your own line :— 

‘Echo answered, No!” 
We must say ditto to Echo. 

C. T. W., Liverpool, sends us a joke of which ‘‘some time ago a friend of 
his was an eyewitness.’ Did C. Il. W. really have the honour of knowing 
the lamented Josepu MILLER? 

W. H. R., Borough.—“ The prices we allow for such contributions’’ as 
rs—t.¢., rejected ones,—are exactly £0 Os. Od. 

. S., Canonbury, may be a great gun there, but we cannot serve bim 





Prickes has written nothing worth preserving. 

Declined with thanks—C. O. A., Denbigh-place; 8. G.; H. G.; 
W. P., Harrow; W. M., Whitby; E. G. M.; M. L. J.; 
J. W.; Ben; J. M. L., Edinburgh; An 


H. G.; Earnest; Frolic; 


| Engineer; Your P. D.; E. C., Ipswich; Rad; G. H. B., Brighton ; 


W. L., Golden-square; R. 8., Stoke Newington; C. L. K.; W. L.; 
C. W.; J. Fitz-C., Tenby; J. H. A., Southampton; C. J. R., Mildmay 


| Park; C. W., Maida-hill; E. G. R.; R. E., Manchester; Nem Con; D. ; 


Mugby; Laneashire Lad; R. M.; L. E. R., Londonderry ; C. C., Dublin ; 
H. N., Kew; G. C., Worcester; Notes; Issabeller; Tufthunter; A 
Subscriber; E. S. M., Oxford; Mercury; O. 8.; Phix; H. A. R., 
Southsea; F. L.; Dominie Ardudidasculos; T. W. ¥.; C. B. C., 
Islington; C. D., Belfast. 
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MEN WE MEET. 


BY THE COMIC PHYSIOGNOMIST. 





Some Encacep Mey. 


Tur C. P. often debates within himself the question whether he is 
a practical man or a theorist. He is, of course, anxious for the repu- 
tation of eminent practicability ; but, at the same time, he does not wish 
to deceive himself on the point. He, in common with all thinking 
men, entertains theories on certain subjects of which he has not had 
the advantage of practical experience ; and his theories on such points 
are particularly conclusive and indisputable, to his own perceptions. 
He has never been up in a balloon, but he believes that he could write 
you as vivid an account of an aérial journey as if he had been the 

| chosen friend of Coxwe.t, and the inseparable companion of GLAISHER, 
from his earliest youth to his present prime. He never happens to 
| have hunted a gorilla, but he believes that M. pe Cuaitiv himself 
could not beat him at a life-like description of that exciting sport. So 
far he is, of course, a theorist ; and so far, every thinking man must 
| be a theorist. But although the C. P. has neither travelled in balloons 
(he does not count a shilling ascent at Cremorne at the end of a rope), 
nor hunted gorillas, he has done so many things that other people have 
not done, that he feels justified in weighing his practicability against his 
| theories, and of giving the verdict in favour of the former. And he is 
\ the more coined to this conclusion, as he finds that whenever he 
; reduces a theory to practice, the deductions which he drew from the 
theory are almost invariably overthrown whenever he subjects them to 
an actual test. Hé stated in the first chapter of these papers that all 
, that he had thereunto written on the subject of physiognomy was 
‘entirely wrong, although he introduced his ridiculous views on the 
’ subject with all the fanfarronade and bombast of absolute infallibility. 
e C. P. is particularly led to the consideration of these matters 
by the fact that he feels that he is about to treat of a subject 
of which he has had no actual ex- 
perience. Two years ago this considera- 
tion would not have affected him in the 
smallest degree, and he would have 
discoursed on the advantages and the in- 
conveniences of being in a state of pro- 
| bationary matrimony with an engaging 
‘assurance which would have carried 
conviction to the minds of all who had 
never had a practical experience of a state 
of betrothal. But he is a wiser man than 
he then was, and he cannot close his eyes 
to the fact that he is about to launch his 
literary bark upon unknown seas. But 
he has committed himself to the under- 
taking, and there is no help for it. 

Here is a gentleman who is going to 
marry for money, and the C. P. is afraid 
that his bride will have a sad time of it. 
The poor old lady has to supply him with 
the means of continuing his amiable ex- 
cesses, and as long as he finds that she is 

- disposed to do this, so long will he con- 

_ tinue a bachelor, and she a spinster. But a day will come when the 
unhappy old maiden’s patience will be exhausted, and he will have no 
alternative but to link her fortunes with his own. He has but one 
accomplishment, and that is a capital conjuring trick. He takes a 
handful of her money and a handful of 
his bills—he places them together and 
both disappear. 

Here is a jealous lover. The C. P. 
wishes there were some better word for it 
than “lover;" but’ unless he goes to 
France for it—which he scorns to do—he 
will not be able to find one. All the ex- 
pressions whicl. go to describe the condi- 
tion of a man who is about to be married 
have become so vulgarized by valentines 
and cracker-mottoes that they are simply 





thing approaching to refinement. In 
France they, at all events, have no valen- 
tines, which may account for the air of 
comparative refinement which envelopes 
any allusion to affectionate relations 
between man and woman in the Frerch 
tongue. It is a peculiarity of most jealous 
lovers, and particularly of the jealous 
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of his class, that they are infinitely less faithful—infinitely 


specimen 
a Giovanni-fied in their moral character—than the apparently 


more menet : fy : 
happy-go-luc entlemen who, ) 
snak are less opis to suspect its existence in others. 
were engaged, he would be a happy-go-lucky lover, maidens. 

Here is a gentleman who is going to 
marry for love. He is an old nobleman, = 
and, the C. P. regrets to say that he has 
been a very wicked old nobleman in his 
day. There was once a day—it’s a long 
while ago—when this wicked old noble- 
man (then a pretty good young nobleman) 
might have married any one of half the 
well-born young ladies of his day, for he 
was a handsome young nobleman, and a 
rich one too. But he neglected his 
chances until the black hair had to be 
replaced by the preternaturally luxuriant 
wig, and the black whiskers had turned a 
rich sea green; and now he thinks it is 
time he were settled, if the title is to go 
down to any one. So he has induced 
Mop.iize. CoRALIE DE LA BRABAZONNE, 
premiere danseuse of H. M. Theatre, to 
share his coronet; and a pretty life MpLuz. 
CoRALIE DE LA BRABAZONNE will lead him, 
the C. P. hopes, trusts, and does verily 
believe. 

Here are two engaged gentlemen of distinctly opposite temperaments. 
The sprightly-looking young man on the reader's left is a gentleman 





Re. 





| who is proud of being engaged, and the dismal-looking gentleman on the 
right is a gentleman who is ashamed of being engaged. The sprightly 
gentleman is proud of it because he has not yet had sufficient experience 


| of his position to become aware of its inconveniences ; and the dismal 


gentleman is ashamed of it because he is too selfish a gentleman to 
perceive its advantages. 
as when he is talking of his bride-elect, and becomes amiably weari- 
some in the readiness with which he will expatiate on her innumerable 
advantages to gentlemen who don’t happen to be engaged to her. The 
dismal gentleman, on the other hand, resents any allusion to the tender 
topic of his approaching marriage as a direct personal insult. The 


giving no cause for distrust them. | 
If the C. P. | 


The sprightly gentleman is never so happy — 


! 


chances are that after half-a-dozen years of married life these two | 


extremes will meet at a half-way-house of amiable indifference to their 
respective wives—and the sprightly gentleman (who will have lost 
much of his sprightliness) will declare that married life has not turned 
out to be everything that he anticipated; and the dismal man (who 
will have lost much of his dismality) will be 
that he has found the life of a Benedict not 
“——— that it would be. 

e C. P. cannot close this chapter withou i 
his own, that bears upon the f sores toe Hees of 
ness. It is that the husband should make a point of givin his 
wife—after a great show of allowing himself to be Saeaead ee 
every point which is not of the slightest consequence; s0 
able to insist, with apparent fairness, " 
of vital importance. 
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A PLUCKY OLD MAN. 


I Loox back on the olden times, 
My usual habit after dinner, 
When I indulged in ardent rhymes, 
And wish’d that I was growing thinner. 
I lived and loved like Scu1LiErR’s maid. 
Ah! me, where are those famous beauties 2 
Married and done for, I’m afraid, 
And hamper’d with connubial duties. 


I smile when I remember Town, 
That now looks so intensely dreary, 
Seem’d fair before my beard was grown, 
And every maiden was a Peri. 
Town was a paradise I thought 
As down Pall-mall I'd idly saunter,— 
But now the rolling years have taught, 
How strangely tempora mutantur. 


I'd vague ideas of martial fame, 
Of England’s past and future glories, 
And thought her honour was the aim 
Of rulers, whether Whigs or Tories. 
I’m wiser now, each man declares 
Her noblest work’s non-intervention, 
And managing the state affairs 
Means simply—place and coming pension. 


Old age had honour then from youth, 
And only gipsies talk’d slang lingo, 
And manfully we told the truth, 
Aud never swore by Jove or Jingo. 
The rustic mind was fogg’d with beer 
And eleemos eating, 
And I could tell some stories queer 
Of bribes, that wouldn’t bear repeating. 


And yet what matter ? still I'll praise 
Kach fresh year, as a fair new-comer ; 
I’m.recompens’d in various ways 
Fer visions left with each old summer. 
So pass the bottle round, my lad, 
Let Cuaron linger by his ferry— 
And fill a bumper to your dad— 
We'll make a night on’t and be merry. 





ONLY A CABBY! 
At. atime when Cab Reform is being discussed,-and will prebably 


be undertaken ‘before long, the history of poor Wiii1am Cox, a cab- 


man, aged 50, who committed suicide in Regent’s-park, should be read 


| ‘with other and more practical feelings than mere pity. Here is the 


(plain talesof ‘suffering :— 


Sarah Ann Cox, of 40, East-street, said—On Saturday night last she saw her 
hhushand last alive at nine o’cleck. He was in a public-house, but not drinking. I 


| told him I hed no bread to give the children (two), and he answered, ‘If I can 


borrew a shilling, Sarah, I will bring home a loaf. Go home to bed, dear, you must 
be tired, and I will come home soon.’ I had been up three nights with a suffering 


y 4 _ ehild. I went home .to bed about ten o'clock, andas he had notarrived at midnight, 


I went in search of him, and called at all the police-stations, but could hear nothing 
of him. I then believed that he would not come home because he could not borrow 
the shilling. He had been out of work from the time of the Cattle Show, and had 
been in the workhouse infirmary from illness for a month. A Juror: How were 
you supported dyring bis illness? Witness: Mr. Tubbs (the relieving officer) kindl 
gave me four heavy tickets a week, and obtained a sovereign for me from the board, 
and interested himself with the magistrate, who gave me another sovereign. My 
husband got work on Tuesday last, but was discharged on the Priday, because he 
did not bring in enough money. On that day I gave him 2d, to get some fried 1 
but he brought it back to me, as he said the children wanted it. I know he h 
nothing to eat from the Tuesday to the time I saw him last. We parted with our 
furniture and beds to keep our rent paid. Mr. Boyles (the eoromer’s officer) here 
produeed one of several papers which were taken from the pockets of the deceased, 
which was a police summons to appear before Mr. Tyrwhitt, the magistrate, at 
Marlborough-street, for loitering instead of being on the rank. The widow said— 
Yes, that is true. He was summoned by the police, and he said to me, ‘ Sarah, you 
= fret; but what will you do when I go to prison? You know I cannot pay the 
ne, 


The eabman gets plentifully abused for extortion—what ean you ex- 
pect, when his employer expects thirteen shillings a day from him ? | 
Of course people say all cabmen are ruffians, just as they say all beg- 
gars are impostors. But that does not prevent beggars from dying of 
hunger in the streets at times—nor does it, we hope, quite deaden the 
public conscience when it thinks of cabby, the ruffian, going four days | 
rane food, and refusing the poor twopence that the children might | 
want, 





A LITTLE LABE, BUT TOO GOOD TO BE LOST. 
THe BEAL 4/ma Mater :-—Mus. Spaxo.e. 
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{ descendant of our old friend Mark Tapley. 





| yours—t 
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‘‘ Enjoying Bad Health.” 
Tue Paris correspondent of the Standard must be the direct lineal 
He wrote the other day 


that :— 
‘‘The weather in Paris is delizhtful, but very unhealthy; there is an influenza 
epidemic prevailing, which has laid up half the town. 


The man who can consider that weather which is so unhealthy that 
it lays up half Paris with influenza, is delightful, must be prepared to 
be jolly under the most trying circumstances. 


The Rhyme of the Ready Reckoner. 
Wuere there's a will, 
There’s a way ; 
And where there's a bill, 
You must pay! 


——$_— 


Extraordinary Taste. 


Tur Morning Advertiser relates the story of a Parisian coachman, 
who, having undergone amputation of the tongue for cancer, had the 
organ replaced by one of India-rubber. ‘“ Although he cannot speak,”’ 
the account goes on to say, “he tastes swallows and smokes his pipe 
with apparent enjvyment.’’ How he can smoke his pipe after he has 
tasted and swallowed it rather puzzles us. 


ANY WIFE TO ANY HUSBAND. 


My husband! every morn we part, 
And my poor heart must bear its trial ; 
But moments come when tears will start, 
And grief no longer brook denial. 
And yet I ought, you often say 
To try the aid of calmer reason, 
Since soon will come the close of day 
When purest love will have its season. 


Then you will peacefully return, 
And war no more our heartsayill sever, 
Then bright your study hearth will burn, 
And smiles and joys be ours for ever. 
Then! then, ah! then I'll ceasa to fret, 
And on my lips receive your greetings ; 
But, dearest, you will not forget 
That little piece of fish from Swexrrro’s. 


Answers te Correspondents, 


[We cannot return rejected MES. or sketches unless they are accam- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope. | 

G. V. K.—Your acrostic on chignons is declined ; no more on that head, 
thank you 

E. B.—We really cannot undertake to answer such questions. Our 
space is valuable. ; 

W. J. P.—Your chignon sketch is too seratchy. 

Fiast Wuip ought to have been whipt first before sending us auch 
halting verse. 

Suckina Doves, Stead-street, Halifax, says he has “a reputation 





amongst his friends as an inventor of riddles.” If he has, the reputation — 


is not his own, for half the riddles he sends us are cribbed. 

A. J.—Go on and prosper. | 

S. E., Cardigan, will doubtless open Fun crying, “ Ah ‘the Last Pot of 
Porter ’—is't-out?’’ ‘Well, it isn’t in. 

A Poor PLeaper.—To quote your own line :— 

‘Echo answered, No!” 
We must say ditto to Echo. 

C. T. W., Liverpool, sends us a joke of which “some time ago a friend of 
his was an eyewitness.’ Did C. ‘T. W. really have the honour of knowing 
the lamented Joserpu MILLER? ; 

W. H. R., Borough.—“ The prices we allow for such contributions’’ as 
.é., rejected ones,—are exactly £0 Os. Od. ; 

S. S., Canonbury, may be a great gun there, but we cannot serve him 
by inserting his copy. 

PicKLEs has written nothing worth preserving. 

Declined with thanks—C. O. A., Denbigh-place; 8. G.; H. G.; 
G. A. S.; W. P., Harrow; W. M., Whitby; E. G. M.; M. L. J.; 
H. G.; Earnest; Frolic; J. W.; Ben; J. M. L., Edinburgh; An 
Engineer; Your P. D.; E. C., Ipswich; Rad; G. H. B., Brighton ; 
W. L., Golden-square; R. 8., Stoke Newington; C. L. K.; W. L.; 
C. W.; J. Fitz-C., Tenby; J. H. A., Southampton; C. J. R., Mildmay 
Park; C. W., Maida-hill; E.G. R.; R. E., Manchester; Nem Con; D. ; 
Mugby; Lancashire Lad; R. M.; L. E. R., Londonderry ; C. C., Dublin ; 
H. N., Kew; G. C., Worcester; Notes; Issabeller; Tufthunter; A 
Subscriber; E. S. M., Oxford; Mercury; O. 8.; Phix; H. A. R., 
Southsea; F. L.; Dominie Ardudidasculos; T. W. F.; C. B. C., 
Islington ; C. D., Belfast. 
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A REFRESHMENT BAR. 


‘ Tas Refreshment Bar is a miniature of the world. Indeed, were 
’ SHAKgSPRARB alive now, the probabilityis that he would alter the well- 
known lines in As You Like It. They would probably run somehow 


in this style :— 
All the world’s a bar; 

And all the men and women merely payers, 

They have their X. X. and their sandwiches ; 
: And each man in his time has various quarts. 
i The ingenious and polyprosopous Ernst Scuvuiz could scarcely 
| mould his plastic countenance into the endless variety of faces and 
| expressions which flit before the marble slab. The melancholy, the 
a the choleric, the kindly, the sage and the silly, all alike come 
, for sherry and sandwiches, beer and buns, porter and pie. 

In old days, when food and drink obtainable at Refreshment Bars 
were of such a vile quality that no one could be prevailed on to taste 
them save by the pangs of approaching starvation, the world did not 
present a pleasant aspect. But reform, which still lingers at the bar of 
the House of Commons, has long since passed our bar. The popularity 







purveyors generally, and some pretence is usually made nowadays to 
an improved system. Too often there is only an outward affectation 
of improvement. 

The public can now be pleasant at the bar instead of being as surly 
as if it were at the bar of the Old Bailey. Young city men or Govern- 
{ment clerks find it pleasant to loiter . the glittering counters, and 
bask in the smiles of the presiding damsels. A copy of verses be- 


With envy the mustard turns pale : 
And there’s that in the touch of her hand, which 
Gives brightness and briskness to ale,”’ 


has been found in Pall Mall, and is conjectured by the curious to have 
been inspired by some fair maid at Victoria. It must be noted, by the 


| Such flavour her amiles lend a sandwich, 


| way, that with an improved commissariat the refreshment bar developed 
improved ee: Sie the young ladies no longer help you to their 
as 


soorn as well { sandwiches, and add the bitterness of a sneer to 
your Bass. It is to be regretted that some shallow idiots who can 


and success of Mgssrs. Srizns AND Ponp have opened the eyes of the | 
| the City. 
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talk nothing but nonsense, especially to a woman, take advantage of 
this concession, and bore the damsels to death with their attentions. 

Having enjoyed by the kind permission of Bgnsamin WEB——, we 
beg pardon, of Mersrs. S. and P——, rare opportunities for studying 
onl classifying the different species of the genus homo which flit before 
the bar, we venture to indicate a few varieties. 

There is the party with a rough coat, and the hat that has, as the 
poet remarks, seen many summers—including winters. Asa rule, he 
asks for ‘a glass of Burton, miss, please.” [The printer is requested, for 
the benefit of those who run and (CHarigs) Reapg, to put that in 
small type expressive of rapid and comp utterance. ] ; . 

Then there is the pale, tall youth, with chilly hair tucked behind his 
ears, who asks for nectar, but finding it is not on tap, takes a glass of 
“pale brandy, cold.”’ [The printer is requested to put his remark in 
ordinary type, as he is only a poet.] 

Then there is the brisk and often rosy party, who frequently has 
differences with porters and ticket collectors, not to breathe the word 
‘Cabman.’ He likes spirit—ofttimes ram—and water “Hor.” [Small 
caps expressive of importance. ] 

ere is the lardy-dardy swell, not seldom in a Government office, 
but also in spite of the statistics of society, hailing on occasion from 
e requires a ““g-l-a-a-ss aw-f sh-e-w-e-w-y.” e were 
anxious to put this in “extended sanserif,” (whatever that may be) 
to denote languor and drawling, but were very properly checked by 
the Master Printer. ] 

Finally, there is the loafer, who intends to go by some train or other 
to some station or other some of these days. He is low as to the 
crown of his hat and his conversation—tight as to his trousers and his 
condition at times—short as to his coat-tails and intelligence. He 
lives principally on toothpicks and silly conversation, and is a per- 
petual nuisance to the damsels of the bar. [The only type that can 
represent the size of his talk is too minute for ordinary printing. ] 

Of the varieties of the female sex there is almost an equal number. 
We might begin with her who takes a bun—as a pretext for a glass of 
brandy and water, and continue the series to the jolly old lady who 
comes in boldly for her beer,—touching lightly on the giggler who 
“‘ never touches anything,” but will sip a considerable drop if pressed, 
and making passing reference to the serious female with a bulgy 
black bag who takes tea solemnly. Our gallantry—or space forbids. 


errr EID 
Lonuon: Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, voctors’ Commons, and /ublsued (ivi toe Prop.iewr) by J. ALWER, a 96, Fleet-street, E.C.— 


March 16, 1067, 
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ANTICIPATIONS. 











Pr ol e 
pe a Ped ee” ar I am thirty to-day, and my health 
ed ies eee Me ge : Will be drunk at our family party, 
ws - Se ; Where prophecies touching my wealth 


And my fame wil be fluent and hearty. 
Then Fancy, excited by themes 

That are born of the wine and the dinner, 
May bring back belief in the dreams 

That I dreamed as a hopeful beginner. 


Ah! my ballads, my songs, how I’ve yearned 
For the time to collect you and edit 
A book that perhaps would have earned, 
Not a name, but a quantum of credit. 
I'd christen it ‘‘ Sweets for the Sweet,” 
Or “The Lyrics and Lays of a Lover ;”” 
And Simmonds'’s Poems Complete, 
Should be printed in gold on the cover. 


I have longed for the pleasures that gold 
Can procure—and I freely confess it : 
(For avarice grows, we are told, 


cpueenetine nay 


ssid dieammmeatie ee 


As the ipsa pecunia crescit.) 
If I had but a fortune—oh, then 
| I could finish my course pretty gaily, 
| With lots of the cleverest men 
| In my circle to dine with me daily. 


I should give up my bachelor life 
| When I met with a girl to adore me: 


| With riches and fame and a wife, 

What a path would be open before me! 

Ligege ay | My bliss would be trebly secure, 

—— LIL Js ihe And my future unclouded and sunny, 

Ot ES Lh Vpn | She'd love me for love, I am sure; 
Gy Ve tint | And, if not, she could love me for money ! 

| ‘casiiaemamenineeia 
| 
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Ode to the North-East Wind. 


“‘Wetcome, wild North-Easter! 
Shame it is to see 






te ~ 
| >. Odes to every Zephyr, 
3 — Not a verse to thee.” 
THE BRUTES! 0 eee 
i First Benedict :—“ WiLL, THIS WEATHER SUIT you ?” Something very bracing 
Second Ditto :—** CapiTaL, caPITaL! AND you?r”’ F In a North-East wind. 
; : or my part, however, 
First Ditto :—I BELIEVE YOU :—MY WIFE HAS SUCH A COLD SHE CAN'T Ere I’d write an ode 
SPEAK!’ To the vile North-Easter, 


Second Ditto :—“‘So HAs MINE!” Why, I'd see it blowed! 


will think no more of abandoning burlesque, for ever so many rolling 
FROM OUR STALL. years. Really the public can’t afford it. 
A CONDENSED adaptation of Sam Foore’s Liar has been brought out | Mr. Wessrenr’s illness has caused some delay in the waganintaes 


at the Olympic, and promises to run for some time. ‘The piece is well | production of Lost in London. In the interval, the public had an 
opportunity of seeing Mr. Toots in Paw Pry, an opportunity they 


worth seeing, if only as a specimen of the lively dialogue that its 
clever and unscrupulous dog of an author could write when he chose. | have not lost, to judge from the crowded houses. k. TooLe’s per- 
The character of Young Wilding fits Mr. Cuartes Matuews to a | formance of the part of Paul Pry is thoroughly humorous, and well 
nicety. The triumphant pirouette he executes on the exit of each suc- | deserved the roars of laughter with which it was received. His im- 
cessive dupe is as funny as the famous puppet business in the Game of | perturbable gravity is admirable, and lends great force to his acting, 
Speculation. Mr. Appison represented the dear old conventional father, | both in this piece and in Mountain Dhu, which may be a good burlesque 
threatening everybody with a big stick, and apoplectically gasping | when viewed from the North, but seemed to us to owe the greater part 
out, “ Zounds, you rascal, I’ve a good mind to !’’ But nine- | of its success to Mr. Toore’s extravagances. It would be well, perhaps, 
tenths of Mz. Appison’s part were inaudible to the folks at the | if some of the young ladies who act with him in the burlesque were to 
back of the dress-circle. Mr. W1GAN, as the valet, and Mr. Montacuvg, | take example by his gravity—a giggle is not legitimate business. 
as ~~ ne gentleman, did all that was regent e them, by eevOLnG oo 
grace round the centre of attraction, ilding, junior. RS. ‘ 
Sraseas Milton looked perfectly fascinating in powder; but the : Bt. George s (not) for Merry England. } 
voice was not so thoroughly disguised as the figure in the last scene. Tus rich parishes of London, and the parish of St. George's, 
The Olympic is giving us exactly the right kind of entertainment just | Hanover-square, among the foremost, are protesting against Mr. 
now; and we sincerely hope that it will be along time before the | GaTHorne Harpy’s mild step towards the equalization of Poor Rates. 
house relapses into melodrama. They talk about the “ confiscation of West-end property for the benefit 
Tue revival of A Hundred Thousand Pounds and La Gazza Ladra | of East-end property.” It is well they should know this is not a ques- 
draws plenty of good houses to the Prince of Wales’s. In the comedy, | tion of property but of humanity—if such a word be recognised in the 





ry _— * 
+ Se NAT ts lg Nie ela Oi wise i 





1S SER cad ree We | 


. aa aren Foote and Mr. F. Younce have succeeded ame Witton | parochial dictionary. 

; and Mr. Dewar; and the acting of the piece is as near perfection as . : 

formerly. Mr. CLarxe appears to have elaborated the part of Penny- . = a Recent aw 

i thorne still more highly in honour of the occasion. Mr. Haner’s N PIGRAM BY AN VLD ORY. 
To Government I really feel 


Fluker afforded no room for further polish. The burlesque—one of é 
Mr. Byrron’s very best—goes as well in Tottenham-street as it went in I cannot give my votes— 

the Strand, thanks to Miss Marre Witton, Mr. CLarke, and Mr. F. For having had a General Peel, 
Younez. The lady was received with enthusiasm ; we hope that she Perhaps they'll turn their coats. 
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SociETY. 
@ LULL, which by the 


time this is in the 
hands of the reader, 
will have changed 
probably into an un- 
mistakeable row, has 
pervaded the world 
of politics at St. Ste- 
phen’s. A truce has 
been proclaimed since 
ihe re-organisation 
of the Ministry, and 
will be kept until the 
Ministerial Reform 
measure is before the 
House. In the com- 
parative repose of the 
Commons, some few 
‘\ useful measures have 
bs in the interim been 
N making progress, and 
X none of them de- 


\ “ah 
\ serves a good word 
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By THE SAUNTERER 
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\ more than Mr. Lesr- 


/ MAN'S bill for regu- 
rf lating the transfer of 
: Bank Shares. There 
is the usual outcry 
‘against it, that “it 
stops trade.”” “Well, if by trade we are to understand the sort of 
gambling by which the “bears’’ overthrew the Acra and Master- 
man’s Bank, to the ruin and misery of hundreds, why the sooner 
“trade” is stopped the better. The argument brought against the 
bill, that a dealer in shares ought not to be called on to name the shares 
he means to. sell, any more than a dealer in corn should be expected to 
name the exact sacks he will supply, is fallacious. The number of 
shares is a fixed and ascertainable quantity. Ifthe supply of corn were 
limited in the same way to.asmall number of sacks, no legitimate 
trader—no man who really wanted the corn, and did not want merely 
to gamble, would purchase any, unless he knew that the man who 
proposed to sell to him had the sacks to supply. I see the Economist 
is strongly in favour of the measure, which will be keenly discussed in 
committee, no doubt, and will then have to pass the Upper House. I 
wish it success, even at the expense of “trade,’’ when “trade”’ plays 
duck and drakes with the savings of old soldiers, widows, and orphans, 
as it did in the case of the bank I alluded to just now, as ruthlessly 
" if it had becn a member of the great firm of Srranan, Pavt, and 

ATES. 

Tue Fenian disturbances have given rise to great anxiety, and have 
done much injury in Dublin. But they will not do more, unless it be 
that they will get a few foolish young men into trouble. Americans 
account for the outbreak by pointing out the large number of Irishmen 
discharged from their army at the close of the civil war—with all their 

_ fighting blood up, and no peaceful business to return to. This seems 
| a very plausible solution of the matter. This spirit has been carefully 
_ utilised by those sons of the horse-leech who have appointed themselves 
| Head Centres and receivers of money. It is very unfair to denounce 
| the Irish—the real Irish people—for an outbreak due to malcontents 
| from the other side of the Atlantic. If you want to see how the Irish- 
men are behaving, look at the conduct of the police, men who are the 
sons of small farmers, and are Catholics. They have behaved ad- 
mirably, holding out against odds with splendid pluck. It is a pity 
_ they cannot be formed into a flying column, to pursue the flying 
Fenians, for the troops seem to be absurdly distanced by the fleet, 
barefooted fugitives, on the tails of whose coats they can't manage to 
put salt—much less tread on them. ; 
I norz, whenever a new Copyright Act is contemplated, that some 
steps will be taken to place illustrations on something like the same 
footing as contributions to a periodical, ¢¢., to prevent their being 
used for other works after having done service in that for which they 
were drawn. An artist nowadays has no protection in the matter, 
and is liable to see his name paraded as doing a drawing for a book he 
has never heard of, or does not care to be connected with. The public, 
too, are deceived by such dodges—they buy a new book to find that 
its illustrations are familiar to them, or they find the name of a well- 
known artist appended to very inferior work, issued as new, to the 
injury of his reputation, but being in reality some early and tentative 


effort. I have been led into these reflections by the D/ieusand and One | 
Gems of Poetry, issued by Messrs. Rouriepesr, the illustrations to | 


FUN. 
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which are, however, really excellent, though they are old friends, 80 
that the objection to them is confined to the injury done to Art by this 
chewing of the illustrative cud. The book is admirably selected and 
arranged by Dx. Mackay, is well got up, and is a marvel of cheapness. 
But I regret to sce Messrs. RoutLepce cooking up old blocks ; they 
publish some of our best Art books, and should be more careful of 
the interests of art. They can afford to leave the hash-up of old cuts 
to firms which are notorious for the practice. 

Ir ever there is excuse for Englishmen talking about the weather, 
it may be admitted to hold good now. There never was such a time. 
We have gone up and down the barometer like a young lady practising 
her scales. Perhaps we shall have a spring such as we had last year, 
with snow up to the beginning of April, and then a sudden burst of 
warmth and sunlight, bud and blossom. If so, the sooner April -begins 
the better. I fear the late frosts must have injured the fruit-blossom 
in some parts where it was forward. If it has-not,-we shall have, | 
if wemay believe the promise of trees, a splendid -frwit year. YT 


———SSSSS—_—— 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


No. 2. 


Tue country needs Reform, and all men cry 
For aid to keep our ancient liberty ; 

And yet too dear our hopes are, of Reform, 
To let the people sow the social storm, 

And reap the whirlwind ; as with evil:trade 
Two demagogues.a foolish game have played. 





1. 
He comes here quite a “ griff’’ vand-wery:green, 
Until this place is a familiar svene. 


2. 
You’re welcome here, old friend }f:mine, 
While sunset rays are shining arr, 
Light up a weed, and pass the wine, 
And choose the very casiest:chaar ; 
And since to-give the wine its'due 
You need a something, take that, too. 


3. 
The harp is silent here, and fled 
All echoes when the music’s dead. 


4. 
When night comes on, and twilight’s gentle veil 
Is hung o’er all, we hear the nightingale ; 
And as her heart with full song will rejoice, 
We use this word when speaking of her voice. 


That she was loveable and fair 
We know from one great poet’s lays, 
And strong knights, for her beauty rare, 
Oft tilted in the olden days. 


6. 
A poet has the wondrous skill 
To take you, at his own sweet will, 
*Mid purling streams and waving trees, 
By means of music hid in these. 


ANSWER To AcrosTic In No. 95. 


T ‘Trail L 
O Oratorio Oo 
‘R Row WwW 
Y Yule E 


Correct So.vtTions or Acrostic In No. 95, RECEIVED 13TH Marcn.—Knurr and 
Spell; Owdashus Cuss; High Roads; R. B. H.; The Swarthy Moslem; Pompa- 
dour; Ginger; Tommy Traddies; Pipehop; F. J. P.; Seiatiea; J. H. B.; 
Lambkin; J. Jumbles; Oldfields; Snutfbox; Ye Manne of Bengaule; Bumble- 
puppy; A. W. Y.; Clef; Gobbles; Paravassa; Erod; Snooks; Mike; Warming 
Pan; Gyp; Lawson; Ruby; M. Noswad; Benhill; Lley!; .A. W. H., Alloa; 
Nanny’s Pet; H. L.J.; Pluff; W. C. B. O.; “RightIl Am;” Latchford; Beef 
and Baked; W. E. W., Lloyds; J. R.; Hop round the Ness; Poecta’ Nascitur: 
West Linton; Llahtyrt ; One Suffolk Punch; Hemei Hempstead ; Scissors; Asmo— 
deus; Cemented Brick; C. W. S.; Portobello; The Littie J. J.; Young J. W. ; 
Kiss Polly Twice ; Ferret; Hcerbergergoss. , 

N.B. Those answers alone are considered correct which give the exact words of 
the acr:stic, and those only, without any second guess. Answers giving “‘ Yuletide,” 
for example, or *‘ Oratorio or Obligato,”’ cannot pass. 7 





Typographical. 
How does a mother obtain a first impression of her baby ?—By 
setting it.up in “ small caps.” 
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SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 
NicHoLtas MoRALISES WITH REGARD TO HIS FavovuritE Pursvirt. 


‘“ A gentle answer did the Old Man make.’’—Worpswortm. Resolution and 
Independence. 
BELGRAVIA. 


On THE WINNER OF THE GRAND NATIONAL. 


So, Gentlemen, Cortolvin have won, such bemg the Prophct’s own 
anticipation that he would do so, though I did not like to make it too 
public for fear of encouraging the young Duxe or Hamitton to be. 
more extravagant tham ever in backing of the good and gifted animal; 
and, as far as I can sce, the Duxez dees not stand in need of any en- 
couragement in that direction, but is having what I may call his 
Highland fling, regardless of expense, and I daresay as I should be 
quite as prodigal myself if I were at the same period and had not been 
better brought up. The remarkablest thing though, brother Sportive 
men of England, is‘that the French claim this as a national vietory 
along of young H’s. being a “‘ Duc”’ as it is called in the Gallic peers 
age, and than whom I do not think much of them in general, having 
long ago met with a very seedy young cove which was said to be a 
Marquee, and did Nicnoras out of four quid when in liquor. Hows 
ever, some of them—like my noble friend, the Count pz Lacranez— 
may very possibly be the soul of honour and quite incapable of anything 
shady on the Turf, and which I will only say that if our livelyneigh- 
bours were so preeious fond of the Duc as to keep him all to them- 
selves, there is many am Englishman as would try to bear up during 
his absence, and am sorry to see him making Ducs and Drakes of the 

rty. 
lait On tHe InstTapitity or Human Arrarrs: 

It is said by a writer in a daily contemporary under the signatare of 
‘¢ Asmopeus”’ (which I have some reason to believe as it is.a-fietitious 
name), “that he weuld be the last to speak ill of the dead, but there is a 
peculiar moral in the fact that last weck a bookmaker died who was 
making a £5,000 book on the Derby, and now it tramspires that the 
deceased had not enough capital to defray his own funeral expenses ! ”’ 

Now, my dear young: Friend, it is exaggerative in “ Asmonrvs”’ to 
say as he would be the last: man to speak ill of the dead, for Nicwoxas 
would be laster still; but the event, my dear young Friend, is calcu- 
lated to make us alk reflect how mutable we are! Do I blame the 
bookmaker ? No, sir, and Iwill tell you why. Ihave been pretty 
much in the same position myself—not meaning that I ever died with- 
out leaving enough to pay my funeral expenses, for you would not 
believe me, even if I were to swear it, but I have made a book for 
never you mind how many thousands, at a time when a five-pound 
note was an article which the Prophet seldom saw, and never touched. 
Sir, J won! Thanks to my ingenuity and enterprise, I potted a heap 
of money—and, as you know, have since become one of the Leviathans 
of the Turf, wallowing in riches and in the respectful admiration of 
my fellow-man. Suppose, however, I had happened to dose ? 

Sir, in that-melancholy event, the form of NicHoLas would not for 
many weeks have been distinctly visible to the naked eye, like the 
recent eclipse—at any rate, not on this side of the English Channel. 
A melancholy, but still handsome old Bird, so to speak, would have 
been observed to alight'on a foreign shore at Bolong, and perhaps to 
wing its way to some ‘ hay-stamina,”’ as the French call a house of 
refreshment, just as if it was a feed for horses ; the old Bird in ques- 
tion might probably have had a pair of blue spectacles fixed across my 
beak; but to the children of Britannia, my dear young Friend, and 
especially to all those Sportive men ot merry, merry England with 
whom he had any pecuniary transactions, NicuoLas would have been 
“non est’’—and although the Poet (than whom I do not think much 
of him, he often making the most deceptive and ridicolas remarks) 
observes that ‘a non-est man’s the noblest work of God,” yet Nicnonas 
is still inclined to doubt whether such would have been the general 
opinion of the Prophet's conduct, whether at Tattersall’s, Bride Lane, 

Ruins. 

“ my dear young Friend, do not let us all be a sect of canting 
humbugs ! If you say that a betting-man who incurs liabilities which 
he cannot meet—who makes bets, in fact, entirely on the basis of 
credit—if you say, Sir, that such a man is only one step from a 
Swindler, then I say you are harsh, Be honest, my young Friend ; 
speak.the plain truth; say that:he is only one step from a Railway 
Financier: and Nicwouas, with:a blush that ever he should have fell 
so low, will sorrowfully own that right you are. 


All I ask, Sir, om behalf of self and other gentlemen of the same | 


profession, is-this: Zar us.all with the same Brush! I have done some 
queer things in my time, as, perhaps, you will believe; but I never 
created fictitious capital to the extent of a million, and thereby robbed 


the widow and the orphan. J never had the chance ! _ 
NICHOLAS. 


P.S.—I think it is just as well for the widow and orphan that I 
had not. 
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LORD DERBY’S LAMENT. 


A CLAssicAt FRAGMENT. 
I. 


ALL is confusion now—it was not so 
Eight calendar months and some odd days ago! 
Then, with an eager-and a cheerful mind, 
For Russri. had resigned, 
I sprang, I seized the helm, to navigate 
The Ship of State; 
And gaily round me pressed my jolly crew, 
Clad in the truest, Tory-est of blue! 
With military zeal, 
Outlaughed the jocand Pert ; 
Yea—at the sight we wondered for a while— 
‘The acrid Cranporne was observed to smile! 
Then Gatnorne Harpy’s strident voice, 
Shouted alond, ‘“ Rejoice, rejoice!” 
Whilst gentle Nortrucote’s accents clear 
Sweetly charmed the listening ear, 
And Paxineron, albeit he might not sing, 
Blew his.enormous nose, that made the welkin-ring! 


II. 


Ail is confusion now—it was not so 
Bight calendar months and some odd days'ago! 
Nor quickly did our jollity abate ; 
Reform, we knew, could wait, 
And Banysamin, the son of Isaac, vowed 
He wasn't proud, 
But would prepare, at need, a toothsome bill, 
Or gild, to say the least, the bitter pill. 
Vain is Diskae.i’s charm 
To check the wild alarm! 
Qh, wherefore, jolly mariners, oh, why 
V’rom cozy berths and pleasant quarters fly ? 
A frenzy urges Pret along; 
CARNARVON feels the sense of wrong ; 
The bitter Crannorne will not stay, 
But wags his head and walks away ; > 
And vainly Paxrneton, who fain would sing, 
Blows his enormous nose, that makes the welkin ring’ 


ITI. 


All is confusion now—it was not so 

Eight calendar months and some odd days ago! 

Ah! me, my father kept, at Knowsley Park, 

A sort of Noan’s Ark 
For every animal, or great or small, 

He loved them all! 
More trouble than ¢o» brutes e’er gave my sire, 
Menageries of Ministers require! 

Sick of the whole concern, 

For private life I yearn : 

To lettered ease the Muses still invite, 

Far from the broad-brimmed Boanerges Brrenr; 
From Crannornes far, and far from Preis; 
From Portier far, and far from Beaues ; 

And Bensamin’s despair forlorn, 

And classic GLApsTone’s cruel seorn! 
... That sound again? S1kr Jown, in act to sing, 
Blows his enormous nose, and makes the welkin ring ! 


A 66 Bust-Up.” 


| Tue Western Daily News of the 9th, had some rather startling in- 
' formation about the Fenians. It stated, ‘‘ Insurgents, 3,000 strong, are 
moving on Bullincollig. ‘The powder mills are five miles west of Cork, 
| where the country is pretty open. ‘The military are gone out to meet 
'them.” This is alarming; for if the military who have gone out to 
'mect the powder mills should happen to come ia collision with them, 


| the consequences would be awfal. 








| Theatrical Note. 

WE may mention, as.a sign of ‘the spirit of innovation which rules 
‘the stage, that the new comedy to be shortly produced at the Prince 
of Wales’s Theatre was Caste before it was read. What next ? 


A Brown Study. 
| Whuy is a chignon like a coat of fashionable colour ?—Because it’s 
‘cuir (queer), 
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THE VISITOR! 


By Mary Hovsemalrp. 


‘‘ Appearances are deceitful.”"—Old Proverb. 


He came—I could not but admire, 
The faultless taste of his attire. 

He wore the nattiest of boots, 

The sweetest thing in tourists’ suits 
(Alas, that it must be confest, 


His hat was French, its brim was wide, 
He wore it slightly on one side 

(Alas, his style caused the mishap, oh, 
I to the chapeau of this chap owe) ; 
And he had clothed his digits neat 





In perfumed gloves from Regent-st:ect— 


(Alas! although the fact be hid, 

His visit, like his gloves, was ‘‘kid.’’) 
To judge him from his style of dress 
He was a swell, and nothing less, 

One of those very nice young’men 
Belonging to the “‘ Upper Ten.” 

But, ah! his gentlemanly shows, 

Alas! they ended with the clothes. 

In counting him some swell unmatched 
I reckoned on my chicks unhatched. 





He took the hall-clock and skedaddled! 





Musical Mem. 





better. 





SCRIPTIVE POWERS. 


What would she say if she knew that he (being so bad at catching names, 


Yr Spolker has ed the lovely Miss Rufus for the next waltz. 
— — i know) Y putting her down on his card as “ turn-up nose and carrots #”’ 


Handcuffs would suit his two-wrists best) ; 


He came ; and then my eggs were addled! 


A Scorcn friend just returned from Paris informs us that Costa has 
been directing Naaman there, and that “nae man” could do it 
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Of Course Not! 


Tue Hebdomadal Council at Oxford have declined to take action 
upon the memorial presented to them, praying that the honorary 
degree of M.A. should be conferred on Mr. Rospert Brownine, in 
order to qualify him as a candidate for the Professorship of Poetry. 
Very consistent and proper of the Council, too! Mr. Rosert Brown- 
ING is only a poet and a scholar,—besides, he would probably deliver 
really valuable lectures on a subject he knows so much about as poetry, 
and that would never do. What would the other Professors say to such 
an innovation ? 


An ‘‘Evening”’ Performance. 


Tue County Times, under the head of Egham, informed us the other 
day that ‘“‘ During Lent, service will be held daily in the parish church 
at 5.30 p.m., and on Friday evenings at 10 a.m.’”’ The people of Egham 
must have a few odd hours a day more than most people, or they 
must egg’em on in some strange way, so as to extend Friday evening 
into the next morning. 


The Home of Tragedy. 


We learn that MapemoIseLLe CorNneELIEz, an artiste of real merit, is 
declaiming the finest passages of Racing and CorneI1z at the Eldorado, 
one of the cafés chantants of Paris. The monopolising managers of 
London may make this a plea against the licensing of music-halls for 
dramatic purposes. But their objection will not be valid. The parallel 
of the French case would be the recitation of SHAKESPEARE, and as 
SHAKESPEARE is never played in England except as a spectacle, the use 
of his dialogue would not injure the English theatres. It is not likely 
that any modern plays will be declainet at the music halls, 





A Fres Transiation.—By Ont Wuo Has Lost a Suir. 
Deg minimis non curat lex :—‘‘The law does not stick at trifles.”’ 
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VERY ACTIVE SERVICE, 


Glorious Employment for the Troops in Ireland. 


“The military are in full pursuit of the Fenians, but have not as yet come up with them.”—Vide Reports passim. 
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BRILLIANT DESCRIPTIVE POWERS. 


Young Spolker has engaged the lovely Miss Rufus for the next waltz, What would she say if she knew that he (being so bad at catching naines, 
: you know) is putting her down on his card as “ turn-up nose and carrots ?”’ 


THE VISITOR! | 
By Mary Hovsemaln. | 
| 


‘Appearances are deceitful.’’"—Old Proverb. 


He came—I could not but admire, 
The faultless taste of his attire. 
He wore the nattiest of boots, 
The sweetest thing in tourists’ suits | 
(Alas, that it must be confest, 
Handcuffs would suit his two-wrists best) ; 
His hat was French, its brim was wide, 
He wore it slightly on one side | 
(Alas, his style caused the mishap, oh, 
I to the chapeau of this chap owe) ; 
And he had clothed his digits neat 
In perfumed gloves from Regent-st:ect— 
(Alas! although the fact be hid, 
His visit, like his gloves, was “kid."’) 
To judge him from his style of dress 
He was a swell, and nothing less, 
One of those very nice young men 
Belonging to the ‘‘ Upper Ten.”’ 
Sut, ah! his gentlemanly shows, 
Alas! they ended with the clothes. 
In counting him some swell unmatched 
I reckoned on my chicks unhatched. 
He came ; and then my eggs were addled! 


He took the hall-clock and skedaddled! 


Musical Mem. | 
A Scorcn friend just returned from Paris informs us that Costa has | 


been directing Naaman there, and that “nae man’’ could do it | 
better. | 


Of Course Not! 


Tue Hebdomadal Council at Oxford have declined to take action 
upon the memorial presented to them, praying that the honorary 
degree of M.A. should be conferred on Mr. Ropert Brownine, in 
order to qualify him as a candidate for the Professorship of Poetry. 
Very consistent and proper of the Council, too! Mr. Rosert Brown- 
ING is only a poet and a scholar,—besides, he would probably deliver 
really valuable lectures on a subject he knows so much about as poetry, 
and that would never do. What would the other Professors say to such 


| an innovation ? 


An ‘‘ Evening” Performance. 


Tue County Times, under the head of Egham, informed us the other 
day that “‘ During Lent, service will be held daily in the parish church 
at 5.30 p.m., and on Friday evenings at 10 a.m.’ The people of Egham 
must have a few odd hours a day more than most people, or they 
must egg’em on in some strange way, so as to extend Friday evening 
into the next morning. 


The Home of Tragedy. 


We learn that MapEMoIsELLE CorNELIE, an artiste of real merit, is 


| declaiming the finest passages of Ractnz and CorneEILuz at the Eldorado, 
one of the cafés chantants of Paris. The monopolising managers of 


London may make this a plea against the licensing of music-halls for 
dramatic purposes. But their objection will not be valid. The parallel 
of the French case would be the recitation of SHAKESPEARE, and as 
SHAKESPEARE is never played in England except as a spectacle, the use 
of his dialogue would not injure the English theatres. It is not likely 
that any modern plays will be declaimed at the music halls, 





A Fres TRANSLATION.—By OnE Wuo Has Lost a Suir. 
Dg minimis non curat lex :—‘‘ The law does not stick at trifles.”’ 
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VERY ACTIVE SERVICE, 


Glorious Employment for the Troops in Ireland. 


i 


‘‘The military are in full pursuit of the Fenians, but have not as yet come up with them.” —Vide Reports passim. 
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MY NATIVE COT:* 


| 
By A NrINeTeENTH CENTURY Poet. 
I HAVE wandered o’er ocean— 
Have wandered o’er land— 
And my thrilling emotion 
You'll all understand, 
When I say I’m returning again to the spot 
Where I spent all my childhood, my own native cot! 


Oh! not one of the many 
Fair lands where I’ve been 
Could reveal to me any- 
Thing like this dear scene: 
They were lovely, stupendous—but, oh! they were not 
Where I spent all my childhood, my own native cot! 


Yes ; yonder’s the village, 
And there is the glade 
(It is now under tillage) 
In which I have played : 
And yonder’s the spire, it’s not altered a jot— 
Yet, stay! Where, oh, where is my own native cot ? 


Its garden is thistles! 
And there where it rose, 
The steam-engine whistles, 
The luggage train goes: 
‘Forthe Bubbleton Railway has purchased the let— 
The line’s on the site of my own native cot! 


O’er my cheek there. is creeping, 
All silent, a tear— 
Yet deem not I’m weeping 
For scenes once so dear ! 
’Tis because I reflect on debentures I’ve got 
In the line that demolished my own native cot. 








‘Putting the Cart before the Horse.”’ 


We ‘have just come upon a notice of. the Professors’ Soirée at 
University College, appearing in the papers last month. It invites to 
that festive gathering ‘“‘Old Students of the College, who, in conse- 
quence Of their addresses not being known, may not have received 
carts of invitation.” Weare curious to know what was to be conveyed | 
by the vehicles mentioned. "Was the last line of the programme, | 
‘carts may be ordered at half-past eleven?’’ We congratulate the | 
professors on this display of their cart-and-horse-pitality. 








A Difficult Operation. 


AN operation far more difficult than’ the removal of the shoulder- 
blade has recently been performed in the North—or is about to be 
performed there, and the only notice given to the faculty is to be | 
found in the advertisement inserted by an auctioneer in the Leeds 
Mercury :-— 

Mr. has instructions to remove 
A CELLAR of about 127 dozens of WINES from a gentleman in the neighbour- 
hood, and will duly advertise particulars when sale will take place. | 
' 
| 
| 





We have much pleasure in calling the attention of the (risible) faculty 
to this interesting case. 


‘¢Their” You are Again! 
Waar in the (Christian) World is the editor of that journal about to 
make the glaring error to be found in his notice which runs as 


follows :— 

**The Editor of the Christian World ventures to ask a special personal favour of 
every reader of this journal—namely, that each one will purchase and examine 
the first number of ‘ Happy Hours,’ and show it to their friends.” 

Surely he must have been “ dreaming the ‘Happy Hours’ away,” as the 
poet says, when he asked “‘ one”’ to show something to “ their’ friends. 


A Question for the Heralds’ College. 


WE see it mentioned in the Lady's Own Paper, that slippers may 
be purchased worked with the Royal Arms. There is a fitness in all 
things, and heraldic blazons were hardly meant for such a purpose. 
At any rate, private individuals have no right to the coat armour of 
Majesty. ‘Those who have the Royal Arms on a slipper, must not be | 
surprised if they put their foot in it. 








* It was stated in a literary journal the other day that the present age could | 
produce no -poets because all the themes of poetry had been exhausted. I rather | 
flatter myself I have struck out a new line.—N. C. P. | 


of Seymovur’s Comic Sketches published by Mr. Horren. 


| which the immortal Pickwick Papers hung originally. 
the collection under notice is different from that we are accustomed to 
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OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


Tose who take an interest in caricature and humorous art, will 
find much to amuse or, at all events, to employ them in the collection 
SEYMOUR 
was one of our early comic draughtsmen, and his proposed series of 


pictures representing the doings of an absurd club was the peg on 
The style of 


nowadays in many respects, and we are hardly inclined to think it 
superior—or even equal to it. The drawing is humorous, but the 
jokes are sometimes dull, and occasionally vulgar. ‘The book is well 
printed and got up. The preface contains some inaccuracies, amongst 
_which we may point out a passage which states that. Sgymovr illus- 
trated Hoov’s Comic Annual for 1836, and his Comic Almanacks, of 
which latter we never heard before. 
Messrs. Rovut.ence have published a neat collection of The Poems 
of the late N. P. Willis. Good type and paper and a nice cover make 
it a presentable volume, and one that should be popular, for W1LLIs 
had the true poetic instinct. Some of his Scripture stories are very 
‘fine. The same enterprising firm issue also a Ready Reckoner, a very 
| handy and useful Topographical Directory, and a Practical Housekeeper, 
| besides a very charming little Child’s Country Book, with capital 
' coloured illustrations, a most suitable gift-book. The cheap edition of 
| Lorp Knepwortu’s novels completes the list. If the firm continues to 
| be as prolific as this, we shall have to invent a new adverb, and say 

the seeds of the tree of knowledge are sown “‘ Broadway’’ instead of 


“ broadcast.’’ 


VERSES ADDRESSED TO A “CERTAIN 
PERSON.” 


We are friends—but still memories wander 
To scenes of the times.that are past ; 
When we were both younger and fonder, 
And thought our affection would last. 
But Time, with his wide-sweepirxg pinions, 
Fanned away those sweet visions, and we 
Escaped out of Cupid’s dominions, 
Are friends, and firm friends let us be! 


Hearts youthful and warm will be foolish, 
And take fancies up for a while, 
That when they begin to get coolish, 
They look back upon with a smile. 
But why, when each feeling discovers, 
Our loves may have found their “last ends,” 
When we can no longer be lovers, 
O why should we never be friends ! 


But you, when we parted in anger, 
Looked as though we should ne’er speak.agai ! 
And I wished you'd been settled at Bangor, 
Okolske, Timbuctoo, or Dumblane : 
Or anywhere far enough over 
The mountains—the desert—thersea, 
To be out of the way of your lover, 
That was, but is not,—meaning me! 


You're no longer “‘ my fairest and dearest,”’ 
‘“‘ My darling,” ‘“‘ my own,”’ and all that! 
My eyes then were none of the clearest, 
Or I shouldn’t have been such a flat! 
’Tis true that I loved you sincerely, 
But, alas! you see, what could I do, 
‘i Besoin d’aimer’’ affected me clearly, 
And I'd no one to love, dear, but you! 


And so, my dear,—there! I was going, 
I declare now, to pop out your name! 

From the nibs of my pen it was flowing! 
’Tis however exactly the same. 

Weare friends ne'er the less, although nameléss 
As “ vox et preterea nil.”’ 

So do for these rhymes hold me blameless, 
And let us be “ dons amis’’ still! 


Seasonable Advice. 


We recommend our young friends who are anxious to begin the 
croquet season to wait a little longer. To venture on lawns in the 
present weather would be to commence an unpleasantly “ creaky”’ 
season. 


Morro ror Brwrrp Piarers.—“ To the Rest-eue!”’ 


| 


| 
| 
| 
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MEN WE MEET. 


BY THE COMIC PHYSIOGNOMIST. 





ConxceRNING somME Boregs. 


HE C. P. has devoted some attention to 
the discovery of a neat and epigram- 
matic classification of the different 
descriptions of ores, and he has 
arrived at a conclusion which he hopes 
and believes will be considered as 
nearly satisfactory as possible. He is 
much too good a philosopher to be 
guilty of the imprudence of habitually 

' committing himself to a definition—his 
custom is to state his case, and leave it 
to his disciples to draw the inference. 
In almost every instance of an epi- 

| grammatic definition which has come 
under his notice, he has found that its 
ad captandum crispness is almost the 
only quality to recommend it. Take 

' the case of the late Mx. THACKERAY'S 
definition of a Snob—one who meanly 
imitates mean things. This is admir- 
able in its way; but does it go far 
enough? Is not he also a Snob who 
meanly imitates things that are not 
mean? Is not even he a Snob who 

-_ grandly imitates grand things? Is not 

an imitator of every description a Snob, in one sense of the word ? 

The C. P. has intentionally taken as an illustration one of the best 

pieces of epigram ever penned, by (the C. P. ventures to think) the 

most accomplished master of epigram of the century, because when the 

C. P. does express an opinion, he sticks to it like wax, and does not 

allow any consideration whatever to overawe him in doing so. 

Notwithstanding that the impossibility of framing an unimpeachable 
epigrammatic definition is fully before his eyes, yet, being this morn- 
ins in a rather reckless mood, and being in the habit of purposely 

wing himself to be influenced by the mood in which he finds him- 
self when he writes these papers, he goes the following cropper :— 

Bores are of four kinds :— 

1. Those who neither amuse nor instruct. 

2. Those who amuse without instructing. 

3. Those who instruct without amusing. 

4. Those who profess to combine amusement with instruction. 

It will be objected that these four classes comprehend every intel- 
lectual and unintellectual variety of the human race, and that the 
inference that the c. P. wishes his readers to draw is, that All Men 
are Bores. But this is not so. A careful analysis of the four different 
heads under which the philosopher has classified the genus Bore, will 
satisfy the discriminating reader that one very important class has 
been excluded—those who unintentionally combine instruction with 
amusement. ‘The C. P. will not enter at greater length into the 
aren Se Sar = _ aeons should, on closer inspection, meet 

0 other definitions, an 

ee ae , and prove to be utterly untenable. 

for the consideration 

of his disciples, to be 
taken for what they 

7 

ere is a imen 
of a loafing eee who 
is to be met in great 
force about this time, 
in the studios of in- 
tending Royal Aca- 
demy exhibitors. He 
has no ostensible oc- 
cupation of his own, 
and the object of his 

oo to be to 

interfere with every- 

body who has. He 
talks loudly 
about matters that 
he don’t understand, 
and expresses a great 
contempt for the 
technical expressions 
in which artists are 
in the habit of cloth- 
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ing their ideas. He is a man whom you can’t possibly insult—if you 
could, he would have ceased to haunt studios ages ago. He rummages 
among your life studies, brushes his 
coat over your colours, expectorates over 
your parquet flooring, chaffs your models, 
criticises your work in a strain of 
offensive candour, pokes at you, after 
the manner of a fencer, with his cane, 
leaving you to defend yourself with your 
maulstick, and generally plays the very 
deuce with everything. The C. P. has 
said that he isa man you can’t insult, 
but a little judicious tact will rid you of 
him, nevertheless. The C. P. remembers 
once being bored with one of these 
nuisances, whd being in the habit of 
keeping it up late every night, was 
usually extremely sleepy by the time 
that he paid the C. P. his customary 
visit at three in the afternoon. He spat, 
and stretched himself, and yawned about 
the place in a manner which irritated 
the philosopher beyond all bounds. 
(Nothing, by the way, is so grossly 
irritating to a busy man as to sce a 
fellow yawn.) At length, the philo- 
sopher caught his Bore in the attitude 
represented in the margin, and ex- 
claimed, ‘‘ My dear fellow, just keep that pose for five-and-twenty 
minutes, while I sketch it—it’s the very thing for ‘The Awakening 
of Rip Van Winkle.’” He stood to the C. P. (for most Bores 
are good-natured in their way), and the philosopher 
has never seen him since. 

Here is a blatant political Bore, who will hold 
forth, hour after hour, on matters which wouldn’t 
possess the smallest earthly interest for any living 
soul, if Lorp Dersy or Mr. GuiapsTtonE were to 
undertake their exposition. A peculiarity of this 
shallow-pated nuisance is, that in the course of his 
arguments he contrives to convert and pervert him- 
self over and over again. He will start with a pro- 
position, and talk it over in his slip-slop way until 
he convinces himself that his original view was 
utterly wrong, and goes on to defend his new con- 
viction until he ends by returning to the opinion 
with which he started. He is ry oct critic in 
his way ; that is to say, he reads the reviews on 
new books, and expresses, as his own, the opinions 
he derives from thom—although he was never 
kncwn to read a book through in his life. He 
has ready-made views on every subject you 
like to start, and don’t hesitate to express 
them, as though they were the result of the 
study of a lifetime. He has a profound con- 
tempt for everything that is amusing, and an 
equally profound admiration for everything that 
is solidly dull. 

Here are two very opposite forms of Bores. The one on the left is 
a statistican, with a devout belief in per-centages, and an utter con- 
tempt for units. He is always on the look-out to nail somebody who 
will weakly listen to him—and when he has got 
him, he will pour into his unhappy victim’s ear such 
a tirade of decimals as will have the effect of con- 
vincing him of the truth of any proposition his 

tormentor chooses to 
start. It is impossible 
to beat him in argu- 
ment—he has figures 
for everything in his 
red, shining, knobby 
skull— you might as 
well attempt to punch 
the head of a knight in 
complete armour. The 
other, on the right, is 
one of those amiable 
young fools who haunt 
stage-doors and theatri- 
cal taverns, and who 
are the pride and glory 
of small actors, and the 
unspeakable pest of 
8 great ones. He is very 
%~ harmless in his way, 
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and when he has dined with a clown he will be happy. 
all, but a moderate ambition, and one that is really not difficult of 
attainment. 

Here is one of those unmitigated old nuisances who are sent into 
the world to travel in railway carriages with the C. P. whenever a 
stern fate decrees that that philo- 
sopher shall go out of town. This 
fearful old gentlemen haunts the 
C. P. wherever he goes, and he sup- 
poses that it will be so until the 
philosopher is in a position to hire a 
special train to himself whenever he 
runs down to the sea-side—a state 
of things which is, at present, only 
dimly shadowed forth. The travel- 
ling Bore will always have the 
windows up—can quote all the pre- 
cedents on Smoking in Railway tf 
Carriages—insist on foot-warmersin / / ( 
the middle of July—directs your / / 
attention to the impropriety of rest- r 
ing your legs on the opposite seat— }/ 
snores—argues with the guard— \ 
writes about you to the 7imes on “= 
the smallest provocation, and ~~ 
generally makes himself such a 
nuisance, particularly on the L. B. and S. C. railway, that the C. P. 
has come to the conclusion that he is a creature in the pay of the pro- 
prieters of the Brighton four-horse coach, whose mission is to dis- 
courage railway travelling. 

The C. P. is seldom reduced to the necessity of going to the stage 
for specimens of the men he meets, because the people he sees there 
are, as @ rule, wholly unlike those he meets anywhere else. But he | 
ventures to think that he will have to go a long way before he will | 
come across so admirable a specimen of the loquacious, self-satisfied, 
good-humouredly opinionated Bore, who, with a superficial air of being 
unmistakeably nght, is invariably wrong, as that embodied in Mr. 
Hare’s Fluker, in the very excellent drama, One Hundred Thou- 





‘BZ 


sand Pounds. It does not come within the C. P.’s:province to dilate | 


upon this gentleman’s abilities as a marvellous character actor, but he 
may venture to take Mr. Fluker and put him into an initial letter, 
asa specimen of a “man he meets” a great deal teo often in private 
life, and not half often enough upon the stage. 


SLEEP. 


TxeEReE! tell me not of the joys of Sleep, 

Or sing of the rosy chains that bind him, 
When Morpnevs close to your side does creep, 

‘A troublesome, worrying rogue you'll find him ; 
From the earliest days I can safely speak 

Of bothers he’s flung on my trusting shoulders, 
‘Repetition—at ‘school—of a page of Greek, 

And at.college a rowing from Dr. Movutpzrs. 


He has given me:tastes of the governor’s: cane, 
For being too late at the breakfast: table ; 
(For his sake I have suffered in catching a train, 
‘From ing faster than I was able. 
This:isiall very well, but I hardly care 
To utter by far his most mischievous function, 
We've met in a carriage at Euston-square, 
And parted inisidings at Mugby Junction. 


Be this as it may, I can claim hisaid *° 

When at night in.atheatre’s stalls I’m sitting, 
And fail. to catch one syllable said 

By an.actor, the ears of the groundlings splitting. 
He’s all very well in a cosy pew— 

. (They tell me in church I'm a terrible sinner) — 
And not a bad friend, ’twixt me and you, 

‘When he comes surreptitiously after.dinner. 


‘But what do you think of this rascal, Sleep— 
To ‘Acheron shall he be sent or Hades ?— 
For visiting me—oh ! it was so deep !— 
In a room full of pretty, designing ladies. 
‘A hawk is nought in a cage of doves, 
It’s vain to'struggle when fates outnumber, 
For I find that a packet of WuEELEr’s gloves, ° 
Will have to be paid for that moment’s slumber. 





THE LATEST FROM PALL MALL. 
M otro ror’ Sm J. Paxmeton.—“ Dieu et mon Droitwich.” 


FUN. 23 


It is, after | 





A DEFINITE GRIEVANCE. 


Was that the place? I quite forget ; 
At least, I have my doubts. 

Perhaps the spot on which we met 
Was there, or thereabouts. 


I cannot call the phrase to mind ; 
And yet I recollect 

He did say something of the kind, 
Or words to that effect. 


I owned that it was very sad; 
I pitied his distress, 

And lent him all the cash I had— 
A little more or less. 


Of course—it may be—I was rash ; 
For when a party lends 
Another party any cash, 
You see—it all depends. 


‘Under the Sea.”’ 


Mr. Bazrn has carried focus-pocus to an extent hitherto unrivalled. 
He has been taking photos of the bed of the ocean, descending for that 
purpose in a strong, air-tight, sheet-iron case, and remaining under 
water for ten minutes :— 

‘‘ Under the sea, under the sea, 
He like a bird uses photographee, 
Under the sea, under the sea! 
Isn’t it coming it strong ?”’ 
So says the bard. We may perhaps be pardoned, considering the 
inclemency of the weather and the prevalence of influenza, if ~we 
add that we consider the feat ‘‘a-Bazin’.”’ 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[ We cannot return ye MSS. or sketches unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope. } 

Moses sends us a drawing of ‘Old Jones preparing for another twenty 
‘miles,’”’ by blowing down his horse’s throat with a pair of bellows. Surely 


the signature should have been AARON. ; 
M. D., who has doubts of the originality of his joke, is assured it is his 


by prescription, but M. D. has not made it up p ly. 
"deatay S.iimz.—Don't try to be funny, and on't”- invent words like 

“ extreem.”’ 

P. MeL.—We cannot understand the point of your contributions. 

A LAND’S-ENDER’s joke is not of the first water. 

GAMMER GuRTON.—The nursery rhyme is but so-so, like your needle. 

“A SuBSCRIBER”’ evidently wishes to be also an adventurer—for 
nothing. 

H. i. V. D.—If you must know, we don’t think much ofthe lines. We 
don’t know what “‘assuaging a bitter pill’’ is,—do you? 

G. W. sends us a “little poem”’ of over twenty verses! Bnt—stop ; 
perhaps the adjective refers to quality not quantity. 

Vi1aTor.—Walker ! 

FEetrx must not be infelix because FELrx isn't in. 


** THE Fioops’”’ won't go down. 
BureuEer.— The times are out of joint ’—it’s teo late: for jokes about 


the Cattle Show. 


A LUNAR CORRESPONDENT is rather too moony for us. 

A. H.—The lines “If we'll only try” have been tried by us, and 
condemned. 

JACEKAY may be transported at his “ Botany Bay.” 

E., Valencia.—We are truly sorry for you. 


R. H. T., Bath.—Not of the slightest use. 
NELSON STATUE must be content with his own colamn and not want to 


figure in ours. : 

H. G. T., Tavistock, need not be in such terror about the disgrace of the 
joke he forwards. It is not his joke,so he need not beashamed. 

J. W., Stoney Batter.—Do you not desire that you may obtain it ? 

H. M., Leeds.—But we don’t follow his meaning. 

Tao-szE.—Your derivation is a little too far-fetched. 

Mepicvus JuNIoR won't be called in by us, we fancy. 

JEANIE Uss is calculated to géner us. 


We are not. 


E. D., Bolton.—Joke too local in character. 

Declined with thanks—D. D.; C. S., Westminster; R. M.; R.A. F.; 
Ginger; Littleton Tivy ; Quartale; Cecil; F. A.; T. X. L., Aberdeen ; 
J. W., 17th Lancers; W. S., Pimlico; C. L. K.; W. Watery, Criek ; 
Tommy Traddles; M. M. B.; J. H.; H. W. B.; F. F., Kingston; H. G., 
East India-road; C. E. M., Shepherd’s-bush ; G.E.P.; Ethel; E.C. 5. ; 
J. A. C., Junior Atheneum; J. W. H.; Jig; H. W. W.; F. M., Read- 
ing; W.A., Bread-street-hill ; W. G., Coventry; 8S. E., Luton; C. C.R., 
Worcester; P. S. S.; G. T. H., Shiffnal ; Gpymaeee 5 H. B., Dublin; 
R. B. F., Glasgow; M. R. 8.; A. C. H. L., mee, _ 


Dundee; A Teaser; J. G., College-street; Galen; P. 
H.8.C.; T.E. A.C. H. L. E. H.; H. F. W. ; Shallow. 
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FREE EXHIBITIONS OF LONDON:—BOW STREET | 
Tuis interesting place of entertainment is situated in the immediate | 
neighbourhood of the New House and Old Drury. The pro- | 
pinquity of Covent-garden it an air of rural innocence, which is | 
Slightly counterbalanced by the close contiguity of the purlieus of | 
Drury-lane. The dimensions of the Bow-street Police Court, com- 
with the accommodation ofthe two theatres just named, might | 
styled small. But a Government when ing this 
place of amusement, probably took into consideration very wisely that | 
as the exhibition would be a free one, it would seldom be overcrowded. | 
The auditorium is calculated to contain comfortably—as far as we could 
ascertain from the courteous usher and the acute members of the Force 
connected with it, who kindly gave us the fullest statistics—exactly 
about twice as many as double the moiety of the sum total; especially 
as there are no seats, and there is therefore plenty of standing room. 
As ing is rather fatiguing work, our er, if he visits the court, 
will do well to obtain admittance to some other part than the audito- 
rium, there being numbers of segatsin the other divisions. There are 
two ways of obtaining admittance. He can either pick a pocket or 
assault a constable, or he can ask for some one connected with the 
court in some capacity or other. The latter method is perhaps the 
preferable of the two, as the attendant constables are more affable 
under the circumstances. Besides, the former mode of proceeding may 
lead to an interview with the worthy istrate, which may result in 
a free admission to some other place of entertainment, liberally pro- 
vided by a paternal Government; and although a glimpse of the 
interior of a prison may be interesting, the place is apt to pall slightly 
when one is monotoneusly confined to it for six months or more with- 
out the option of a fine. 

The class of entertainment provided at Bow-street can hardly be 
said to be of a theatrical character, for as a rule it abounds in interest, 
is furnished with dialogue of a brisk and picturesque—sometimes too 
picturesque—r and is frequently amusing; so that it does not 
clash much sore Don enenee Cun of page pooduced in tho present day. 

The ruffish swell, sometimes at in evening costume, and well 
known to a Marlborough-street audience, seldom figures at Bow-street. 
Intoxication does not present itself in so refined a form here. It is 
| represented by Mr. Dennis or Patricx O’Sometuine, who has been 
stimulated by drink to get up a free fight in his alley, or to beat his 
wife and a few policemen. Or its exponent is a gigantic fellow, show- 


London: Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, 8t. Andrew’s Hill, Doetors 


| 


ing the torso ofa dirty Hencvizs through the rents of a shirt so tat- 
tered that it is a wonder it holds together at all. He has been induced 
to take a part in the Bow-street entertainment, because having been 
refused a penn’orth of beer at a public house, he demolished a sheet of 
plate-glass, and then, running to a nelgnnosins cabstand, took a 
horse by its forelegs and set its hoofs on his shoulders (a fact)! Like 
all people of genius, he is so modest that it required the persuasive 
powers of four policemen to prevail on him to appear in public. _ 

The near neighbourhood of Covent-garden is productive of variety 
in the entertainments produced. Mrs. Pomona O'FLAnERTY, who 
sells apples, having fallon out with Miss Frora O’Rarrgrty, who 
vends flowers, has flown at that lady, torn her bonnet, and aspersed 
her character. Muss Fiona is loud in her desire that Mrs. O'F. 
should ‘‘ prove her words”—meaning, of course (the lady is Irish), 
exactly the reverse—i.¢., show her inability to prove her words. Murs. 
O’F. is discursive and aggressive, and the dialogue would (if it passed 
the Lord Chamberlain) make the fortune—or otherwise—of a drama- 
tist in these realistic days. 

The visitor to Bow-street Oourt may study science as well as 
character. He will learn that flat-irons are a very transitory property 
on account of the iar readiness with which they are convertible 
into gin. Our artist has selected for his picture a sabloct of this class. 
The highly table female in the dock has swallowed two flat-irons 
—in a liquid form—the said flat-irons unfortunately belonging to a 
neighbour, mother of the small boy whose head scarcely shows over 
the witness-box, and who is chief witness against the scientific lady. 

The dresses at this place of entertainment are, as a rule, effective, 
and may owe some of their inspiration to Mr. S. May, the well- 
known costumier, whose shop is hard by. The mise en scéne is simple, 
not to say plain, and does not seem to owe its inspiration to the 
neighbouring theatres so much as to the Adelphi. 

A visit to Bow-street—in the capacity of a spectator—will well 
repay any man, if only because it is calculated to make him contented 
with his own mode of life, for he is sure to go away blessing his stars 
that he is not a police magistrate. 
—————————————————————————————_———————————<———— 


NOTICE.—Now ready, the Eleventh Half-Yearly Volume of FUN, being 


THE FOURTH VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. 
Magenta cloth, 4s. 6d. ; post free, 5s. Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each. 


* Commons, and Published (for tne Propriewor) by W. ALDER, at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.— 
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Swell Commercial (who “travels in the hardware”) :—“ Here, waiter! 


WHAT DO you CALL THIS?”’ 
Waiter :— Fisu, s1R; SOLE, SIR.” 


Swell Commercial :-—“ Ou! 
SAMPLE PACKETS OF NEEDLES BY MISTAKE!”’ 


FROM OUR STALL. 


More mines and miners! Mr. Warts Puivuips'’s Lost in London 
drags us again into the bowels of the earth on an expedition in search 
of the picturesque. However, the drama was manufactured so long 
ago—as the announcements took very good care to tell us—that no- 
body can accuse Mr. Pures of putting forward a second-hand 
sensation. The greatest fault of this piece (and of most pieces nowa- 
days) lies in the comparative weakness of the last act. The situation 
at the close of the preceding one is highly effective, and the remainder 
of the play comes as an anti-climax. ‘here is a heroine to be disposed 
of, and there is a low-comedy couple to be married. Of course, the 
heroine dies, according to the infallible remedy prescribed by Dkr. 
GotpsmitH for cases in which lovely woman stoops to folly. She 
might as well have died at the end of the second act; in the second 
act, also, the low-comedy people might easily have been made man and 
wife. What the drama requires—or did require on the night of its 
production—is a good deal of judicious carving with a large knife and 
fork. The writing of Lost in London is full of cleverness; Mx. Warts 
Puxr.utrs never disappoints us in the quality of his dialogue. Here 
and there, perhaps, the slightest possible tendency towards clap-trap 
may be discovered ; but, after all, the folks in the gallery pay their shil- 

ings, and most of the miserable critics are on the free list. The piece is 
well acted, especially in the parts given to Mz. Henry Nevitzez, Mr. 
Toorz, and Mrs. Merton. Mr. Asutey shall be included if he will 
only promise to leave off singing, and playing on the pianoforte. To 
betray a confiding woman is wicked enough, in all conscience; to 
make her listen to your songs (if you happen to sing like—some people) 
is to add insult to injury. The drama has been well put on the stage ; 
in fact, the scenery surpasses anything that we have seen at the Adelphi 


lately. This may look like extravagant praise to people who never 


visit the Adelphi. 


VoL. V. 





I THOUGHT YOU'D COOKED ONE 














BERESFORD HOPE. 


_ “There is no truth in the statement that Mr. Barrsrorp Hore 
is to be raised to the peerage with the title of Lorp BepursuRrY.” 


BeavtirvuL Beresrorp Hops, they said, 
Dersy the Earl would make a peer; 

This, is a coronet—that, his head— 
Joining the two would be rather queer : 

Filling the Lords with wonder mild. 

_ Little would yet be changed, I think, 

Of the sudden start and the gesture wild, 
And the comic voice, and the playful wink! 


Is it too soon, then, Beresrorp Hopkr ? 
What, the title was clear in view, 
And the Morning Post, in your horoscope, 
Seemed to imply the news was true ;— 
And just because you preferred to sit 
For the pottery town of Stoke-on-Trent, 
In the House of Commons to show your wit, 
You turned aside from the offer sent ? 


No—the time will come—at last it will— 

When, Bergsrorp Hope, what use, they will say, 
Are you in a House, where you won't sit still, 

And will get into Cavenpisu Bentinck’s way * 
Why you shun the Peerage I can’t divine, 

If a coronet still awaits your head, 
And when you might do so much, in fine, 

In the new House come in the old one's stead ! 


Was it the title that made you shy ? 
“‘ BepGervry ”’ isn’t a pretty name, 

But you'd find it pleasant when, by-and-bye, 
From the Saturday's lips of love it came ! 
In the House of Lords there are scanty cares, 

Little of labour and much of state, 
And often the Chancellor, unawares, 
Dozes away through a dull debate. 


You have lived, we will say, so many years — 
| So many days been abused in the Times— 
| Greeted so often with dubious cheers— 
| Chaffed so often in Cockney rhymes ;— 
| Yet one thing, one, in your mind's full scope, 
That you still refuse, Sir, puzzles me :— 
If you won't be a peer, then, Beresrorp Hore, 
What on earth do you want to be ? 


OF MY Tue Birt No One witt Honovr.—A sham Reform 


Bill. 





Mr. AnD Mrs. German Regp have produced a new entertainment 
by Mr. Rosgrtson, entitled a Dream in Venice. The Dream itself is 
good, but the introduction is a little tedious, as must always be the 
case where the author has at any cost to provide ‘ character illustra- 
tions’ for the performers. It appears to be a sine qua non at the Gallery 
of Illustration that all entertainments should open with Mr. and 
Mas. German Rezep travelling ia search of novelty; and Mr. Roserrt- 
son has adhered to the harmless fiction, turning it, indeed, to good 
account in the nightmare (or night-gondola, or whatever the equivalent 
may be in a city where there is nothing equine) under which Mr. Rezgp 
lasours. The scenery is really magnificent. Mr. O'Connor, of the 
Haymarket, has seldom been seen to better advantage, while Mr. 
TeLBEIN, perhaps, surpasses all his former successes with a view of the 
Piazza of Saint Mark. Jorn Parry, inimitable Jonn Parry, winds 
up the treat with The Wedding Breakfast at Mrs. Roseleaf’s—one of 
those things of which we can never tire. 





‘¢ The Times are out of Joint.”’ 


TueEre’s no accounting for tastes! A young lady, in particular, 
must be permitted to have odd fancies. Here’s an instance :— 
YOUNG LADY is desirous of an ENGAGEMENT as Book-keeper in a butcher’s 
business.—Apply by letter, etc. 7 

We must own that it rather takes our breath away to read this. “A 
YOUNG LADY ”’ quite so, bless her—* is desirous of an ENGAGEMENT '’— 
exactly, and matrimonial, of course—but no! an engagement as book- 
keeper to a butcher. We should as soon expect to hear of a duchess 
wanting to turn dairymaid, or of a countess who would be a cheese- 
monger. A butcher's business is not exactly a pleasant employment 
for a refined and delicate mind, and we cannot conceive the reason for 
such a choice; unless, indeed, the young lady was on the look out fora 
joint, sure. 
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By tmz SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 

\ | OW furious the Em- 

1 i PEROR must be to 
think his Exhibition 
is so terribly behind 
hand! There is not 
the slightest hope of 
its being in anything 
like proper trim by 
the first of April—a 


ominous one to dix 
on, to begin with, 
and which is really 
too early in the year. 
Winter has lingered 
in Paris as well as 
with us, and. Fast 
winds have a de- 
pressing effect upon 
ceremonies, so. the 
opening is likely to 
be a little dismal. 
People wont hurry 
over, especially‘as it 
is notorious that not 
half the goods will 
be exhibited for some 
weeks to come. 
Everybody seems to 
agree that the build- 
ing is the reverse of 
lovely: a friend, 
writing from Paris, 
says it is the most 
hideousthing heever 
saw. He adds: “I 
always like to retail 
fashionable gossip. 
Paris is beginning 
to swarm with the 
ay ‘snob vulgaris of 
a treat Britain,’ who 
—_— “ behaves abominably 
at the restaurants, 
and, in fact, everywhere.” This is a pleasant reflection for English- 
men. 

Mr. Wiixmson, who is now a prisoner in Newgate, and has a sen- 
tence of five years penal servitude to work out, for embezzling two 
cheques of the Joint-Stock Discount Company, has preferred a petition 
for a free pardon. Mr. Waxpous has declined to consider it. I have 
looked it over, but, not being a lawyer, or an accountant, can say no 
more than there appears to me to be some ground for a re-investiga- 
tion of the case. “ Managing directors’? have been in bad odium of 
late, and it is not impossible—I won't venture to say more than that, 
as I confess I do not know enough of the matter to give a decided 

| opimion—that the petitioner has fallen a vietim to that least defensible 
| form of “ justice,” the wish to “make an example.” 
| Tatxine of examples, I am reminded that Sir Morton Peto has 
| asserted himself—in the papers—as the coming man who is to solve 
the great L. OC. & D. R. question, and I have no doubt he could supply 
much interesting information on the subject. If he cannot, it is diffi- 
cult to see who can ; so that one must look forward to the time when 
he thinks fit to carry out the rather Quixotic pr me he laid down 
in his letter the other day. After all, it is not évery man who would 
originate a motion that is practically a motion for his own tarring and 
feathering, unless he feels quite sure that he shall turn out an angel 
7 the operation. > 
nouT this time the studios are besieged by visitors, for in a few 
days the Royal Academy wil) open its aoe for the pictures to be ex- | 
hibited in May. I hear that there are some long-promised pictures | 
under way in many studios. In another week I hope to be able to | 
more certainly on the subject. In the meantime I am in a posi- 
tion to congratulate the publie on the fact that the Society of British 
Artists have a collection of paintings this year that will clear the fame 
of Suffolk-street from the not-undeserved censure that has been be- 
stowed'on it in past years. I am unfeignedly glad to sce the society 
ae out, its strength for it has the power, if it will but exert it, to 
e « formidable rival to ‘Trafalgar-square—and rivalry will be 





| a mutual benefit. 





nn 
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Tur decision of the Lords Justices in the cases of Maxwe i 
| vy. Hoe and Hoce v. Maxwett, on the vexed queston of the copy- 
| right in the title of Pelgravia is eminently unsatisfactory. It lays 
' down the rule that the exclusive right to a title for a periodical is not 
' to be obtained either by registration or by advertisement followed 
| within a reasonable time by publication. In order to acquire an ex- 
clusive right, the publisher must give something tangible to the public 
—in other words must bring out his first number before he can adver- 
tise, or else unprincipled persons may forestall him, This is clearly 
unfair, for much depends on a title, and still more depends on the 
amount of advertising before publication. The whole system of regis- 
tration under this decision is simply a sham, by which a man is com- 
pelled to pay money for a protection which is uttewly valueless. The 
whole of the law on the point needs revision; and the worst of it is 





day which was an | that the public:gains nothing by its present laxity. “Where the publie 


gains, it does not so much matter if an individual.suffers ; but in this 
case the difficulty of gang og | a property in the mame of a new 
magazine is of no earthly use to the public, for the market is so over- 
stocked.:that nobody would care to pick up the scheme of another 
monthly:even at the low price of £0 Os. 0d. 

Ture is a very violent opposition to the proposed measure for 
Metropolitan Improvements. It is to be regretted, for there isplenty 
of room ‘for improvement, and as improvements are not.made for 
nothing, the grumblers must expect to be taxed for them.‘ ‘The passage 
ofthe City is almost as difficult as the ascent of the Matterhorn, and 
the-muddle and danger of our streets constitute a sound reason for 
reform. 

Tue “ Lounger at the Clubs” of the Id/ustrated Times very properly 
condemns a recently-published volume, “ Betsy J. Ward, Hur Book of 
Goaks.” It is a very feeble plagiarism of poor Artemus’s style, and 
is prefaced by a pretended letter from him. Its publication just at the 
time of his death was, of course, an accident, but it ought never to have 
been brought out at all. Ican’t help'thinking that the respectable 
firm that issues: it has been: prevailed on to do so for some of these 
who brought out “ author’s own editions” of Waxp’s books—for 
which he never got a penny. |The get-up and appearance.ofithéexboo k 
reminds one ofthese “ special’’ editions. . It is utterwubbish; without 
a redeeming line in it, and all Ivan say.is, L-hope it is American. 





(ONLY FANCY! 


Tuey never bring my Zimes at morn 
The moment that it comes, 
My Chastelard, I see, is torn, 
My Browntne ’s black with thumbs, 
Some notes on SHAKESPEARE I have:seen 
Beneath its paper cover, 
And Moxon’s poets, bound in green, 
Are smirched and scribbled over. 


And serial and magazine 
And periodical, 

For weeks and weeks are never seen, 
And often not at all. 

I’m answered when I make a row 
In injured tone or wary ; 

But listen—I’ve discovered now— 
My housemaid’s /iterary ! 


Why Not? 


WE are given to understand that it is the intention of the celebrated 
Mr. Casevey (alias “ CounsELLOR Ketty’’), in the event of his obtaining 
his release from prison and being subsequently elected a member of 
the House of Commons, to move for a Parliamentary inquiry into the 
affairs connected with the great watch and jewel robbery. He is 
anxious for the fullest investigation ; and he would only delay taking 
such a course partly from the expectation that an opportunity might 
arise in reference to discussion on kindred-subjects, such as railway 
matters, and partly from a disinclination to interfere with the more 
important questions which might otherwise engage the attention of the 
House. At the earliest convenient season, however, he will at once 
place a notice on the table of the House, which he hopes will lead to a 
full inquiry into the whole subject. We have some reason to believe 
that it is the intention of Mr. Caserry to offer himself as a candidate 
for the representation of Bristol. We should greatly regret such a 
step on his part, as its inevitable tendency would be to divide the 
Liberal interest. 


As. Like as Two Peas. 


WHen are green peas like quadrilles al freseo 2—When they are the 
first set in a garden. 


as 
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SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


NICHOLAS ON THE POETS AND ON FutTuRE Events. 





———_—_———— 


‘““ At length they chaunst to meet upon the way 
An Aged Sire, in long blacke weedes yelad, 
His feet all bare, his beard all hoarie gray, 
And by his belt his Book he hanging had; 
Sober he seemde”’.... 
Spenser. The Faery Queene, Book I. Canto 1, Stanza xxix. 


‘“* * Right well, Sir Knight, ye have advised bin,’ 
Quoth then that Aged Man, ‘ The way to win 
Is wisely to advise.’ ”’ 
Spenser. The Faery Queene, Book I. Canto 1, Stanza xxxilii. 


My pEar younG Frrenp,—I have recently been remonstrating with 
my Gentleman of the Press, and telling him as he must make his 


quotations longer, he not giving enough for the money. You will see | 


he have taken the hint. Of course, as to style and so forth, I trust 
entirely to him, Nicuoias not having been precisely brought up to 
the littery profession ; and fe says as it is all right and no flies. The 
Prophet, however, feels bound to say, as a plain man—not as I ama 
bit plainer than other people at my period, and perhaps even less so— 
that his littery man’s selections do mot strike him as altogether compli- 
mentary to Nicuo.as, nor yet do I think much of the ability displayed 
by his friends the Authors, so far as they have yet gone; but no 
doubt they may improve with practice, as I have done myself. At 
any rate, the gentleman from whom he has procured a couple of 
mottoes-for the present week, seems to have peculiar notions of his own 
with regard to author-graphy; but if Messrs. Jupp aAnp Giass like 
to print it as it stands, of course they are free to do so, only perhaps 
in future they will be less captious with regard to mine; and that’s a 
hint for yourself also, my dear young Friend. But, let him spell as he 
may, Nicuo.as will not in silence allow either the Poet or any other 
man to say as I go about with ‘“ My feet all bare, my beard all hoarie 
gray.” It is false, Sir—false. I may have been down at heel in the 
course of a vicissitudinary life, and many is the time when my poor 
old boots let the water through, but am now as well shod as any lord 
in the land, bar none, and than whom I am sure I might appeal to 
many of their number to whom I am well-known, and no doubt equally 
trusted, to assert, that so far from my beard being “ all hoarie gray,” 
as he chooses to spell it, I am as clean-shaven an old gentleman for my 
period as what you will find in the whole neighbourhood; and more 
so than many of the elderly aristocracy, which have let it grow until 
they look for all the world like a lot of superior animated he-goats. 
And as to my “long blacke weedes,”’ it is probably only envy on the 
part of the Poet, he not being able to afford such, and very likely 
smoking of a short clay—not that Poverty is a crime, but it is, 
at ay rate, no excuse for sneering at your betters, especially when 
they have worked hard and honest by night, and also day, in climbing 
of that opulent Pinnacle from which I am now enabled to look 
down with scorn upon the remarks of the detractorial and the indi- 
vidious. 

Nor is it true, Sir, where he says that I keep my Book hanging 
from my belt. For, in the first place, he is indelicate to allude to my 
belt at all, Nicnox“as only wearing it because advised to do so by my 
medical man; and in the second place, I always carry it in my breast- 
pocket, like any other gentleman. And I dare say this “ Poet’’ would 
be jolly glad if Ais “ Books”’ stood half as well; but he will never 
make them do so by vulgar abuse of the aged and respectable, and 
coarse allusions to their physical peculiarities and infirmities. As 
to the line that follows, “Sober he seemde,’’ I cannot call it a 
gratuitous insult, for if I have not paid Aim, I have paid his friend, 
my Litterv Man, and I dare say as they go shares. But I will tell 





him, Sir, that I not only “‘seemde” sober, but I “ wos” sober,—as I> 





suppose he would spell it,—and am so still; and if he or his friend 


imagines that because I am fond of a social glass I will allow myself | 
to be publicly insulted in your columns, why perhaps the mistake will | 


be found out when application is made for payment by this precious 


Gentleman of the Press—and it is more than probable that Nicuotras | 


will be found “ out’’ upon the same occasion. 

His other motto, Sir—though still rather illiterative, for you will 
see he puts “ bin’’ where he means “ been’’—but I dare say he was 
thinking of it with a “‘i—’ meaning where I keep my sherry-wine— 
is much more respectful, and represents me as talking to one of the 
Aristocracy, which is quite correct, and exibits me in a pleasing light 
before the public. 

And now, Sir, for matters more purely Sportive. The Prophet, as 
you are aware, is not a fool; so he have kept at home a good deal 


during the severe weather, over a social glass ; but will give youalong | 


shot or two from what I hear. 
For the Two TxHovsanp I am still in favour of PLavuprr, for the 


Cuester Cur, whilst:advising you to look out for Pxoszrpine, I am | 
not yet induced to desert Leerurer; and for the Dersy, do not be | coming up now, for it has gone down long enough. 


afraid, my friends, to continue laying against Tuz Rake. 
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| With regard to the University Boat Race, I have had a vision. Jt 
will be won, this year, by Cambridze. I am sorry for ye, ye gallant 
| young Oxtabs; but ye must remember as it is long since the Cun- 


tabonians have had a turn. 
NICHOLAS. 








DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 3. 


Where the sunlight never falls, 
Save on faces pale and worn, 
Where the dark and frowning walls 
Hide the splendour of the morn, 
| There he toils from dawn of day, 
| Till the sunset-elouds are red, 
| With no thoughtof idle play 
To distract his honest head. 





| 
| Re 

“‘TIn vain, in vain, in vain, 

Youwill never come again :’’ 

So the poet's dexthless strain 
| ' Spoke of her and albhis:pain. 

2. 

| He comes homerwith the milk,iand needs no candle,, 
And has some trouble with theistreet-deor handlei:. 


3. 


The miser guards it with exceeding care; 
And holds it of all earthly sights most fairy 


4 


Venetian people loved the notes so well 
That in the courts of justice there, the swell 
Of murmured musie oft arose ; and here 

Its melodies are sweet'to-every ear, 


5. 
It stands ’mid ripples of the lake: 
That dancing near it come to shake 


The tall head, as it sways and bends, 
And with each zephyr's weight descends. 
6. . 
It’s perfectly placid, 
Till riled by an acid. 


(. 


He tell; us tales of ancient glories, . 
And—in two senses—oft they're stories. 


ee ethene 


ANSWER TO Acrostic No. 1. 


SS * 
te 


M Mac Cc 
A Allah H 
I Ichthyosauri I 
D Dog G 
E Emerson WN 
N Novello Oo 
S Satin N 


ne 


Correct So.utions o7 Acrostic tn No. 96, receivep 20TH Marcu.—H, D. B.; 
k. Pp. * ** *; Bumblepuppy; Warley; Lizzy; A Quartette; Lincoin’.-iin; 
| J. W.; Lambkin; Weston’s ; The House of Lords; Constance and Emma; Canning 
Place; Bull-pup; Sheernasty; F. A. L., Cheisea. 








‘‘A Loan.—I did it, Boy!” 

| A very valuable addition to the Loan Exhibition at South Ken- 

_ sington will shortly be made by a gentleman who wishes his name to 

| remain unknown—for obvious reasons. This extraordinary collection 

| consists of umbrellas which he has borrowed and never returned, and 
we have reason to believe it is one of the largest loan colleetions in 

| the United Gingham—we beg pirdon, we mean Kingdom. 





Horticultural Hints. 

Whuute the present inclement weather lasts, all out-door operations 
must, of course, be suspended, bat you can cult vate your manners 
in-doors. You can’t do anything to your fruit-trees, but by taking 
a season-ticket on the nearest line, you can indulge in any amount of 
training. German stocks can’t be planted till it is warmer, but Lon- 
' don, Chatham, and Dover stock may be looked after. It ought to be 

It doesn’t thrive 
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Doctor (to second horseman) :— MasT#R MUCH HURT, JOHN?” 


, 
John :-—“’Unt “18 Lea, str. Mr. Georor’s ’088 JUMPED ON IT WHEN HE WAS DOWN. Lwvcky IT WERENT HIS ’ED, SIR 
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Doctor :—‘* Au! (sotto voce.) Not 80 SURE OF THAT—HEAD MIGHT HAVE 8TOOD IT BETTER.” 


Bull in Ireland. 


Ir the Fenian rising has done nothing else, it has, at all events, made 
the Saxons who have been sent over as special reporters for the 
London papers, more Irish than the Irish themselves. We have 
noted down a few instances in which “ our own correspondent’’ has 

roved how readily he becomes habituated to the customs of a country. 
n one case, speaking of the railways in Ireland, “our O. C.”’ speaks as 
follows :— 


‘*The company very prudently take the precaution of sending a pilot engine a 
quarter of an hour in advance of these night mails, so that in case a rail had been 
lifted or an obstruction pleced on the road, the mail could be stopped in time, that 
is to say, supposing that the driver and stoker of the pilot engine were not both 
killed, as would very likely be the case, when their engine ran off the line. How- 
ever, it is the only step that the company have it in their power to take to ensure 
the safety of their passengers, and it is one which at any rate adds greatly to the 

feeling of security and comfort of night travelling in a disturbed district.” 


It’s odd that one’s comfort should be enhanced by the probability that 
the driver and stoker of a pilot-engine have been smashed, and that 
one’s security is increased because it is very likely that, in consequence, 
= | cannot do oo prevent an accident. 
ut on reaching Dublin, our friend becomes even more Hibernian :— 
‘*The Fenian prisoners occupy a block of buildings separate from ordinary 
offenders. There are at present about forty confined in the gaol ; the chief amongst 


them—a man whose name, I think, is ny, who held a commission in the Federal 
army, & Suppeses to have been one of the chief centres, and was sent the other day 
to Du ° 


We should have thought no one butgan Emerald Islander, born and 

bred, would have been able to perceive that the chief amongst the forty 

a at present confined in the gaol is a man who is not there at 
! 





——- 


A Worp wits “Iconocrastr’’ Concernine His Sprecues rw Tra- 
FAL GAK-8QUARE.— Mob-Law’s bad: Bradlaugh’s worse! 








THE KING OF THE APRIL. 


By ALrrep 10, HIS 80N. 


Ir you're waking get up early—get up early, brother dear, 

For Monday will be the trying day of all the glad new year, 

Of all the glad new year, brother! the maddest every way— 

For that will be All Fool’s Day, rather !—that will be All Fool’s Day. 


Last April some young friend of ours contrived my xous to bilk— 

He sent me out to buy for him a pint of pigeon’s milk ; 

A pint of pigeon’s milk, brother, and strap-oil, too (I say, 

For ag * = you'd best not ask, brother—not ask upon All Fool's 
ay). 


Wide awake be! Get up early—get up early, brother dear, 


| On Monday next, “‘ as ever is ’’—for that is the time of the year 


When they play all sorts of reckless tricks in a truly cruel way, 
Because it is All Fool’s Day, brother—because it is All Fool's Day! 


Poetic. 


Tue Daily Telegraph last week contained an advertisement that a 
little puzzled us :— 


O LITERARY MEN.—A LADY, accustomed to give poetic readings, SEEKS 
aa and choice of manuscripts and talent.—Address, American 
We are curious to ascertain the nature of the assistance needed. Was 
it of a temporary and pecuniary nature, in the shape of a few dollars, 
to be loaned for a few days; or was it the aid of a pair of lungs to take 
part in a long and heavy reading of Turrzr? We think it likely the 
lady would have no difficulty in obtaining a choice of manuscripts, for 
there are plenty of them about, we know from experience—but we doubt 
whether she is likely to get her choice of talent—that is not quite such 
a drug in the market. 
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“SECURING” THE SUFFRAGE 
xo SSA Peng NON RENTS, HRRS f, FANDSOUE ESCH DEM TORN OUR UAC 


THERE YOU ARE! GOING CHEAP! WHO’LL BUY?” _ ares. 
Mr. Gladstone (to intending purchaser):—“‘ DON’T! HE’LL SLIP THE COIN UP HIS SLEEVE! 















rn 





as oe a a Sl a a a ae a x os > ees ee 
c = S Fa Po me UG 
Rg Age Oe) a ike g 04 eas wow ny y 
SO 195 Nelo Bey re eae Serres "3 a Tee eee eps 
* . ? 
‘ 
, 
. 





pe tee, — Rp ry ate 8p Cpt « Mine tee - 
se oe Sn mest: Sar ae 5 ee oe a =a 2pnr. = Se tt netrnaiog: Po ye a ste ‘ 
-s- = sees Sh 3 on ae JF tee hg a ae i ae 2 twat - 
oS Seer oe ew eer get eee . eet . . : + ee 6 Bee te «0D 2 Bom “es Ties . : 
a aa aeeene ie 


7 7 > a ee 


te ~* 





os ES ot Se gree oe 


- 


oa 








z pea Sale NY ge ca eee Pa 
ows : ‘ 





a 
eens 


SS st t-test tena 


7 
| 
| 





Manex 80, 1867.] 


———_—_-« 


N LONDON. 


Enter Naxwry. 


LOST | 
ACT I.—Scene 1. Jon Anmroyn’s Cottage. 


Netty.—I am Job Armroyd’s wife. Ah, me! 
Enter Jon ARMROYD. 
Jos.—Ay, lass, thee be. It be just thoct t’baccle nicht that Job 
Armroyd clacks t’ould mine to tak cammie thackle! [ They embrace. 
Enter Trippy DRAGGLETHORPE. 


Tippy.—Eh, Job? Bock t’waite clacken taggie ? 

NELLIE (mournfully).—Yes, Tiddy. (Aside.) Iam the only person 
in these parts who is intelligible, except Sir Gilbert Featherstone. 
Can my emotion at his presence be attributable to that fact? It 
may be! [ Sighs. 
Scene 2.—Bleakmoor. Enter BensAMin BirinxeEr (a tiger) and Twpy- 


Biinxer.—Tiddy, have you got a biceps? 
Tippy.—Ah, lad! 
BuinKkeR.— True! 

Enter Neviy and Str G1iBert. 
Neitir.—Ah, me! Sir Gilbert, would you tear me from my home ? 
Srr Girspert.—I would. Tears her from her home. 
Tippy.—Eh? ‘T’wold thockerfull dack t’bain clackie! Ill just 


[ Bonnets him. 
(Exit, thoughtfully. 


gang tell Job! [ Exit. 
ScenE 3.—A coal mine. Ten thousand additional lamps. Red fire. 


Harmonic meeting apparently going on. Mr. P. Brprorp in the 


chair. Chorus of convivial miners. 
Jon (reproachfully).—Ah, thockle, thockle 
[ They all shake their heads. 
Enter Tropy down the shaft. 
Tmwpy.—Job, t’woife ganet awa’ wi t’wockle Baronet! 
Jos.—Eh? Thot were wrang o’ Nellie! [All swoon. 


ACT II. Scent 1.—Regent’s Park. Interior of Ferns Villa. Room 
garnished with profusion of roses ; smiling corn-fields in. distance. 
Enter NEvui, shivering. 

NeEtiir.—How it is snowing without! I almost wish I hadn’t run 
away with Sir Gilbert. I really feel some remorse at having left poor 
Job—and I express it by fainting over the furniture every quarter of 
an hour. But his dialect was so very provincial, that I could mot stand 
bim. At all events, I can understand Sir Gilbert perfectly. 

Enter Str GIvperr. 

Srr Gitperr (with his hat on)—I have invited crowds of dis- 
tinguished guests to a ball this evening. 

NELLIE (with some show of reason).— Really, Sir Gilbert, you should 
have told me—there is nothing but cold mutton in the house. 


a 


ee 


General joy. Ali partake of apples, whieh are handed about in 
reckless profusion. 





Enter Str Griperr. 

Str Gripert.—I took this house of Ethel; or, Only a Life; and it 
was in this drawing-room that she died! It is a splendid'room, im 
Danson’s best style. Quite the Danson cheese ! 

Enter Nwuure. 

Netirs.—Ah, I faint! [ Faints over. casy chair. 

Str GruBsrt (¢o attendant).—Do carry this tiresome woman away ! 

[ They carry her away. 
» Enter Jon. 

Str Gripert.—Job Armroyd! 

Jorn.—Ay, lad! Thees’t gotten moi woife. Thackle bonnie barkie! 

Str Grrpert.—Tut ! [ ddd dwt. 

Str Grupert (hospitably to guests)—Oh, I wish you'd all go into 
some other room. I have business with this man. 

[Guests dow, curtsey, and depart. 

Jos.—Give me moi wife! 

Enter NBiute. 

Ne.ure.—Ha! Job! ( Faints over grand prance. 

Jos.— Nellie ! 

Enter all the quests as if they had been listening at the keyhole. They 
all point NELLIE owt to Str GitBErt after the manner of trinmphant 
Jiends. 

Sir Girpert (annoyed).—All right! J see her! 

ACT III. Interior of a cottage. Enter Tippy. 

Tippy.—Ah, twockle bockers canna thwartle t’ back! 

Enter BLINKER. 
BurnkEer.—I loves yer, for yer biceps! 
Tippy.—Oh! 


[ Tableau. 


[Kisses him. Exit Burger. 
Enter Neturr, very ill. 
Neture.—I am sick unto death! I have left Sir Gilbert and have 
come to live with Tiddy. [ Faints over coal-seutile. 
Tippy.—Eh ! lass, t’best bork the bainst t)war! [Carries her out. 
Enter Jon, determined. 
Jos.—Sir Gilbert’s comin’ t’ould cottage to nicht. 
Enter Str GiuBErt, cautiously. 
Jon.—Thee villain! Die! 
Sir Gitpert.—Nay 
Jon.—Thees’t tacken moi woife’s love fra’ me! 
Sir Gitgert.— Nay ; she could not understand you! 
Jos.—Dic ! [Is about to fire pistol, when enter Neuriv. 
Ne.iiz.—Do not shoot him! 
Jos.—Ah! 
NELLIE.— Wow ! [ Dies over three -lega: d stool. 
Jop.—Dead! Well, well moight this drama be called Lost in 


T'll wait. 





[ Faints over a sofa. ' Lunnon! 


Sir Girpgert.—Ha! Again! [Carries her out. 
Enter Tippy and Mr. Esurne in @ pair of pantomime whiskers. 
Tippy.—Ah, lad. Oi be come t’seek sitivation. 
Mr. Esurns.—Haw! [Exit Mr. Esurne, with pomp. 
Enter NEvuie. 
Tiwpy.—Eh? It be our Nellie. Oh! thockt, thockt (quoting good 
old saying), ‘* T’ bockle wrackle maks thwockt pockle!”’ 
NELLIE (hysterically).—Tiddy—iddy—iddy—iddy—! 
| Faints over ottoman. 


Scene 2.—E£xterior of Ferns Villa by night. 
Enter BLINKER. 

BuinxEer.—Oh, what a biceps she have got! 

Enter Jon, broken. 

Jos.—Eh? Ah! T'waite pack ’taks t’ould thortle! 
Adelphi guests arrive all at-once at Ferns Villa, in ball dresses, trudging | 

through thesnow. Enicr BiuunKER. 

ButnkER (contemplating Ferns Villa).—Oh, dear me, who would have 
thought that the magnificent saloons of Ferns Villa, with their cor- 
ridors, ball-rooms, ante-chambers, and so forth, could have been 
crammed into such a very ordinary-looking cottage! It never 
occurred to me before. (Changing the subject)—Oh, what a biceps she 
have got! [ Exit, writhing in great agony. 

Scene 3.—Aite-room at Ferns Villa. Enter all the SERVANTS. 

Bumwxer.—As there’s a large party going on in the drawing-room, 
what is more natural than that the servants should embroce the 
opportunity of singing comic songs with choruses in the avjoining | 
apartment ? 

A.t.L.— Nothing! 


[Writhes. Exit. | 


[They sing comic songs for half-an-hour. 


Scene 4.—Ball room. Adelphi guests, in Berlin gloves, frock coats, 
Janey waistcoats, and affuble manners, discovered dancing. They | 
eapatiate to their partners on the liberality of the entertainment. 
Ladies in pink net, made skimping, and no gloves, eapress their delight 


in the “usual manner’’—that is to say, by holding up their hands. | 





Snow. 


(Tableau of everybody, all shaking their heads except NBLLIB.) 
CurTAIN. 
OvursELves.—Very bad piece, very well acted, and placed upon the 
stage in the usual Adelphi style. 





The Rights of Woman. 


WE perceive that Mr. Disrartt, in explaining his fancy-franchises, 
took particular pains to show that the payment of-twenty shillings 
annually would not admit ratcatchers. This is to be regretted, as we 
hear it was the intention of Mr. Joun Stvart Mixx to bring dorward 
an amendment in reference to a subject in which he takes a local as 
well as a purely philosophical interest. Mr. Mrii was to have 
moved :— 

“‘ That in the event of the electoral franchise being so extended as 
to include Ratcatchers, this House is of opinion that the privilege 
should be likewise conferred upon the Daughters of the said Rat- 
catchers, whether residing within the Parliamentary Boundaries of 
Westminster, or on the other side of the Water, which term shall he 
taken and held to have reference solely to the River Thames. 

‘That such Daughters of such Ratcatchers as aforesaid, if indepen- 
dently engaged in the Sale of Sprats, or other Fish, all round and 
about that Quarter, shall be entitled to a dual Vote in such capaeity ; 
such dual Vote, however, to cease and determine in the event of such 
Daughters of such Ratcatchers as aforesaid ceasing to be Spinsters by 
contracting Marriage with Vendors of Sand, lily-white or otherwise.”’ 

And yet there are people who sneer at Mr. Miu as a mere theorist ! 





Contradictory. 


Ir may seem strange, but it is a fact well-known to those who have 
but a slight and superficial acquaintance with science, that if you keep 
a fire thoroughly coaled, you will probably keep yourself thoroughly 
warm. 
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MEN WE MEET. 


BY THE COMIC PHYSICGNOMIST. 








Tur C. P. at A Levee. . 
“ Wuat” (the wondering reader will ask himself when he sees the 
| heading £0 this chapter ny cana young man cf the C. P.’s practical 
| good sense want to spend his time in kotooing to Princes for?” And 
| if the C. P.’s reply to this reasonable question is rather hazy, its hazi- 
ness must be attributed te the following fagts :— oe 
1, An organ grinder is playing an air called “ I choose to be a bird 
under the C. P.’s window, and when the C. P. scowls at him, the 
| grinder smiles a kindly smile, as though, having been the philosopher's 
| chosen friend in days long since, he felt sure that his re-appearance 
would raise a host of pleasant recollections in the C. P.’s mind. 
| 9% Avery large band of very small boys, all alike, is blessing the 
| Prince or WaA.Es in the distance. ; eo 
| 3, A neighbouring chapel sees some reason in the fact that this is 
| Wednesday morning, for ringing |a shrewish tinkling bell for one 
hour. ; 
| 4. It is on Wednesdays that intrusive h’s and p’s make their appear- 
| ance in the middle of the whords—words, that is—that the C. P. places 
| on the blue-laid quarto eye upon;which he is in the habit of record- 
| ing his idoas for the benefit of an eager public. 
5. There is a family next door beating carpets. ; 
6. There is another family, at the, other next door, playing AscHER’s 
Danse Negre. 
7. A mastiff over the way is baying like mad. os 
| To quote Mx. Dick Swivetter, “Under such a combination of 
| s rers, no man can be considered a free agent.” 
| e C. P. did not go to Court to kotoo to Princes, although the 
kotooing to Princes happened to be one of the incidents of his progress 
through St. James's Palace. He went to Court in order to set at 
1 rhest—rest, that is—confound: those h’s !—a question which for many 
i ‘ years had sore perplexed him—that is to say, ‘‘ Why do people go to 





ae mili == t-- 


_ Levées?”’ They cannot all go to see why people go, as the philo- 
| sopher did. Of course he is well aware that there are some people 
whose position in society demands that they should show themselves 
at these singular gatherings once a year, or so, but these form but a 
_ small portion of those who attend. They go as a duty, and as a very 
_ tiresome duty, and very bored they all look. What the C. P. wanted 
to know is, what Enstcn Parker, of the Barbadoes Militia, Corner 
Tompkins, of the Affghanistan Irregulars, Brown, the big brewer, 
GREEN, the great grocer, can possibly want over 
and over again at St. Jamess? The C. P. is 
bound to admit that his doubts upon these 

ints were not satisfactorily set at rest. 
Neither did two collateral questions, not 
bearing directly upon Levées, but growing 
out of them, meet with satisfactory solutions. 
What do people want in Yeomanry Regi- 
ments? and why join the Hon. Corps. of 
Gentlemen-at-Arms? The C. P. does not 
refer to the Gentlemen-at-Arms under the 
new organization, but to the corps as it was 
three or four years since. ‘‘ WiLkins deter- 
mining to be a Gentleman-at-Arms”’ is a 
sketch which the C. P. regrets he has not 
space for in this chapter. 

The C. P. has invariably noticed that, with 
all their faults, Scotch gentlemen are more 
accessible to strangers than any other inhabi- 
tants of the British Isles ; so he took the gallant 
me grown’ on his left into his confidence, 
and requested him to pilot the philosopher 
through the gilded salon that leads to the 
Throne Room—a duty which the Highland 
gentleman disch with so much t 
urbanity, that the C. P. will say nothing ill- 
natured about him—except that he cannot 
possibly imagine what that gentleman could 
! see in a Levée to induce him to come up all 

. the way from Edinburgh to attend it. 
Next is a type of young man which struck the C. P. as being 
_ pleasantly characteristic of the better class of army men. He is, as 
the intelligent reader will perceive, a light cavalry man; and, save 
that he is rather shallow-pated, not at all a bad-looking light cavalry 
| man. He is not brilliant, but he is very gentlemanly, smokes good 
comm, bets rather freely, is not above créquet, fancies he knows 
- about a horse, is not much too fast, is a good waltzer, and a care- 
Ww. 
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but not a foppish dresser. Altogether, taking the army as a 
hole, the C. P. is disposed to think that the typical light cavalry 


FUN. 
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man is as pleasant a specimen of a soldier as a not too enthusiastic 
civilian can expect to meet with. 





Re. 
Then comes a general officer of the old school—one of 
disciplinarians of forty years ago. He isa martinet in every sense of 
the word, and will send any officer of his brigade off parade who 
dares to show a watch-chain. He is a particularly disagreeable 
old gentleman to youngsters, and is, I am afraid, as much disliked 
as he is feared in his district. He swears good round oaths at young 
men of birth, and, somehow, the young men of birth put up with 
them. It has always been a source of wonder to the C. P. how it is 
that army men, who are beyond all doubt brave and honourable as « 
class, bring themselves to submit to the language which certain 
foul-mouthed old seniors hurl at their subordinates on the smallest 

Peet 

ere is a yeomanry 
cavalry officer falking to 
the last new Radical mem- 
ber. The C. P. ventures 
to think that the yeo- 
manry officer, who is also 

a deputy-lieutenant, and 
a colonel of militia, is a 
fair sample of a large 
class of civil soldiers. He 
does not look much like 
a warrior ; but his posi- 
tion in the county re- 
quires that he should 
identify himself with its 
institutions. He is a 
gentleman of good family, 
and a true Conservative 
in politics, and is listen- 
ing to the new Radical 
member’s views on Re- 
form, with a quiet, gen- 
tlemanly affectation of 
interest, which induces & 
the Radical gentleman to 
suppose that he is bring- 
ing the old Conservative 
round to his views. But 
the old Conservative was 
never yet brought round 
to anybody’s views. He 
was born and educated in 
certain opinions, and to 
these he will stick until 
death. 

_ This is an unpleasant 
sight. The elder officer 
is a fair type of a bad 
kind of Army Man—the 
Army Man whose body 
has grown old with 
greater rapidity than his 
tastes. He delights in 
the society of anyone 
who can tell him a 
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“good story,’ 


| and the C.'P. fears that his companionship will not tend to elevate | 
| the moral tone of the raw young gentleman who is whispering the 

J It is an un- 
| pleasant spectacle, and the C. P. will be pardoned for not dwelling on it. | 


. 


last scandalous anecdote to the disgusting old satyr. 


Here is the latest Q.C., 
talking to a very worthy 
deputy - lieutenant. The 
Q.C. is not quite happy 

| in his silk robes and full- 
| bottomed wig. He has 
| had to give up a capital 
| junior’s practice, and he 
| doesn’t know yet whether 
his practice as a leader 
| will approach it. He has 
| “taken silk”’ rather too 
' soon, but he has a wife 
whose dream it has been 
for years to see him ina 
Q.C. wig, and she has 
hurried the good gentle- 
man into taking a step 
which, if he had been left 
to himself, he would not 
have taken for half-a- 
dozen years. As for. the 
deputy-lieutenant; why a 





deputy-lieutenant is such an astounding anomaly, and altogether 
such an unfathomable mystery, that the C. P. feels that he must 
content himself with merely giving his portrait. A deputy-lieutenant 
1s too sacred a mystery to be profaned by such unhallowed hands as 


those of a C. P. 





HARD LINES. 


No doubt I’m thought a horrid muff, 
And bandy-legged as Quasimodo ; 


which, in his sense, means a very bad story indeed ; | 
| 






Come down to the river, 
My dearest, my dove ; 


The wavelets above, 


And wander with me, 


By moonlight our roaming 


So blissful shall be: 


A SERENADE. 


Where the grey willows quiver 
Where the stream’s soft meander the shore gently washes— 
But, oh, since it’s damp, dear, pray bring your goloshes 
Come out in the gloaming 


Oh, come , but your true-love, sweet maid, is no traitor, 
He prudently whispers one word—‘ respirator.” 


Thourh skies unpropitious 


Above us shall lower ; 
on ; as 
To meet is delicious, 
Despite of a shower. 


So come to your love, spite of rain, mia be//a, 
But of course you will prudently bring an umbreila ! 


Spring. 


| 
) | A POETIC RHAPSODY. 


THe poet went abroad in the country to look for the sweet fore- 
warnings of Spring. He wandered in woodlands and through pastures, 
over hill and dale: and everywhere he was saluted by tidings of the 
All nature was singing. 
the nest of the speckled thrush in the hawthorn tree, he heard one of 
the eggs chanting its lay—‘‘I would I were a bird!” and when he 
passed through the meadow, he heard the cow chanting in a low voice, 
And the poet’s heart was 
light, though the integuments which clothed his lower man were but 
thin, and ill-calculated to protect him against the balmy Easterly 


approaching gladness. 


“‘T know what I chews to be a daisy.” 


winds of the welcome Spring. 


Obvious. 


Pi 
‘ 


As he listened by 


My hair is very often rough, 
My figure squat as any dodo; 

I never sat for Romeo, 
Or slim Adonis—dainty creatme! 

But still my eyes are straight, you know, 
And I’ve a noble nasal feature. 


But, on my honour, Jonzs’s wife 

Is plain in face, in costume grubby ; 
I never saw in all my life 

Such fishlike eyes, a nose so snubby ; 
She’s what the women ¢all “bad style,” 

Her hair’s the dingy red of carrots, 
Her conversation’s simply vile— 

Her voice far harsher than a parrot’s ! 


She always victimizes me, 
Her tone admits of no denial ; 
At home, one doesn’t mind, you see,— 
In public she’s an awful trial! ; 
I never go to see a play 
But to my side she wildly rushes, 
When Jonss slips, reynard-like, away, 
And I’ve to drag her through the crushes 
"T'was just the same the other night, 
From Mrs. Jones I could not sever, 
Although the eyes of my delight 
Were watching both of us for ever; 
And when at last I got away 
To Isorrine—(I thought I'd miss’d her)— 
To my disgust I heard her say, 
** So like! of course, it was your sister !”’ 


Shocking Railway Accident. 


Norutnc can be more clear to any observant mind than that the 
industrious portion of the Irish people have no share in the Fenian 
disturbances. That the Fenian body is made up only of the idle and 
improvident is sufficiently proved by their late rising. 








Atiswers te Correspondents. 


[We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope. | 

PHILOP@GMON will see we have, ‘‘ more or less politely,’’ licked one of 
his notions into shape. 

CLopocukE is thanked. His address will oblige. 7 

L.—Your sketches once too L-ementary, are still in- L-igible. 

H. T., Norfolk-street, must be off his head. 2 

F. G., Reading, is clearly not accustomed to writing, for he spells motto 
with an ‘‘e.” 

“Great A’’ and “Little A”’ are hardly worth saving. 

J. A. P., Woolwich.—We can scarcely credit it. . 

FATHER Tom.—We agree with you, but the paragraph is hardly suit- 
able. 

H.—We grieve to check your aspiration. 

BLUEBAG.— Won't wash. 

Hop T. T. is a complete mystery to us! 

F. S., Gray’s-inn-road.—Parodies on ‘“‘I would I were a bird’’ are 


getting beyond a lark. coe 
B. C., Newport Market.— The Coffin Nail” is surely not a peg for 


comic verse. 7 
C. Firz-H.—Not one of the ideas that ‘‘struck’’ you appears to us to be 


a hit. 
An OLp Joxer.—Should it not have been ‘‘a repeater of old jokes >" 
ScHOOLMASTER.—Evidently abroad,—at any rate not at home in the 
comic line. 
Tue author of “Situations not Wanted” will not get the situation he 
wants in our columns, so it’s all in keeping. 
C. W. H., Birmingham.— Won't do. 
Declined with thanks—E. S., Bayswater; S. G., Liverpool; Angelica 









Tue other evening as Dr. of , in Kent, was travelling by 
the London, Chatham, and Dover line, and shortly before the train 
entered the tunnel which runs under the grounds of the Crystal Palace, 
his attention was attracted by cries of “Someone ill—Someone ill!’ 
With an alacrity which speaks volumes for his humanity and pro- 
fessional zeal, he leapt from the carriage, and, declaring himself to bea 
medical man, offered to attend to the sick person. On inquiry, how- 
ever, he learnt that it was only one of the porters crying out the name 
of the station, which he pronounced “Sy’nh’m ’ill!’’ Unfortunately, 








Wiggins; W. C., St. Paul’s Churchyard; W. J. H. Stone; H. B. B.; 
Junior Atheneum; G. D. E. P.; W. D., Park Village East; An Uncom- 
mercial Traveller; Blotting Paper; Ginger; Imprimatur; R. W. J.; 
C. L. K.; Champagne Charlie; Jolly Cold; D. M. P.; E. B.; E. M. 5.; 
Robert, 184 B.; F.J.G. H.; S.C. J., Walsall; R. B., Manchester-street ; 

M.; Johannes Asurus; 


J. Y.; R. R. Y., Bishopagate-street; Rustic; Pleeceman Z.; C. A. L.; 


J. W. R., Edinburgh; Mrs. C. Melksham; J. 


| Litton; Devonshire Gloster; J. M. S., Limerick; G. H. S., Southsea ; 
J. P., Torquay; G. J., Brigg; C. B., Alnwick; J. G., Camden-town ; 


by the time the doctor discovered this, the train had started, and | H. W., Elgin; W. J. P., Stanhope-place; Tomkins; D. L.; Mopeful; 


owing to this shoeking accident he arrived home too late for dinner. 
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Apollo Pipes. 
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THE BRITISH MUSEUM. 


Tug Chancellor of the Exchequer ought to have consulted us as to 
the clauses of his Reform Bill. We could have suggested a fancy 
franchise which, without being at all likely to increase the electoral 
body, would have been based on a qualification of the most searching 
and satisfactory character. If he had proposed to give a vote to every 
male, duly certified to have arrived at years of discretion, who could 
ei that he spent twenty-four hours every month in the British 

useum, we think no reasonable person would have ventured to assert 

that such a franchise would not be well earned, and in fact rather dear 
at the price. 
_ If there be, according to Mr. Dickens, “ a repose about Lant-street, 
in the Borough,” there is a yet more profound calm about the B. M.— 
a calm which is like an iced stagnation. We have been frequently 
informed by our regular readers that they visit the Museum on Thurs- 
days, in order to repress the hilarious excitement produced by the 
perusal of our weekly issue. But even under these circumstances it is 
not a stimulant (?) to be indulged in with entire impunity. One of our 
subscribers, who is very wealthy, chanced to be overheard to say that 
he visited the Museum every Thursday, and that it did him good. 
P. in Lunacy were instantly commenced, and if our publisher 
had not gone to the rescue with the cffice ‘books to prove that the 
unfortunate gentleman took in Fun every week, there can be little 
doubt but that the Commissioner would have sent him to an asylum. 

We have visited and inspected the Museum with the perseverance 

and courage of another Sir Saver Baker. We intend to publish a 
detailed account of our travels, which will no doubt prove interesting 
to the general public, throwing, as it will throw, so much light on a 
comparatively unknown locality. It is a theory of ours that the ma- 
jority of attendants have been crossed in love; that the mummies are 
the embalmed remains of constant visitors who perished of inanity— 
we beg pardon, inanition—in the building; that the Sculpture Depart- 
ment is even m ore depressing than the New-road between Portland-street 
and Tottenham-court-road, and quite as solemn as the monumental 
suburbs of a cemetery; and that if the vocal Memnon could only 
arrange for an engagement at a music-hall, he would jump at the lowest 
offer. When we last saw him, he was whistling ‘“‘The Harp that 
Onoe,” in a ‘eo minor key, with as many flats asa house in 
Victoria-street, Westminster. 


onsen: Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for tne Propriet 
March 3°, 1867, 
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The great question, ‘‘ What shall we do with our convicts ?”’ has long 
convulsed England—at least, if it has not convulsed it, it has given 
rise to acute internal discomfort, in connection with which we might 
adumbrate the distinct medical definition, “ stomach-ache.” ar 

We cannot quit the subject of the British Museum without pointing 


—_———_____, 





out a solution which struck us (simultaneously with a chill that has set | 


us sneezing ever since) in the Statuary Cellars at the B. M. We can- | 


not but think that if the convicts were walked for an hour or two daily 


up and down the Sculpture Gallery at the British Museum, and a read- — 
ing-desk were erected at one end, where a clergyman of the Established — 
Church should read Tupper, and a platform were raised at the other | 


end, for a “comic singer”’’ to descant vocally upon the amount that 


depends upon * the stoyle in which it’s done ’’—we cannot but think, | 


we repeat, that the process would have a remarkably deterrent effect, 
and that, though the returns of the coroner for the district might be 
materially increased, the cost of maintaining our criminals would be 
reduced in like ratio. 

N.B.—In the interests of humanity we would point out that the 
officials who would be required to see to the carrying-out of the 
punishment must be relieved at short intervals. It is just possible the 
extra expense thus involved would exceed the saving effected by the 
system. 





Clerical Intolerance. 


A GENTLEMAN who signs himself “ An Enthusiast in the People’s 
Cause,”” and whose real name is Buss, writes as follows :—“ Sir,—It 
was my fervid aspiration to christen my infant son after an eminent 
Reformer, as well as by my own name, Ernest. The pampered priest 
to whom I applied has coolly advised me to choose some other names, 
if possible. He did not clearly state the reason why. Can you give 
me, dear Sir, any clue to his real motives?’ We can only say that 
we think the reverend gentleman was quite right. Imagine, if you 
can, the misery, both at school and in after-life, of a hapless individual 
named— “i pmonp Beags E. Buss!”’ 


EE 





NOTICE.—Now ready, the Eleventh Half-Yearly Volume of FUN, being 


i 
~ 
ao 
ae 
o 
“f 
x 
~ 
| 5 
x 
f 


THE FOURTH VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. 
Magenta cloth, 4s. 6d. ; post free, 5s. Cases for binding, 1s. 64. each. 


or) by W. ALDER, at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.— 
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The place of honour in the large room is, I believe, given to the 

Cobo alk. ‘* Beau’s Stra: m,’’ by which E. C. Barnzs, deserves it, for it is as | 

well-painted as it is original in treatment. The two rooms of water- 

By THE SAUNTERER IN Society. colours will prove very attractive, I think. Three pictures by the 

late Pau Gray will be found there. 

AMUEL JOHNSON—or as theduffing | Anour a week or so since, the Pall Mali gravely inserted an article 
essayist delights to call him, “‘ burly | Which announced the discovery of certain suppressed passages froia 
Sam JOHNSON’’—speaking of Ep- | “ Gulliver’s Travels,’ and gave a quotation. It professed to be a 
MUND WaLLER’s first appearance in | portion of the visit to the Houyhnhnms, and in it Gulliver describes the 
Parliament, says, that in such matters | malpractices of the Turf. The whole thing was a hoax—the passage 
there is an age “before which few | @ clever forgery, which was detected by one of the sporting papers on 
men distinguish themselves much to | account of the use of modern sporting slang. In other respects the 
their advantage.” I don’t know | imitation was eapital. But the matter does not end here. Our learned 
what the age of Mr. Harvey, M.P, | contemporary, the London Review, brings its critical acumen to bear on 
for Thetford, may be—indced, I am | the passage, and pronounces it to be in “ Swirt’s keenest and most 
ashamed to say I never heard of him | masterly style.” Thereupon “ M. F. T.’’ (those initials seem familiar !) 
until last week—but he certainly | who takes in the Z. R., but to his credit, the P. M. G. also, writes to 
does not appear to much advantage | the latter journal and begs for more suppressed passages, and the 
in his speech on the Reform Bill. | “‘ Young man in the Temple,’’ who supplied the first, replies :— 

Some people never know when they “T am just starting from my dad’s place at Ballynabraggan, so that L ean’t wii'e 
are making themselves ridiculous. anything immediately. If the public would like another suppre-sed possege or two 
Fancy a fraction of our collective | from Gulliver, of course they can be done; but I am in doubt whether aman who 


: ‘ 3 . : _ | i8 pronounced by so grave and acute a critic as the London Review to be as admi- 
wisdom gravely discoursing on Thet rable a satirist as Swirr ought not to set up on his own aecount, and wear his own 


ford, i formerly the capital of East | jaurels. There is a fine opening for a satirist just now, and if the close »nd accurste 

Anglia,” and now boasting ‘‘a paper- | critics of the Z. R. ean find no difference between my genius.and that of the lamented 
mill and one of the largest manufactories of artificial manure!’’? Well | Dean, I suppose I may count with certainty upon success with the mere public.” 
might the House laugh at such a speech delivered on such an occasion. | Poor London Revicw ! This is almost as good a blunder as that mistake 
The Reform Bill is under discussion—the whole nation is agog to | about Johnson’s preface, which was the death of the Reader. The 
hear what is to be done—the House of Commons is on tiptoe with | Review will, I feel sure, survive the blow; but it will be so bruised, 
expectation, when lo! up rises a gentleman to make an important dis- | that it will stand in need of a good supply of that “ Christmas oint- 
closure—about ancient history and artificial manure! ment ’’—and no flies, this time—of which it was so justly vain a little 

Ir is never safe to prophesy until after an event; and accordingly | while since. : 

I feel shy about speaking of the prospects of the Reform Bill, because | ‘Tue weather seems to have taken a turn for the better. It has been 
by the time these lines appear, some new complication or revelation | a hard and long winter, but I hope a warm spring and dry summer 
may have taken place. But I think that there may be a chance of the | will make up for it. The season has had many strange features— 
measure coming to something, though the Opposition is beginning to | amongst other things, I notice it has considerably ated the 
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show fight, and the Ministry seem inclined to stand at bay. One can’t see | ordinary course of the months in the north, for, as I write, I have, 
clearly how it is to end; but I think I may venture to predict t hat it | lying before me a copy of the supplement to the Preston Guardian, 
is not impossible the result may be the same as that of the fumous | which announces that it is “for the weck ending February 30, 1867.’’ 


Irish duel, when “ one of the combatants was wounded in the ar n, the 
other fired in the “oe so the matter terminated.”’ Pane Ee hel > Re ee 

Next Monday will be the Royal Academy sending-in day, The . 
exhibition, if the hangers dentin? ordinary adhere tienda thak is THE TWO GRINDERS 
more to the point, ordinary (I should, perhaps, say in their case ex- 
traordinary) fairness—will be of unusual merit. There are some 
‘‘whacking canvases’’ in progress. Frirn has at last cont: ived to 
tear himself from Railway Stations, Race-courses, and Royal M.: rriages, There is another grinder, who 
and is to give us a Charles the Second picture in his old style. Goes near to drive me crazy, too— 
Mittais is finishing “ Jephtha and his Se Cap :ron has He’s there in my front garden. 
painted a fine “‘Home after Victory,” that e popular. Marks Bi ae Sl ail eats sie 
has done the march of ‘“ Falstaft’s Own ;” ae “Wy ckliffe = - ongee Wie 2 rrp i Ram og ‘ 
sending out copies of his Bible ;’”” Hopason, “ Even-song ;’’ «nd Wrn- yd Loy ws Ma te eta Ay 
FIELD, ‘‘ The Last Moments of Cromwell,” a picture that will attract Mieswuiiii. Ua take ae Galle Ee 
attention. Waker is finishing the “Boys Bathing,’ which vas too With, emedenes-om-cothemetells 
late last year. Leicuton has a “ Venus” ready, with som? other Such grinders singly were enough— 
subjects. Of course Lanpsser, Creswick, STANFIELD, and oth rs, guos Tho two will drive me frantic! 
enumerare, etc., are to be represented. 

Poor Livingstone! I fear it is no use trying to believe we may yet 
a he is alive. The evidence is eee the ae a 7 = Literary News. 

one noble service as a missionary of civilization, an 0 1't dou ss ss - : = 
his work will be carried out to the end. Some people may ask what Tue “Royal i eetg ae . elondatiane nd oe = & 
is the use of wasting such men on objects like African disc overies or | USU4l oe a ra F co “ tp - “ y gee } «9 fe) tithe of 
Arctic ones. But these men are specially born for their work, and list of bene ae ai 2. f we — vit ‘i “i pinged a | 
you might as well try to talk the needle of a compass into doing but- authors relieved "’—affords food for OCT e ONG, may OX - ~ - 
ton-hole stitch instead of pointing northward, as hope tc turn their mended for the consideration of those young authors who, adoptin: 
minds from adventure and discovery. Livinestone’s death is a pang 98 A> f profession, are not quite determined which branch of it 
national loss. wey Foal NOY *s 

I nave just received the first monthly part of Cassell’s Magazine. It | Classification of authors relieved.—Class 1, history on@ biography, 11 erent, 
improves vastly, after number one, in its appearance, and does not fall | £40 t Saaen % PIMA sera’: ? Srenta, £290; Claman Aeeerarhy and trovels 
off in its literary merit. ‘ Ethel,’ by J. D. Watson, is the frontis- | 4 grants, £115; Class 6, classical literature and education, 2 g: ants, £80; Cinss 7, 
piece, and is a pleasing little figure. The list of names of the con- | political economy, 1 grant, £50 ; Class 8, poetry, 6 grants, £150 ; Clars 9, essays and 
tributors to this part is gootl as a whole:—Messrs. THornsury, pee ” a El eae hie.’ drama, | grant, £20; Class 11, law, 3 grants, £55; 
Dutton Cooxe, Hoiimcsueap, Turner, SketcuLey, CLARKE, and ’ , he yn ; : . 
Moy Tuomas should concoct a good magazine among them. The | From this it would seem that poetry is not a good line to adopt, as six 
Editor should look after his lady contributors though: Mrs. Mata- | poets only received one hundred and fifty pounds among them, or are 
cHiTe should not be allowed to talk of “a very hideous man and an | and-twenty pounds apiece, whereas historians drew ests a rae and @ 
intensely pretty woman, neither of whom are,” etc. periodical-writer, even, got over five-and-ihirty. Po ubica ee 

Tue Exhibition of the Society of British Artists will be open to the commanding fifty pounds, we would recommend our young friends 
public a couple of days-before this appears. It will be a very capital | to stick td that, and leave poetry, and tales, and essays to men of 
show, Mr. G. Coxz has a fine landscape, and Ms, A. Bs, Burr a | fortune. cee Alii 

ever figure subject. Mr, Hares exhibits some of his noble marine : ; 
oukiaean and a Hemy some fine coast scenes. Messrs. Harpy, ; Epigram on Duality. 
Syzr, Lrpovicr, Hayiiar, Bayuiss, and Bromizy will appear to Tue scheme is ingenious and crafty a PY hs 
advantage also, and so will Mr. Watters, a rapidly rising artist. But in England, at least you can’t make that two deur. 
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THERE is a grinder drives me mad— 


A double tooth, so very bad, 
In vain my nerves I harden. 
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‘PORTRAIT OF A GENTLEMAN!” 





JUsT TAKE HIM THAT NOTE! 

Thomas :—“ THERE’B A LOT 0’ PEOPLE HERE, AND I pon’T 
WHICH I8 YER MASTER.”’ 

Coachman :—“‘ WELL, LOOK HERE, YOU GO INTO THE ROOM, AND 
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—WHY THATS MY MASTER!”’ 
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| FROM OUR STALL. 


wm HE revival of Rob Roy has 
afforded the Drury Lane 
management another oppor- 
tunity of distinguishing itself 
by taste and liberality. The 
piece hardly deserves, in our 
opinion, the pains that Mr. 
CHATTERTON has taken with it. 
Perhaps the feat of trans- 
forming an excellent novel 
into a tiresome drama was 
never so triumphantly per- 
formed as in the case of Rod 
Roy. Some extraordinary at- 
traction was evidently found 
necessary for the support of 
the piece on its revival at 
Drury Lane; therefore, Mr. 
rm ee was engaged, 
a an R. Powriz brought 
from Edinburgh to strengthen its effect. The former ‘ail. 
man, from causes that we have not heard explained, has dis- 
operas the mannan and the latter has sprained his ancle. 
Mx. W. Harxison plays and sings the part of Frank Osbaldistone 
pretty nicely, but he always frightens us by running into falsetto, and 
not seeming to know his way out again. ‘Mr. SwINBuRNE, who has 
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Coachman (to Thomas) :—‘* HERE, MY MASTER'S DINING WITH YOURN— 
’ 


SEES A GEN’L’M’N THERE A8 LOOKS AS IF EVERYTHINK HE TOOK DID HIM GOOD 
} 
' 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 4. 
A Quer superstition, 
And ancient tradition, 
The views on its origin vary: 
And people are caught ; 
Each year you'd have thought, 
Would make them more cautious and wary. 





1. 
He stands afar, nor joins in croquét play, 
While April sunshine makes a pleasant day ; 
And as they call his absence “‘ too absurd,” 
Fair lips will pout and, may be, say this word. 
2 


It gives its treasure to her eye, 
But when one comes to speak, 
Each fair scene’s passed unheeding by, 
While blushes tint her cheek. 


Love that was well requited wrought him woe, 
And when his lady by the cruel foe 
Was hardly treated, with an answering sigh— 
He gasped and calmly laid him down to dio. 

4 


Where the surges heat in thunder, 
On a far-off western shore, 

Tinged by sands that lie thereunder, 
As a poet ’s said before. 

There by restless waves surrounded, 
In the long-drawn aisles the hymn, 

With the sacred service sounded, 
From the morn till day grew dim. 

5 


Without her you would cut a pretty figure, 
As you grow smarter so her bill grows bigger. 


ANSWER TO Acrostic No. 2. 


Punjaub 
Olive 
Tara 
Trill 
Elaine 
Rhymes 
- Connect SoLuTions oF Acrostic No. 2, RECEIVED 27TH MaRcH.— 
Tooting; Mrs. Owdashus Cuss; Pipekop; P.; Bull-pup; 
Betsy H.; Darkey; Lawson; Bow-wow; Ganymede; Sheernasty; 
Petlein; Lambkin ; Snip; Newton Ards; Connu; Warley; Deep- 
thought; Quartette; H. E. V. D.: Red-nosed Elk; K. P. * ** *; 


Bea HOW 
nee Pri 


now Surrey; Sciatica; Nanny’s Pet; Young Bedo; Ginger; Carver and 
Gilder; Spectre Pig; Ferret; Knurr and Spell; Beef and Baked; 
IF You Green Mallet ; Infirm Mary ; E. D. 8.; Gobbles; J. E. B.; F. J. G. W.; 


Owdashus Cuss; ae. and Dolphin; A Cripple; Greenock; Ruby; 
Bumblepuppy; Jibjobbey; D. G. R.; Mary Port; Knight Templar ; 
J. C.; A Gowk; Gyp; Nosnan Eillini; Brain; Dora; Snooks; Dulca- 
mara; Fal; Chichester for B.; Vancouver; J. W.; Birkenhead. 





replaced Mr. Pownte since the first Stem, isa good Rob Roy 
McGregor—perhaps a trifle stagey. The Nichol Jarvie of Mr. PuEtrs 
is one of his best comic parts; an easy second, in fact, to Sir Pertinax 
(which is an easy first). Mr. McIntyre was finely grotesque as the 
Dougal Creature. In a certain eccentric line of character this actor 
is rapidly making a reputation ; and in the forthcoming drama at this 
house, Mr. Mcintyre is to have a part which will fit him like a 
love. Muss Cross, the young lady who performs the part of Diana 
ernon, sings well and would sing better if she were less nervous. 
*Miss Ls Tu1ere declaimed sonorously as Helen McGregor ; and Mrs. 
AynsLgy Coox, whose name should certainly be inserted in the bill, 
brought the house down by her singing of the solo part in the Tramp 
Chorus. Let us, before we have done with Rob Roy, implore the acter 
who plays Mr. Owen, to make him a little bit more intelligent. The 
confidential clerk of a large banking firm could hardly have been the 
simpleton he is represented on the aoe Lane stage. 

_ Revivals are the order of the day. Whe Duke’s Motto has been re- 
vived at the Lyeeum, David Garrick at the Haymarket, and It is Never 
Too Late to Mend at the Princess’s. We are to have a few novelties at 
Easter, including a burlesque from Mr. Burnanp at the Olympic, one 
rag nd W. Broveu at the Strand, and one from Mr. Gitsert at 

e Holborn. 





Received with open arms. 

The Great Eastern is to ran between America and France during the 
Paris Exhibition. In order to show how highly the Emperor estimates 
the American, it is arranged that the latter shall be conveyed at once 
from the bosom of his fam#y to the Brest of France. 
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THE FRENCH EXHIBITION. 
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PARIS AND BACK. Sh Wes 
° ee 
SUPPOSE you intend, my intelligent friend, Yh AON 
In the course of the Spring to run over | i> 
(It’s done in a minute, when once you begin it) | | 
To Paris by Folkestone or Dover. | 


Perhaps, by a brief preparation, 
In elegant versification, 


| i 
























I may show you a few of the things you can do, 
When you're out on your peregrination. 







II. 


Let me mildly suggest that the journey is best, 
If you start when the weather looks shiny ; 
You may feel a qualm, if it’s not pretty calm, 
When the steamer gets out on the “ briny.” 
Pale brandy—don’t venture without it— 
Will cure you, perhaps, but I doubt it ; 
Or lie on your back when you feel the attack, 
And think nothing whatever about it. 


III. 
If, on landing, you feel in the cue for a meal, | 
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You can get it of course at the station ; 
You’ve a long way to go and the trains travel slow 
In that lively and go-a-head nation. 
Get the very first coach you can dive at, 
When Paris at length you arrive at, 
You'll be perfectly charmed (and a little alarmed) : 
By the pace that those vehicles drive at. | 


IV. 


Take your café au lait on beginning the day, 
But fight shy of a solid refection ; 
You can then go and moon about Paris till noon, 
And indulge philosophic reflection. 
You're sure to grow fonder and fonder 
Of Paris the further you wander : a 
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Our sights over here are uncommonly queer 
To the sights you may see over yonder. 


v. 
Don’t go to Saint Cloud—you’re a muff if you do— 
There’s enough to be seen in the city ; 
The drama’s a sight you should get ev'ry night, 
For the French (unadapted) are witty. 
think I may say in addition 
(As I’ve little more space for tuition) 
That, while you're in France, you should seize on the chance 
Of a trip to the new Exhibition. . 
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“ Glad of it,” says the Manchester man. ‘“ Fellow advised me to 
buy some things of his. Got ’em cheap—they’ll fetch twice what I 
gave for’em now. Capital pictures!” 

To a real lover of Art, a visit to a picture sale is full of interest. 
First of all there are the pictures to see—pictures he may never have 
the chance of seeing again; early works by recognised men, fetching 
good prices which thoy don’t merit. Early works by unrecognised 
in the houses of the old landed gentry, and they feel it necessary to | ™°™ fetching about half their real value. Then there are the buyers— 
have something of the same sort too. Pictures are an investment, and | ©? who buy pictures because they like them—men who buy pictures 
the only wonder is that so-called Art journals do not give the state of because they want to be supposed to like them—men who buy pictures 
the market, just as the commercial journals record the rise and fall of because other people buy pictures—men who buy pictures as an 
shares. The Picture-Auctions would supply the needful statistics ; investment. Next are the non-buyers—men who don't buy pictures 
and from them the list might be made out something in this style :— because they don t care about them—men who don’t buy pictures 

“ The demand for genuine Old Masters continues active. In Modern because they can’t afford to buy them—men who don’t buy pictures 
Works much business has been done, though, in consequence of the because they can afford not to buy them. The varieties are endless. 
approaching Royal Academy sale, which begins on the lst May, some Some never praise or blame a picture till they have found out the 
large customers are holding back. PickeRserizs are a little flat. painter’s name in the corner. Others always blame—others always 
Hants have a downward tendency. Cxreswicxs are steady. ‘There is | P™™S° Then there are the people who know all the technical 
an advance in Leapgrs, and Lanpsgers go pretty briskly. BAnnzszs terms, and talk you stupid with keeping and chiaroscuro, scumbling 
show a tendency to rise. Muriuais’s are lively, and there has been a and glazing, and a host of more recondite words of obscure meaning. 
call for Catprrone. SANDYsEs command good sales, and in some | _ For our part, we consider Picture-Auctions to be little better than 
quarters Buxne Joneses are well looked after. It is stated there will | !@ve marts. A man has no business to be always buying and selling 
be good business done in AnayrTaces, Nicouses, and Perrres next | Pictures, any more than he has to be always changing a wife. He 
_ month.” ought not to buy a pain until he is quite sure he really likes it; 

Nothing is more common than to meet with “patrons of Art,” who and once its owner, he ought not to be allowed to part from it unless 
are coolly reckoning up the returns they are likely to get for their he can show sufficient cause, such as poverty, for instance, before an 
aa Art-Divorce Court. It is a desecration of Art for a man to be perpetually 
_ “J way,’’ says old Corton, the millionaire from Manchester, who has changing the paintings on his walls, as if he were re-papering. The 
just dropped in at Duyzn’s studio to see if there’s a bargain to be picked | collections of such people should be confiscated, and added to the 
wae way of Art, “I say, Duyen, how’s that chap Smatr getting | National Collection. - 
on 
Hes ate well,” Dares thinks; “‘seems to be always at work. Loaves and Fisheries. 

- “Mr. Spencer Walpole has been appointed Inspector of Fisherles.”— Vide 


“How's he getting on with his pictures,” Corron means. “Do they | Papers. 
sell well f From soso which promotion now presents 
This clear and definite conclusion’s Fun’ s— 


REFLECTION S AT A PICTURE-AUCTION. 


Ir may shock those who are given to talking about “the increasing 
love of art’’ and the “ munificent patronage of art by the Meprcis of | 
Manchester ;’’ but there can be no doubt that Picture-Auction Rooms | 
are only a species of Share Market, and that paintings are a kind of 
currency. As for the Manchester Mepicis, in most cases it is to be 
feared they buy pictures as furniture. They see galleries of fine works 














: Yes, they sell very well,” Dryer is glad to say. 
‘i tecteantint’ prices,’ says Cotton, careful to be particular in his The duty of ** Paternal’? Governments 
verre > s Consists in finding snug berths for thei ; 
oy good, repos Dryzn, who thinks it’s very kind of old | Laan eet ee - 
TTon to take such an interest in a young and struggling artist. | Why is a shirt front like a bridge ?—Because it looks best-arched. 
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POLITICAL MILLINERY. 


“YOU SHA’N’T DRESS YOUR DOLL LIKE THAT!” 


“YOURE NOT TO DICTATE TO ME, MISS!” 
- in the background:— AH, I THOUGHT IT WOULD COME TO THIS, THEY BEGAN SO AMICABLY!” 
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MEN WE MEET. 


BY THE COMIC PHYSIOGNOMIST. 





Some Civus Men. 


Notun, perhaps, affords such conclusive evidence of the vastness of 
London than the fact that Club-Men, who are selected, as a rule, from 
the best of the better classes, should be so entirely unlike each other as 
they all are. Of course, eath club has an attribute of its own, and its 
members may be said to be, to a certain extent, denominational; and 
this fact, in itself, is sufficient to account for the broad lines of distinc- 
tion between the members of different clubs. But that some members 
of each club should be so utterly dissimilar in temper, tone, style, and 
general characteristics to the other members of the same club is a con- 
sideration which has a double effect upon the philosopher. It fills him 
with awe, for it brings the infinite ramifications of metropolitan society 
vividly before his eyes, and it fills him with vexation of spirit, for he 
feels that the task which he has set himself in this chapter is rather too 
great for his powers. However, he has by this time accustomed him- 
self to take the physiognomical bull by the horns to stich an unlimited 
extent, and with such a show of success, that he has come to look upon 
himself, if not as an absolute master of that embarrassing but attractive 
animal, at all events, as no unworthy match for it. It is true, that the 
philosopher has overheard, in railway carriages and on steam-boats, 
observations which tend to show that Mankind at Large is not 
altogether unanimous in supporting this opinion; but then when was 
Mankind unanimous? He has remarked, however, that the objectors 
to his system are all short, and have wens in their back-hair. There 
is but one exception to this rule—a big, blue-eyed, soft, golden-haired, 
plump maiden, who, at a party, spoke to the C. P. of himself, as a 
Muff, not knowing who the individual was whom she had the 
advantage of addressing. She appeared surprised when she saw two 
crystal tears roll out from the inner corners of the philosopher's fine 
eyes, and she seemed really alarmed when she perceived that his manly 
bosom was convulsed with sobs. IF this should catch the eye of 
R----- ND BL----- y—but no matter! The reader is probably 
at this moment asking himself, “‘ But what in the world has this to do 
with Clubs?’ The C. P. honestly acknowledges that it has nothing 
whatever to do with Clubs, but he was for the moment unmanned. He 
will snivel no more. 

If the packing-up of portmanteaus, the travelling for six hours 
across the country, the hunting for apartments in the West of England, 
and the subsequent unpacking of personal baggage on a very hot 
day, in a very bad temper and a tight boot, are the very best prepara- 
tives for sitting down to write a chapter of ‘‘Men we Meet,’ then 
should, this chapter be a triumph of literary and artistic excellence. 
But if, on the other hand, these considerations are admitted to be 
drawbacks to a free and unembarrassed style, then, by so much as they 
are drawbacks, may this chapter be taken as intellectually inferior 
to those which have preceded it. The C. P. is not well, and he 
heartily wishes he had written and posted this article. Now for 
the Clubs. 

This rather important old gentleman, 
with the semi-bald head, the over-hanging 
eyebrows, and the full white whiskers, is a 
member of the Senior United Service Club. 
He is an old Navy Post-Captain of the 
better class of the old school. Not one of 
the grog-drinking, swearing, indelicate old 
martinets of naval novels and naval plays, 
but a gentlemanly, fussy, obstinate, hon- 
ourable, crotchetty, courteous old boy—a 
man of some importance in his county, and 
one who has long been accustomed to 
immediate and implicit obedience from all 
under him. He still believes.in the bluff- 
bowed old tubs in which he first went to 
Sea sixty years ago, and looks upon Rams, 
Monitors, Merrimacs, and so forth, simply 
as dangerous and expensive toys, which 
are Curlous from an experimental point of 
view, but which the naticn will throw 
aside when it is tired of them. Our old 
Post-Captain is a staunch supporter of ; 
Church and State; a firm ally of the clergyman of his village; a 
believer in all game and fishery laws; and he always drinks “ The 
ee as soon as the cloth is removed, even though he be dining by 

elf. 

This old gentleman may be taken as a fair type of the Atheneum, 
as far as the Atheneum is susceptible of typification. (The C. P. 
wishes it to be distinctly understood that he does not believe that any 
Club with which he is acquainted is really susceptible of anything of 
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the kind.) The old gentleman in the 

margin is a learned old clergyman, 
filling some dusty old post in connection 
with the University of Oxford. Heisa 
learned bibliomaniac, and will hold out 
for hours at a time on the subject of 
Aldines, Elzevirs, and other cognate 
matters of which the C. P. will not 
pretend to know even so much as the 
names. How easy, by the way, would 
it be for the philosopher (if he were 
a humbug) to take down his Encyelo- 
pedia Britannica, which, in about 
forty volumes, is staring him in the 
face as he writes, and indite there- 
from (from the article called “ Books’’), 
a long catalogue of the obscure works 
upon which his friend in the margin 
is always ready to expatiate. But the 
©. P. Pe not a well-read man, and he 
scorns to convey, directly or indirectly, 


the kind. 

This active, eager, busy, energetic man, is a member of the Reform 
Club. He is probably a gentleman, although a careless one, aud he 
does not carry his Liberal views to 
the extent of becoming a downright 
Radical; but he is to be avoided, 
nevertheless, as an awful type of a 
Man with a Grievance. There is always 
something wrong. Either a man has 
been hanged without having _ 
through the trying ordeal of shaking 
hands with the executioner; or a secre- 
taryship has been created at four hundred 
a-year, the duties of which might be per- 
formed by a clerk at fifty; or a nigger 
too many has been killed; or a white 
man too few; or a railway train is five 
minutes late; or his cabman has over- 
charged him. If an account arrives that 
Kine Tommy, of Borria-Bungalee-Boo, 
has fried five hundred of his subjects, 
he has stories about the treatment of 
the mild Hindoo by the Kast India 
Company, which, by comparison, place 
Krixe Tommy's behaviour in the light of 
a mere amiable eccentricity. 

On the left, is a member of the Carlton—a quiet, steady-going old 
country gentleman, with a good eye fora horse. He is a good shot ; 
does a little, still, across country; is a fair fisherman; and, twenty 
years ago, was a good oar, and a first-rate bat. He is a County 
Magistrate, with 
a taste for pun- 
ishing poachers ; 
and he is, gene- 
rally, too hard 
upon vagrants 
and petty crimi- 
nals. It is a 
fault of his edu- 
cation—but it is 
a fault, notwith- 
standing. On the 
right, is a fair 
type of the 
Guards’ Club. 
The C. P. really 
does not know 
how to describe 
this gentleman. 
The only typical 
Guardsman who [ie 
is susceptible of fie 
much special ‘ 
description 1s the 
lisping, haw-haw, lardy-dardy Guardsman whom we meet upon the 
stage, and no where else. The gentleman whom the C. P. has selected 
is, of course, a brave man; of course, an honourable man (save in the 
matter of tradesmen, who don’t count); a cool hand in moments of 
difficulty ; gentlemanly, distant, and reserved ; unembarrassed in 
manner; “al conversationally equal to any emergency. Our friend 
will marry when he comes into his father’s estates ; leave the Guards, 
and take a Field-Officer’s commission in his county Militia Regiment, 
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Hie, THE PENSIONED POETS. a 

|e wy RET ayes heapaite (AMAA eT HAUG U A AL UAT DTT Tue Eart to his couch had crept, . 

1 QUAN A yes i Med dha iI Att ta | | | | | The rest he required to seek, oe 

1 LAT | ia } aN i ‘| WM i ) | i \ | k , In the fatal Reform Bill week ; a 

Li , | SHANI i ALA a UHM i TW Hh i | And quietly soon the Premier slept, ee 

Hr i iN iii baie a! HF it hit 4 | yy La {i | MM | | | Dreaming (perhaps) in Greek! 7 , 
H ion Mi i i NAMA |)! | H | | yay! Ht i ii Whi y it | He dreamt that a song was sung a "i 
He i ! | md | ee i Oe fp | Which troubled his brief repose, 4 
| iy Ait | mitt My yall i iki } | As the mournful ditty arose, a 

} ae +1 aA | hyd! Hs ‘WMA il | | From the lips of the pensioned poet Youne, 5 ; 
H ai | we Lp» wae i (i i | t And the lips of the poet Crosz. | 
ct atl |i NN Hy ST a | 
. ed ee Illy ni i THE POET YOUNG. a 

' bo = Zipp NTT, ot pl | Tue harp of ould Erin I strike with effulgence, . 3 \ 
H Jan x , ZZ Ee © Mi Cushla machree, cushla machree, ey | = 
1) Bh Premera ae i | Whilst Liberty marshals her Orange battalions, a =a 
1) att ah 7 From the Wicklow mountains all round to the sea! i oe DZ 


' i rp tere rT oa Neg i oo | 
Maes Po i Hoe esse aa y Awake, ye bold Loyalists, and down with his Holiness, “i | 









































a hr mage —e A > J roe ek the present number of the | There is a chastened delicacy about these illusions, my dear young 
suited to the occasion and subject, though img a ao ~~ a —— _ bow + himself. 

ith hi : > © : b quite y | | SHen, Sir, there is the Epsom Spring Meeting, which I 
with him where he talks of “the gin” betraying my “roving steps,” | did not think it worth Chile to print ay & Or es “City and 


4 " lr 1 ; Kathleen mavourneen, ohone, ohone ! i 
1 | May the Loxp LrzvTENant display greater boldness, a 
| 7 if f nh : , | Sitting in glory on the Vice-regal throne! oH 
4) HN H / jae Wit — ew | i) Then, croppies lie down, and arise Londonderry! a - 
:| a Mi \ Sa FAN SN : \ Belfast she is ready to join ; tia 7 
ae ; AANA SNS SRO So down with intimidation and bribery, __ ‘3 
+ ha | \ HA > Ya SN | pe : And hurroo for thé Battle of the Boyne! ey 
Le _——~ Ne ee SS Ne. Fs Be ! : 
a i yp ES OE | THE POET CLOSE. 
si Ue La Hatt, votive Dersy, whose magnific ray, 
n a ae Awakens the tuneful lyre in humble life ; 
‘ ‘ SF ts == Such being my own position, I am free to say, . 
i res Pe EEE And my only object is to maintain my wife. pa 
ny aby ——_— SSS i. May fortune smile upon the Countess D.! FS 
ie Ae a, : =~ I hope your good lady may continue well, re 
ae Whatever her poor poet’s lot should be, ¢ 
4 ; Though Poverty should ring his knell. Pk 
oe If half-a-crown were by your bounty flung, ni 
- I should regard it remarkable well-timed— to 
ee 7 I have said as many verses now as YOUNG, b 
if SS And I consider as they are better rhymed ! 9 
ing The Eart, so he dreamt, arose, i 
a BOOT-IFUL ! wake words on his tongue, 
It's all very well to talk about a southerly wind and a cloudy sky but think of “ May the Raise uae with the saok Or6en ] 
“ the torture of the boot’’ after a wet day’s hunting ! And eke with the poet Youne!”’ , 8 
! SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. and speaks of me as “ scaly,” and alludes to “ hostile jaw.” Ginis a | |) 8 
- condiment which I very rarely touch, and what he calls “ roving steps,” > . 
| NICHOLAS MEANDERS. attributing such to spirits-and-water, shows how harsh we may be in q 
| | +a, Sporting. aa Sus! 7 Ge oa storm our judgments, Nicuoxas often suffering from rheumatism in the 
| seit arena om oot ERR Ee Ey a retire ee es 
y fleet greyhound urge his flying foe. ... ’ O Speak OL; “scaly 1S an epitne 
Nor must the 8 rting Norse the gun forbear, which I indignantly repudiate; and as for “hostile jaw,’’ my enemies 
But — on | now manne he uM mee . ore. 7 oe may say what ar please. J don t care! My salary is paid regular, I 
To wind the twisted horn, to guide the horse ? and my bosom full of honest pride. ( 
| To keep thy seat unmoved hast thou the skill, In coming to matters more immediately Sportive, the Prophet labours 
O’er the high gate and ae oe seating ae . under what his French friends call “ un embargo de riches,” there being £ 
ata lege ed _. — ports,”” Canto IT, ao many topics for consideration, but will take them as they rise, one I 
Let your fierce dogs the rav‘nous otter chase; own the other come on. I have always been of opinion that your | Q 
Th’ amphibious monster ranges all the shores, paper, though otherwise well managed, do not give me enough space. | 7 
Darts through the waves and every haunt explores :— irst and foremost, then, Sir, I am glad to see that noble animal < { 
yr phen on be ay dom lye ee po the horse, than whom I am sure none more so, is now spoke of with i ( 
John Gay. Paral Sports,” Canto I. proper respect, as you will see in the following extract, where it is a 1 
«High raised on Fleet-street posts, consigned to fame, put quite like a Court Circular, such as “ Her Masesry took a walk on Mig 
This Work shall shine, and Walkers bless my name.” the slopes,” or “the Prince or Watezs rode on horseback” (as if, te 
John Gay. “Trivia.” Book TIT. by-the-bye, H.R.H. occasionally rode on a donkey, which he do not i 
. Betcravia. | do so, his enly other vehicle being a fire-engine, along with the DuxE “ig 7 
My pear youno Frrenp,—You will see as me and my Gentleman | °F SuTHERLAND and Nicno.as and afew other chums), or ‘the PrmncEs8 # | 
of the Press have made it up again, he having behaved, I am free to | BEATRICE drove,” which I must say as it is rather early for to trust : 
own, in a most gentlemanly manner considering his station in life, her with the ribands. But here, Sir, is the extract. Judge for 
ant plies | oe — wg eye Ae rather offensive lines [ | Yourself :— ms 
qu w > ve i0n n which if ‘“ 9s Wille* gag i a 
we ul d never hav . si a . wo rd that «1 uld have fi mee ee ems de Lagrange’s Fille’de l’Air has left Dangu and gone on a visit to M 
surviving friends, and have li “On th 5 : es 
though s ae ton seal Ce 7 as he was a very worthy man, foal, by Reatine ,» at the Haras de Vineuil, near Chantilly, Audacieuse, a colt 4 
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OF TRUE LOVE, ETC. 


Little Muphit has been bursting for the last three-quarters of an hour to declare himself ; but the unaccountable restiveness of Miss Spoonington's 


horse has frustrated each attempt. 
SAY, YOU WILL BE MI—INE!” 


Suburban. Perhaps, Sir, it did not come safe to hand? If so, there 

can be no harm in my saying as it was— 

Abermeldiea ccccccccccccce 1 

Fitz-Ivan ... 2 
Though, bless you, this is nothing compared to the good things I 
have still in store for you! 

Next, Sir, there is an Eleven of Aboriginal Australian Savage 
Indigines coming over to England to play at Cricket, and which your 
Old Nan will be all there. 

Then, Sir, there is the Railway Strike, which prevented me from 
getting down to Epsom in good time, and I daresay as this was the 
reason why you did not print my prophecy for the City and Suburban ; 
and there isthe Rowing Matches at Paris ; and there is Putney, which 
you have already told the public how it will end; and there is—in 
fact, there is such a heap of things that Nicuoias is compelled to ex- 
claim with the poet, though altering of him a little, “Ye unborn 
races, crowd not on my soul!” NICHOLAS. 


_ P.S.—I have found a chapter or two of my ‘‘ Knurr and Spell,” 
just the rough draft, so to speak. Perhaps we had better print even 
this than seem to break faith with the public? Not as the public 
would hesitate to break faith with you orme. J know the public, my 
dear young Friend ! 





Ingratitude. 
Tue ingratitude of the human race! Look here :— 


To be SOLD, a very superior INVALID CARRIAGE. Cost, within six months, 
£12. To besold for four guineas.—Apply to, etc. 


A carriage bought within six months for twelve pounds, has, it seems, | 


been unexpectedly laid-up, and has become a confirmed invalid. 
Although, doubtless, it did good service, it is at once got rid of at an 
ing sacrifice. Will no charitable person buy it, if only to send 
it to some hospital ? 





At length in desperation :—“ H1! pEAREST Miss SPOONINGTON, YOU THERE, I ADORE YOU—SAY OH,—OH, 


Answers to Correspondents, vs 


[ We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped aan directed envelope. | 
‘Tue Jupicious Hooker” must really not claim other people’s fish 
because he has had a similar catch. We won't trouble him. 
P. G. F., Brighton, must not bring mathematical rules to bear upon 
ae or he will waste his time. 
. E. V. D.—Perhaps the lines were, as yeu say, sui generis, on ac- 
count of the porkity of ideas in them. 
T. W. B., Gales-row, Greenwich.—We have no intention of assistin 
yen fe publish a libel. If we can find out who A. T. S. is, we will han 
im your letter. 
J. Y., Wood-street.— We don’t think—candidly—that you are a poet. 
Samno.—Send thirteen stamps to this office and the book will be for- 
warded. Your bookseller must be a muff. 
CoL_p Monkey sends us a recent joke so calmly cribbed, that we think 
cool donkey would be a better term. 
J. R. G., Hastings.—‘‘ Lady Florian’s Secret’’ wants keeping, and is 
therefore rejected by our hanging committee. 
Butcu isn’t worth butch, to speak influenza-lly. 
BEELZEBUB.—Cannot be made (d)use of. \ 
A. C. T., Maitland-park-crescent.—There is too much that ir 
in the spirit of your article. 
Declined with thanks—A. W. B., Liverpool; J. S., Chest- 
|O. W. D.; P. C., Enniskillen; T. A., Liverpool; E. C 
| C. H. M., Danes Inn; C. R.; J. M., Lauristor 
| C. H. B., Bristol; R. J. W., West-square; O ~ 
| Dick; P. C. J., Tottenham; F. C., St. I 
| Luton; J. H. C., Moorgate-street ; Cap » 
| Albion-street; W. 8S. E.; J. N. T., Br 
Edinburgh; A. W. H., New-cross ; J iM. 
Helensburgh; Slidrig; Z. F.; F 
| Box; W. T. B., Dalston; H. U ’ 
J. F., Richmond; E. A. ¥ ; 
| Croydon; W. E. H., Gloste 
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| A COQUETTE. 


‘Coquette, f. A prattling or proud gossip; a fis 
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minx; a titifill or flebergebit.”—Cotgrave, a.p. 1611 


Wuen one meets with a damsel provoking, 
Who playfully ventures to set 

Her cap at one—only in joking, 
One calls her a naughty coquette. 

But one little reflects on it, what grave 
Aspersions are cast till one thinks 

That the term means, according to CoTcravr, 
‘A fisking or fliperous minx.” 


Of course, if she’s false and delusive, 
She ought to be punished, but, oh! 
Not in language so wildly abusive, 
It’s meaning you really don’t know! 
Though you may “ owe her one,” from a dcLit 
So savage your manliness shrinks, 
As a “ titifill,” or ‘“ flebergebit,’’ 
A “fisking and fliperous minx.”’ 








THE LAMPLIGHTER. 
By A Foey. 


Tue Lamplighter, the Lamplighter ! 
How well in days of yore, 

Can I recall his figure tall— 
The ladder that he bore. 

How nimbly ’gainst the post ’twas set, 
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RATHER A STICKER! 


First Juvenile (audibly to young friend) :—“ On, cri, Bui! 
SINCE HE BOUGHT THAT ’ERE CANE!” 


‘““BY APPOINTMENT.” 


Tuere has been a great deal of unnecessary talk about certain 
recent promotions, and the most unblushing attempts have been made 
to =n their propriety into question for the mere purposes of party. 
The public, we feel assured, will be satisfied that all = been done 
with the utmost propriety, when we mention that Competitive Exami- 
nation—that most searching of all tests—has been in every case 
applied. In proof of our statement we give a few extracts from the 

amination papers in one instance, The Inspectorship of Fisheries. 

“The candidate for this appointment was questioned as to his fitness 
for the office. He stated that he knew a salmon intimately by 
sight, having frequently observed the fish on Groves’s slab, in Bond- 
street. He supposed he should know a salmon-ladder if he saw one, 
especially if somebody told him what it was. He knew, as he had 
already stated, what a salmon was, and he also knew what a ladder 
was, and could, therefore, see no reason why he should not know what 
a salmon-ladder was. (Several marks in logic were awarded for this 
answer.) He had been for some years a private Secretary in the War 
‘)ffice. Had there had some experience of the fishy way in which 

‘blic business is conducted. Would bring that knowledge to bear, if 

\nted to the inspectorship. Had heard the well-known definition 
“ing. Thought that according to that he might claim to be a 
‘a, though not a practical one. On being questioned in what 

‘r fitness for the office was supposed to consist, he mentioned 

er was a member of the Ministry. Qualification at once 


& epplicent passed.”’ 
M ted to have this opportunity of proving that this ap- 
poh t a mere job, that the present Inspector is not one of 
_ | d in a little brief authority” are likely to “ play 


= hefore high heaven, as make the angels’’—and 
= ries Np” 


ATING i LTG? 


Should “ Boots for the Moors”’ be made 


AIN’T HE GROWED 


How nimbly up he ran: 


That old lamplighting man! 


The Lamplighter, the Lamplighter ! 
He’s greatly changed, I trow! 

With sad surprise I recognise 
How he is altered now! 

No more does he a ladder bear 
To raise him to the wick ; 

To set the gas-lamps in a flare, 
He has a longish stick. 

He turns the tap, he lights the jet, 
It is a simple plan : 

But, oh! I never can forget 
The old lamplighting man! 


ae a | 
LAAT Oh, no! I never shall forget 





A CANDID CONFESSION. 
TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 


S1r,—I see that a number of individuals belonging to the so-called 
“ fair sex”? have been petitioning Parliament (or are going to do so), 
that we men shall be taxed for remaining bachelors. Well, sir, I am 
not unreasonable. I have been a confirmed bachelor ever since I was 
born, but I don’t object to being taxed for it. I havealways held that 
we ought to be taxed for luxuries. There! Yours, 
ConTENTED CURMUDGEON. 


‘‘And Who” Again! 


We have long been pointing out whither “and which’’ was leading 
those unhappy scribes who indulge in it. Now we have a terrible in- 
stance of it, that we clip from the Court Circular, by which it is no doubt 
quoted from elsewhere :— 

Miss Marie Harris, dauzhter of Mr. Harris, who arranged the whole business for 

Mr. Knowies and Miss Southern in Paris, and who is already known to the P.ris 
public for her simple, ladylike style, will be included in the cast of the *‘ American 
Cousin.’’ 
If Mr. Soruern is surprised to find himself “translated”? into Miss 
Sournern, Mr. Aveustus Harxis will no doubt be equally astonished 
to find he bas been changed by this “ and-which-ery”’ into his own 
daughter—for it is he, and not she, who is here described as already 
known to the Pars public for a simple and ladylike style. 





That’s about it. 


A ruienb, who has been a severe sufferer by joint-stock operations 
(limited), says that the “circulars” of many companies are nothing 
more nor less than a ‘‘ round robbin’. "’ 


BETWEEN YOU AND ME AND THE POST-OFFICE. 
A Test Letrer.—H. 


(Arrm, 6, 1867, | 7 
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OUR CHARLIE CHAMPAGNE. 
[After a Modern Poet.] 


Rep whiskers that typify swelldom, 
Rough hair that resembles a mat, 
The heavy dull eyes and the seldom 
Clean shirt, and the villanous hat ; 
When these have all lost their attraction, 
What shall rest of thee, then what remain, 
Oh, king, of a dubious faction, 
Our Charlie Champagne! 


Nine lives are not given to mortals, 
But alone to conventional cats,— 

What is one worth by publican’s portals, 
And vicissitudinous vats ? 

Fast midnights and head-aching morrows, 
And the love of a lamp-breaking lark, 

Change to yawns at the desk and to sorrow, 
That wear out the clerk. 


O garments of colours that frighten— 
O trousers made straight to the knees— 
Short coats, slimmest figures that tighten, 
And neckties as green as the trees. 
O hands free of gloves and of water, 
That dangle a limited cane. 
O beau of the publican’s daughter, 
Our Charlie Champagne! 


Who taught thee thy slang then,—now mellow 
With rank repetition and age ? 
Were you innocent ever, young fellow ? 
You must have been once, I'll engage. 
Did you ever like cricket and rowing? 
Were you ever a boy and at school ? 
Why after your learning and growing 
Go playing the fool ? 


Were you sick of the tug and the tussle, 

Of your life that you changed in a year, 
From the mirth and the manhood of muscle, 

To the froth and the folly of beer ? 
Relinquish your cutaway clothing, 

There’s a turn to the lengthiest lane, 
Come back, and relieve us from loathing, 


O Charlie Champagne ! 0” bacey. 


FROM OUR STALL. 


Tue revival of Georce Coitman’s Heir-at-Law gives us another proof 
of the Haymarket company’s capability for playing old-fashioned 
comedy. ‘The piece is conventional enough in structure, but the 
sparkling dialogue would make any living playwright’s reputation. 
We suppose it could hardly be better acted at any house in London 
than at Mr. Buckstrone’s theatre. The manager is at home in the 
part of Zekiel Homespun; but he should moderate his transports a 
little in the last act. Zekiel is a rough creature, certainly; but he 
would scarcely rush, hat on head, into a lady’s apartment, capering 
about wildly, and singing a comic song at the top of his voice to cele- 
brate the winning of a prize in a lottery. Mr. Compton plays Doctor 
Pangloss very funnily, and Mr. CurerpeENnDALE is remarkably good as 
the temporary Lord Duberly. The only point on which we can 
compliment Mr. Farren is his dress ; he is decidedly one of the best 
dressers on the stage. There is only one word by which we can accurately 
describe his performance of Dick Dowlas; the word is “‘ fidgety.” To 
keep one’s eye upon him for more than half-a-minute at a time is to 
challenge an attack of St. Vitus’s Dance. The ladies—Mrs. Curpren- 
DALE, Miss Caroringe Hitt, and Miss Ngiiy MoorE—are genial, 
graceful, and captivating respectively. The scenery is satisfactory, 
the “waits” are short, and the intervening music is well selected and 
well played. 

AN apropos farce on the subject of the Paris Exhibition has been 
brought out at the Strand. It is played with plenty of spirit by 
Messxs. Tuorne and Betrorp, and Miss Ex1za JoHnsTONs ; but there 
is nothing remarkable in the farce itself. 





‘‘Swift Camilla” and the Fenians. 
AccorDINnG to the daily papers “the troops are still scouring the 
country after the Fenians.’ This is surely unnecessary. The 


country cannot be so very dirty, since the Fenians managed to get 
clean off. 


voL. V. 


}y Wil Fs 


Acute Lad.—“ Hi! Bossy! 
Prez.” [And the Inspector wasn’t coming, but the precocious youth wanted a bit 
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PUTTING HIS PIPE OUT. 


INSPECTOR A-COMIN’—BETTER GIVE US YOUR 








‘¢Qh, Horrible—Most Horrible!” 


Has body-snatching been resuscitated, and have resurrection-men 
arisenagain? We were alarmed to meet with the following advertise- 
ment in the columns of a contemporary :— 

RAPER’S CLERK WANTED. Must thoroughly understand dissecting. Good 

character indispensable.—Apply by letter, stating full particulars, to A. B., etc. 
A horrible thought strikes us that the practices of Burke and Hare 
have been revived at establishments which bear the outward semblance 
of draperies. People going to such shops for a few yards of calico, 
may be supplied unexpectedly with their last linen—or sacking ; they 
may require muslin, and get a suffocating with a pitch plaster. If this 
be not the case, why, we ask,—and we pause fora reply,—why must a 
draper’s clerk thoroughly understand dissecting ?* 


Chess and Christianity. 


Some one writing to the English Independent, states that chess ha 
been forbidden at the rooms of the Christian Young Men’s Association, 
at Aldersgate-street. We are rather puzzled to see why chess should 
be condemned while draughts and we are ae Can a 

ossible that the game is supposed to ce at the course of the 
Seieoteat, because ‘‘the bishop”’ moves 5 a slantindicular direction ? 








Going for a Song. 

A Handy Book on the Law of London Cabs and Omnibuses has been 
ublished " euaaaie. Its author is a Mr. Cuaruey, of the Middle 
emple. It lays down the law so sternly against cabby, that “ Charley 

is my Darling”’ is not like to be a popular song on the rank. 
The Missing Baronet. 

Ir is not unreasonable to suppose that Siz Hew Pottox will be 

found in “ The Course of Time.” 

® Perhaps in order that he may know how to cut up bodies—not human ones, but 

calico oues.— Wife of owr Bosom. 


eee 


















































































ee “ 
. -* 
yo ww Sa5.. 


o c= 
ated 
ere 


- 
-_ 





eons wpe-s08 . 
= eanah ial alle 
“ ~ mallee Te 


Sak, 


te 
— 


~ - 
= +. ta 
a daa pore: 


Eee ° 
. see Yee, tte 
ore 
eh oe we. 


ee 


hats. Mee) 
Se eee 


-_———— 


a 


epee Sere sary 


- Lelie seh oneineetnettidicdiemenatene tLe ie eee Sep esther soo - 


ee 


’ 
yee oO Er Eee 
—s 

oil a 


iced. 


0 ee ee ee s 


nee 
a a ee | 


SS 


—— ee 





= 


a 


Town Talk. 


By tue SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


~f NDOUBTEDLY the case of the Poet 
, Youne will be productive of good. 
i Masor O'’ Remy threatens to move 

for an inquiry into the:abuees of the 
Royal Bounty; and if that step be 
followed sy the transfer of that fund 
to responsible officers, for distribution 
we shall hear no more of Ctosz and 
Youn scandals. Should this be the 
case, nobody will regret that the 
“Ulster True Blue” managed to 
impose upon Lorp Dersy. My 
readers will recail, perhaps, the de- 
fence of the grant in question by 
Sir H. Brver, who did not seem to 
see any great insult or injury to the 
literature of his country in the job. 
A brief correspondence has ensued 
between Mason O’Raemtuy and him, 
and his letter to some degree explains 
the reason of the course he took. A 
gentleman who writes— 


‘‘T do not admit that granting a pension 
to Mr. Young was an abuse of Royal 
patronage; and even if I did admit it, I 
cunnot approve rsonal attacks, 
driven to it in defence, as the mode to 
correct abuses,’’ 


is clearly little indebted to English 
literature and composition—even in 


_ the humble form of a grammar. It would puzzle Livpisy Murray 


himself to explain the construction of the sentence I italicise. 

Tue Accidental Death Insurance Company seem to me te have made 
a great mistake in refusing to pay the premium on the policy of poor 
Jzerroock, the engineer who lost his life in the performance of his duty 
at the Oaks Colliery. The reason alleged is, that he met his death 
through placing his life in “‘ voluntary danger.’”’ This they state their 
clients are forbidden to do “under any circumstances,’ which ex- 
pression of course must include the ealls of duty. ‘To lay down such 
a rule is surely impolitic ; bat when the company goes on to add— 

_“ Tt ie the true characteristic of mobleness that it be disinterested. It eannot be 
disinterested if the direet consequences be to secure pecuniary benefits. which 
under other circumstasces would not accrue,”’ 
it not only talks nonsense, but it talks pernicious nonsense, whieh flies 
in the teeth of the principle of Life Insurance. I should fancy, unless 
a new line be adopted by the company, that. the number of insurers is 
not likely to be increased. 

Tue Picture Galleries are beginning to wake up with the fine 
weather. The Society of British Artists is open, and the exhibition 
is the best that Suffolk-street has boasted of for many a long year. 
There has been an election of new members, and the eee ill. re- 
ceive an undoubted accession to its strength in the choice of Messrs. 
Lepovrer, H. Moors, Watters, and Hearpuy. The hanging of the 
pseuree tay been very taisly denn, and the pictures this year are of a 

i degree of merit than ordinary. e French and German 

lery is also open, under the managementof Mr. Wars. The col- 
lection is as varied and excellent as usual, and will be one of the treats 
of the season. The Times’ critic winds up his notice by declaring his 
gladness to observe that the Exhibition “ promises to be just as interest- 
ing in the hands of Mr. Watts as it was while under the intelligent 
control of Mr. Gampart.” This strikes me as a one-sided sort of 
compliment. Perhaps if Mr. Watts were to give his critics a fancy 
ball, we might in future hear less of his hands and more of his in- 


Txe prosecution of Mr. Erre has failed so far. I must candidly 
admit that I Rs pss as much all along, and that I could almost wish 
the decision been pronounced by some better judicial body than a 
bench of county magistrates. The result would, I believe, have been 
the same in any case, but of course as there was a risk, the governor's 
friends were right in advising the course that was taken. The pro- 
secution and their organs are no doubt angry enough, but they have 
conducted the case throughout as if they did not expect any other 
termination. It is partly their fault if magistrates will not look upon 
as a murderer, a gentleman “ whose convenience the prosecution desired 
to consult” so o The Jamaica Committee may, however, comfort 
themselves with the reflection that though they have failed to hang 
the governor, his life has been taken—and published by Benttey. 

Tus magazines don’t seem to be as flourishing this month as one 
would omyont with this fine spring weather. Belgravia is not up to 
last month in either art or literature. I havelooked through “ Ciree”’ 
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in vain to discover what there is in it to justify the big posters awarded 
to it. I can sce nothing in it different from the ordinary run of 
magazine stories, unless it be the amateurish and impertinent use of 
transparent disguises for living characters, such as “ Sir Edgar Ver- 
bockhaven and young Curtius Rock, the ‘Monmouth after Marston 
Moor’ man.” London Society is very readable this month. “Society 
in Japan” is a really delightful bit of Praedesque, and “ Les Jeux 
Athlétiques’ is a brisk and pleasant little paper. ‘The Argosy boasts 
a capital illustration this moath—a gem. ‘Shoemaker’s Village” 
continues to sustain its interest, and still abounds in quaint wise re- 
flections and digressions. ‘ Doctor Onofrio’’ is a strange and absorb- 
ing story. In the Cornhill there is a Spanish article with some lament- 
able little woodcuts, and the usual amount of ratherdry reading. Mr. 
Lricuton’s picture is very nice, but the title is borrowed from a 
picture of Mr. Coorer’s in an early number of London Society. Temple 
Bar I haven’t seen yet. Routledge’s Magazine for Boys holds its own 
well again this month ; and the Gardener's Magasine is full of informa- 
tion valuable at this time of the year. Withthis batch of brochures I 


may class the Popular Railway Guide just published. It seems very _ 


clear and comprehensive. Two new papers, the Chroniele and the 
American have appeared. Each seems well adapted for the line of 
literature which it aims at taking. 

My prophecy about the boat race is—well, that I shall be on the 
bank, with my colours (dark blue, with a tiny spray of forget-me-not 
in the centre—if you want one like it go to Mr. Sutrana), and that I 
hope I shall see the dark blue win. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 5. 


A MEETING of men of all nations, 
To travel and chatter and stare ; 
Will it answer the great expectations 
Of those who the profits will share ? 
My first all my second will gather, 
Wherever its denizens roam ; 
And yet on my word I had rather, 
Be peacefully staying at home. 





1. 


The weary traveller wends his way, 
Fast homeward with the dying day, 
And sees perchance a welcome sight, 
My presence through the livelong night. 


2. 
Without philosophy, and reft 
Of poetry, what then was left, 
When two Italians tried, men say, 
To spoil our SuakxspPeare’s finest play ? 


3 


Noble and having many friends, 
Oft viewed with pride, 
And often used to basest ends, 
And sorely tried. 
4. 
He clasped her fondly in his arms, 
And promised with a loving kiss, 
No other maiden should have chartns 
For him, and then he called her this. 


5. 


’Tis pleasant in the sunny summer time 

To lie thereon and make an idle rhyme; 

And muse how, as men’s footsteps onward go, 
Of hopes above and loved ones far below. 





ANSWER To Acrostie No. 3. 


Barbara 
Reveller 
Ingot 
Tancredi 
Tris 
Soda 
Historian 
Connzct Sotwrions oF Acrostic No. 3, RECEIVED APRIL 3np.—None. 
——— ees 

MEM. BY A MEMBER OF THE MINISTRY. 

TE most disagreeable feature about an Opposition—the Noes. 
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SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 
PAsSAGES FROM THE DIARY OF AN OLp EnGutisu GenTLEMAN. 


I feel withia my aged breast, 
A power that will not be repressed; 
It prompts my voice, it swells my veins, 
It burns, it maddens, it constrains ! 
Scorr.—* Lord of the Isles.” 
BeLGRAVIA. 

Saturday, 30th March. Had an interview with my Gentleman of the | 
Press, and which he furnished me with the motto I have just wrote | 
down. Jt is full short; but the respectability of its being one of | 

Scorr’s lot makes amend, though I rather forget where it was as 

“Lord of the Isles’’ was made a favourite. As to “swelling my | 
veins,’’ a man is only too apt to feel so if he have been out late the | 
night before. Aflemorandum. To write to my Young Friend and tell | 
him as “ Lecturer ”’ is safe for to win the Northamptonshire Stakes on | 
Tuesday. 

Monday, 1st April. This: being April Fools’ Day, put a pot of | 
money on “ Lecturer,” than whom a better nor yet a gamer little | 
favourite. Forgot to write to my Young Friend. After all, too many | 
cooks spoil the broth, and he might be wanting for to get on himsclf, | 
or telling his other countrybutors than whom I am sure a more stuck- 
up lot. Much better keep it to myself. To-morrow I shall be a happy 
old man, if all goes well. 

Monday night, 1st April. Iamahappy old man! The Lecturer is 
safe to win. Everybody says so. Have reached Northampton safe 
and sound, which I think as it is a delightful old city. People quite 
glad to see the old man about again. It was “ Well, Mr. Nicuo.as, 
and how does the world use you, Sir?’’ or, it was “‘ Quite like old 
times, again, Mr. Nicwoxas, isn’t it?” I might, without exaggeration, 
have become as tight as a drum if I had taken half the drinks which 
they kindly asked me for to put a tongue to. Backed ‘“‘ Lecturer”’ 
right and left. If I win this time, I'll be shot if I ever risk so much 
on a single horse again. Seriously think of retiring altogether. Had 
a bad touch of rheumatism coming down in the train, through the 
folly of an illiterative old country parson, which he would insist on 
keeping the window open, and Nicwoias would have punched his head 
for two pins but for my respect for the Church. I daresay as he was 
some pauper-struck old Curate, with a couple of hundred a-year, a- 
setting up for to be a gentleman and a-turning up of his nose at gents 
which could buy him up, over and over again. Told him as I could 
see he had had too much for to drink, and as I should mention it to the 
guard if he didn’t mind his Peace and Cues. He changed carriages at 
the next station. 

Tuesday morning, 2nd April. Glorious! A delightful morning— 
the sun shining in the terrestial hemisphere like a true Orb of Day. 
Managed to get a hundred or two more on the game little Lecturer. 
Ah, who would change the life of a free and happy Turfite for the 
Student's desk, or yet for the Warrior's camp? You travel about the 
country, first class; you see the world, so to speak; you mingle with 
the noblest of Britannia’s ancient aristocracy, and it is your own fault 
if you do not make it pay; and, with good information and an ordi- 
nary amount of intelligence, you may really reduce betting almost to a 
mathematical certainty. Shall never put gute so much on a single 
horse, though, again—it being too risky. ‘Thank goodness, however, 

























LEARNING THE VERBS. 


‘Steniryine To Bz, To Do, or To Svurrex."’ 


“To be?” Well, I followed the track, 
That gave me a chance of existence ; 
But I honestly own, looking back, 
That it’s prettiest viewed from a distance. 
Just now it seems easy and bright, 
But I haven't forgotten my scrambles 
Over horrible rocks, or the night 
That I spent in the midst of the brambles. 
At times from the path I might stray, 
And thus make the journeying rougher ; 
But still I was learning the way, 
“To Be, or to Do, or to Suffer!” 


“To do?’ I have worked rather hard, 
And my present position is cesy ; 
But I haven’t done much as a Bard, 
And my prose—well, of course it is prosy ! 
The schemes and the aims of my youth 
Have long from old Time had a floorer, 
And I doubt—shall I tell you the truth ? 
If the world be a penny the poorer! 
If you cannot your vanity curb, 
You must either, my friend, be a duffor, 
Or you haven’t yet learnt that a verb 
Is “To Be, or to Do, or to Suffer!”’ 


“To suffer?” I took my 
Long ago in that branch of eur knowledge, 
Where our hearts and our hopes are the feea, 
And the universe serves as a college. 
I have had, as it is, rather more 
Than the usual share of afflietion ; 
And that much is remaining in store 
Is my very decided conviction. 
But I find myself growing with years, 
Insensibly tougher and tougher ; 
I can manage, I think, without tears, 
‘To Be, and to Do, and to Suffer !’’ 


I have stated the facts of the case, 
But heaven forbid I should grumble ; 
And I need not complain of a place 
That suits my capacities humble. 
I have learnt how “to be’’—well, a man: 
How “ to do’’—well, a part of my duty: 
And in “ suffering,’’ own that the Plan 
Of the World is all goodness and beauty ! 
Still at times from the path I may stray, 
And thus make the journeying rougher ; 
But, 1 least I am learning the way, 
“To Be, and to Do, to Suffer! ”’ 





Coming to the Point. 


the game little Lecturer is safe to win; and it is positively coining 
money for to back him. ‘ Deuced glad I didn’t tell my Young Friend, 
which he might have forestalled me in the market, though I do not 
think as he knows much about it. 

Tuesday night, 2nd April. Result. Ifmy hand trembles as I write 
it down, it is not through drink. I wish it was! I wish there was 
nothing worse than Drink!!! What's the matter? uin’s the 


matter! 
Gaeat NoRTHAMPTONSHIRE STAKES. 


Quick March aie ‘in ne au 
Amanda colt as sas < ose 
Tecturer .. ‘ oF ee 


Smashed again, by all that’s vexatious! Knocked over—bowled 
clean out,—me, NicHo.as, a man as have known the turf for years,— 
and all by a rank outsider!! Another blow like this will make the 
Prophet non est. The only consolation is that I acted truthful and 
fair by my Young Friend, and did not involve him in my own mis- 
fortunes. 

Wednesday morning, 3rd April. Back again in Belgravia, but I do not 
think as I shall be able to stay here long. It have already got about 
as I have had misfortunes ; and on coming up in the train, who should 
I see but my loathsome and low-lived Relative, perhaps the only man 
on the course as had backed ‘‘ Quick March,” and which he openly 


Tur Jamaica Committee had better turn their attention to Ireland, 
where the most dreadful atrocities seem to have been perpetrated 
during the suppression of the Fenian rising. A most savage small-arm 
appears to have been supplied to the Irish con-stab-ulary, for we learn 
from the S/andard that a witness examined before the Waterford Elec- 
tion Committee said :— 

‘“‘The police repeated!y charged the mob at the point of the bayonet, which was 
continued for a distance of 20 cr 300 yards.” 

This terrible bayonet, fixed om an Irish firearm warranted to shoot 
round the corner, might well alarm the Fenians ! 


Latest from the Zoo. 
As a slight acknowledgment of the services of M. pv Cmartiv in 
the exploration of the Gorilla Country, it is in contemplatien to offer 
that gentlemen a seat on the Monkey Board—of an omnibus. 


The Boilers Abroad. 


Tue money which has been so needlessly expended om our prepara- 
tions for the French Exhibition—which, by the way, bids fair to be a 


ic fiaseo—was surely enough for England to sacrifice. But will 


it be believed that one of the chief objeets to be exhibited in Parw as 
a sample of what we can do is—a model sixty feet square of the South 


derided of me. As for the game little ‘‘ Lecturer,” here is wishing as 
he was boiled alive—the brute ! NicHovas. 

P.S.—I shall try and bring myself round again all right by backing 
Cambridge for.the University Boat Race. 





Kensington Museum’ Faney a large reproduction of the Boilersas an 
example of Enghsh architecture. Oh, Cor, Cots! dear— 
dear—to your country, how could you disgrace her thus ? 


Tuz Fiezet Praison.—Racing stables during a hard frost. 
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ILLUSION. 
Waiter (on veeeipt of “a threepenny” as a gratuity) :—“Bza PARDON, 8m. WovULD YOU ’AVE THE GOODNESS TO TELL ME WHAT THIS 
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SEE BETTER WITH YOUR GLASS THAN I CAN WITH THE NAKED HEYE !? 
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QUITE ANOTHER PAIR OF SHOES. 
Head of Boot Establishment :—“ Bovucut ’#M HERE TWO DAYS AGO, AND GONE LIKE THAT, MA’AM! I CAN'T EXPIAIN IT UNLESS—UNLESS 


’” 
YOU WALKED IN THEM. —(Lady assents.)—“ An! You 8EE WE ONLY MAKE FOR CARRIAGE PEOPLE!” 


Bows ssnnnns. Sh». iuieschmeamt ie eeeltenetar seein elec ROS 


oe aaa 
re 
MA | 





ee 











Kan Pp PNET ANE ELEY 
pager Se, eh ee eee 


= a! 
Pa 


ie RS 
Renee ai ph tl 


era SS ie 


ey ‘ 
2 : 
ys P 
Bi 
og 
Ys 
my A 
a 
4 
. 
5 
toe 
ce 
tu é 
oe 
Seen 
a ee 





a. = Ment od Sl ae = as Oa — — 
testi SE ra ee ge 2 a atc sini. o< 
os SESE ts abet” ee i- 





! 


| i We 
lin fhe 


TT 


EU N ..—Aprrrm 13, 1867. 


eS AFF hr 
STP 1 ae 1 ee 
tt) Ae Te 

Pe ad dt Laer 1 
a ae ag E 


y tygl 4 Bi2% 
OU mmc 
eas as" oe wa. 
WH “gE, 


WA ey ie 
MH i 
} wah a 


i Py : 
os 
ee 
: y 
et ada 
// 
Pi 
SE | 
| 
A / 
M 
, 


TM 


« E 
fae —_ 
ag EC 











I 


Mr. Bull. (to the father of the Icdger franchise*) :—‘‘ COME, THOSE TWINS ARE NOT LIKELY TO BE ANY CREDIT To, 
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YOU'D BEITER TAKE RACK THIS NEGLECTED CHILD 


* Vide Mr. Disraexi’s speech on the second reading. 
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AN UNAPPRECIATED CRICHTON. 


Jones has a party to night 

But there’s no invitation for me te it. 
People are cutting me quite ; 

I shall pay a few visits and see to: it. 
True, I’ve a thousand a year, 

And am reckoned the pink of propriety ; 
As to good-looking, look here ! 

Yet I never get on in Society. 


‘Tis not as though I were shy, 
Or unmannered, or not introducible, 
Lower bred fellows than I 
Have triumphantly gone through the crucible. 
Many get polished in time 
At the eost of a little anxiety ; 
What’s my particular crime 


3 : 
| St. Elmo, thinks no more of the grand old Scottish gentleman than of 


| the mail-clad knights of the Order of St. John. 


| AINsworTH, Wittiam Harnison. By Mr. W-tiramM H-rrwsow 


ie > TT 

| his early life, after once riding to York, in examining the Tower of 
| London, Windsor Castle, Old St. James’, Old St. Paul's, Ovingdean 
| Grange, and other ancient buildings. Spent most of his later life in 


A-nswortH. Born at Manchester, in February, 1805. Spent most of | 


| Writing the most delightful fictions of the day. His descriptions of — 


| furniture are particularly excellent. 
Auison, Sir Axncutnatp. By Srr Arcu-BALp AL-80Nn. Many 
volumes will be required in the following endeavour to trace, with the 
| greatest possible succinctness, the career of an historian whose works 
_ will be remembered as soon as those of Macaunay, CARLYLE, and 
F'rovpe shall be forgotten. At his birth, in 1792, Europe was just in 
| the throes of the French Revolution, in eighteen volumes, of which an 
| abridgement has been published for the use of schools; nor would it 
| be possible to understand the principles that have chiefly influenced 
| his career, without a curt summary of the Act of 1826, which, at the 
| time when Sir Arison was still in the prime of manly vigour, inter- 


That I never get on in Society ? 


Dance ?>—Well, I think I may say 
I’m as graceful a partner as anyone: 
Sir, I could caper away 
To a whistle—though simply a penny one. 
Sing ?—I could give you a list 
Of enormous extent and variety. 
Play ?—Let me show you my wrist ; 
Yet I never get on in Society. 


Hearing me talk is a treat, 

When I take a discourse philosophic up 
During the tea, or repeat 

Little anecdotes over my coffee-cup. 
If _— a passion for puns 

could feed you on them to satiety— 

New and original ones; 

Yet I never get on in Society. 


Two or three glasses of wine 

Give a spur to good-humour and merriment ; 
So that, wherever I dine, 

I attempt the delightful experiment. 
Not that I drink till I lapse 

From the paths of the strictest sobriety ; 
Still, now and thena—why, perhaps— 

Yet I never get on in Society! 





OUR BIOGRAPHICAL DICTIONARY. 


By Most or oun Emrmnent AUTHORS. 


Asp-zL Kaper (Sidi-el-Hadji Ouled-Mahiddin). By Carrarn M-ynz 
R—p. Born in the early part of 1807, in the neighbourhood of Mas- 
cara. Valley of Oran, from my boyhood I have known thee well! 
Come, reader, let us seat ourselves on the snow-clad summit of the 
mighty Atlas. On every side of us are mountain peaks; in front, the 
tolerably fertile valley ; in the dim distance, the waters of the blue 
Mediterranean. Overhead soars the aigle (or eagle). Safe on our 
cloudy pinnacle, and liberally provided with fire-arms, we defy thee, 
thou tyrant of the air. Ha, ha, thou ravenous bird of prey! Long 
resisted the armée Frangaise (French army). Was captured in 1847. 
Imprisoned in France. Fair valley of the Seine, I know thee well! 
See; yonder goes the humble owrier (workman) to the cabaret (public- 
house). He quaffs the vin ordinaire (ordinary wine). What a fool he 
must be! Released by Louis NapovEon in 1852. Resides at Damas- 
cus, Or somewhere else in Asia. 


I know thee well! Away, away! : 
Axsrrcromsy, Sir Rarpu. By Mr. J-mes H-nnay. Born in 1738, 


a cadet of an ancient and honourable Scottish house, at Tullibodie, in 

Received a liberal education ; ingenuas didicisse fideliter, 
eh, Brapiaven, my boy? Served against France during the ascend- 
ancy of the first Narorzon—who fed the revolutionary mob with 


Valley of the Tigris and Euphrates, | 


_ himself to those who would pay to see a man with a dirty white beard 
| growing on the top of his hat. 


_ dicted the further issue of one-pound notes. 


cted tl To a brief analysis of 
this ill-judged measure, the next three thousand pages will be devoted, 


_ and it will then be easy for us [.Vo, it won’t !—Ep.]} 


| 


_ Brownine, Ronert. By Mr. R-pext Br-wninc. Not where grey 
lichens crumble on the wall, Or lizards through the twisted grass-roots 


_ crawl, Eyes quickly glancing when their sight perceives Insects swift 


_ fluttering through serrated leaves, Glaucous in colour as the weeds that 
lie In rocky basins by the ebb left dry Was Mr. Browne born! 


| 


Old nurses tell How the boy first saw light at Camberwell, And 
stretched his arms, impatient, to the sun. Of many poems that he 
wrote, the one Least understood and cared for by the herd Was hight 
‘‘Sordello.”’ Critics, with absurd Indifference to merit, swore that it 


; Was unintelligible, every bit. He let them rail; Ranst Ben Ezra 


| wrote :—“ Star-blossoms, earth-mocked, twinkle.’’ 
| Hence, for the moral of his verse, confess, Incomprehensible its lofti- 


Se 


Do you note? 


ness. So, there's my fable ended ; for the rest, Blue-tlowering borage, 
nitrous, is the best. 


SONG FOR MUSIC. 


I HEARD your voice at early dawn, 
When soft the breeze was blowing, 

And night’s dark curtains were withdrawn 
By Phcebus’ fingers glowing— 

"Twas you, I know, cried ‘* Milk below’ — 
And then I heard you going. 


I hailed your voice, so sweet to me— 
It has my pleasure’s sum in it. 

Until adown the street, you see, 
Your voice comes, all is dumb in it; 

For I await my milk at eight, 
Because I then take rum in it. 


Very Extraordinary. 

A uitrLe while since, Rexe Lantiave, a celebrated gourmand of 
Paris, who spent a third of his life at dinner, died of a fit of indigestion. 
The Paris correspondent of one of our contemporaries describes him in 
the strongest terms :— 


‘‘ His dress was most wretched—his shoes broken, his trousers torn, his paletot 
without any lining and patched, his waiste-at without buttons, his hat red rusty 


| from old age, aud the whole surmounted by adirty white beard.” 


ee 


It is a pity that so great a curiosity could not have been prevailed 
on to survive until the Exhibition. We doubt not he might have 
realized enough to supply him with dinner all day long, by exhititing 


Hey-Day! 


Tue organ of Liberal Constitutionalism or Constitutional Liberalism 


ood, as you would offer a churl a black pudding. Sim Raupn natu- | (you pay your moncy for your journal and may take your choice—one 


rally resisted him, as became an honourable Conservative gentleman. 
Let us at least give our dads their due—not your dad, Potrer, my 
son! Let us be fair to them all, following the Ciceronian advice, 
“ Neminem ledere, et suum cuique tribuere.”’ (De Offciis.) Jolly old 
M.T. C.! In 181 received sailing orders for the Mediterranean. 
The fine old Caledonian cock was in his sixty-fourth year when, after 


| 








term means just as much, and as little, as the other) is ably written and 
well conducted. It works the particular oracle of its party with tact, 
and its criticisms and its literary department generally are good. It 
can also appreciate a joke. But when it did us the honour to adopt in 
its leader on Tuesday, the 2nd of April, our joke about Mr. Miu and 
the Rat-catcher’s Daughter Franchise, from our issue of the previous 


quaffing his final tumbler with much punctuality, he fought his last | Wednesday, we should have better appreciated the honour if the 
battle, and thrashed the Frenchman in the classic neighbourhood of | quotation had been acknowledged. 


Alexandria. Arms (after the fashion of “canting heraldry” )—‘A bear,” 
regardant, a quartern loaf, cruamby—“crombie,” Scotée. Was buried 
at. Malta, where Fitz-Cad of the Jvapot (gunboat), as he swills cheap 





Reriecrion.—Ly a Teetotaller. 
Mopesty is like a sober lower—it takes no more than its due, 
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WE -MEET. 


BY THE COMIC PHYSIOGNOMIST. 





Wics AND WHISKERS. 


HE C. P. has by implication pledged him- 


self, as it were, to provide each chapter of 
his work with something in the shape of 
an epigrammatic heading. ‘ Wigs and 
Whiskers” is short and alliterative, and 
so far it fulfils the conditions which such a 
heading demands. 
to admit that as it stands it does not quite 
convey an accurate wea of the matters of 


For “ Wigs,” read natural heads of hair; 
and for “‘ Whiskers,” read the hair that 
grows on the faces of men, whether that 
hair be allowed to grow in its native free- 
dom, or whether it be trimmed into the 
shape of whiskers, or moustache, or im- 
perial, or beard, or all, or any of these. 


And the C. P. has often had occasion to | 


remark that many gentlemen of higher 
consideration than himself, who have ac- 
quired a reputation for epigram, continually 
find themselves under the necessity of 


supplementing their definitions with a dozen lines of explanation 
whenever they employ them as the texts upon which they found their 
discourses. Epigram is an intellectual short-hand which is tolerably 
easy to write, but extremely difficult to understand when once 


wr. tteu. 

There lies before the C. P. a volume 
which contains the crude notions on the 
subject of Physiognomy, which he gave 
to the world a few years since, and to 
which he has more than once had occasion 
to refer in contemptuous terms. In that 
volume, the curious reader may light upon 
a page which is devoted to the considera- 
tion of the very matters which form the 
subject of the present chapter. It will 
supply the curious reader with an interest- 
ing study, if he takes the trouble to com- 
pare the incoherent expressions of the 
C. P.’s then immature ideas on the subject 
with the sounder offspring of his ripened 
intellect, embodied in the chapter which 
he is now engaged in writing. 

The C. P. proposes now, as he proposed 
then, to take a hairless man as the basis of 
his remarks. But the philosopher’s in- 
creased experience in the study of Man- 
kind has taught him to take a much wider 
view of the subject of hair and beard than 





he did on the twelfth day of December, eighteen hundred and sixty- 
three. It has taught him that the hair and beard, although they 
modify the human countenance to an astonishing degree, must not be 
taken by themselves alone. They must be taken in connection with 


the general dress, figure, and physical 
bearing of their wearers, which are affected 
by the same influences as those which 

ect the disposition of the hair upon the 
head and face. There is a certain form of 
whisker which is associated only with a 
particularly prim style of dress; a certain 
form of beard which is always to be found 
in company with a loose and slovenly 
costume, and so forth. Show the C. P.a 
man’s face. and he will tell you how he is 
dressed. He may be wrong in matters of 
unimportant detail, but his general im- 
pression as to the man’s dress will be 
correct. Influenced by these considera- 
tions, he has not only taken a hairless 
man as his propositus, but he has taken 
a man who is not only hairless but un- 
clothed. He has wrapped him, for pro- 
priety’s sake, in a blanket, and stuck him 
into the initial T to this chapter, because 
he is the text upon which the philosopher's 
discourse is to turn. The C. P. will 





2 


But the C. P. is bound | 


| pose. 





UN. 


assume, as he assumed in 1863, that the 
gentleman in the blanket is a popular 
actor, who is going to “make up”’ for 
nine different characters. To accomplish 
this, he has whiskers, moustachios, beards, 
and imperials of several varieties, together 
with the costumes necessary to his pur- 
The C. P. does not propose to dilate 
upon the characteristics of his various 
disguises. He has sketched them in the 
margin, and, after a few words of intro- 


| duction, he proposes to allow them to tell 


their own tales. 
He begins, say, with No. 1, who is a 


decent mechanic. It is difficult to say why 
'the decent mechanic prefers to shave his 
which he intends to treat in this chapter. | ae ee P 


cheeks and his upper lip, and to allow the 
hair to grow around and beneath his chin 
as it pleases, just as it is difficult to trace 
the origin of any class custom so accurately 
as to be able to assign a reason for it. 

No. 2 is, say, a Cabinet Minister. The 
difference between the appearance of the 


{Aprit 13, 1867, 








| Cabinet Minister and the decent mechanic is entirely due to such | 
causes as every actor has at his command. The C. P. has taken the | 
same bare head for both subjects, and the difference between them is | 


attributable entirely to wig, whiskers, and costume. 





No. 3 is, perhaps, a getter up of public companies. 
but with the showy hair, active, mobile eyebrow, and flashy whisker 
of an ad captantum orator. ; 

No. 4 is a Linesman. His whiskers and moustache are trimmed to 
He has very little option in the matter. His hair is neces- 


order. 
sarily kept short, and he is obliged 
to keep his chin free from beard. 
Shave him, strip him, and wrap him in 
a blanket, and he is our friend in the 
initial. 

No. 5 is a Civil Engineer, or, perhaps 
a Contractor. His full, rough beard 
is usually associated with rough, loose 
clothes, and a rough, untidy hat. He 
has a great deal too much upon his 
mind to allow of his wasting a minute 
for the consideration of so unimportant 
a matter as his personal appearance. 
ae that is big and loose, and 
will allow him plenty of room to move 
about in, will do for him. 

No. 6 is an artist, and belongs to a 
peculiar type of semi-fashionable artist 
which affects a French or Italian ex- 
terior. It is difficult to understand 
how any Englishman, who has ever 
seen a Frenchman, could possibly wish 
to dress like one; but the C. P. ac- 
cepts the fact as he finds it. Artists, 
singers, and acrobats are the only 
people, as far as hig observation 
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foreigners. * 
No. 7 is a literary beard, and a literary head of hair. 
No. 8 is another artistic head, but 

of a totally different kind to No. 6. 
It belongs to a member of the vigor- 
ous and sensational school of artist. 
People of this school cultivate a semi- 
savage exterior—fling aside the con- 
ventionalities of society as well as 
art, and clothe every simple action with 
an assumed eccentricity which is part of 
their stock in trade. 

No. 9 is a whisker and head of hair 
of the truest policemanic type. Take 
this particular whisker, and this par- 
ticular head of hair, and associate it 
with a bishop’s lawn, or surmount it 
with a regal diadem, or send it out 
for a walk with a Roman toga, and 
you will find that its policeman’s nature 
will assert itself as strongly as ever. 
It is a wig and whisker that could 
not exist except in association with 
a blue coat and a number on the collar. 





has extended, who, being Englishmen, wish to be mistaken for 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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A TERRIBLE DISCOVERY. 


| | “Parse gars of fiesh colour—india-rubber—have been invented for the use of 
ladies with large ears. They are used in front of the real ears, which are drawn 
k and concealed under the hair.’’—-Court Journal. 
Au! fairest of maidens, with masses of hair, 
Down-falling—so classic !—to cover your eyes, 
I know for my coming, dear, how you prepare, 
| And arrange for your curtsey and charming surprise. 
| When I bashfully greet you and enter the room— 
With a hope for your welcome that’s tempered with fear— 
There’s one thing that fills me with terrible gloom, 
And there’s that on the table I dare not come near. 


{ 
| I have loved you so long that each charm of your face 
Is indelibly printed, sweet maid, on my heart, 
I have watched you grow ever in maidenly grace, 
| And nothing my love from your image can part. 
T am true to my word, but what's this that I see? 
| I am bound to adore you for ever, and yet 
| There’s a sight on the table that’s dreadful to me, 
| Your ears in the workbox !—explain it, my pet. 


You say india-rubber, and own that you wear 
That terrible thing where your ear was before, 
| How often devotion I’ve ventured to swear 
To that ear so inanimate ; now never more 
| My lips near the side of your head shall be placed— 
cuse a huge tear, but I’ve reason to blubber ; 
| or never was man so undone and disgraced, 
! 


To think that I’ve loved and caressed india-rubber! 


A Poser. 


Spzuz the Grecian Archipelago in three letters! You can’t? Why 
B. G. and C., of course. 


a 
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GEOGRAPHICAL ‘‘BOOK MAKERS.” 


Iiy a fagots et fugots; there are scientific societies and scientific 

, Societies. Some have for their object the advancement of human 
knowledge, or the utilization of such knowledge as has already been 

acquired. Others are devoted to the wiling away of idle evenings, by 
means of sensational novelties, or the glorification of tuft-hunting 

| chairmen, who are always parading before the public their “‘ most dis- 
tinguished friends.” 

The Royal Geographical Society is well-known for its fashionable 
| evening amusements. Its managers endeavour to provide an attractive 
| bill of fare for every evening meeting. Of late, however, the enter- 
| tainments have been very slow, and the attendance of visitors pro- 
| portionately decreased. Butatragedy, over which all England mourns, 

had been enacted in a foreign land. One of the bravest and best of 
| her sons had been struck down by a savage hand, and Livingstone 
| Was no more. This was one of those occasions out of which capital 
could be made, and the members of the society were informed that 
they were to be favoured with a “ Livinestone evening.” After all, 
there was nothing to be said or done with which the public were not 
already acquainted, and the directors of the entertainment endeavoured 
to eke out the programme by adding a burlesque to the tragedy. 
| Sir SAMUEL Baker entered into the performance with great spirit, 
| when he stated that the President, although he did not wish to win 
, money, offered to bet alarge stake that Dr. Livincstons was not dead. 
The inuendo was received with much laughter, which was greatly in- 
creased when Str Roperick Murcuison corrected his “ most distin- 
| guished friend,” and stated that he had only offered to take long odds 
against Dr. Livincstone’s being alive. 

Our readers must not think that we are fooling. These were the rites 
, that were celebrated by the President and Members of the Royal 
_ Geographical Socicty in memory of one of the noblest and most fearless 
_ travellers that ever left the shores of England. If we must have pseudo- 
‘scientific after-dinner meetings, let them, at least, be conducted with 
_decency. ‘Those of the Geographical Society are not held in any high 
respect by scientific men, who object to see the inarticulate English- 
men, that yet have surmounted dangers in every part of the world, 
| dragged on their feet to be stared at through opera glasses like wild 
| beasts ; and this for no evident purpose but to enable the Chairman of 
| the evening to claim them as his “ most distinguished friends.”’ 
| 





Answers te Correspondents. 


[We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accom- 
panied ty a stamped and directed envelope. | 

SILENTIA must pardon us if we don’t give consent. 

‘THE LAY or THE BoaT Raceg”’ is respectfully declined. ‘ Odds on 
Oxford ”’ is the lay we believe in. 

K.— Perhaps. 

S. E., Luton.—But instead of ‘‘seluton’’ we must say adieu ! 

HuNGARIAN Deak.—Deak-lined with thanks. 

Ben, Holborn.—We could not do it, if you were Ben Nevia himself. 

DasH.—Not up to our standard—a high-fun. 

J UsTITIA:—What do you wish to say fie! at? 

CALIBAN.—Cali-bani-hed ! 

‘A YounG BEGINNER” had better leave off as soon as possible. 

AN InQuIsITIVE RosEbUD.—We are notin a position, just yet, to answer. 

PAISLEY.—We shawl not be able to use it. 

H., Newport,—Too late. 

RooveEr’'s jokes are too roodee-mental. 

W. M., Winchester, writes that he “encloses A few riddles, and ~~ 

Ve 





| they will meet our Approval,”’ and adds, ‘‘ An Answer will oblige,’ 


wish we could add another capital ‘‘ Aye”’ instead of a “‘ No,” 

Gustavus ADOLPHUS.—No use. 

Stereo A. A.—Don't! 

ScruTaTor.—Good boy! If you go on like this, you’ll be qualificd as a 
reader in a printing office. 

C. C. P. says if we “‘consider the enclosed worth inserting,’’ we are to “do 
so under the assumed name of Herminius.’’ We do not see why we should 
assume that name—even supposing we were silly enough to insert the lines. 

Brvo evidently can’t see the pvint of a joke. 

JACEKAY is not likely to suit, so had better save his time and ours. 

W. L. G., Earl's-court, tells us that ‘little natural oozings manifest 
themselves from his humble brain.’’ It must be softening, but that is no 
reason why he should send his oozings to be an-oozance to us. 

Declined with thanks—Septimus Meek; Constant Reader; Dick; A 
Weekly Subscriber; W. P.; Paddy; A Lotger; A; Sligo; Fun Ma 
Coul; W. G. T., Deptford; XIT; A Customer; Aati-Intolerance ; 
Moderation; R. B., Manchester; F. D.; ‘‘ Harry Seymour; Euclid 
Pipps; Horeb; A. S. S.; Mephistopheles; Q ina Corner; Walter; Cad- 
mium Yellow; R. W.; Garottee; K. C. L H.; T. 8. B., Edinburgh; 
N.E. P.; R. K.; G. B. W.; Quiz; S.J.S.L ; Pool; J. J. Manchester ; 
R. G., Bath; A. W.; “Elizabeth Briggs; Desmotes; R. J. L., 
Timperley; G. H. N.; B.B. H. M.; W. W.; B. Y., Croydon; S. T. ; 
Tig: I. A., Charlton in Medlock ; G. D., junr, Edinburgh; F. L. M.; 
Prisoners’ Base; W. H. D.; H. Z. F.; B. W. M., Liverpool; S. H. D., 
Dorset-square. 
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BY THE COMIC PHYSIOGNOMIST. 





Wics AND WHISKERS. 


T 





HE C. P. has by implication pledged him- 
self, as it were, to provide each chapter of 
his work with something in the shape of 
an epigrammatic heading. ‘“ Wigs and 
Whiskers’ is short and alliterative, and 
so far it fulfils the conditions which such a 
heading demands. But the C. P. is bound 
to admit that as it stands it does not quite 
convey an accurate idea of the matters of 
which he intends to treat in this chapter. 
For “ Wigs,” read natural heads of hair ; 
and for *“* Whiskers,’ read the hair that 
grows on the faces of men, whether that 
hair be allowed to grow in its native free- 
dom, or whether it be trimmed into the 
shape of whiskers, or moustache, or im- 
perial, or beard, or all, or any of these. 
And the C. P. has often had occasion to 
remark that many gentlemen of higher 
consideration than himself, who have ac- 
quired a reputation for epigram, continually 
find themselves under the necessity of 


supplementing their definitions with a dozen lines of explanation 
whenever they employ them as the texts upon which they found their 
discourses. Epigram is an intellectual short-hand which is tolerably 
easy to write, but extremely difficult to understand when once 


wr.tteu. 

There lies before the C. P. a volume 
which contains the crude notions on the 
subject of Physiognomy, which he gave 
to the world a few years since, and to 
which he has more than once had occasion 
to refer in contemptuous terms. In that 
volume, the curious reader may light upon 
a page which is devoted to the considera- 
tion of the very matters which form the 
subject of the present chapter. It will 
supply the curious reader with an interest- 
ing study, if he takes the trouble to com- 
pare the incoherent expressions of the 
C. P.’s then immature ideas on the subject 
with the sounder offspring of his ripened 
intellect, embodied in the chapter which 
he is now engaged in writing. 

The C. P. proposes now, as he proposed 
then, to take a hairless man as the basis of 
his remarks. But the philosopher's in- 
creased experience in the study of Man- 
kind has taught him to take a much wider 
view of the subject of hair and beard than 





he did on the twelfth day of December, eighteen hundred and sixty- 
three. It has taught him that the hair and beard, although they 
modify the human countenance to an astonishing degree, must not be 
taken by themselves alone. They must be taken in connection with 


the general dress, figure, and physical 
bearing of their wearers, which are affected 
by the same influences as those which 
affect the disposition of the hair upon the 
head and face. There is a certain form of 
whisker which is associated only with a 
particularly prim style of dress; a certain 
form of beard which is always to be found 
in company with a loose and slovenly 
costume, and so forth. Show the C. P.a 
man’s face. and he will tell you how he is 
dressed. He may be wrong in matters of 
unimportant detail, but his general im- 
pression as to the man’s dress will be 
correct. Influenced by these considera- 
tions, he has not only taken a hairless 
man as his propositus, but he has taken 
a man who is not only hairless but un- 
clothed. He has wrapped him, for pro- 
priety’s sake, in a blanket, and stuck him 
into the initial T to this chapter, because 
he is the text upon which the philosopher's 
discourse is to turn. The C. P. will 


du 





, 


assume, as he assumed in 1863, that the 
gentleman in the blanket is a popular 
actor, who is going to “make up”’ for 
nine different characters. To accomplish 
this, he has whiskers, moustachios, beards, 
and imperials of several varieties, together 
with the costumes necessary to his pur- 
pose. The C. P. doesnot propose to dilate 
upon the characteristics of his various 
disguises. He has sketched them in the 
margin, and, after a few words of intro- 
duction, he proposes to allow them to tell 
their own tales. 

He begins, say, with No. 1, who is a 
decent mechanic. It is difficult to say why 
the decent mechanic prefers to shave his 
cheeks and his upper lip, and to allow the 
hair to grow around and beneath his chin 
as it pleases, just as it is difficult to trace 
the origin of any class custom so accurately 
as to be able to assign a reason for it. 

No. 2 is, say, a Cabinet Minister. The 
difference between the appearance of the 





a 
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Cabinet Minister and the decent mechanic is entirely due to such 


causes as every actor has at his command. The C. P. has taken the | 
same bare head for both subjects, and the difference between them is | 
attributable entirely to wig, whiskers, and costume. 





No. 3 is, perhaps, a getter up of public companies. The same head 
but with the showy hair, active, mobile eyebrow, and flashy whisker 


of an ad captantum orator. ; 


No. 4is a Linesman. His whiskers and moustache are trimmed to 


order. 
sarily kept short, and he is obliged 
to keep his chin free from beard. 
Shave him, strip him, and wrap him in 
a blanket, and he is our friend in the 
initial. 

No. 65 is a Civil Engineer, or, perhaps 
a Contractor. His full, rough beard 
is usually associated with rough, loose 
clothes, and a rough, untidy hat. He 
has a great deal too much upon his 
mind to allow of his wasting a minute 
for the consideration of so unimportant 
a matter as his personal appearance. 
me a that is big and loose, and 
will allow him plenty of room to move 
about in, will do for him. 

No. 6 is an artist, and belongs toa 
peculiar type of semi-fashionable artist 
which affects a French or Italian ex- 
terior. It is difficult to understand 
how any Englishman, who has ever 
seen a Frenchman, could possibly wish 
to dress like one; but the C. P. ac- 
cepts the fact as he finds it. Artists, 
singers, and acrobats are the only 
people, as far as hig 





observation “~~ 


He has very little option in the matter. His hair is neces- 
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GEOGRAPHICAL ‘‘BOOK MAKERS.” 


Iiy a fagots et fugots; there are scientific societies and scientific 
, Societies. Some have for their object the advancement of human 
knowledge, or the utilization of such knowledge as has already been 
acquired. Others are devoted to the wiling away of idle evenings, by 
means of sensational novelties, or the glorification of tuft-hunting 
, chairmen, who are always parading before the public their ‘‘ most dis- 
tinguished friends.” 
The Royal Geographical Society is well-known for its fashionable 
evening amusements. Its managers endeavour to provide an attractive 
| bill of fare for every evening meeting. Of late, however, the enter- 
| tainments have been very slow, and the attendance of visitors pro- 
| portionately decreased. Buta tragedy, over which all England mourns, 
| had been enacted in a foreign land. One of the bravest and best of 
her sons had been struck down by a savage hand, and LivinesTonr 
| Was no more. This was one of those occasions out of which capital 
could be made, and the members of the society were informed that 
they were to be favoured with a “ Livincstone evening.” After all, 
there was nothing to be said or done with which the public were not 
| already acquainted, and the directors of the entertainment endeavoured 
to eke out the programme by adding a burlesque to the tragedy. 
| Str SAMvEL Baker entered into the performance with great spirit, 
| when he stated that the President, although he did not wish to win 


a aot who, being Englishmen, wish to be mistaken for | money, offered to bet a large stake that Dr. Livincstonsr was not dead. 
c So = 


| 
| 
| ; . ‘ - The inuendo was received with much laughter, which was greatly in- 
a "7 . poem — oe head of hair. creased when Str Roperick Murcutson corrected his ‘ most distin- 
| f lie “aiff sed t kit it N 6 ' guished friend,” and stated that he had only offered to take long odds 
i bel * , aa > th “aie : against Dr. Livincstone’s being alive. 

t be ndt - ae ch . 1 y — Our readers must not think that we are fooling. These were the rites 
ous and sensational school of artist. , that were celebrated by the President and Members of the Royal 
| 





People of this school cultivate legend _ Geographical Socicty in memory of one of the noblest and most fearless 
ee exterior—fling aside the con- travellers that ever left the shores of England. If we must have pseudo- 
ventionalities of society as well ae scientific after-dinner meetings, let them, at least, be conducted with 
art, and clothe every simple action with _decency. ‘Those of the Geographical Society are not held in any high 
- assumed eccentricity which is part of respect by scientific men, who object to see the inarticulate English- 
their stock in trade. . men, that yet have surmounted dangers in every part of the world, 

No. 9 is a whisker and head of hair | dragged on their feet to be stared at through opera glasses like wild 
of the truest policemanic type. Take | beasts ; and this for no evident purpose but to enable the Chairman of 
=, ee ee nit ' the evening to claim them as his “ most distinguished friends.” 

ular air, “la 
with a bishop’s lawn, or surmount it | 
with a regal diadem, or send it out 
for a walk with a Roman toga, and 
you will find that its policeman’s nature 
will assert itself as strongly as ever. 
It is a wig and whisker that could 
not exist except in association with 
a blue coat and a number on the collar. 


Answers te Correspondents. 


[We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accom- 
panied ly a stamped and directed envelope. | 
SILENTIA must pardon us if we don’t give consent. 
‘THe Lay or THE Boat Raceg”’ is respectfully declined. ‘ Odds on 
| Oxford ’”’ is the lay we believe in. 
K.— Perhaps. 
S. E., Luton.—But instead of ‘‘seluton’’ we must say adieu! 

















ERRIBLE DISCOVERY. HuNGARIAN DeAK.—Deak-lined with thanks. ee 
, «le at cas h eae ted for th f Ben, Holborn.—We could not do it, if you were Ben Nevis himself. 
Farse ears of ficsh colour—india-rubber—have been invented for the use o Dasu.—Not up to our standard—a high-fun. 


ladies with large ears. They are used in front of the real ears, which are drawn 


back and concealed under the hair.” —Court Journai. J usTITIA.— What do you wish to say fie! at? 


CALIBAN.—Cali-bani-hed! 


Au! fairest of maidens, with masses of hair, “A YounG BEeGInNek” had better leave off as soon as possible. 
| Down-falling—so classic !—to cover your eyes, AN InguisiTive Rosenup.—We are notin @ position, just yet, to answer. 
| I know for my coming, dear, how you prepare, PAIsLEY.—We shawl not be able to use it. 
And arrange for your curtsey and charming surprise. H., Newport,—Too late. 
| When I bashfully greet you and enter the room— Roovee's jokes are too roodee-mental. 
With a hope for your welcome that’s tempered with fear— W. M., Winchester, writes that he encloses A few riddles, and h 
| There’s one thing that fills me with terrible gloom, they will wey oe are, — » on ee oblige.” We 
And there’s that on the table I dare not come near. = i See * Ne wee ye instead of a“ No, 
I have loved you so long that each charm of your face Stereo A. A.—Don't! 
Is indelibly } rinted, sweet maid, on my heart, ScruTaToR.—Good boy! If you go on like this, you'll be qualified as a 
I have watched you grow ever in maidenly grace, reader in a printing office. oo ! 
And nothing my love from your image can part. C. C. P. says if we “consider the enclosed worth inserting,” we are to “do 
’ i so under the assumed name of Herminius.’’ We do not see why we should 
I am true to my word, but what’s this that I see? ; 
assume that name—even supposing we were silly enough to insert the lines. 
| + a bound to adore you for ora? and yet Brvo evidently can’t see the pvint of a joke. 
There's a sight on the table that s dreadful to me, JACEKAY is not likely to suit, so had better save his time and oure. 
Your ears in the workbox!—explain it, my pet. W. L. G., Earl's-court, tells us that ‘little natural oozings manifest | 
You say india-rubber, and own that you wear themesives nome, Sis Bele bale’ a ment Ye eomeniag, Be that is no | 
i i reason Ww e should send his oozings to be an-ooz: ; 
| Shab -tonritle Pry =e yous-cer whe Sater, Declined with thanks—Septimus Meek; Constant Reader; Dick; A | 
H P ; 
| ow often devotion I’ve ventured to swear Waskin Gebaerther: WB. - Palade: A Lolaess A: tient Se ee | 
To that ear so inanimate; now never more weeny Davewnet, Ss? 5 fees & ee? 2s ae | 
Mv li ° : Coul; W. G. T., Deptford; XIT; A Customer; Aati-Intolerance ; 
| y lips near the side of your head shall be placed— Moderation; R. B., Manchester; F. D.; ‘‘ Harry Seymour; Euclid 
| Excuse a huge tear, but I’ve reason to blubber ; Pipps; Horeb; A. S. S.; Mephistopheles; Q ina Corner; Walter; Cad- 
| For never was man so undone and disgraced, mium Yellow; R. W.; Garottee; K. C. L H.; T. 8. B., Edinburgh; 
To think that I’ve loved and caressed india-rubber! N.E. P.; R. K.; G. B. W.; Quiz; S.J.S.L ; Pool; J. J. Manchester ; 
= R. G., Bath; A. W.; ‘Elizabeth Brigg-;”” Desmotes; R. J. L., 
Timperley; G. H. N.; B. B. H. M.; W. W.; B. Y., Croydon; S. T. ; 
A Poser. Tig: I. A., Charlton in Medlock ; G. D., junr, Edinburgh; F. L. M. ; 
ante Grecian Archipelago in three letters! You can’t? Why | Prisoners’ Base; W. H. D.; H. Z. F.; B. W. M., Liverpool; S. H. D., 
. C., of course. | Dorset-square. 
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THE | Sc—“ And makes thee plaguy ill. But come, take heart of grace, 
SOCIETY OF BRITISH ARTISTS. and let us go see how quietly the Thames looks when C. J. Lewis 


Scang—the Gallery. Viator is discovered with a catalogue in his hand, | limneth it of a calm evening.’ . ; 
staring wildly at the walls. To him enter ScRuTATOR. | Vi— Aye, that is more to my taste, and minds me of the time 
| _ when I was wont to wet a line with good Master Izaak WALTON. 
| Scrvutator.—‘ Give thee good den! Art studying these pictorial, S¢.—‘ Here be noble moonlight passages in GitBgrT’s picture. What 
phantasies, Oh, Viator?’ say you ?”’ ; 
Viaton.— Ay, marry, that am I. What think you of the show?’ ‘Vi.—* It beseemeth me I have seen the like before, or what nearly 
| Sc.—*'Tis a passing good show, and such an one as I cannot, resembleth it.’ et : ; 
| mind me to have seen this many a long day.” | Sc.— You must go look at Donapson’s Roman view, if ye must 
Vi.—“ Here be hugely good painting, i’ faith. I would I were needs have originality and novelty.” ait e.g 
rich!” V1.—“I took note of it but just now. It is ill placed, but ’tis brim- | 





Se.— Nay, never be discontented! But, come, we will make the | full of truth and reality. It likes me much.” ; ; 
grand tour of the Gallery. This ‘ Beau's Stratagem,’ now, isaclever| Sc.—‘* Where be the critics one is wont to meet at the private views, 
picture. ‘Tis deftly limned, and the yellow velvet of the gallant’s | Master Viator? By my halidome, I have not clapt eyes on one this 





doublet is e’en excellent.” ; whole noontide.”’ . 
V1.—“And the maiden’s garb, too, is charming—who is the painter?’ | V1.—‘ There be other galleries open privately this day, and since 
Se.—“ Barnes!” they belong to dealers the critics have flocked thither.”’ 

V1.—* Not the Common evidently—he’s above that. Here now is| Sc.—‘Isitso? It seems it would be more becoming to do honour 

a noble work by Cots. Ofa truth the sunlight is ably done.”’ | toa Society of Artists first, and go honour the dealers afterward.”’ 

soclusion of the cloister here.”’ | masques, the which your dealer doth at times.”’ 


Vi1.—* He hath, ofa truth. But did you mark anothercanvas by, Sc.—*« Say youso? Then my faith in critics is like to come to 
| Burrin yonder chamber, the presentment of a lad nursing his little | diminishment.”’ 
brother ? ”’ |  Vi.— Mine cannot be diminished.” 
| . Sc.—*It did not escape me. It is a prettily-conceived work. But! Sc.—* How so?” 
there be some rare gems in the smaller apartments, notably a twilight | V1.— That is the point—which, as gossip Euclid putteth it, hath no 
by the sea, which Barnes hath painted.’’ size nor magnitude.” 
Vi1.—* Tis infused with the very spirit of true poesy. Dost not Sc.— You are pleased to be satiric. But now let us go and drink 
think Tuom paints well? See the pilferers here in the orchard by | beer. Itisa performance full of pleasure after a picture-gallery.”’ 


the river-side.”” , | V1.— Spoken like a philosopher. I am with you! Dost know 4 | 
| Sc.—‘* Good, truly. And these other marauders by Pasaurer. But | handy hesial — . 7 Z 


| 
Se.—“ It is. And, methinks, Lupovici hath well portrayed the Vi.—* Aye, marry; but Societies don’t give dinners and Jdals 
| 
| 


let us not by the ‘ Contested Election,’ set down with skill by! Se¢—* Withi t I's shot of this. What é i ale ile 
Rircuie. Tis an artful bit of work. But what ails you? Are Be oi ithin a petronel’s shot of this YJ 


smit with the falling sickness *’’ 
Vi.—* Lead me hence, I prithee!"” [Viator leads him away. 
a What has affected thee so strangely *”’ | Se.—*’Tis a capital gathering, and one that might run alone instead _ 
Vi1.—“*I am no ‘Sailor, good Scruraror, and the sight of that sca of following on the heels of the other department.” 

as Harzs hath painted it hath made me as qualmish as if I were) V1.— It might, of a verity. Bat we must not linger.” 

| aboard a Margate boat. The fellow paints occan pestilently well!” | S¢.— Have with you!” [ Erount.] 


_ gallery as a whole ?”’ 
| V1.—* The best exhibition I have seen here this age. But see what | 
_ a capital collection of water-colours we have yonder? ”’ | 





Le oun: Piun.d by JUDD & GLASS, Phouix Works, St. Andrew’s Hiil, Loctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) by W. ALDER, at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.— 
April 13, 1867. 
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NiIPT IN THE BUD. 


Scenze.—A Ball-room abroad. 


Young Fitz (attaché, late clerk at the Tape and Sealing-wax Office) :—“ Yaas 
USED TO COST ME FIFTY POUNDS 


—WATHER PWIDE MYSELF ON MY FLOWERS, 
A-YEAW WHEN I WAS AT,THE AWFFICE.” 


Guileless Being :—‘‘ Dear ME; How VERY LITTLE YOU MUST HAVE HAD 


TO LIVE on!”’ 
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OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


Two publications which bear upon the Paris Exhibition lie before us. 
The Art-Journal supplements its usual contents with an illustrated 
catalogue, which is got up in admirable style. To judge from the 
accounts received from Paris, we should say that purchasers of the 
Art-Journal this month will have seen more of the Exhibition than the 
season-ticket holders have as yet, for the catalogue is profusely illus- 
trated. The subjects are chosen with taste, and drawn and engraved 
with skill. The other portion of this long-established Art publication 
is up to its usual standard. 


Messrs. JoHNson AND Son’s Complete Official Catalogue is very hand- | 


somely turned out. Its exterior appearance is certainly more pleasing 
than that of the huge shed whose contents it enumerates. Our readers 
would not believe us if we were to say that we have read the volume 


carefully, so we will not say so. But we may venture unhesitatingly | 


to assert that it is just the sort of book one is likely to take up at odd 
intervals—and put down again. 

We have received from Messrs. RovTtepce AND Sons the first 
number of The Book of Pigeons, by Messrs. TeGeTMEIzk AND Hak- 
RISON WeErR, with coloured portraits—not of the gentlemen, but of the 
birds, of course. 
and Mr. 
History, and has turned his attention specially to pigeons. We are 
not aware whether he is the author of those touching lines— 

** How happy the little birds must lie, 
With their legs sticking out of the crust of a pie!” 
but we should be inclined to attribute them to him. 
HE same publishing firm also send us two of their Household 
Manuals, The first is How to Preserve Fruit. ‘The only plan we ever 


found to answer was to put broken bottles on the top of the garden- | 


SOR lalla ee 
Fr 


VOL. VY. 





MILLY. 


Wuat do I care if it’s Mitprep or Miiutcent ? 
Mi.ty’s your pet and diminutive name— 

Casual glances to torture or kill I sent, 
Language of looks is a dangerous game. 


Friends we were both when our silly eyes met, you know, 
Only a night ago, still it’s absurd, 

Knowing we've heard of each other, and yet, you know, 
Neither exchanged a soft whisper or word. 


Conventionalities preached by society, 
Cannoned against us and left us in “ baulk;” 
Gave us of chattering friends a satiety, 
When we were longing to cut them and talk. 


Classical fable has told us of TANTALUs, 
Trying for ever to moisten his lips ; 

Bother the simi/e—shadows that mantle us, 
Warn us that fate is unsteady and trips. 


Love, like the Danaid daughters or Dryades, 
Sports, or with water fills treacherous jars, 

Better exist like the fabulous Pleiades— 
Doves for a moment and afterwards stars! 


Facts we shall find leave a nauseous sediment, 
Fancies are better a thousand times o'er ; 

Were we to meet you might fall from your pediment, 
J might in turn prove a horrible bore. 


| 
ON A NEW PARTY. 
| 
| 


Why by the name of “ Peacock’s tail,’’ 
A certain party they should hail, 
Can cause us no surprise! 
Each individual opinion, 
Sets up for separate dominion— 
It’s all made up of “ I's.” 


But where so many leaders are, 
Would it not wiser be, by far, 
To call it “* Heads and Tails ?” 
Or let us call it ‘‘ Cranborne Alley,” 
The cave whence issues many a sally 
That Government assails. 





| Oh, no! The Peacock title’s best— 
There is prophetic interest 

| With that description blent ; 

| For should the Ministry go out 

| The Peacock party, past a doubt, 

| Will be peahen-itent! 


j 


wall, lock the gate, and lose the key. The second manual is Good 
Food: What it is, and How to Get it. This ought to be popular at the 
price, for there are thousands of people whose chief difficulty in life is 
“ how to get food ’’—good, bad, or indifferent. A handbook of Fishing, 
‘also issued by Messrs. Rovrieper, seems admirably adapted for its 
| purpose—a guide to angling for boys. Weshould recommend Messrs. 
| Rovutiepce to dedicate the next edition to the CHANCELLOR OF THE 
| Excnueaver, who is, if we may believe Mr. Bennat Osporng, an adept 


| at the gentle craft. 


| 
| 


Laboratory v. Gasworks. 

A new scientific journal, the Ladoratory, which is intended to record 
the results of the investigations and experiments of Science, makes the 
following statement :— 


‘‘ Dr. Frankland’s course of lectures on coal gas has unseated the 
respecting the conditions of luminosity of a gas-flame. They have 


pular belief 
o disturbed 


| the peace of the London Gas Companies, 


| 


The popular belief touching the luminosity of a gas-flame is—thanks 
to the gas companies—that there is precious little of it. We are glad 
to hear that the peace of the gas companies is threatened, for they have 


Mr. WER is the artist par excellence for the work, | thrown a gloom over every household that used their gas, and ought to 
TecermeieR is a profound and sound student in Natural | suffer for it. 


| 


oe 





An Oared Row. 


Wuart a pity it is the fair sex is so quarrelsome! A ladies’ boating 
club has been set afoot—we should say afloat—at Warwick, and it is 
reported that the members have already had several “‘rows*”’ on the 


water. 
* Query, by Printer’s D.:—Perhaps the *‘ row” intended is soft, like a herring’s. 
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Coton Talk. 


By THE SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


/ HE month of 
}} Vi | April is famous 
/ i} for surprises of 

/ j fi  anotveryagree- 


able nature. It 
is ushered in by 
a day on which 
you are re- 
quested to look 
at a rent in your 
coat, and then, 
on looking down, 
are saluted with, 
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“Oh! you April 
Fool!” Or you 
go out in your 


new spring suit, 
and are caught in 
a shower, ‘Oh! 
you April Fool!” 
With these prece- 
dents before us, we 
can hardly be sur- 
prised that the 
leader of the Op- 
position, having 
held a meeting to 
determine on the 
line to be adopted by the Liberal party, should on the very night of 
the debate, when he had his course cut and dried, be intercepted in the’ 
lobby, by a deputation from a small tea-room party, with the observa- 
tion, “ h! you”’—— Well, “Oh! you seasonable politician !’’ Whether 
the month has other surprises in store for other people, at present there 
is no saying, but I don’t think we shall reach May without some more 
ing and unforeseen novelties. 

Ture has been some correspondence in the Oxford Times on a sub- 
ject to which I alluded some time since—the conduct of some of the 
undergraduates at the lectures and entertainments at the Town Hall. 
I am sorry to think there is no improvement. ‘A Citizen’’ writes on 
the subject endorsing the remarks of the reporter, who had animad- 
verted on the indecorous behaviour of some of the ‘‘ young gentlemen”’ 
at arecent entertainment. “ Catcalls, hisses, stampings, anings, 
curses, and coarse and offensive remarks” are enumerated, and it is 
stated that a lady who was singing was not spared such insults. The 
young men are described as paying for the back seats, and forcing 
themselves into the reserved places, attacking the man in charge when 
he remonstrated, and overpowering him by numbers. This letter, I 
regret to say, stands uncontradicted, a Master of Arts writing to 
admit and deplore the charges, and suggest that the entertainments 
shall no longer be sanctioned. Such a step would be one of great 
unfairness to the inhabitants of the town, who surely ought not to be 
debarred from rational amusements because Alma ce cannot 
lick her cubs into shape. It seems to me that if undergraduates were 
forbidden to go to the ‘Town Hall without taking and booking places 
beforehand the difficulty would be met, and the only inconvenience in 
the arrangement would be experienced by those who make such a step 
necessary. While I am grumbling, let me add a protest against the 
betting spirit which has of late marked the Oxford and Cambridge 
Boat-race. Books are made on the event, and the speculations have in 
some cases assumed gigantic proportions. It is a very lamentable thing 
that the money element should become a chief feature of the brotherly 
contest between the two Universities. When it becomes a question 

of lucre instead of laurels, the race loses its principal charm, and the 
crews are reduced to the unenviable position of Derby cracks, that it 
is worth the while of unprincipled men to try and hocus. 

I went to the Lyceum the other night to see the revival of The 
Duke's Motto. What a capital play it is! The plot is told with clear- 
ness and vigour, and every act is constructed on true principles. It 
is quite ref g to come back to so genuine a piece after the trash of 
the sensation dramas we get nowadays. Fecurer still plays Lagardére 
with the same go and spirit—and the same tenderness—as ever. 

Tux Excelsior Readings, published by Mr. Murny, to which I 
alluded some time since, have reached a fourth part, and the pub- 
lished series lies before me. ‘Lhe selections seem judiciously made, 
and are arran with every care. The binding, to which notice is 


SRESSSSSSSS 


@m NAS 
a Ss 
IN RSS 
DIY 


= 
= 


By 
y 
r, 
ay) 
he 


i 
, 


Vi) 

MV) A 

/4 | Y 
tA 

Hy f 
Vi 

138 

ty 

A ) 


a . es “ = 


~> = 
~~ 
Y 


SS 
ba 


4 7 
yy i 


icularly drawn, is a novelty intended to ensure st d dura- 
fatity, two ualities which will ro tree 
guardians, 

the youngsters. 


recommend themselves to parents and 
ough they may not command much popularity among 
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| 


Str Morton Peto, according to promise, got up in the House the | 


other night to ask for an inquiry into the affairs of the London, 


‘Chatham, and Dover Railway. The motion, as might have been ex- 


pected, was refused, so the honourable gentleman had to carry his 
bucket of whitewash out again. He was much buttered by the leaders 
on both sides, but unfortunately that does not help in any way to re- 


ww 


move the cloud which envelopes the matter, and we are no wiser than 1 
we were, for in introducing his motion, Sir Morton was particular to | 


avoid explaining some of the mysteries. 
doubt to his great disappointment—failed, there came a /racas, touch- 


When he had tried and—no | 


ing a motion for an inquiry into the doings of the Grand Trunk Rail- | 


way in Canada. 


box. 








DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 6. 


Drevematists darkly dissemble, . 
And prove that the wrong may be right, 
But one puny nation will tremble 
When England gees forth to the fight. 
The insult she did to our banners, 
Will cost her some sorrow perchance ; 
Unless she amends her bad manners, 
We'll lead her a terrible dance. 





Be 
We learn’t him at school, 
When in youthful condition ; 
I think, as a rule, 
Menrivaz’s the edition. 
2. 
A word beloved by many a necromancer, 
With curious transformations for an answer. 
3. 
It lay:athwart his path, and-so he tred 
‘The vile intruder deep into the sod. 
4, 
Tidings from every nation to his store 
Come in a constant current evermore. 
4. 


Oh! fairest maiden that poetic art 

E’er limned, of noble mould and tender heart ; 
Women now seek the suffrage, Mr. Mini 

Their champion,—you’d have voted for his bill. 


6. 
Greater than the monarch’s crown, 
Thrones imperial casting down, 
While a young bard of thee sung 
Poems in the German tongue. 

7. 
Her true love suffered sad eclipse, 
She died upon her lover's lips. 


ANSWER TO Acrostic No. 4. 


A Aloof F 
P Portfolio Oo 


Correct SotvTions or Acrostic No. 4, RECEIVED 10TH id 
Chaat Saeed: 2 Aprit, 1867.—R. A. 
Pelusethy; Snuff-box ; A. G. B. and C. D.G 








A Great Gun. 


Tx Reform Bill of the late Liberal Ministry was condemned as a 
single-barrelled bill. The present Government were so determined that 
the same epithet should not be applied to their measure, that they 
introduced duality of franchise, so that theirs was a double-barrelled 
bill with a vengeance. We doubted, however, whether such duplicity 


would be persisted in. 





Stirring him up with the Wal-pole. 


AtrHoucu the Home Secretary has respited Wace, it is no odds, 


for he has not proved himself Toomenr-ciful. 


ee 


. W.; Gobbles; Craigeilachie ; Spectre Pig; Cerovino; E.F¥.; 


If one may judge from a pamphlet, containing a re- | 
port of a recent meeting, the Grand Trunk seems to be in the wrong 
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PARLIAMENTARY LANGUAGE. 


(An Intercepted Communication addressed to the Editor of Notes anp 
QUERIES. ) 


| Srr,—I have just lighted upon the following curious extract from a 
Venetian newspaper of that indefinite time known as “ the period,” 
from which you will see that Parliamentary language—which some- 
times conceals the thoughts, and always amplifies the expression—is 

' not peculiar to these later days, but prevailed in those from which 

| Shakespeare drew his materials for the tragedy of “Othello.” The 
discovery is also valuable as illustrating that disdain of originality 

| which is one of the most daring characteristics of the Immortal Bard. 
| I need scarcely add that the speech, reported in modern style, is that 
| of the Moor to the Venetian Council upon the subject of his elopement 
| with Desdemona. I give it textually as it stands in the debate. 
| ‘General Othello, Commanding in Chief, then rose, and ad- 
| dressing the most potent, grave, and reverend signors—if they would 
| allow him to call them so—said that he (the hon. and gallant gen- 
| tleman) was free to confess that he had taken away the old man’s 
| daughter; it was also true that he had entered into a matrimonial 
| alliance with that lady; but this he considered to be the extent of his 
| responsibility. He admitted that his manner might be wanting in 
| suavity, and deficient in the conventional modes of expression which 
| belong to a tranquil state of existence. For since his (the hon. and 
| gallant gentleman’s) arms had advanced to so approximate a period of 
_ maturity as the age of seven years, until their present condition, 
: which had been one of comparative inactivity for the space of nine 
_ months, they had employed the action in which his fondest affections 
‘ were concentrated, in fields of battle adjacent to the encampments of 
' the army which he had the honour to command. He (the hon. and 
gallant gentleman) was competent to speak but to a limited extent of 
| the great world—not, indeed, in a more extended degree than would 
| relate to martial achievements; and he considered, therefore, that he 
| should add but little to the object he had in view by attempting the 
advocacy of his own interests. Nevertheless, he was prepared, 
without, he hoped, unnecessary intrusion upon the patience of the 
assembly, to make a statement (which he could assure them should 
be distinguished by rotundity, and characterized by an absence of 
artificial adornment) of the entire career of his affection, including 
the nature of the chemical preparations, the inducements of an il- 
legitimate character, nay more, the illegal processes (for these entered 
into the scope of the impeachment) by which he had been enabled to 
| appropriate to himself the most affectionate manifestations of the lady 
who stood in the relation of daughter to the hon. and aggrieved 
gentleman.” 

I need not trouble your readers with the rest of the speech. The 
above will be sufficient, I hope, to satisfy lovers of parliamentary 
language, as well of future editors of Shakespeare—if such infatuated 
beings as the latter are possible in the present day.— Yours, ~ . 

EMO. 


(I enclose my card, not necessarily for publication, but as a guaran- 
tee of my nonentity.) 
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Is this a dagger?” etc. 
| Is this Mazzin1an, we should like to know ? 
A GOOD STABBING BOY 
WANTED—age about 14.—Apply, etc. 


It is high time the police interfered, when assassins are thus publicly 
advertised-for ! 





Nothing New. 


Tue Réunion Lyrique of Brussels have organised a dramatic per- 
formance for the benefit of ‘‘ The Society for giving Medicine to the 
Poor, gratis!’’ The idea is a good one, and the plan a very suitable 
one—many is the dose we have had at a theatre in our time !—N.B. 
The reader having paid his penny for his copy, may take his choice 
whether he shall pronounce the “s’’ in “‘dose”’ as a “‘z” or no. 


Notes and Queries. 


Dante was an Italian poet. His wife was much given to music, 

and her name still survives in many musical compositions—it was 
ANN-DANTE, but he always called her Beatrics for short. 
_ The representation of Minorities is much talked of. An instance of 
it may be found in the present Bankruptey Laws, in which the minority 
18 clearly represented, it being taken for granted that all bankrupts are | 
honest until proved to ke the contrary. 


ee ete stent 


wise, Overseers are seldom found to be overwise. 


Tue grain that is up earliest—Sun-ryes. | 
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| Ir will be noticed that though seers are ordinarily supposed-to be | 
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mischievous activity. 
of pure and Saxon English; whilst his turgid and tumid vituperations 
have earned for him the apt nickname of “ the foul-mouthed Quaker. 


quarrelsome and vindictive politician. 
is supported by a devoted band of staunch political adherents, of 
whom the most remarkable is Mr. Leatuam; and he is now deserted 
by all except a few desperate incendiaries, of whom the most notorious 
is a Mr. Leatuam, formerly unseated for bribery and corruption. 
Joun Bricut’s brother, Jacos, is also a well-known advocate of 
political and social reform ; the reckless demagogue having unscrupu- 
lously led even the members of his own family circle into the evil 
course that he himself pursued. Further eulogy of this illustrious 
man would be superfluous; and happily we need not trouble ourselves 
any longer with this fiend in human shape. 


to do so? 
there is not the slightest reason to suppose that he ever existed. If he 
did, or if he does, so much the worse ! 
my young friend ! 
thank goodness, very few! 
a biographical notice of himself in Fun. 
Abbey, with a stake through his body, by the kind intercession of a 
bishop whom he had frequently abused.. This story seems dubious. 
Everything is dubious according to DrapLauGu. 
that BrapLauGu was only a Myth. It don’t matter! 


Born at Strensham in Worcestershire, 1612. 
Covent-garden, 1680. . 

































OUR BIOGRAPHICAL DICTIONARY. 
By Most or ovr Eminent AvutTqmors. 


N.B.—In compliance with the wishes of a quarter of a million correspondents 
who have written to us on the subject, we promise not to follow a strictly alpha- 
betical order. The names of the authers will in future be given (by request). 

Bricut, Joun, M.P. By Proresson Gotpwin Situ and Srr 
ARCHIBALD Attson (in conjunction). This illustrious benefactor of his 
native land first saw the light in 1811; and, ever since, his career has 
been one of unmitigated mischief. It has been his constant object to 
promote the welfare of the down-trodden millions; and, by setting 
class against class, to provoke all the horrors of revolution. His 
eloquent voice has always been raised on behalf of the poor; and, like 
other manufacturing tyrants, he is notorious for cruelty to his own 
workpeople. Of late years his political influence has rapidly increased ; 
and there is every reason to believe that he will soon be relegated to 


that congenial obscurity from which he ought never to have emerged. 


Still in the full prime of manly vigour, we may fairly anticipate for 
Mr. Bricut a long and honourable career; but the burly agitator’s 
failing health may at any moment remove him from the scene of his 
His diction has long been considered a model 


” 


He is a devoted friend of peace; nor has there ever been a more 
In the House of Commons he 


Mr. 


BrapiavGu. See “Iconociast;’’ and yet, why take the trouble 
On Mr. BrapLavuGu’s own principles of historical criticism, 


Moral :—Keep out of his way, 
There are worse politicians than BrapLauGu ; but, 
Committed suicide in 1867, after reading 
Was buried in Westminster 


The probability is 
Butter, Samugt. By His Suave. (Communicated.) 
As Alchymist who scans his crucible, 
Hoping that ore is thence producible, 

First takes a lump of baser metal, 

And pops it plump into his kettle, 

Then stirs it round and lets it settle , 

Or watches it boil over, humbly 

In hopes that gold may ’neath the scum lie, 
And afterwards the process tells us 

Like to the wizard PARACELSUS ; 

Or, rather, as sagacious leech 

Picks pois’nous herbs, and takes from each, 
By process strange of distillation, 
Ingredients fit for fermentation, — 

With joy as great, this physic-mixer, 

As he who brews the Grand Elixir, 

He dreams at night of pill and bolus 

As alchymist of bright Paecrotvus! 

So But.er, scorning Covenanters, 

And hating Conventicle canters, 

Just took from each what each had worse, 
And fused them in satiric verse, 

Hoping to make—not you or me sick— 

But either gold or wholesome physic! 
Physic, indeed, he made, for drastic 

Were all his couplets Hudibrastic ; 

But as for gold, by Fortune’s whim, 

No gold came ever near to him! 

For King and Church he used his weapons, 
And got for’s pains more kicks than ha’pence! 
Died iz Rose-street, 





A Tall bit of News. 
Our readers will be pleased to hear that a tell-ye-giraffe-ic despatch 


| reports the shipment of a number of fine animals to replace those 
| lately destroyed by fire at the Zoological Gardens, Regent’s-park. 
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THE BOAT RACE. 


BY A THAMES SWAN 
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I wonpser what it all means! Year after year, just as the leaves are 
coming out, and a fellow really begins to enjoy his swim of a morning, 
all the neighbourhood seeéms to go downright mad. If you go out 
with your wife, for instance—or take, say, a few cygnets (in a ring) 
for a bathe—down upon you comes a horrible machine. J know ’em, 
ugh ; know ’em well; but I can’t make out why they doit. There’s 
that young rascal, TorrzeNHAM; many’s the time I’ve seen him with a 
sort of plucky grin all over his face; why does he come here bothering 
me and mine, when he had much better stay at home, like a good boy, 
reading the Fathers? Later in the year one gets used to it. A boat 
more or less don’t maiter, out of twenty or thirty at a time; but then, 


like sensible people, the London oarsmen wait until it’s nice and warm. 
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What do you think though, yourself, of maniacs like the Oxford crew, 
who went out “for practice” in a “ of wind, and nearly swam 
the boat? Oh; you call it sere o you? Call it what you like! 
Get out! J call it ridiculous. en, look at the crowds that come 
down, days and days before the race; well, I once knew a very 
ble Pigeon, who had been taken down to see the Derby, and he 
told me that a boat-race crowd, compared to an Epsom mixture, is 
rather a select assembly of ladies and gentlemen. Oh yes; I dare 
say. . . . Why, blow my web-feet, and shiver my tendons, 
look at ’em—rushing along the towing-path like maniacs; look at the 
fat old boys, with clean shaven faces, and rosy gills, and white chokers, 
putting on a spurt, and cheering until they get red in the face. Red? 
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Red's a fool to it! Call it scarlet and purple gone mad, and then 
you'll describe a faint blush compared to those old ecclesiastical fea- 
tures! Don’t tell me. You leave me alone. J know what I’m talk- 
ing about. Get out! And then, the girls—the finest girls in society, 
I am told. I wonder whether they will ever get fond of me, those 
interesting social Lzpas! . . . My dear, you leave mealone! .. . 
Bless ’em! Look at their little boots—no webbed feet there, eh, old 
girl? Eh, Mrs. S.? Flop! Flop! Flop! ‘“ Boots at the Swan,” 
eh? ’Pon honour, Mrs. 8., not so bad, not so bad! . . . Look 
here, though: a race is a race, well and good. Human race, ornitho- 
logical race, Oxford and Cambridge race: exactly: all that’s right 
enough ;—but oh, you steamboats, oh, you muzzy “ captains,’’ oh, you 
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gaping Cockneys—there, it don’t do to talk about! Coming up here at 
a shilling a head, and nearly running over the “ eights’’—get out! 
Not that J’ve much reason to love the “eights,” you know; and I 


don’t. At least, I try not to. But so sure as ever that Saturday 
morning of all the Saturday mornings in the year comes round, why, 
well or ill, I manage to get a cosy berth somewhere in the neighbour- 
hood—and I hear them coming, coming, lashing through the water, 
I hear cheers on the bank, I hear even that brutal puffing and wheez- 
ing of the steamboats; and, by Jove—an old mythological friend of 
yours, Mrs. S.!—by Jove, if it were not for physical impossibilities and 
the fear of making myself ridiculous, I should shout, “Go it, Oxford !”’ 
and stick a dark blue feather in my tail! 
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| SPORTING INTELLIGENCE, 


NICHOLAS IN THE Dumps. 











































*¢ Rack ! °—SHAKESPEARE, 


| My Dear Youne Friexp.—Misfortune jolly soon oozes out, and you 
will see as my Gentleman of the Press have already turned against 
| me, he only providing me with a single word for ‘a motto out of old 
| SHAKESPEARE, and which it is all very well for poets to.say ‘“ Back,” 
| but suppose you have backed, and the luck have gone against you, and 
| our credit beginning to be shy? ‘There is no knowing how human 
| affairs will turn out, and the Prophet may yet pull himself square on 
coming events ; but, my dear young man, I will not disguise it from 
you that Nicuoxas have lost, and heavily. 

It says in a daily paper, where I daresay it was put in by some of 
my individuous detractors: ‘“ The Newmarket Handicap, following in 
the groove of the other Spring events’’ (though Nicuoxas do not quite 
see how a handicap can follow in a groove) ‘resulted in the veriest 
outsider in the betting winning anyhow. Such a season of reverses to 
backers, and floorers to prophets, has surely never been known, and 
what “will become of both of these ill-used classes of the Sporting 
Community if their bad luck continues is a melancholy conjecture.” 
Oh, it’s a ‘melancholy conjecture,” is it? Very good, my daily paper; 
I am glad ye think so. Speaking personally, I do mot consider it as a 
matter of “conjecture ;’’ it seems to me a certainty—in point of fact, 
“amoral.” ‘The course of Nicuouas, thank goodness, is tolerably 
clear. If fortune should again declare against him, he will be quite 
willing to go over to Paris for you, my dear young Friend, and con- 
tinue in your employment by writing of Art-Criticisms for you on the 
Exhibition, he knowing quite as much about it as some which are 
employed at home by your serious contempories. ‘The Prophet thinks 
that a series of light and humorous articles on “‘ Eating Horseflesh : 

) by One who knows better than for to do so,”’ might be quite a feature, 
Sir, in your otherwise well-conducted journal. Or, I might see, per- 
haps, wether I happen to have left the MS. of my “ Knurr and 

| Spell” dhind sme during one of my passing visits to the gay capital 
of our lively néighbours. In any case, Sir, I trust as you will re- 
membertfernier services, and not turn a poor, ruinous old man out on 
the streéts, which I am nobody’s enemy but my own, and have been 
known’to keeptsteady for weeks together. Besides, Sir, I'am no worse 
thantmy)propHetic rivals, which have all been let in the hole this sea- 
son ;@nd I am still confident, Gentlemen, as my luck will come back 
when\the weather gets a little warmer, Nicnotas being firmly of 
opinig¢n that Hitherto the East wind have got into his head. Rally 
roundithe old‘adviser, Nicootas! Who sent you the Derby winner 
of 1865? ‘Who sent you the Derby winner of 1866? Who sent you 
the absolute first, second, and third for the ’67 St. Leger? Trust to 
the:Prophet ! And all will yet be joy!!! 

NicHo.as. 

| %P%—Lchave ventured to draw on you for a few weeks’ salary in 

advance, *#hd gottit cashed in the City. 
P.S. 2.—I do not think it necessary to send my present address. 


Rally round him !! 





A WEDDED WALTONIAN. 


I Love beside some quiet brook 
With rod in hand to dangle ; 

Away from home I gladly hook, 
And there I go and angle. 


To make a basket’s not my wish, 
Because, as safe as churches, 

I always have to buy my fish— 
I never get my perches. 


I want no sport, upon my life— 
It is support I’m courting ; 

To help me to support a wife 
That there is no supporting. 


So, with a hook content I roam, 
Though net a fish will snatch it. 
I know I’ve only to go home, 
To be quite sure to catch it! 


A Joumman for cabmen, ’bus-drivers, and conductors is shortly to 
appear, vesttitled The Whip. We understand it is to come out in a 
crak, and that it will have plenty of cuts. We suppose it will be 
Hanapm-ly printed and fare-ly conducted. If so, it may take its rank 
with icals of long standing. At any rate, it should have a good 
circ if the police regulations touching the cabs are attended to— 


| 
Getting the Whip-hand. 
that is, if every one takes its number first. 








PEN AND INK. 


| 
| 
Ox! pas and mas, with “heirs and hopes,” 
For whom you're casting horoscopes, 
And whom with anxious care 

You're watching as they daily grow, 
And guarding ’gainst all grief and woe, 
Of this one risk beware ! | 


Permit the child to play with fire, 
Or keen-edged knives, should he desire ; 

And do not feebly shrink 
From giving fireworks—powder—uums ! 
With one and all entrust yoursons, 

But not with pen and#nk ! 





Tue author of Society and Ours has now given the stage’a more per- 
fect work of art than either of those very successful comedies. ‘The 
story of Society hovered a little too fondly abont the borders of Bohemia 
for a good many tastes, and the plot of Ours:saerificed something to 
probability for the sake of bringing the characters together in the last 
act. But in Caste we have little or no fault ‘to find with;either the 
materials or the way in which they are employed. Theistory turns 
upon that often-discussed question of social economy—uneqtal matches, 
and its interest is unflagging as faras the middle of the third act. 
From that point forward, however, there is nothing except the merit 
of the dialogue to retain the audience's attention, for everybody in the 
piece who deserves to be made happy has been made so some time 
before the fall of the curtain. But Mx. T..W.Roserrson writes with 
so much point and gusto that we can forgive deficiency in action for | 
the sake of excellence in talk. Taking Caste from a literary — of | 
view, we think it one of the cleverest pieces produced since DoveLas 
JERROLD wrote his best comedies. Looked at in a dramatic light, it 
exhibits a thorough knowledge of stage requirements. The perform- 
ance of Caste is admirable throughout. Mr. Hane’s portrait of the 
British workman is a gem; and Mr. F. Younes is quiet and artistic 
in a gentlemanly and rather sentimental part. The tone of Ma. 
Honey’s humour#is at present a trifle too broad for the Prince of | 
Wales’s stage, but he will no doubt get rid in time of his tendency to | 
exaggerate. Muss Lyp1a Foors plays with charming tenderness and 
pathos; and Miss Mariz Wi7Ton is brimful of archness and vivacity. 
Miss Larxrn represents an aristocratic elderly lady.as no other actress 
of our acquaintance could represent it. A little cutting is the only 
thing needed to qualify Caste for a long and brilliant career: we may 
especially recommend for excision a couple of puns which sadly shocked { 
our susceptibilities on the first night. 

Mrs. Seorr Srppons has a very intellectual face and a neat figure; | 
but, in spite of these advantages, her performance of Rosalind is un- 
satisfactory. The lady often puts herself into ungraceful attitudes, 
and her voice is sharp and, to our thinking, unsympathetic. She was 
applauded to the echo on her first capemense at the Haymarket. The 
company at this theatre seems out of its element in SHakesPgare, but 
the performance of As You Like It was inoffensive. ‘The Forest of 
Arden should not be represented with a trim gravel walk and carefully- 
rolled lawn in the background. 


Weather Forecasts. 


Ir it looks likely to rain, you had better not go out without your 
umbrella, or you may get a soaking. If it does not look likely to 
rain, you had better not go out without your umbrella. Our climate’s 
uncertain, and ‘you may just as well carry an umbrella as a stick, 
especially as you may get wet through if you don’t. 


LINES 
Dedicated to the Composers. of Fashionable Songs, tho may set them to Music 
if they can. 
Fashion's stupidity 
Is an avidity 
For the flaccidity, 
Senseless fluidity, 
Hopeless turgidity, 
Dreary aridity, 
Densest fumidity 
Of the “ Drawing-room song,’’ which by Fun is a chid ditty— 
Tooral lal, looral lal, looral lal, liddity ! 





True to the Last. 
We understand that Mr. Wuatuey declines to visit the Irish 
Orangemen on the plea that it would be against his principles to cross 
the Channel. 


——_---_ -™~_ 
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MEN WE MEET. 


BY THE COMIC PHYSIOGNOMIST. 





Some O_p Bacuetors. 


ND it’s “Oh! kafoozlum, 
kafoozlum, kafoozlum, 
it’s Oh! kafoozlum, the 
Daughter of the Baba!” 
She’s a Pal o’mine, my 
dear boys! 

This incoherent rav- 
ing represents pretty 
accurately the state of 
the C. P.’s mind as he 
sits down to write this 
chapter. Organs again, 
after three-quarters of 
an hour of church-bell- 
ringing because it’s 
Tuesday! The C. P. 
would be looked upon 
as a social martyr if 
Mr. Puewps were to in- 
sist on reciting passages 
from Manfred to him for 
two hours and a a 
every morning while 
the philosopher was at 
work. Mr. PueEtrs 
would not dare to at- 

tempt it. The C. P. would be accounted an object of pity if (say) Lorp 

Joun Manners were to insist upon pouring water into the philosopher’s 

trousers pockets every day from 11 to 1. 

But it would never occur to Lorp Joun 

Manners to avail himself of such a privilege 

if he possessed it. The exercise of such a 

privilege would be regarded (and rightly so) 

as a social outrage. But when Sicnor 

Scamprano Fitturim1 takes upon himself to 

pour dislocated ‘‘Trovatore,”’ or intermit- 

tent “‘ Champagne Charlie”’ into the philo- 
sopher’s ears every forenoon of the week, the 

hilosopher is looked upon as an unfeeling 
rute if he gives Fittuint1 into custody. The 
mee yy of society against Mr. Puetrs 
wo be unbridled. ‘The contempt for 
Lorp Joun Manners would be universal. 
But Scamp1ano Fitturnt is an object of pity 
and of sympathy, and the C. P.’s next door 
neighbour (the clergyman who orders bells 
to rung because it’s Tuesday) throws 
halfpence to him, and beckons him into 
the front garden. His organ isn’t loud 
enough in the roadway ! 

The C. P. feels that before he can go on he must get up and break 
a plaster cast of Byron. * * * * Phew! Better now! 

“Some Old Bachelors.”’ Well, well, it's rather a painful subject 
with the C. P., maidens. He must 
be permitted to play around it, 
dance up to it, sniff at it, turn to 
something else, revert to it once 
more, and dally coyly with it be- 
fore he can make up his mind fairly 
to embrace it. His head of hair is 
not what it was, and his limbs have 
not kept pace with his—well, waist, 
in the matter of filling out. He 
sleeps after dinner on his club sofas, 
he begins to find that evening 
parties bore him; and he is be- 
coming critical in the matter of 
female beauty. He sees the hollow- 
ness of most things; and he wears 
slippers, a dressing-gown, and no 
collar, whenever he has a chance. 
He finds it necessary to select the 
elements of his dinner with dis- 
crimination; and he goes about 
with his hands in his ets. He 
cannot disguise from hi f that 
these signs are premonitions of old 
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No. 4. 


bachelorhood, maidens, and now is your time, if you are anxious that 
he should not sink into irreclaimable fogeydom. Te 

No. 1 is the sort of old bachelor that he will become if this sort of 
thing goes on much longer. He sees it coming. He will be as bald 
as an egg, and as round as one. He will fall into the habit of wearing 
shabby clothes and double neck-cloths, with high collars. He will 
establish friendly relations with the waiters at Smrpson’s, and he will 
learn all their Christian names. He will get 
to know the peculiarities of every distinct 
bin in Smrrson’s cellars. He will gradually 
become not at all unlike a head waiter, as is 
the way with old bachelors who customarily 
dine at favourite taverns. His tastes will 
become the chosen study of the gentleman 
who carves, and the gentleman who carves 
will be able to spot the C. P.’s favourite cut 
in any joint you like to mention. He will 
not have to ask for his glass of curacoa after 
dinner—it will be brought to him as a matter 
of course, and his oyster sauce will be as 
populous as a St. Giles’s lodging-house. This 
is the bright side of his cloud; but there is 
another way of looking at it, and it is when 
he thinks of the long, long, solitary evenings 
in furnished lodgings, the intervals of dreary 
illness with loving tenderness at so much a 
week to wait on him; friendless old age, and 
Death in Apartments, with only a Sriupson’s 
waiter to say, “‘ Dear! dear!” when he makes 
his second and last appearance in the first 
column of the Zimes—it is when he thinks of 
all these possibilities that he feels tempted to exclaim, ‘“‘ Now, maidens, 
NOW is your time!” 

By the way, this same Smpson’s affords an admirable opportunity for 
the study of prosperous old-bachelorhood. No.2 shows two specimens 
who have dined at the C. P.’s table every day during the last two 
years. The taller one of the two was once (the C. P. thinks) a proctor, 
and he is now a solicitor. The C. P. does not think he is a sharp 
sort of solicitor, because he is always a long time in makjng 
up his mind on any point that may arise in 
conversation. He settles nothing without 
looking at it from every point of view, and 
whenever his opinion is asked on any ques- 
tion, professional or otherwise, he goes 
through a sort of ‘‘personation entertain- 
ment” of Trial by Jury, in which he repre- 
sents, alternately, counsel for prosecution, 
witnesses, counsel for defence, witnesses, judge 
summing up, jury deliberating, and foreman 
announcing verdict. The shorter gentleman, 
a bank cashier, is rather a jolly form of old 
bachelor. He is a wag in his way, and he is 
especially a wag at a dinner-table. He has 
jokes for the waiter, good things to say to the 
carver, and a little ssoleabeaal chaff for the 
money-taker. 

_No. 3 is an old bachelor who don’t regret 
his old bachelorhood. He is probably a com- 
mercial traveller of the old school, who knows 
every town in the United Kingdom by heart. 
He is familiar with all barmaids, and is on 
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chin-chucking terms with every chambermaid in Great Britain and 
a Ireland, to say nothing of our Colonies and other Dependencies. He 
is in his glory when sitting as chairman at a convivial meeting; and, 
indecd, he always contrives to impart something of a harmonic air to 
every assemblage at which he happens to be present. If he goes to 
the theatre, he says, ‘‘ Hear, hear!”’ and he can’t sit down to a chop 
with a friend without voting his friend or himself “ into the chair.’ 

No. 4 is an old bachelor who does regret his old bachelorhood. He 
is an old ““Simpson’s”’ habitué, too. A barrister well-to-do, but, some- 
how, disappointed in his dearest aspiration—to have a home, a wife, 
and afamily. He will grow old, leave his profession, and finish up as 
a discontented old nuisance at a Brighton boarding-house. 

No. 5 is a very tiresome form of old bachelor, that is common enough 
at all places of public entertainment. He is an old bachelor with a 
grievance. Everything is wrong. If he is at dinner, his fish is a 
studied insult, and his meat a deliberate outrage. He is always 
reporting somebody, and the general impression concerning him is, 
that he is nota man to be trifled with. He is supposed to be the 
mysterious creature who writes all those letters to the Zimes and other 
morning papers every day. For years the C: P. wondered who in the 
world the people were who took the trouble to do these things for 
» nothing, and as soon es heamade the acquaintance.of his friend over 

the way, his doubts were set ut rest. 
No. 6 is another fine crusted old bachelor. He is a poor old peer, 
at _ living in lodgings in Sloane-street, on three hundred a year. He 
went wrong in his youth, spent every penny he could realize, and he 


of is now enjoying a friendless and rather disreputable old age. He is 
ld very touchy, very haughty, very penniless, and very much involved in 
ug debt. The C. P. believes that the Nobility of 
ill Great Britain have established a species of 
ll Friendly Society to prevent any member of 


their body coming to utter and unmistake- 
able grief, and that it is on an allowance 
from this society that the poor old gentle- 
man contrives to exist. If the C. P. is mis- 
informed as to the existence of such a 
society, he begs to recommend such a scheme 
to the consideration of all noblemen who 
have the credit of their order at heart. 

No 7 is the Boulogne old bachelor. He is 
not particularly old, nor is he particularly a 
bachelor, for he has a wife, but the wives of 
Boulogne old bachelors don’t count. He 
thrashed his wife till she ran away from 
him with a waiter from the ¢tadlissement, 
and as this was precisely what he was 
aiming at when he thrashed her, he didn’t 
take it much to heart. He is, of course, a 
captain, and he plays at billiards a good deal. 

In the initial are two old men belonging to the worst form of old 
bachelorhood. They speak for themselves—the C. P. declines to have 
anything whatever to say about them. 





—— -— _ 
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A LASTING IMPRESSION. 


; | We met ; and on my heart she made 
| So vivid an impression, 
My heart before her feet I laid 
In humble intercession. 


| 
| 
| 


But I am poor—and she is rich! 
She’s lofty—and I’m humble! 

A diff’rence of position, which 
Procured my love a tumble. 


I would my heart were Bostonite, 
Since we are doomed to sever, 
That I might the impression quite 

Obliterate for ever! 


Brummagem, Ware! 


A BmuincHam paper, alluding to a new form of fork, combining the 
| Qualities of both fork and spoon, produced by Messrs. ELKneTon, 
_ Winds up in this way :— 

is atete is every prospect of its becoming popular, since the inventor, through 
€sign, like so many others, is of a simple character,’’ etc. 


€ origin of the spoony suggestion. 





| 

| 

a Will it Wash P 

| want 48 a laundress like an insult ?— Because she gets up your 


i 


_C. W., Torquay; E. L. W., Exeter; T.G. K., 


; . _R. G. Westminster; Philopegmon; T. 
. If the inventor is of a simple character, it is not difficult to guess : ; 
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A HINT OF SPRING. 


Warm weather has come—at one spring, 
Let’s hope that it’s bound to remain now— 
The lambkin, poor innocent thing, 
Indulges in springs on the plain now. 


The blossoms are springing as well— 
The first welcome vanguard of flowers, 

And, hark, what soft murmurs there swell 
From the springs, reinforced by the showers. 


They suggest an idea which suits 

To honour sweet Spring, the new-comer: 
I must order a pair of new boots— 

With side-springs, for croquet in summer. 





Vaticination. 


Txe ancients were right in using but one word fer “poet” and 
“prophet.” ‘The poet is indeed a seer. Our readers have probably 
read the plea of the agricultural labourers on strike in Buekingham- 
shire—a county, by the way,which is represented by that friend of the 
labouring classes,the Rr. Hon. Bensamin D1sRaELI—s0 we may pre- 
sume their condition is more happy than that of labourers in distriets 
less fortunate. One portion of the plea runs thus :— 


‘Where are we labourers with our industry? Why, on the verge of pauperism. 
We ask that we may live—not as paupers, but by our own industry. We are willing 
to work, that our families may live. 

We wonder if these poor fellows knew when they penned these 
sentences, that a poet had anticipated their words in “the Lay of the 
Labourer,” whose— 
“ Only claim is this, 
With labour stiff and stark, 
By lawful turn his living to earn 
Between the light and dark; 
His daily bread, and nightly bed, 
His bacon and drop of beer— 
Bat all from the hand that holds the land, 
And none from the overseer !”” 





—_— 
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Aunshers to Correspondents, 


[We cannot return rejected MSS. or shetches unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and direeted envelope. } 
H. A. C., New Cross.—That ‘‘A-merry-cur”’ joke has gone to the dogs 
ong since. 

XONIENSIS.—We do not require acrostics. Other correspondents are 
requested to accept this intimation—C. F., Notting Hill, and Cornubia, 
among others. 

NAMELESs.—An aimless joke. 

B. B.—Apply to our advertising d ent. 

T. C., Doughty-street.—However did you come to hit out that new and 
brilliant idea about Pat-riots ? 

Anon.—If you can’t be clever, try to be original. 

THETA.— Phi! 

F., Cambridge, is recommended to abandon the career of writing bad 
comic copy, or he will end by doing a burlesque! 

J. T. S., Maida-vale.—Perhaps he did. He certainly has net made 


a joke. 

G. C., Leeds.—Not quite up to the mark. 

W. A. observes ‘if the following piece strikes us we may throw it inte 
our paper.” Even if it did strike us we should eompel him te keep the 


eace, 
. Dot.—Clearly in his dot-age. 

ZAMIEL has got worked into a naughty temper by frequent rejeetion of 
(to borrow his expressions and spelling) his “‘villanous doggerel.”” Poor 4.! 
When it comes to casting thec bullets, we know whence he will be 
able to get the lead. 

M. E. B.—We really cannot undertake to answer such queries. 

H. E.—Perhaps. 

GusTAVUS ADOLPHUS will find, if he consults our back numbes, that 


| his acrostic was rejected. 


Declined with thanks—J. P., Thames-street; J. J.. Sunderland; M. H., 
Furnival’s-inn; J. N.O.; J. H. H., New ye ae A. B., Perthshire ; 
Plymouth ; C.F. B.; Faet; 
E. A. B., Savile-row; C.J.R.; B Fitz- Windell ; Peyche G.D.S&., 
New Wandsworth; W. F. Battey; M. A. J., South Hackney; C. E. 
Burton Crescent ; Memento Mori; Pollie——; A Horrid Creature; W. L. ; 
6.3B.; 4. d.% die ~ i # Constens meee? S- ieee: 
A Weasel; R. F.; O. W.; J. M., Reading; H. W. b., y-park ; 
H. H.; E. T. Stockwell; 
Asmodeus; W. H. S. A., Penge; G. E. P; F.; H. J. T.; Latiger; 
F. E. B., Bury St. Edmunds; K., Bayswater; E. T., Hulme; M. W.C.; 
E. W. Chard; G. P.; G.C. N.; F. K., Borough; K., Putney; H. J. C., 
Colchester; Random Riddle; re! . P., Liverpool; T. N., 
Windsor; T. T., Hackney; oe urray; “Absolom;’’ Litton ; 
May M.; H. E. V.D.; J. C., St. mards; A, M. C., St. Andrews; 
E. C., Ipswich; F.; Anti-Cat. 
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KETTLE. 


Owner (to Jockey who has iust won a jumping race) :—‘ ConrounD rou! Wuy DID you Go AND win? I pam you To Jose. I CALL IT 


A DEAD BWINDLE.”’ 


Joekey :—“ Yes, I kxNow; BUT you 8kE, I’D BEEN BACKIN’ THE ’088 MYSELF.” 








For the Satisfaction of a Gentleman. 


“ Man,” says the bard, “ wants but little here below,” and the man 
who wrote the following advertisement shall not ‘‘ want that little long,”’ 
if we can help it :— 

ANTED, an ARTICLE for MANUFACTURE (patented or otherwise) which 


promises a fair remunerative profit.— Persons having such for sale, or able to 
suggest one, may address (by letter first) P. B. 


Dear, dear, to think the advertiser could not “suggest” for himself 
one of the thousand remunerative unpatented dodges for manufacturing 
articles now in practice! He might write musical criticisms with- 
out going to concerts or operas, or he might supply a Paris letter with- 
out quitting his comfortable lodgings in Islington ; or, better still, he 
might become a Railway Financier, and issue illegal debentures. One 
would be inclined to think, from the advertiser's guileless simplicity 
and child-like innocence, that P. B. must stand for Pre-Barnumite— 
or stay, perhaps for the familiar name of a popular actor whose life- 
like impersonation of the Kinchin, and other characters of juvenile 
innocence and truthfulness, are so widely known that he is instantly 
called to mind by the truthful expression, ‘‘I believe you, my boy.” 





TRUE AND FAST. 


Wuart every one knows is 
That some one supposes 
7 seen —_ 
nothing but paint. 
Such icions would grieve her, 
So let it be known, 
They’re so truly her own 
won’t even leave her, 
she’s in a faint. 


London ; Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ 








‘6 An Abridgement of all that is Pleasant.”’ 


We read that a Mr. Dancer has succeeded in taking photographic 
portraits in collodion so small that they are wholly invisible to the 
naked eye. How delightful if one could only have some of ones 
friends done in this way—we mean, of course, those friends one likes 
the better the less one sees of them. 


A Patent Fact. 


My pear Eprror,—You know why the Atlantic is like a wooden | 
nutmeg? I don’t believe you do; but if you were to ask any smart | 


young man who had nothing to carry in his mind but the stock puns 
of a commercial room, I daresay he would give you the answer at 
once. Perhaps you haven’t such an individual on the premises, and 
can’t spare a boy to go out and fetch one. So I will tell you why the 
Atlantic is like a wooden nutmeg. Because it’s a notion. Ta, ta! 


ToMKINS. 





Volunteer Intelligence. 








| 
| 


| 


| 


Tue good people of Dover are so delighted at the idea of having the 
Volunteer Review next Easter Monday, that the Town Council have | 


passed a resolution that all the corps are to be supplied gratis with 4 
dozen rounds of ammunition in the shape of Dover’s powders. 





Generals, not Particulars. 

An ‘American friend glancing, the other day, over the Times ad- 
vertisements, observed that, since the close of the war and disbandment 
of the army, the advertisers for ‘‘ general” servants might import 42 
ample supply from America. 





Tue ScuHoo.soy’s Inrerno.—Birchin-lane. 


Commons, aad Published (for the Proprietor) by W. ALDEK, at 80, Fleet-street, E.C-— 


April 20, 1867. 
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SPOONEY! 


Emotion of young Tenderwick, who, on his return from a visit of some weeks to 


Paris, once more beholds a—Sautspoon ! 








A Complete Letter Writer. 


Tue papers these last few days have presented examples of composi- 
tion which we hasten to throw into general forms, available for the 
compiler of the next edition of ‘‘ The Guide to Correspondence. 

The first instance in an apology for a libel :— 

‘“‘GENTLEMEN,—I bereby acknowledge with regret that I spread a report that 
you had made an offer of a composition to your creditors, and would be in the 
Gazette if it was not accepted, and that having seen a circular, I knew it to be true. 
I deeply regret having spread this slander, and I can assure you that the statement 
about the circular must have escaped me unintentionally, as it was not a fact that I 
had seen one.—Signed, &c.’’ 

We need hardly give a form for the getting up of a testimonial to 
the author of the above, as the reasons for presenting him with one must 
be obvious to the commonest capacity. : 

The next form is to enable on irritable author to turn the flank 
of a too keen criticism. Jt may be addressed to the editor of a daily 
paper :— 

** Srn,—A remark in'a recent book of mine (which I am not endeavouring of course 
to advertise by this letter) has been noticed in the Slaughterly in so injurious a 
manner that I must ask to be allowed to set myself right with an anxious public 
through your columns. My critic quotes my words, ‘‘No. 19, Black-street, and 
No. 22, White-street, ought to attend to their duties,” and asserts that I bring a 
charge of negligence against Messrs. SmirH and Brown, This is most unfair—I 
never mentioned either SmirH or Brown. Their names have been dragged in by 
my critic.—I am, &c.” 

We leave this model letter to recommend itself, merely noting that 
aaa. Smirm resides at 19, Black-street, and Mr. Brown at 22, White- 

eet. 





Sweet William. 
Czrrarn Tories are fond of sneering at Mr. Guapstone as “The 
People’s Wit1am.” Of course it is a question of taste ; but surely 
One may be allowed to prefer “The People’s Witu1am” to Mr. 


Disrazw’s Bill. 


VOL. VY. 








THE LIGHT (BLUE) BRIGADE. 


Hatr a length, half a length, 

Half a league onward, 

All in the valley of Thames 
Rowed the Eights, onward! 

*‘Go!’’ was the starter’s cry, 

Theirs not to reason why, 

Theirs but to win—or try ; 

Into the valley of Thames 
Rowed the Eights, onward ! 


Steamers to right of them, 
Steamers to left of them, 
Steamers each side of them, 

Snorted and thundered ! 
Cheered at by cad and swell, 
Boldly they rowed and well, 
Under Barnes Railway-bridge, 
On past the Ship Hotel, 

Rowed the Eights, onward! 


O but the sight was fair, 
Flashed the oar-blades in air, 
‘T'rying the rowlocks there, 
Rowing to Mortlake, while 
All the world wondered. 
Plunged in the steamer smoke, 
Fiercely in front they broke ; 
Grirritus and MARSDEN: 
Strong was the Oxford stroke, 
Nobody blundered ; 
Then they rowed back, but not 
As they rowed onward! 


Steamers to right of them, 
Steamers to left of them, 
Steamers in front of them, 
Snerted and thundered ; 
Cheered at by cad and swell, 
While horse and Cockney fell, 
They that had rowed so well, 
Came through Barnes Railway-bridge, 
Back from the Ship Hotel, 
All that was left in them 
Since they rowed onward! 
When can their glory fade ? 
O, the wild spurts they made! 
All the world wondered. 
Honour the spurts they made, 
Dark and Light Blue Brigade, 
Each worth a hundred ! 


News for the Nursery. 


WE are informed that an enterprising American publisher is about 
to bring out a volume of nursery literature, in which the stories and 
rhymes of the ‘ exploded old country ’”’ will be adapted to the tastes 
and understandings of young America. To illustrate this we shall 
venture on a version in prose of Humpty Dumpty. 

‘‘Humpty Dumpty sot hisself on a tall rail. Humpty Dumpty 
dropt off his perch—ker-squash. And all the equipages, and all the 
liveried menials of an effete monarchical system was just a one-hoss 
affair as regarded the sottin’ of that unfort’net cuss on that everlastin’ 
rail agin! Moral :—The skreekin bird of Freedom what roosts on the 
zenith, with his head tied up in the star-spangled banner, rather 
kalklates that monarchy is played out—some !” 

‘¢ Now, then, Stick-in-the-mud !”’ 
WE find a curious advertisement in the Aberdeen Herald :— 


Clay Pit to be Let. 
O BE LET, on Lease, the Bed of Valuable CLAY at B——, occupied for many 
years by A. N., Esq., and belonging to the Society of Advocates in Aberdeen. 

Really, Marcery Daw, who is stated in history to have parted with 
her bed and taken to a litter, is a harmless eccentric compared with 
A. N., Esq., who has for many years occupied a bed of clay. We pre- 
sume the clay is of a heavy and tenacious character, and that it joined 
the Society of Advocates out of the respect to be expected of Stick-in- 
the-mud, for the “ law's delay.” 


Too Bad. 


Tose who would “rob a poor man of his beer”’ are frequently the 
very people who would rob him of his "bacca too. They should be 


known as “ bar clay and Barc.ay 6. 





A Sranprxc Disu at Utan.—A spare rib. 
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Dy Tree SAUNTERERB IN SOCIETY. 


HE Oxford and Cambridge 
boat-race on Saturday 
week added one more to 
the long list of Oxford 
victories. It was a spleh- 
did race—a race to lose 
which by so little was 
almost a victory, so the 
verdict is ‘‘ Honours di- 
vided.’ It is easy to 
preach to the losers how 
they might have won, but 
I may just make one re- 
mark which the Cam- 
bridge trainers will do 
well to keep in mind :— 
In spite of all the coaching 
and the improvement of 
the stroke during trainirg, 
directly the tug of war 
came, precept and practice 
were forgotten, and the 
men got back into the old, 
pretty, fatal, clipping style. 

= = The Oxford tactics were 
—= = the old ones, but the stroke 
—=S— = >= ” was not quickened until 
very late—almost too late. 
I regretted last week that the race had become « bookmakers’ busi- 
ness—one whole steamer was occupied by the fraternity! Men who do 
not scruple, when it suits their purpose, to lame or drug a racehorse, 
would, probably, think little of disabling or knocking out of condition 
a member of one of the crews; and that’s why I wish the race had no 
bets but patriotic ones depending on it. It was delightful to see at 
what an early hour and in what weather the supporters of Dark 
and Light Blue made their way to the slushy, sloppy river-bank and 
waited out the event. The ladies mustered in great numbers, with an 
utter disregard for damaged toilettes. The cavalry were as great a 
nuisance as ever; and towards the end of the morning the “ rough” 
element put in an appe ce. The earlier the race is rowed the better, 
for only those who SP interest in it will come at six o’elock 
in the morning. I hope Cambridge will not allow the croakers to pre- 
vail, but will renew the challenge next year. She has done her work 
well, with the luck against her; if some of the chancework as to choice 
of place were eliminated it would be better, but meantime she may 
rest assured that if she reverses the decision of fortune next year, she 
will have no more sincere or generous congratulations than those with 
which the Dark Blue will hail her success. 

Capital photographs of the two crews have been published by Mr. 
Kanret Epwanps, of Baker-street. Both crews deserve a space on the 
walls of old’ Varsity men, for they have rowed one of the best races 
on record 





—— 


Lonp Carer Justice Cockxrurn delivered rather a judgment than a 
in the case of Messrs. Nereox and Brann, but the grand jury 
returned “no true bill.”” In other words, though by the letter of the 
law, Meesrs. Suytock and Co., of the Jamaica Committee, had a claim 
for their pound of flesh, no body of sensible Englishmen would consent 
to be parties to punishing men for saving a British Colony. What is 
more, if a similar case arose to-morrow, I am sure another governor 
would have no hesitation in hanging another Gornon, and the verdict 
would be the same—and I can't say I'm sorry for it. Men who foster 
disaffection, and directly or indirectly promote insurrection, must suffer 
for the lawlessness they originate: and governors who have the honour 
of England's name and of English women to protect will not hesitate 
to do their duty because a Committee may prosecute them, or because 
somebody may write their lives. In the meantime, what can the 
Jamaica Committee do? Nothing, as far as I can see, and (to quote 
the quaint phraseology of a leader in the Star anent the Yorxr scandal) 
“if there is nothing to do, not even a Harpwicks’’—or a Jamaica Com- 
mittee—“ can do it!” by which I do not mean to imply (any more 
— - “4 did) that they are so utterly incapable that they can’t do 
—nothing 
I see that the Drawn or Emty is about to publish a collection of his 
poems with a view to competing for the Professorship of Poetry at 
Cambridge. As LBrownine is not eligible, and as, after all,” the 
appointment does not need the first poet of the day, the Deax seems as 
well qualified as anyone for the post. Indeed, asa strictly “University 
poet,” he has the highest claims. His “Installation Ode” on Lorp 
Denny's Chancellorship is a really fine poem, and one that proves how 
well he can appreciate and express Oxford feeling. 
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I sez that James Lononvurst, the Shere murderer, has been exe- 
cuted. Now, his was a case which on all points ran parallel with 
Wacer’s case. If Mr. Watrore was really guided by the rvle he laid 
down in WaGEn’s case, it would be well for some M.P. to ask him 
why he has not applied the rule to Loncuvnst’s case. Personally, I 
am and always have been opposed to capital punishment, as degrading 
and brutalising to those who carry it out, or witness it, and utterly 
useless as a deterrent. But Mr. Watproir is making it a comp!cte 
mockery—a lottery—by the course he has adopted. Once passed, the 
sentence of death should be carried out, unless innocence is proved 
after the trial, but to pass the sentence with the certainty of a reprieve 
is to weaken justice, The prerogative of mercy must be taken out of 
hands too weak to wield it. Why did they ever spoil an amiab!e country 
gentleman to make a bungling Home Secretary? Surely not that the 
salmon might be handed over to the experienced care of a War Office 
clerk ! 

Mr. Neate in discussing the Toommr case, used some rather plain 
language as to “the manifest and notorious incapacity te exercise his 
judicial functions”’ of the judge who “ encouraged—nay, compelled 
the verdict’’ in that case. The Law Journal draws aitention, dproyos 
of Mr. Nearr’s remarks, to.the fact; that the same judge had an ex- 
actly similar matter to deal with Jast year at Derby, when a man called 
Bexriwce was:found guilty of a like offence to Toomer’s on evidence 
quite as unsatisfactory. Mr, Justice Sure—of course it was Mr. 
Justice Suze!—sentenced him to,ten years of penal servitude. Mk. 
WALPOLE: ned BrrxineR, yet with his usual consistency refused 
to pardon Toomen—but that is not the question at present. ‘lhe ques- 
tion under-diseussion is the fitness of Mz. Justice Suxrx for the office 
he holds, andto see-that clearly and forcibly argued out, I must refer 
my readers to the Law Journai, and I fear they will not rise from the 
perusal with a high opinion of his judicial qualities. The Law Journa/ 
very properly callgon Mn. Neate either to withdraw what he has said, 
or to move an address praying: that. the ‘‘ learned’’ gentleman be re- 
moved from office, 

A NEw scientific journal, the Laboratory, has appeared. It is to 
record the minor-and tentative labours, the successfa) and unsuccessful 
experiments, ag, well as the established results and. conclusions of 
science. It does nos require a scientific man to see that such a paper 
will be valuable. The Cirenicle seems to improve as: if goes on—we 
want a good and impartial literary paper, not devoted to the cordial 
praise of bad novels or of the editor's last new book of travels. ‘The 
Lady's Own Paper is another improving paper. It gave an admirable 
engraving of a flattering portrait of Miss Hernert the other day. It 
is well and carefully edited—and that is the first necessity of such a 
paper. 

Mr. 8. C. Hatt had the honour the other day of presenting the first 
number of his Art Journal Catalogue of the French Exhibition to the 
Emperor, at the Tuileries. It was graciously received, His Masresty 
observing that “the work would be a wonderful one when completed.” 
The same thing might be said about the Exhibition itself; the remark 
would have been as well deserved, though it would not have been 
considered as complimentary possibly, when applied to the building 
instead of the book. 


ODE TO APRIL SHOWERS. 


Hai !—no, I don’t mean hail, 
But pelting showers of rain, 
Which, to be brief and plain, 

Do far too much prevail. 


Welcome !—I don’t mean that, 
I do not welcome wet, 
But so perplexed I get 
I don’t know what I'm at, 
With streams of water from my garments running, 
Like habits, quite in-wet-erate, of punning. 
Rain! 
Deign 
To list while I complain, 
And beg you'll stop it ; 
Consider London—what a job to mop it 
If you continue in this way to sop it! 
Drop it! 
Your patter is not ours by choice, 
For if we had a voice 
Our medicine men in pulpits and in rostrums, 
Your frequent showers to quell 
Should utter charm and spell, 
And patter-nostrums. 
Go up the spout instead of coming down, 
(In vulgar language understood in town 
As brevity for “ pop it’”)— 
Drop it! 
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SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


Niecwoias AT THE Boat Races. ° 


** Rew, Brothers, Row !’’— Popular Song. 
** Here’s a jolly row!"’—Popular Saying. 
SHEERNESS. 

RespreteD Srr,—My Gentleman of the press having left me in the 
lurch, and than whom a more ungrateful scoundrel, Nicnouas having 
always treated him as an equal, and many is the glass of sherry-wine 
which he have had at my expense, though always giving himself airs 
and I daresay a deuced deal fonder of boozing along with his Spensens 
and WorpswortTus than of mixing in respectable society, so, Respected 
Sir, for such I have ever held you, my Gentleman of the Press having 
left me in the lurch, I have drawn upon my own reading and observa- 
tion for the mottoes of the present week, and which I consider as they 
are a deal more to the purpuse than the far-fetched allusions of my 
literary man and his lot. I hate anything far-fetched, and always did, 
especially beer. And when I say as I have drawn upon my own read- 
ing and observation, I must not forget to apologise, the luck having: 
gone against me, for having likewise drawn upon you, as mentioned in 
last week’s country bution to your New Serious. 

But, Respected Sir, from you also I consider as an explanation is 
required. Afterthe years I have served you, was it just—was it grate- 
ful—was it worthy of a fine old English gentleman, one of the holden 
time, chorus—like a fine old English gentleman, one of the holden 
time—for to throw me over quite so public and so quick? And when 
NicHOLAs says, ‘*throw me over,” he do not mean it in a literal sense, 

| as if you had seized the Prophet by the scruff of his neck, which you 
| would have been quite justified in doing, Sir, and shied him into the 
| Thames last Saturday, for that could only have been a gentlemanly 
| though violent evolution of tempory anger, Nicuonas having cost you 
| pounds and pounds by his unfortunate tip for the interesting aquatical 
| computation ; no, my dear young Friend-—if such you will still kindly 
| allow me to call you—nor yet do I complain because you thought 
| proper to cut me dead on Barnes-terrace, for I will admit as the old 
| man, through looking flushei with the morning air, and not bemg 
used to taking spirituous liquors so early in te day, and which I only 
did so under advice, there being several betting-men along with me, 
all of which may easily have conveyed the erroneous impression that 
NicHoLas was more of a low lot than of a fine old English gentleman 
as before mentioned, and less calculated for to deliver a temperance 
oration than for to be took up by the police. Please begin another 
seatence, Messrs. Jupp anp GLass, my worthy and estimable printers, 
if such you will still allow me to call you; and should the Prophet 
ever have given you unnecessary trouble along of his authorgraphy 
and pointuation, he hopes you will not be too hard on an old man 
when he’s down. 

No, Sir; but what I venture respectfully to complain of—and what, 
if circumstances were different, I should freelty say as it was a scan- 
dalous shame—is, that on Saturday afternoon you exhibited a placard 
in your office window, near the casts of the scientific animals, as 
follows :— 


Oxford and Cambridge Boat Race. 


j 
' 


OLD MAN WRONG AGAIN! | 
[See FUN. 


THE 





See “Foun,” forsooth! Iam glad as youdoso. Jdon't. J call it 
depreciating of the property, and crying stinking fish, saving your 
presence. Why, if you must have a flaming poster on the subject, and 
which I do not myself see the necessity, it is my honest conviction as 
a better one could have been drawn up by the office-boy, if he will 
still allow me to call him so. Depend upon it, Sfr, if you had only 
brazened it out, the public would soon have got muddled in his head 
as usual. J know the public quite as well as the public knows me ; 
and I should suy, Sir, as it was scarcely possible for any two partics | 
to respect each other less! No, Sir, here's my notion :— | 

Oxford and Cambridge Boat Raze. | 


RIGHT AGAIN! TRIUMPH OF NICHOLAS! 


Who sent you the Absolute Second ? | 
[See FUN. | | 





a ——$ 


You will see, Sir, as I have changed my address. Several reasons | 
ave induced me for to go out of town, especially climate. I find that | 
ndon was getting rather too warm—in fact, if [ may say 80, too hot to 





huld me; and so, having had a very kind invitation from a country | getting a barrel made for it. 


tetininticemnneseneteeemeeeens: 








friend which knowed mo when I was respectable, years and years 
ago, and thinking as Sheerness was a tolerably secluded spot, down I 
came; but when I reached this happy village, the friend of my 
infancy, which had lost heavy on the Light Blue by following my tiy, 
he raised his unhallowed hands against me, and let me have it hot 
upon my hi. We are now reconciled, and if Plaudit wins the Two 
Thousand, or the game little Lecturer wins the Chester Cup, I shall 
come back, otherwise it is more tham probable as I shall keep out of the 
way. 

P.S. 2.—The sherry wine here is beastly. You might send me 
down some. .S. 3.—I have a good thing for the Derby. ‘ 

Nreworas. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 7. 


A GALLANT army from the heart of town, 

Marched to where many ramparts grisly frown. 

And there they practised all strategic tricks, 

And through the livelong day fought on “ like bricks.”’ 
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1. 
‘“‘Shiver my timbers and stave in my planks,” 
So said the skipper with words put in bianks ; 
‘‘ Splice the main-brace, it’s begimning to drizzle, 
Go to the steward and bring me my swizzle.”’ 
2. 
One word is always on his lips, 
And threatens ever to eclipse 
All thou-hts of others, and that word 
In Latin, reads like this, L-ve heard. 
3. 
The magic of her glances, 
Wins the necromancer’s fancies, 
The silliest of ancient men is he: 
He tel!s her all his dodges, 
And the lightsome lady lodges, 
Her lover in the hollow of a tree. ‘in 
4. I 
Far in the Northern seas, 
Under the stormy breeze, 
Surely you'll find it, 
Breasting the ceascless tide, 
Ocean on either side, 
Ocean behind it. | 


é. 


A gentleman rampagious made the place 
Most famous, though he went there in diagrace. 
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Fee Pay, SEEPS Le OS Ruy ores 
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6. ; whi 
The fairest day that ever dawns for mortals, ‘ tal 
When Wit and Humour ope their merry portals. hia 
oh 
— I 4 
Answer To Ackustie No. 5. E 
P Pillow Ww ‘ “s 
A Ambleto 0 . 
R Racer R ‘ 
I Idol L 4 
S Sod D + 
Correct SoLtvTioxs ory Acrostic No. 5, Recetvep Avait 17ru.—Cunstance ; . 
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| 
Cannibalism Extraordinary. | 
Tue following paragraph, cut from a Parisian newspaper, ought to 


i 






Pa 2 Fis 


inspire us all with horror :-- 

Mpme. GuERINEAU, s'ster of the celebrated traveller Latanps, has handed to the 
President of the Socicty of Acclimatisation # sum of £160 to found a prize in memory 
of her brother, the same to be awarded to the traveller who by his direcoverics slaail 
have done most towards improving the food of the human race. 

It is surely impossible to qualify for Mpwe. GueRrtweau’s prize until 
the traveller has had a taste of all sorts of food enjoyed by the human 
race. Kine Borra Buncater Boo’s cuisine must be tried with the rest, 

; i ; 
and the delicacies enjoyed by that monarch critically analysed. Fancy 
an elaborate report on “ filet de l'enfant aux petits pois,” or “ pate 
des hommes brisés.’””’ Ugh! horrible! 


OPT OE GP Ey PP yt EH Os 


vy ager 
2 se Se s 
é 











A Dirrxition.—“ Making the most of it’ —Finding a burg and 
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LITERARY AND LITERAL. 


Lady :—“I po NoT LIKE FRIVOLOUS READING, BUT YOU MAY HAVE youR Leisure Hour on Sunday at Home.” 


Servant (about to be engaged) :—* Wx1t, a8 TO THAT, Mem, I'm NoT PERTIK’LER; BUT I LIKE TO HAVE ME Monday out REG’LAR.” 





A POACHING CASE. 


On the 12th instant, Osnorne, an active and energetic member of | 
the Nottingham rural police, applied to the St. Stephens’s Bench for | 
a summons against a well-known whip, who drives the Derby Dilly, 
for netting salmon in the Liberal preserves. The intelligent officer 
said he had on a former occasion laid a complaint against this man, 
Tay or, and an associate of his, known as BENIGNANT BENJAMIN, for 
illegal fishing. On this occasion they had netted twenty-one unclean 
fish. The person described as Bentcnant Bensamin addressed the | 
Bench, and declared that he was innocent of any participation in the | 
illegal act, but it may be mentioned that when he left the court he took 


the fish with him. The driver of the Derby Dilly sent ina medical | 
certificate, in which it was alleged that it was impossible that he could | 
have had anything to do with the poaching affair, as he was laid up | 
from a severe blow he had received in his eye from the Caucasian—we | 
beg pardon—cork of a sodawater bottle. The case was adjourned till | 


next sessions. 


Very Debt-rimental. 


Ir is strange what mountains some people will make out of mole- | 


hills. One would hardly suppose the author of the following ad- 


vertisement could have found such difficulty in obtaining his object as | 
to be obliged to resort to publicity. The advertisement appears in the 


Times, and runs as follows :— 
ete. 
surprised at his advertising. 

A Mailicious Joke. 





organ of “the cloth,” it ought to be called The Black Mai. 











“Collector. A gentleman wishes to add to his present collection of debts,” ete., | 


If the gentleman had desired to reduce them, we should have been less | 








MACAULAY’S SCHOOLBOY 


WueENEVER he looks in one of the books 
That Lorp Macavutay wrote, 

The reader may hit on that frequent bit 
Which the critical always quote. 

When a deep remark or a meaning dark, 
Turns up in that flowery prose, 

Tis given, forsooth, as an obvious truth, 
Which “ every schoolboy” knows. 


A fellow may speak in the ancient Greek, 
As he speaks in his native tongue, 

And be fully at home when he talks of Rome 
In the Latin he learnt when young ; 

He may pore for an age on Wisdom’s page, 
And study where’er he goes, 

But he cannot pretend to comprehend 
What “ every schoolboy” knows. 


Is Lerpnirz right in his theories quite ? 
Pray what is the date B.c. 
Of Homer’s birth; and who upon earth 
Can the author of Junius be ? 
You ought, as a rule, to have learnt at school, 
Such plain little things as those ; 
If not, you dunce, go master at once 
What “every schoolboy”’ knows. 


Literary. 


A PARAGRAPH just now going the rounds, states that “Night, a 
A Lreerat and Broad Church organ has been started under thetitle _P0€™, In nine books,” by Gzorcz GitriLian, M.A., is to be shortly 
of The Church Mail. Some wicked wag has suggested that as it is the | published. We hope—indeed we think it probable—that such a very 
| long night will lead to a good deal of somnolence. 
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SONG. 


Sung by Dodge-ero (CotoneL T-¥L-R) in the Burlesgue Play of 
“ The Reform Rovers.” 


Ir is a most provoking do! 

To think that I was potting ’em— 
The guileless Drtitwyn and his crew, 
When who should twig us but the hu- 

morous M.P. for Nottingham— 
morous M.P. for Nottingham. 

[ Weeps and pulls out a true blue Reform bill. Gazing tender] y 
| proceeds— 
’ Sweet Measure! checks of truest blue 
They soon had found garotting ’em, 
If they had helped to pass you through, 
Without detection by the hu- 

morous M.P. for Nottingham— 
morous M.P. for Nottingham. 


[At cach repetition of this line Dodge-ero cracks his whip in cadeiec. 


Bah! Bah! As Raney trotted Crui- 
ser, I was ealmly trotting ’em, 
When, hang it! who should enter—who ? 
But that confounded pest—the hu- 
morous M.P. for Nottingham— 
morous M.P. for Nottingham. 


The: very form, in which they drew 
My words up, clearly spotting ’em, 
He offered to the House, as scru- 
tineers—he did indeed, the hu- 
morous M.P. for Nottingham— 
morous M.P. for Nottingham. 


My eyes! (with seda corks; it’s true, 
I have a way of dotting ’em 
At awkward times)—a rare: to-do 
Was thus created by the hu- 
morous M.P. for Nottingham— 
morous M.P. for Nottingham. 


And since they can’t escape the cru- 

el sentence he’s alloting ’em, 
Their only chance is to abu- 
se, and heap strong terms upon the hu- 
morous M.P. for Nottingham— 
morous M.P. for Nottingham. 


[During the last stanza Dodge-ero perceives that he has run his head 
against a wall, so hard as to produce a visible confusion, The curtain 
drops. 


OUR BIOGRAPHICAL DICTIONARY. 
By Most or our Emivent AUTHORS. 


Beprorp, Pavt. By Docror Cummine, It was the year 1897, and 
the immediate end of the world was at hand. False prophets had 
announced it regularly once a twelvemonth for a considerable period ; 
and at length a distinguished soothsayer, addressing a crowd of the 
citizens near Hanover-square, had positively fixed the event for the 
day after to-morrow. If, in this announcement, there was any mental 
reservation, let us not blame the seer! The morning was bright and 
warm. The air was balmy with the. soft breath of opening Spring. 
The bees—those living types of patient and useful industry—the bees 
were out. So was an excellent work on their truly interesting habits, 
chiefly reprinted from the Zimes. Wandering, with a flower in his 
button-hole, through the beautiful arcades of Covent-garden, an aged 
man, upon whose face an almost youthful bloom still lingered; upon 
Whose lips an almost youthful smile still played—happened to en- 
counter the soothsayer. ‘You smile,” said the prophet, “and yet 
the end of the world is at hand. Are you not afraid?’ “Afraid?” 
was the answer, “not a bit, not a bit of it, my dear children. : Why 
thould old Paut be afraid, eh, my bricksy-wicksy ? No, no, quite on 

€contrary, vice versd, nil desperandum, never say die! All the dear 
boy: Sare fond of their old Pavt, of their particularly popular predilec- 
tion for old Pavi!”’ “Do you imagine, then, rash man,” asked the 
noble soothsayer, “‘that this beautiful world will still be in existence 


the day-after to-morrow ?” “Inquisitive ecclesiastic,” was the answer | 


of the comedian, “yes, I do! I believe you, my bo-o-oy!!""_ 
_Cumauxe, Doctor. By Nicnotas. ‘The period of this partys 
birth do not much matter, he being quite old enough to know better, 
but where it says as he is a legitimate foreteller of future events, such 
18 & gross exaggeration, for he have no connection with NicHoLas, 


Ror would I let him do so, he never coming right in his prophecies, | 


and which such would injure the joint concern. 


ee 
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at it, he | 





| Buiwer, G. E. E. L. B, By Lorn Lytron. The Baron and the 
Baronet are One. The classic words of the Poet are sweetest from the 
wreathed lips of the Peer. Poesy, thou art Patrician, ’tis of thy 
nature, as 1t 18 to be Immortal. The Novelist of Yesterday is the 
| Noble of To-Day. The Inspiration drawn in bye-gone ASons from 
| Castalian springs—'tush, I have found it as I mused, upon the 
| Terrace of the Thames, weary of the Plebeian Babble of the Lewer 
| House, and sighing for the Senate's classic atmosphere where the Sage 
can Rest. The creative Imaginings of Art, as they issue, like MInekva, 
| from the brain of Jove, full-armed, from my Own Bright Intellect, are 








Various—and yet One. The Truthful and the Beautiful—at least, I 
don’t mean ¢hat, you know! Peinam and Pact Currrorp, GAwTREY 
and Evcrng Aram, are Several; So are Others; yet, by the Unity of 
| plastic Genius, the sacred Type remains. O Isis and Osiris! Likewise, 
| O Brethren of the Rosy Cross! Leave me, leave my day-dreams, and 
| leave, oh leave, my visions in the Dead of Night. O Eros, young God 
| of Love! Iwas born in the year 1805. I have writtem many good 
| Books; and also, the Critics say, some atrociously Bad Ones. The 
| Critics lie, Avenge me, Spirits of the great Axcana! Tear them, 
_)-imb from Limb. This is a Strange Story Ido not know 

recisely what I mean. I was once Colonial Secretary. 
Oh, Colonos! 


ODE 








| TO AN ENGLISH EASTER. 
(After a Museular Poet.) 


| Wetcome English Kaster, 
Cowards should we be, 
Loving our vacations 
Not to sing to thee; 
Welcome English Easter 
When we long to roam, 
O’er the heights of Dover, 
Far away from home. 
Tired we are of working, 
Sick and ill with care, 
Weary of Reformers, 
House of Commons air! 
Sweep the busy city 
Of the dust of years. 
Prime with pluck and muscle 
All our volunteers. 
Shriek, ye snorting engines, 
With your loads in tow, 
Worried station-masters 
Give the word to go! 
Shriek, ye puffing engines, 
For we want to see 
Paris Exhibition 
Now that we are free. 
Let the lazy summer 
Tempt us by and by 
With its cosy pic-nics, 
Ice, and pigeon-pie. 
Lengthy expeditions, 
Put them off till then, 
’Tis this doubtful weather 
| Pleases Englishmen ! 
What's the sunny summer ? 
Tis the ladies’ hour, 
| Bringing lawns and créquet, 
| Tea and toast in power ; 
But an English Easter 
| Often takes us in, 
And ’midst our enjoyment, 
Soaks us to the skin. 
| Welcome, English Laster, 
We must have our spree, 
| Cheap excursion-tickets. 
| By the land and sea, 
Take us next to nething 
| There and back again, 
Blow the doubtful weather, 
Never mind the rain! 
SOOO 
A Stray Cast. 

Tue accusations of insincerity, so frequently brought against the 
M.P. for Birmingham, have, we fear, more truth in them than we have 
hitherto been willing to acknowledge. We are assured that though 
he would wish to be considered the last person who would be guilty of 
playing tricks with the borough or county franchise, yet he is never 
better pleased than when (north of the Tweed) he has either a six or 


| fourteen pounder “on a line.”’ 
i 
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married are as much alike as people who are 
being born. A man sinks his identity on these 
occasions, and becomes like unto all othem in 
similar predicaments. Man that is being mar. 
ried is a shiftless, helpless, nervous, fidgety 
uncomfortable, perspiring o 
stutterer. Woman that is 
being married, is a shy, 
blushing, damp, red-nosed, 
sobbing, trembling, heaving 
mass of white corded - silk 
and orange-flowers. No 
man and no woman could 
ever look to advantage under 
such circumstances. 

No. 1 is the gentleman 
who proposed the health of 
the young couple. He is the 
father of the bridegroom—a 
man of fabulous wealth, 
owing much, it is whispered, 
to Tallow. He is a jolly 
old boy with a fat unctuous 
look about him, and a way 
of treating the whole affair 
as if it were a good joke to jy 
be chuckled over. He is gti 
reported to have done the 3 
handsome thing by his son, 

and to have expressed an ~ -" 
| gentle authority over intention of disinheriting No. 3. 
her ; and he believes that he has, on various occasions, stood to her in such of the bridesmaids as 
the several capacities of guide, philosopher, and friend. He had come | happened to be his daughters if they ventured to cry. He has given 
to regard himself almost in loco parentis, for her relation to him placed | diamond lockets to all the ladies concerned, directly or indirectly, 
all tender considerations out of the question, while, at the same time, | with the proceedings, and has, in short, made himself generally 
her youth and her beauty would have made her an object of especial | agreeable. 
interest to her earliest ancestorif he could have been brought to behold No. 2 is the “ best man,” who proposed the “ Bridesmaids.” He is 
her. She was, in short, the philosopher’s aunt. Not a scraggy old | a confirmed bachelor, and as such, an immense favourite with all young 
girl, but a maiden of nineteen summers, and consequently, by a freak | ladies, on the customarily illogi- 
of nature, considerably younger than the philosopher himself. And | cal principles of ladies’ logic. 
here the C. P. proposes to pause, in his playful way, in order to dilate | He has an air of yielding a good- 
upon a consideration which has frequently struck him, and which may | humoured assent to a harmless 
probably, have struck a good many others too. He has said that to | foible, to which he is never likely 
this young maiden he has always stood in the light of either guide, | to become a victim. He pro- 
philosopher, or friend, or all or any of these. And this leads him to | posed ‘‘The Bridesmaids’ in 
the consideration in how many different lights does the C. P. (or indi- | words of facetious import, which, 
viduals at large—for the C. P. is, after all, but a type of mankind) | it need hardly be said, “con- 
vee to his various friends, his acquaintances, and his enemies. He | vulsed the assembly.”’ The C. P. 
feels that to every person he knows, he must appear in a totally diffe- | may mention, as a fact that 
rent light. To Parkek he is a quiet, reserved man. There issomething, | bears upon what he has already 
he supposes, in Parxsr, to check confidence. To Farquuarson he is | said about the different lights in 
a wag. There is something in Farqunarson that inspires the C. P. to | which the same individual may 
pun. Farqunarson is weak, but appreciative, and upon him the C. P. | be regarded by his various 
rehearses good things, to be finally uttered under circumstances of re- | friends, that he heard this gentle- 
munerative publicity. To Cockrere.tt he is a dull, heavy man. | man alluded to, by different 
CockkRELL has acquired wealth by the invention of a putty of singu- | guests at the ceremony, as a 
larly adhesive properties, and cannot take a joke from a poor man. To | duck, a conceited donkey, a 
Boy Le he is a man of clear, quiet intelligence—for he has, somehow, | most agreeable person, a curly- ime BRE 
got into a way of looking at questions propounded by Boy sg, in a | brained idiot, a young man of : 
ee light, which impresses Boyiz, who is easily impressed. | parts, a singularly well-informed , 
To old Coxtgr, he is a sad young dog ; person, and an _ unmitigated No. 4. 


MEN WE MEET. 


BY THE COMIC PHYSIOGNOMI3T. 





Tur C. P. ar A WEDDING. 
FEW days ago the C.P. 


went to a wedding. 
He really vouldn’t 
help it—it was no 
morbid curiosity that 
took him there; he 
went in an official 
capacity, as a sort of 
reluctant and tender- 
hearted High Sheriff, 
to hand over the | 
miserable bride into | 
the custody of the | 
officiating parson. She 
happened to be a near | 
relative of the Philo- 
sopher’s, and the only 
one whose relation to 
her warranted him in 
taking such a liberty. 
From his __ earliest 
years, he had been 
accustomed to wield a 
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to young ae he is a rascally old duffer. 
/ scamp; to Barner, he is the beau-ideal No. 3 is a specimen of that blatant nuisance, the “ frien he 
of what a young man should be ; and family who has known the bride and bridegroom from their oon 
to Trtuotson, he is the incarnation This disgusting bore (about whom, the C. P. is bound to admit, there 
appeared to be no two opinions) talked for three-quarters of an hour 
about the early history of the bride and bridegroom, in a fashion which 
completely covered them with confusion. He recalled anecdotes of 
their early years, their budding youth, and their final adolescence, and 
then went on to picture their future, and all the possible blessings 
which might surround it. He said 
“that the blessing of being a father 
was only to be equalled by the blessing 
of being a son, and that when these 
two blessings were combined (as he had 
no doubt they shortly would be) in the 
person of the young friend on his right 
| —who was already a son—’” (and who, 
ih by-the-bye, was blushing loud enough 
He | to be heard)—‘‘Fortune could do no 
more for him.” He was eventually 
pulled down to his seat by a considerate 
ae and subsequently left in a 
uff. 


oe hee ena ae 


of a hopeless ne’er-do-well. And all 
this without any hypocrisy on the C. P.’s 
his conduct in the presence of 
these individuals has been insensibly 
influenced by their demeanour to him. 
It is, no doubt, with them as it is with 
him. There is, probably a circle which 
considers CocKERELL a contagious wit, 
and Parxer’s the very bosom of all 
others into which to pour the full tide 
of unreserved contidence. Only the 
C. P. don’t happen to belong to it. 
Having satisfactorily dis of this 
consideration, the Philosopher will take 
the liberty of recalling his wandering 
Muse to the subject of his aunt's 
wedding, and ao he met at it. 
Of the bride of the bridegroom he 
little to say. People who are being 
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| question to think of separating until the health of “The Ladies” had 


| been drunk with the fullest honours. 


‘‘Tt was they,’’ he said, “ who 


nursed us in our babyhood, who comforted us in our youth, who kindly 


came and married us in our prime, and who smoothed our declining 
pillow (whatever that was) in our old age. He had not the advantage 
of being married himself, but that was not his fault—he supposed he 
had not yet attained his prime—but he knew somebody who had, an 
that somebody said he liked it. He would, without further delay, 
propose ‘ The Ladies.’ ”’ 

Amendment proposed by the father of the bride, and carried nem con. 


| “God bless ’em.”’ 


' fast, what any of the speeches were about. 


No. 5 is the couple who couldn’t tell the philosopher, after the break- 
They were, in short, 
making so much weak love through the medium of pastrycooks’ 
mottoes during that meal, that the discharge of a six-pounder from 
the dinner waggon would hardly have arrested their attention. They 
will go home—dream of each other—dodge about after each other at 
botanical fétes and horticultural meetings of all kinds ; they will go in 


_ search of each other to Zoological Gar- 


| portion of the kitchen department, but was 
_ discovered at a later period of the day in the 


| hall, by one of its pegs, and assuring it that 
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dens and Crystal Palace, until August, when 
they will each go their ways to different 
out-of-town places, fall in love again, and 
again, and again, until they come to speak 
of each other as “that pleasant fellow (or 
‘that rather jolly girl’) I met at So and So’s 
wedding.” 

Last scene of all that ends this strange, 
eventful history, is second childishness and 
mere oblivion, in the person of the waiter 
who was moved to tears by the speeches. 
He made two or three abortive attempts to 
address the assembled guests on the subject 
of matrimony considered in relation to fowls 
and champagne, but a superior menial suc- 
ceeded in extinguishing him before the 
subject of his remarks had time to take a 
distinct form. He was banished to a remote 


act of shaking the umbrella-stand in the 


“married or single, it should always find a 
friend in him,”’ 





AD PERDITAM. 


I saw thee—loved thee! and believed that thou 
Didst prize the love I gave. ’T'was early spring, 
Before the new-born buds were blossoming 
To furnish wreaths to twine around thy brow, 
Or nestle in thy hair. But when the flowers 
Bloomed bright and sweet among their circling leaves, 
So “‘ grow like mushrooms”’ did this love of ours, 
That we, by that time, were “‘ as thick as thieves!” 
Then basking in thy sunny smile I lay, 
The nectar of thy rosy lips did taste ; 
But ah! those precious hours are passed away, 
And I have dipped into the bitter cup 
Of disappointment—just a little sup! 
And now my arms enclose, not thine, but Memory’s waste! 


As you Plays. 

Amonc the preparations now making on a grand scale for the coro- 
nation of the Emrrror of Austria at Buda-Pesth, as King of 

ungary, two fountains are mentioned, which will play the whole 
day, one throwing up white and the other red wine. We trust this 
mistaken policy is not to be taken as an omen that the Emperor still 
Continues ignorant of the real wants of the people. To judge from 
the erection of these fountains, he seems to labour under the belief 
that he is to be King of the thirsty, not Hungary. 


Coming of Age. 
Tur Government measure of Reform, though rather a short measure 
its age, has attained its majority—twenty-one. We are not sure 
whether it can be said to have reached years of discretion. 


; Theatrical. 
Ir is stated that the Long Strike is the Easter ‘piece at the Ply- 


: Theatre. We'll hope it will net be euch a “bnief hit” as it was 
im Londen, 


HUN. 75 
No. 4 is the gentleman who remarked that it would be out of the | 


| 
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Edification. 

WE have heard a good deal about the rapid spread of education, but 

were not quite prepared to find to what an extent it has been carried, 
as exemplified in the following :— 

i in be LET, a genteel semi-detached eight-roomed convenient HOUSE, entitled to 


education at the Free Grammar School, situate near the station, and within 
forty-five minutes’ ride of London.—Apply to, &c. 


We shall expect to see SHAKESPEARE'S schoolboy creeping to school 


| 
| 


very like a snail, with his house on his back, going to take its share of 


education. The Government might turn the idea to some account in 
the Reform Bill. Household Suffrage, pure and unadulterated, they 
would avoid, though they consider Household Suffrage of some limits 
the basis of an extended franchise. Suppose they give a vote to every 
householder whose house can pass an examination in the three R's— 
reading, ’riting, and ’rithmetic ;—the R's not calculated celare artem. 





A Bad Look-out for Brand. 


In Coxe’s Institutes it is stated that “if a lieutenant or other that 
hath commission of marshall authority in time of peace hang or other- 
wise execute any man by colour of marshall law, this is murder.’’ It 
is rumoured that the Jamaica Committee intend to use this against 
LizvTENANT Branp, arguing that there is a slight misprint in the 

assage, which should run ‘execute any man of colour by marshall 
aw. 


A Puzzle. 


My Second was out in my First, 
And got such a soaking, poor soul, 

That his best clothes were soon made his worst, 
And looked all the hues of my Whole. 


A Literary Lord. 


Ir Mr. Beresrorp Hore had been raised to the Upper House as 
Lorp BepGEsvry, it is to be presumed that the Saturday Review would 
have been created a peer-iodical. 


Answers te Correspondents. 


[We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accom- 
panted by a stamped and directed envelope. | 

J. M. H., Bury St. Edmunds.—If the acrostic isa sample of the stuffs 
you supply we had rather not deal. 

W. H. D.—“‘ A tale without much varnish” has too much size. 

e. L. P.—We have our eye on the swindle, which shall be exposed by 
an 6 

oe bad! 

PuHIx does not succeed in phixion. ; 

K., Bayswater.— We have attempted over and over again to bring about 
an improvement in the Queen’s English of The Court Newsman, but in 
vain ! 

A.S.—See last answer; and J. D. D., ditto. ' ; 

R. C. B., Lincoln’s-inn, says, “‘ Sir, I send the enclosed at your discretion. 
Yours truly, etc.” I. C. B. seems to have modelled his style on that of the 
burglar who wanted, the other day, to send his boot at Baron Bramwell’s 
‘* intellectual capacity.’ ; 

BLUNDERBUSS may consider himself discharged with a caution. 

PiscaTtor.—That fish has been landed before, we fear. 

Ros Roy sends us a joke about a chignon. Can he be Rob Roy 
McGregarine ? ; 

W. W. Caick.—We have nearly got a crick in our neck, in our conter- 
tions to see your fun. ; ; ; ; 

R. P., New Cross.—Since you don’t wish us to give you pain, we will 
only say declined with thanks, ; 

CeRBERUS.—Surely with your triple capital you can know little of the 
necessity for “‘ Going a Head.” We have not three heads, and our single 
one is awfully muddled by your statement that your “present effort 1s 


before your earlier attempts.” ; | 
A. §., Great James-street.—If your friend NivEs wants an advertise- 


ment he had better fork out. ; 

FLAME might have had more intelligence than to send us sporting ditto. 

‘Tug Guost or Lorp Byron” has not got the spirit of the poet, eo 
we suppose he is only HomE-made. as 

LEx.—We have inspected your sketch, amd all we can say for it is 
“Jaw!” 

G. E. P.—Y¥ou are an insidious party—but we can’t! 

Declined with thanks—W. G.5S.; S.S.N.; R&. R.; J. E. B.; Mana; 
P.S., Liverpool ; T. M.; W. T.C.; J. H., Liverpool ; J.C., Dorchester ; 
Amina, Belgrave-road; U.C.S.; Sligo; B. Upper Close ; Prestich ; Ben 
Nevis; A. V.C.; W. 0.; J. B., Elmore-street ; E. D. T., St. James's ; 
Anonymous; S. D. P., Edinburgh; R. E. H., Scalpleas; J. A. Haver- 
stock-hill ; J. H. H., Manchester; E. E., Sloane-square; K.; H. E. V.D.; 





H. J. T., Islington; Q. E. D., Kensington; G. E. yas re | a; 


W. H.; E.H.; E. G., Kentish Town Road; H. E. a. a 
G. E. P.; W. M., Brighton. 
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MEN WE MEET. 





BY THE COMIC PHYSIOGNOMI3T. 





Tur C. P. at A WEDDING. 





FEW days ago the C.P. 
went to a wedding. 
He really couldn't 
help it—it was no 
morbid curiosity that 
took him there; he 
went in an official 
capacity, as a sort of 
reluctant and tender- 


hearted High Sheriff, | 


to hand over the 
miserable bride into 


the custody of the | 
officiating parson. She @ 


happened to be a near 
relative of the Philo- 
sopher’s, and the only 
one whose relation to 
her warranted him in 
taking such a liberty. 
From his _ earliest 
years, he had been 
accustomed to wield a 
gentle authority over 


her ; and he believes that he has, on various occasions, stood to her in 


the several capacities of guide, philosopher, and friend. 


He had come 


to regard himself almost in loco parentis, for her relation to him placed 
all tender considerations out of the question, while, at the same time, 
her youth and her beauty would have made her an object of especial 
interest to her earliest ancestorif he could have been brought to behold 


her. She was, in short, the philosopher's aunt. 


Not a scraggy old 


girl, but a maiden of nineteen summers, and consequently, by a freak 
of nature, considerably younger than the philosopher himself. And 
here the C. P. proposes to pause, in his playful way, in order to dilate 
upon a consideration which has frequently struck him, and which may 


probably, have struck a good many others too. 


He has said that to 


this young maiden he has always stood in the light of either guide, 


philosopher, or friend, or all or any of these. 


And this leads him to 


the consideration in how many different lights does the C. P. (or indi- 


viduals at large—for the C. P. is, after all, but a type of mankind) 
ones to his various friends, his acquaintances, and his enemies. He 
feels that to every person he knows, he must appear in a totally diffe- 
rent light. To Parker he isa quiet, reserved man. There is something, 
he supposes, in Parksr, to check confidence. 
a wag. There is something in Farqunarson that inspires the C. P. to 
pun. FarquHarson is weak, but appreciative, and upon him the C. P. 
rehearses good things, to be finally uttered under circumstances of re- 
To Cockerett he is a dull, heavy man. 
CockERELL has acquired wealth by the invention of a putty of singu- 
larly adhesive properties, and cannot take a joke from a poor man. To 
Boye he is a man of clear, quiet intelligence—for he has, somehow, 
got into a way of looking at questions propounded by Boy sg, in a 
re light, which impresses Boyig, who is easily impressed. 
( 


muneretive publicity. 


To old Coxrsr, he is a sad young dog; 
to young Barnes he is a rascally old 
scamp; to Barner, he is the beau-ideal 
of what a young man should be; and 
to Triiotrson, he is the incarnation 
of a hopeless ne’er-do-well. And all 
this without any hypocrisy on the C. P.’s 
part—his conduct in the presence of 
these individuals has been insensibly 
influenced by their demeanour to him. 
It is, no doubt, with them as it is with 
i There is, probably a circle which 
considers CocKERELL a contagious wit, 
and Parker's the very bosom of all 
others into which to pour the full tide 
of unreserved contidence. Only the 
C. P. don’t happen to belong to it. 
Having satisfactorily di of this 
consideration, the Philosopher will take 
the liberty of recalling his wandering 
Muse to the subject of his aunt's 
wedding, and the people he met at it. 
Of the bride of the bridegroom he 
has little to say. People who are being 


To FaARQUHARSON he is 
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married are as much alike as people who are 
being born. A man sinks his identity on these 
occasions, and becomes like unto all other in 
similar predicaments. Man that is being mar. 
ried is a shiftless, helpless, nervous, fidgety, 
uncomfortable, perspiring 
stutterer. Woman that is 
being married, is a shy, 
blushing, damp, red-nosed, 
sobbing, trembling, heaving 
mass of white corded - silk 
and orange-flowers. No 
man and no woman could 
ever look to advantage under 
such circumstances. 

No. 1 is the gentleman 
who proposed the health of 
the youngcouple. He is the 
father of the bridegroom—a 
man of fabulous wealth, 
owing much, it is whispered, 
to Tallow. He is a jolly 
old boy with a fat unctuous 
look about him, and a way 
of treating the whole affair 
as if it were a good joke to ||¥ 
be chuckled over. He is } 
reported to have done the % 
handsome thing by his son, 
and to have expressed an 
intention of disinheriting 
such of the bridesmaids as 
happened to be his daughters if they ventured to cry. He has given 
diamond lockets to all the ladies concerned, directly or indirectly, 
with the proceedings, and has, in short, made himself generally 
agreeable. 

No. 2 is the “‘ best man,” who proposed the “ Bridesmaids.”’ He is 
a confirmed bachelor, and as such, an immense favourite with all young 
ladies, on the customarily illogi- 
cal principles of ladies’ logic. 
He has an air of yielding a good- 
humoured assent to a harmless 
foible, to which he is never likely 
to become a victim. He pro- 
posed ‘‘The Bridesmaids’’ in 
words of facetious import, which, 
it need hardly be said, ‘con- 
vulsed the assembly.” The C. P. 
may mention, as a fact that 
bears upon what he has already 
said about the different lights in 
which the same individual may 
be regarded by his various 
friends, that he heard this gentle- 
man alluded to, by different 
guests at the ceremony, as a 
duck, a conceited donkey, a 
most agreeable person, a curly- 
brained idiot, a young man of - 
parts, a singularly well-informed 
person, and an _ unmitigated 
duffer. 

No. 3 is a specimen of that blatant nuisance, the “friend of the 
family who has known the bride and bridegroom from their cradles.” 
This disgusting bore (about whom, the C. P. is bound to admit, there 
appeared to be no two opinions) talked for three-quarters of an hour 
about the early history of the bride and bridegroom, in a fashion which 
completely covered them with confusion. He recalled anecdotes of 
their early years, their budding youth, and their final adolescence, and 
then went on to picture their future, and all the possible blessings 
which might surround it. He said 
“that the blessing of being a father 
was only to be equalled by the blessing 
of being a son, and that when these 
two blessings were combined (as he had 
no doubt they shortly would be) in the 
person of the young friend on his right 
—who was already a son—”’ (and who, 
by-the-bye, was blushing loud enough 
to be heard)—‘‘ Fortune could do no 
more for him.” He was eventually 
pulled down to his seat by a considerate 
ond, and subsequently left in a 

uff. 
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No. 4 is the gentleman who remarked that it would be out of the | 


uestion to think of separating until the health of “The Ladies” had | 


_ portion of the kitchen department, but was 
| discovered at a later period of the day in the 
| act of shaking the umbrella-stand in the 
_ hall, by one of its pegs, and assuring it that 
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pn drunk with the fullest honours. ‘It was they,’’ he said, ‘“ who 
nursed us in our babyhood, who comforted us in our youth, who kindly 
came and married us in our prime, and who smoothed our declining 

illow (whatever that was) in our old age. He had not the advantage 
of being married himself, but that was not his fault—he supposed he 
had not yet attained his prime—but he knew somebody who had, and 
that somebody said he liked it. He would, without further delay, | 
propose ‘ The Ladies.’ ”’ 

Amendment proposed by the father of the bride, and carried nem con. | 
“God bless ’em.”’ 

No. 5 is the couple who couldn’t tell the philosopher, after the break- 
fast, what any of the speeches were about. They were, in short, 
making so much weak love through the medium of pastrycooks’ 
mottoes during that meal, that the discharge of a six-pounder from 
the dinner waggon would hardly have arrested their attention. They 
will go home—dream of each other—dodge about after each other at 
botanical fétes and horticultural meetings of all kinds ; they will go in 
search of each other to Zoological Gar- 
dens and Crystal Palace, until August, when 
they will each go their ways to different 
out-of-town places, fall in love again, and 
again, and again, until they come to speak 
of each other as “that pleasant fellow (or 
‘that rather jolly girl’) I met at So and So’s 
wedding.” 

Last scene of all that ends this strange, 
eventful history, is second childishness and 
mere oblivion, in the person of the waiter 
who was moved to tears by the speeches. 
He made two or three abortive attempts to 
address the assembled guests on the subject 
of matrimony considered in relation to fowls 
and champagne, but a superior menial suc- 
ceeded in extinguishing him before the 
subject of his remarks had time to take a 
distinct form. He was banished to a remote 


“married or single, it should always find a 
friend in him.”’ 








AD PERDITAM. 


I saw thee—loved thee! and believed that thou 
Didst prize the love I gave. ’T'was early spring, 
Before the new-born buds were blossoming 
To furnish wreaths to twine around thy brow, 
Or nestle in thy hair. But when the flowers 
Bloomed bright and sweet among their circling leaves, 
So “‘ grow like mushrooms’’ did this love of ours, 
That we, by that time, were “as thick as thieves!” 
Then basking in thy sunny smile I lay, 
The nectar of thy rosy lips did taste ; 
But ah! those precious hours are passed away, 
And I have dipped into the bitter cup 
Of disappointment—just a little sup! 
And now my arms enclose, not thine, but Memory’s waste! 


As you Plays. 


Aone the preparations now making on a grand scale for the coro- | 


nation of the Emperor of Avustrria at Buda-Pesth, as King of 

ungary, two fountains are mentioned, which will play the whole 
day, one throwing up white and the other red wine. We trust this 
mistaken policy is not to be taken as an omen that the Emrrror still 
continues ignorant of the real wants of the people. To judge from 
the erection of these fountains, he seems to labour under the belief 
that he is to be King of the thirsty, not Hungary. 


Coming of Age. 
Tux Government measure of Reform, though rather a short measure 
its age, has attained its majority—twenty-one. We are not sure 
whether it can be said to have reached years of discretion. 


; Theatrical. 
Ir is stated that the Long Strike is the Easter ‘piece at the Ply- 
eatre. We'll hope it will net be such a “bnief hit’’ as if was 


TS SN re me + ae 
ga ee 








N. 75 


Edification. 

WE have heard a good deal about the rapid spread of education, but 
were not quite prepared to find to what an extent it has been carried, 
as exemplified in the following :— 
ass be LET, a genteel semi-detached cight-roomed convenient HOUSE, entitled to 


education at the l'ree Grammar School, situate near the station, and within 
forty-five minutes’ ride of London.—Apply to, &c. 


We shall expect to see SHAKESPEARE'S schoolboy creeping to school 


very like a snail, with his house on his back, going to take its share of | 
;>s DD 


education. The Government might turn the idea to some account in 
the Reform Bill. Household Suffrage, pure and unadulterated, they 
would avoid, though they consider Household Suffrage of some limits 
the basis of an extended franchise. Suppose they give a vote to every 
householder whose house can pass an examination in the three R's— 
reading, ’riting, and ’rithmetic ;—the R's not calculated celare artem. 





A Bad Look-out for Brand. 


In Coxe’s Institutes it is stated that “if a lieutenant or other that 
hath commission of marshall authority in time of peace hang or other- 
wise execute any man by colour of marshall law, this is murder.’”’ It 
is rumoured that the Jamaica Committee intend to use this against 
LizvTeNant Branp, arguing that there is a slight misprint in the 

assage, which should run “execute any man of colour by marshall 
aw. 


A Puzzle. 


My Second was out in my First, 
And got such a soaking, poor soul, 

That his best clothes were soon made his worst, 
And looked all the hues of my Whole. 


A Literary Lord. 


Iy Mr. Beresrorp Hore had been raised to the Upper House as 
Lorp Bepcesvry, it is to be presumed that the Saturday Review would 
have been created a peer-iodical. 


Aushers te Correspondents. 


[We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accoin- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope. | 

J. M. H., Bury St. Edmunds.—If the acrostic isa sample of the stuffs 
you supply we had rather not deal. 

W. it D.—“ A tale without much varnish’’ has too much size. 

Pe L. P.—We have our eye on the swindle, which shall be exposed by 
an 2 

Pian «~ Thanaiiaeati bad! 

PuIx does not succeed in phixion. ; 

K., Bayswater.— We have attempted over and over again to bring about 
an improvement in the Queen’s English of The Court Newsman, but in 
vain ! 

A.S.—See last answer; and J. D. D., ditto. . ; 

R. C. B., Lincoln’s-inn, says, ‘‘ Sir, I send the enclosed at your discretion. 
Yours truly, etc.”” R.C. B. seems to have modelled his style on thatof the 
burglar who wanted, the other day, to send his boot at Baron Bramwell’s 
‘intellectual capacity.” ; : 

BLUNDERBUSS may consider himself discharged with a caution. 

Piscator.—T hat fish has been landed before, we fear. 

Rox Roy sends us a joke about a chignon, Can he be Rob Roy 
McGregarine ? ee, . 

W. W. Caicx.—We have nearly got a crick in our neck, in our conter- 
tions to see your fun. : : ; ; 

Pes ue Cea Seat you don’t wish us to give you pain, we will 
only say declined with thanks. ; 

Cunnunve.—Sarely with your triple capital you can know little of the 
necessity for ‘Going a Head.’’ We have not three heads, and our single 
one is awfully muddled by your statement that your “present effort 1s 


before your earlier attempts.”’ . 3 
A. g. Great James-street.—If your friend NivEs wants an advertise- 


ment he had better fork out. j ; ; 
FLAME might have had more intelligence than to send us sporting ditto. 


“THE Guost or Lorp Byron” has not got the spirit of the poet, eo 


we 8 he is only Home-made. _ 
Lene have inspected your sketch, and all we can say for it is 


“lJaw!”’ 

G. E. P.—You are an insidious y—but we can’t! 

Declined with thanks—W. G. oe S.N.; R.R.; J. BE. B.; Mana ; 
P.S., Liverpool ; T. M.; W. T.C.; J.H., Liverpool ; J.C., Dorchester ; 
Amina, Belgrave-road; U.C.S.; Sligo; B. Upper Close ; Prestich ; Ben 
Nevis; A. V.C.; W. 0.; J. B., Elmore-street ; E. D. T., St. James's ; 
Anonymous; S. D. P., Edinburgh; RK. E. H., Scalpleas; J. _- 





stock-hill ; J. H. H., Manchester; E. E., Sloane-square ; K.; H. E. 
H. J. T., Islington; Q. E. D., Kensington ; G. E.C., Purten; H 
W. H.; E.H.; E. G., Kentish Town Road ; 7. 2, 2 


G. E. P.; W. M., Brighton. 
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EASTER MONDAY ON HAMPSTEAD HEATH. 


Even in these days of cheap excursions there are large numbers of 
Londoners who cannot afford a more expensive run on Easter Monday 
than a jaunt to Hampstead Heath—or rather, as much of it as 
Sm Tuomas Maryon Wison’s excavations have left. That very 
public-spirited gentleman having, it is to be presumed, been fairly 
gravelled in his attempts to enclose the heath, has made up his mind 
to be completely sanded by opening it. Immense pits, big enough to 
bury St. Paul's and take in the Monument up to its shoulders, have 
been dug onthe heath. In these the water accumulates, and as boys 
will go near water (for any purpose save that of ablution), and will 
also tumble in, and as these pits are deep and steep, serious accidents 
occur at times. We suppose the law forbids the cutting down of trees 
on the heath, but of course it cannot prevent the wind from blowing 
them down; and if a tree is left in these excavations standing on a 
sort of pillar of sand and gravel, the chances are the first cat’s paw of 
wind u ts it. But, then, nobody cut it down, so it’s all right. 

Let the British public, therefore, enjoy what is left of the Heath 
while it can. The dispute with Sm T. M. Wixson is only too likely 
to end in one way. When private advantage is at conflict with public 
interest the latter generally goes to the wall. What is everybody’s 
business is done by nobody, but the individual who has everything to 
gain for himself is sure to look after his own interests. 

In the meantime, let us be gay, oh, our cockney brethren. Sound 
the loud trumpet and strike the hght jackass until he caracoles on the 
dusty turf. The weather is still mild, and therefore let us be grateful 
that the ginger beer will not be tepid, nor will lemonade be hot in the 
mouth that is parched with a desire for coolness. Take a suck at the 
orange and at it again! Here be donkeys to ride, and ponies, with 
harder ribs and more of ’em than any full-grown clothes-horse can 
boast. As for pace, there’s no end to the variety. But as you love 
us, do not permit the brute that drives the superior animal to belabour 
it with his cruel stick. The merciful man is merciful to his—or an 

other man’s beast—besides, you might turn out to be an ass vouseell 
some . 

Kiss in the Ring is an intellectual’ game. We pray you be not too 
rough at it, and remember a kiss is none the better for being audible a 
mile off—it smacks of vulgarity. 

For the quieter sort, the contemplative cockney, there is the gentle 
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art—or rather the worm art. A stick, a bit of cotton, and a worm, 
will give you good sport with the sticklebacks*. We have asked the 
Inspector of Fisheries, and he has asked Mr. Bucktanp, and he says 
it’s the open season, so fish away! You don’t require a crooked pin— 
no cruel hook is necessary. Tie a bit of a match to your cotton for a 
float, and when you see it bob, strike smartly, and the chances are 
your fish will not have time to let go the worm, and so, if the fates 
are kind and he does not fall in the water, you may seoure him for 
your pickle-bottle. 

As for refreshments, are there not kettles in the Vale of Health, and 
s'rimps at Jack Straw’s Castle? Tea does not grow wild on the 
Heath, but chopped birch broom will be found an excellent substitute, 
and you can either prepare it yourself or buy it in the form of “our 
3s. mixture”’ at the nearest grocer’s. As for eatables, bread and butter 
will be found wholesome, and if dropt on the ground (in which case 
the laws of specific gravity always turn it buttered side down) will be 
found to acquire small gravel, which is very digestive—if we may 
trust the light of nature as exemplified in ducks. Sandwiches are 
good too—especially if carried about all day in a tin box, when they 
acquire a rich metallic flavour. 


A Journalistic Jotting. 

Tue Glowworm, which started as a sporting paper, has of late given 
its attention so much to racing that the lovers of other sports are 
hurt at the preference. We believe the disciples of Izaak Wa LToN 
meditate starting a fishing organ to be entitled the Zobworm. 


A Deer-sleigher’s Dictum. 


** Cela va sans dire,’ asthe accomplished Laplander remarked on first 
seeing a railway train. 





* This eurious little fish makes a nest—like a bird? If you find one, take it home 
and sit on the eggs. The experiment has not been tried, but we see no reason why 
it should not succeed—hens can hatch out ducks. A report of your success would, 
no doubt, be welcomed by Land and Water. 








Ga “FUN” tous es Mercredis, ches Mzssns. W. 8. KirkLAND 
ex Cie., Rue de Richelieu, No. 27, Paris. 
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Coton Culk, 


By THE SAUNTERER IN SOOIETY. 


LL the world knows 
that the French are 
famed for their po- 
liteness. They give 
way (even on Lux- 
embourg questions) 
with a good grace. 
But they can con- 
cede too much, and 
their ‘‘ concessions ”’ 

( Ns Pc ; at the Exhibition 
A “\W VL have been so numer- 

Yi ‘ ie ous, that a terrible 

— RNG ZN a conflict of interests 

EIN Gay i has resulted. They 

\ ea BSS ~ ap a) have “‘conceded”’ to 
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few cdenanieneiit il 
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| Wine « 
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Mate | y 
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one firm the right 


vi 
ay NS SV Wes oo siving you a 
VBL RSS ye Pe dinner, but they have 
A\\\\ RRS — oF ae = **conceded”’ to some 
ae ‘eee geetia ee one else the right of 


. : allowing you to sit 
down to eat it. The result is that there are twenty hands tugging at 
one’s pocket where five would be enough. However, the Gasometer is 
getting on with its internal arrangements, prices are coming down, 
and improvements going forward generally ; so perhaps, by the time 
sensible people begin to go to Paris, we may find things en régle. 

Faust, at Covent Garden, is more brilliant, if possible, than ever this 
season. Costa’s band is the best in Europe, say good judges of music. 
The orchestra at the Paris opera play the same music like great 
masters, but want the purity of tone and grandeur of style which 
make Costa’s band so remarkable. The new Mephistopheles, Perrr, 
sings well, though a little weak in his lower notes. He is a very 
jovial fiend. Lucca succeeds better in the second and third acts than in 
the fourth, which requires unusual physical powers ; but she is a most 
fascinating Marguerite. With Mario, the prince of tenors, with 
Petir and Lveea, and, above all, with the grand orchestra, which 
does such honour to Mr. Gyre’s taste and liberality, the performance 
of Faust at Covent Garden is something not to be forgotten. 

Tue Easter Monday Review went off admirably. The railway 
arrangements were admirable, although it was a first attempt, and a 
few blunders might have been excusable. It would seem that the only 
engagements the London, Chatham, and Dover line cannot keep are 
financial ones. In fact, only share and debenture holders have a right 
to growl at it. The public are admirably served by it. Its stations 
are palatial, its carriages luxurious, and its officials, from the superin- 
tendents to the porters, are the most civil in England. 

Tue Newsvendors’ Benevolent and Provident Institution will give its 
annual dinner in June next. Mr. W. H. Smiru will take the chair, 
and no fitter man could be found for the post. ‘ SmrrH anv Sons’’— 
a truly British name, by the way—seems to be like the British empire. 
I fancy the sun never sets upon it—as the evening shades close over 
the bookstall at the Land’s End, the grey of dawn illumines the paper- 
boy-at-the-Nore. (This may be astronomically and geographically im- 
aa but the figure is pretty, so let it stand.) Seriously speaking, 

wish the Institute success and a good dinner. 

A CORRESPONDENT, who is a member of the Honourable Artillery 

mpany, complains of some remarks which the Star makes on his 
corps. That journal, intending to be complimentary, talks about 
“cavaliers, with a forest of plumes waving proudly above the com- 

‘ pany’s hat,” and explains how it is that certain members of the body 
‘add feathers to their regulation hats.’”’ As the regulation “hat” of 
the H. A. ©. is a bearskin, like that of the Foot Guards, I can quite 
understand my correspondent’s feelings on being accused of surmount- 
ing it with a forest of plumes. The real facts are, that commissioned 
n officers, on joining the veterans, wear the ordinary cocked hat ofa 
e staff officer of the Regulars, with the ‘‘ mushroom plume.”’ Privates 
x in the Veterans wear a small red and white “ ball-tuft’’ in the chako. 
My correspondent should take the compliment as it was intended, and 
remember that the Star is a peaceful organ, which cannot be expected 
to be up in military questions, or know that infantry drill in com- 

t panies, not, as it says, in “squadrons.” 
Debrett’s Illustrated Peerage, Baronetage, and Knightage has just reached 
me. I have only had time, as yet, to dip into its varied and interest- 
ing pages—indeed, I must admit that I took an unfair advantage of 





’ 
p 
3 
L 
> 
3 
r 


wT 


“== wT ~~ wea Sy SS 


e 

y the author, and peeped at the termination of the volume to see how it 

, would aliend. But I will not tell, for fear of spoiling the enjoyment 
of others. The illustrations are excellent—some of them very comic. 
As for the edges, they are beautifully gilt. (If I go on like this, I 

shall soon be qualified to write criticisms for the fashionable papers.) 
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Why will people use terms without reflecting on their meaning ? 
The other day the Court Journal in describing an accident said, “the 
pony slipt,’’ and his rider fell heavily, and “had a concussion of the 
brain—which is always attended with more or less danger.” It rather 
strikes me that there are few accidents that are not always attended 
with more or /ess danger. 

The Sporting Gazette is showing us what Graphotype can do—and 
can’t do. Ifany one could make it show to advantage it would be 
‘‘ Phiz,” the most skilful and experienced of draughtsmen, and if any 
printing or paper could make it look well, it would be such as the 
Sporting Gazette gives it. But the blocks*are blurry and rotten as 
stereos, and seem utterly incapable of being “ brought-up’’ as printers 
say. A specimen of the style of work which the Graphotype can do, 
and for which, therefore, it is suited, will be found at page 304 of the 
S. G. for April the 20th. 

I am glad to see that Dra. Butter, of Harrow—not Dr. Butter, as 
the P. M. G., the organ of educated men, persisted in calling him the 
other day—has decided against Latin versification as a necessity of the 
curriculum. It may be an elegant accomplishment and even an 
amusement to some, but to the majority it was a tedious and useless 
agony. Apropos of the Butter bull—it is possible the editor of 
the P. M. G., has, like most swells, a defective memory for 

names. I see he can’t even give the —— his due, for the other day 
he talked about ‘“‘ Mephistophilian’’ character. 


-_— 
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CROQUET: AN ANTICIPATION, 
By a Youna Lapy. 







HOULD the weather im- 
prove still, by Hokey, 
We soon shall be playing 

at croquet ! 
Yes, knocking the balls, 
from the dawn 
’Till the gloaming, all over 
the lawn, 
Inviting our friends and 
our neighbours 
To share in the pleasures 
and labours. 
And first there'll be young 
“Mr. LuxkegIne 
Who is terribly given to 
fluking ; 
And Laura pg Pippery 
CooPeR 
We call her “ the pitiless 
scooper,” 
Because she so spoons, and 
so scoops, 
In putting the balls 
. through the hoops ; 
e- And then there’s PENELOPE 
ARRABIN, { 
Whuse brooch there's a 
strange-looking scarabin, 
(Not that her brooch will 
—_ a beetle be, 
But the rhyme this the sole way to treat'll be) ; 
And there is YounG Coss, who wi// try 
To play with that glass in his eye, 
But manages always to drop it 
When he’s making his stroke, and can’t stop it ; 
And there’s Sroony, who hits the wrong ball, 
And Miss Murr who can’t hit one at all; 
Miss Spry, who’s a player expert, 
If she only consents not to flirt ; 
‘ And Miss Kren who has got a sly way 
Of pretending she really can’t play, “ 
That Captain DE Boors—“ splendid cweacher! 
May gallantly offer to teach her ; Ot on 
Old Miss St:rFLeR who thinks poe “nice "— 
(If not watched she will hit her ball twice) ;— 
And that amiable More, who’s short-sighted, 
And to trip o’er the hoops seems delighted ;— 
There'll be these, and a great many more, 
I could soon swell the list to a score, 
Or at least to a couple of dozen— — 
And la!—I forgot, there’s my cousin— 
Frep,—whose play may be always relied on, 
It’s odd that I’m always his side on! 
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AND THE CAPTAIN DIDN’T 


Vendor of fusees :—“I say, Miss, MY HANDS 18 80 JOLLY COLD 





—_ 
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Joun Hover liked the Bill—but the House would reject it, 
So “I'll write to our member,” said he. 
“Come, tell me, friend Dick, for I can’t recollect it— 
Must I call him P.M., or M.P. ?”’ 


‘A mere transposition—what matters it, mate ?”’ 
Said Dick, who was fond of a pun. 

‘“‘ For M.P. declareth a son of the state, 
And P.M. a state of the sun!” 


A Train of Thought. 

Tus Daily Telegraph is noted for making startling discoveries, but 
we were certainly not prepared for its latest revelation. In an article 
on a recent police case we read that one of the witnesses— 

** Specially noticed Mr. Keppret, because he was reading aloud in the train—a 
peculiarity which, if we remember rightly, also distinguished Parson Apams.” 

Well, Fieiprxe’s parson is recorded to have done strange things, 

but even he must have found it difficult in his day to read at all ina 
train ! 
Trying, indeed. 

A youneo barrister of our aequaintance proposes to move for a new 
trial for ApmMirAL Persano. The defence he intends to adopt is this :— 
He will urge that Persano was fated to be defeated because the enemy's 

| admiral was to get off (TzcreTuorr). 
| 


Going on Swimmingly. 
We hear a number of ladies are about to set a good example to their 
sex, by forming a “swimming club.” And quite natural too, the 
| Ducks! 





A HIT—A PALPABLE HIT. 


No one can say the tailors did not strike while the iron was hot. 
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SEEM TO LIKE 


IT ! 


; LEND US THAT ’ERE MUFF—YOU CAN’T WANT ftvo ON ’EM.” 


WANTS WE CAN’T RECONCILE. 


Or the curiosities of advertising there is no end! But really the 
following instances are worthy of quotation :— 
O THOSE WHO ARE RICH, BUT LONELY AND DESOLATE.—The Ad- 
vertiser, who has suffered the loss of fortuue, and who has to struggle bard 
for the simplest fare, feels assured that in some nook and corner of our land there 
are some whe, though comfortably rich, yet have no relative, and perhaps scarcely 
a friend, who might be willing to adopt him asa sen. The advertiser is a gentle- 
man by birth, education, and profession, is married, and has seven children. He 
would gladly take the name of his benefactor, and endeavour to show his gratitude 
by every means in his power.—Apply by letter, Z. Z. Z., J. A. H., Esq., etc., etc. 


EXT PRESENTATION to a LONDON CHURCH WANTED.—Wanted, the 
Next Presentation, with immediate or very early possession, to a Church in or 
near London ; income from titnes or other certain sources preferred, but an eligibie 
pew-rented Church might be taken, and even a newly-formed district, if possessing 
advantages. Price not to exceed two thousand pounds.—Apply by_letter, Z. Z. Z., 
care of J. A. H., Esq., etc., ete. 
Our impression as we glanced at the beginning of the first advertise- 
ment, was that we had a cabman on the look out for the unprotected 
female ; for the man who struggles hard for the “simplest fare,’’ might 
think himself lucky in being hailed by her. However, it seems the 
party who wishes to meet with rich people, “with scarcely a friend 
who might be willing to adopt him”’ isa gentleman by education as 
well as profession. We trust his promise of gratitude is more disin- 
terested than his offer to change his name seems to be—who would not 
gladly exchange Z.Z.Z.—possibly Zecuartan ’ZexieL Ziczac—for 
some more aristocratic title, say Joun SmitrH? The second advertise- 
ment is candid enough. The advertiser wants a presentation to a 
London church, and is not particular as to the number of inhabitants, 
or the height or lowness of its practices. All he is anxious about is 
the money. “An eligible pew-renting” or “ an income from tithes or 
certain sources ’’—these be his principles. 


Z. Z. Z., it will be observed, is the author of both compositions. 
Did it not strike him that it was rather inconsistent to talk about hard 
struggles and poverty in the former, and then make a bid of two thou- 
sand pounds for a living in the latter ? 
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A HORS(E) D'GUVRE. 
. Ic 
e LUSHED with his winnings and his wine, 
s A betting man, through Paris going, | 
Entered a restaurant to dine ; 
Lured by a placard glowing. | 
On horse-flesh soon he set his heart, 
His appetite was strong and steady ; | 
He called; the waiter brought the carte, | 
Before the horse was ready ! 
4 II. ss 
F The steed from which those cutlets came, 
4 Now brought him by the smiling waiter, 
3 Had once, perchance, a racer’s fame, 
! Though now a sorry plater ! 
4 Unmoved, he ate the roasted hack, 
And smacked his lips, and praised the jelly— 


The horse, perhaps, he used to back, 
He now proceeds to belly! 


II, 


What though, at times, remorse he feels, 
Good wines will serve him as an opiate, 
And common sense itself reveals 
Still hocks as most appropriate ! 
His hocks are still enough, poor steed, 
Who little thought, a prancing winner, 
That he should ever come to feed 
A betting-man at dinner! 


IV. 
| He ate, and ate, the flavour seemed 


Nicer by far than beef or mutton ; 
And little of the cost he dreamed, 
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a Hippophagistic glutton ! 
ze | For though the tavern bill was light, ate 
¥ And cheerfully and quickly settled, Cg 
# All through his visions of the night i 
a A charger rode, high mettled! - i 
é Vo ta 
x | A hundred shapes the phantom took, rt r 
F In swift and hideous transformation, i 
‘ For some of which you need but look vel 
x At Barnarp’s illustration! be 
; In agony and fear he lay, ; - 
: Oppressed by shapes he could not banish ; Hs. 
‘ And not before the Peep o’ Day * 
Did the head-centaur vanish ! : 
- his 
i 





CASTE. 


ACT. I. Scunzr 1.—Jnterior of Eocres’s House in Stangate. 


Enter Captatns Hawrtrer and D’AtRoy. 

Cart. H.—Haw! 

Cart. D'A. (sternly).—Nay, Hawtree—do not haw here. You 
would not haw in Lady Florence’s house; neither shall you in that of 
Esther Eccles, Columbine though she be! = [Hawrree #s abashed. R. 

Enter Estuzr and her sister Potuy. 

Estuer.— My Captain D’ Alroy! 

Potty.—My Captain Hawtree! ! 

Cart. D’'A.—Esther, I love you madly! Be mine. ; 

Estuer.—But your mother, the Marchioness—do you think she 
would be pleased 


| 

| 

They embrace. 
Carr. D'A.—Pooh! Are you not virtuous? Are you not beautiful ? 
' 

! 

| 


ne embrace. 


Are you not, in short, an angel ? | : 

Estuer (bashfully).—It were, indeed, affectation to deny it. 

Cart. D'A. (argumentatively).—Very well, then! 

Cart. H. (changing the subject).—Haw! 

Cart. D’A. (angrily). — What, again ? 

Cart. H.—Beg pardon, I’m shaw. Polly, you're a sweet gal, pon 
my soul! 

Potty.—Oh, g’long! (giggling.) 

Enter Sam GERRIDGE. 

Sam G.—Ha! My Polly g’longing with a long captain? (7b 
Hawrrer).—Sir, I am a gasfitter. 

Capt. H. (tronically).—Ha? I quail! Pretends to quail, 

Capt. D'A. (to Estuzr).—Then you will be the Honourable Mrs. 
D’ Alroy ? 

Estugr (timidly).—Won't I? That's all! 

Enter Eccuzs, very drunk. 
Eccirs.—Hiccup! 


ACT II.—Scrnz 1.—Jnterior of D'AtRoy’s quarters in Mayfair. 
D’ Axroy and Estuer discovered fondling. 
Capt. D'A.—Now you are the Honourable Mrs. D’ ALRoy. 
Esturr.—And your regiment is quartered in Mayfair. 
Cart. D’'A.—Strange quarters for an officer of Dragoon Guards. 
But such is life! 
Estuer.—Your mamma, the Marchioness, does not know of our 
marriage ! 
Cart. D’A.—No. I forgot to mention it to her—it escaped me. 
Estuer.— Will she be pleased, do you think ? 
Cart. D’A.—I should say she would be delighted. Oh, by the bye, 
I forgot to tell you that I am going to India this afternoon. 
Estuzr.—My Captain D’Alroy going to India? Ah, me! 
Enter Potty, Captain Hawrrer, and Gerrince. 
Carr. H.—Come, it’s time to go to India. [Carriage drives up. 
Capt. D'A,—Confusion, it is my mother! 
[Bundles the girls into back room. 
Enter the MARCHIONESS. 


Marcu.—Oh, I heard you were going to India to fight the niggers, 
so I thought I would drop in and say good-bye. 

Cart. D’'A.—Thanks. Good-bye, mamma. 

Maxcu.—Spoken like a brave boy. It reminds me of Narotxon, at 
Fontainbleau, as described by Frorssart. As I am thinking of 
giving public readings from that work, I will, with your permission, 
recite a chapter of it, by way of rehearsal. 

[Recites a chapter of Froissart. Estuer, in the back room, ean stand a 
good deal, but she can’t stand a public recital—so she faints. 

Maxrcu.—Ha! What was that ? 

[Rushes to back room. Sees Estuer fainting. 

Maxeu. (stern/y).—Is this all right ; or is it Guilty Splendour P 

sb oo is all right. She is my wife! 

Aart. H. (anxious to put an end to a painful scene).—Co ia. 
Mancu.— What is she ? — me 
Carr. a Capeepine. 

Maneu.—Go. o not recollect an e in Froissart which 
refers toa Heavy Cavalry Captain Encxvinedl Ceteatkios | but I will 
recite his chapter on the Whigs of the Administration, which is some- 
what to the point. [ Recites another chapter. 
- Carr. D'A.—Good-bye, mamma. I am going to India to fight the 
Pa foe. . We pay never meet agai 
ucu.—Go. Ispurn thee! (Aside.) It appears to be my painful 
lot to have invariably to quarrel with oa pelations just ar are 

for seats of war. I remember having just such a row with 
my first husband, Sir Alexander Shendryn, on his departure for the 
Crimea. That was before young MéAlister changed his name to 
Hawtree on coming into money, and exchanged into a heavy cavalry 
regiment. 
Cart. D’A.—Farewell ! 
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[Av faint. | forget that the Government began this Personal Rating. 
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ACT IlI—Same as Act 1. Enter Eccuxs, drunk. 
Ecctrs.—Hiccup ! ;, 
; , Enter Estumn, a Widow. , si of 
Estxer.—My husband was killed in action. By a singular eoinci- 
ditiea Abe moustial he was killed I became a widow. It wouldn’t be 


i lay. { Exit. 
rc Enter Potty and GERRIDGE. 
Gerrincr.—Polly, we will marry. 
Poxty.—Gerridge, we will! [They do. 


Enter HAwTREE. 


Cart. H.—Haw! 
Enter D’Atroy. Ali scream. 

Capt. D’A.—How are youP : : 

ALL.—We thought you were killed in action ever so long ago, and 
Esther is under the same impression. ; cay § 

Cart. D’A.—Oh, no—not at all. Where is my wife? I should 
like—I really should like to see her. ; 

Peat iis you musn’t. It would kill her. Go away, and Vu 
break the news to her. [£zit D’ AtRoy. 

Enter EstuEr. 

Potiy.—Esther, you are sad. I will dance before you. ‘There are 
few things so charming, when one is low, as to have one’s sister to 
dance before one. [ Dances before her. 

Estuer.—Ha! I see from the nature of your dance that D’Alroy 
escaped from the Sepoys—that he is not dead—and that he is in the 


adjoining apartment. 
Enter D’ Atroy. 


Cart. D’A.—My wife! 
EstuER.—My husband! 
Enter the MARcHIONESS. 


Marcu.—My son not dead? I am really pleased. This reminds 
me of Froissart’s description of Barnum’s Museum. 

Cart. D’A.—Mamma, how could you bé so unreasonable as to 
object to your son marrying a Columbine ? 

Manxcu. (melted.)—I quite see my error. But I have been a wrong- 
headed woman all my life. When your friend, Hawtree, before he 
changed his name, wanted to marry my daughter, I was fool enough 
to object because he had only five and threepence a day. By the way, 
I hear young Chalcote has gone on the stage, and got an engagement 
at the Adelphi. I’m sure I hope he'll get on. 

Cart. D’A.—Thus is our play completed. Oftentimes 

The boldest hearts will quail at gruesome crimes. 
EstuEer.—I am the noblest girl you ever saw 

Upon or off the stage, my pippins. 

Cart. H.— Haw! 

GerriIDGE.— We'll celebrate our union in a tea-cup— 

A word I’ve introduced to rhyme with— 
Eccirs.— Hee-cup ! 
Maxcu.—This lesson you may learn from all that’s past, 

There’s nothing half so thingummy as “ Caste !”’ 

CuRTAIN. 

OvrsELvEs.—Well, it’s a capital piece; extremely well written, 
though perhaps a little prosy in the third act. Beautifully placed upon 
the stage, and excellently acted by the best company in London. 
But we must have our joke, for all that. 


[ They embrace. 





The Art of Sinking in Crime. 


“Many a man,” says Dz Quincey, in one of his best-known essays, 
‘has dated his ruin from some murder or other that perhaps he 
thought little of at the time.’”’ This humorous inversion of ethics 
would really seem to have suggested to the Jamaica Committee a most 
grotesque procedure. By way of piling up that agony, the foundation 
of which was laid in accusations of ruthless bloodshed, the negrophi- 
lists have actually contemplated the terrible course of prosecuting 
Mr. Eyre for a misdemeanour! This bright idea is wonderfully con- 
sonant with the Opium Eater’s reasoning; with the little difterence 
that he was conscious of absurdity in the matter. ‘Once begin this 
downward path,” says he, “and you never know where to stop. If 
once a man indulges himself in murder, very soon he comes to think 
little of robbery ; and from robbing he comes next to drinking and 
Sabbath-breaking, and from that to incivility and procrastination.” 
May we venture to give the Jamaica Committee a hint? Let that 
respected body consider how far it may not be possible to extend the 
charge of misdemeanour to one of solecism and questionable taste. 





No Satisfying Them. 


Some of the papers complain of the severity with which Mr. Guav- 
STONE has attacked the Ministry on the Reform Bill. They seem to 
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“MILL’-ENNIUM. 
The Henourable Member for Westminster—‘‘I BEG TO PROPOSE—THE LADIES !” 
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A RETIRING DISPOSITION. 


Coriolanus (Mr. GuL*pstT*NE:—‘‘I banish you:— __ 
And here remain with your uncertainty ! 


Let every feeble rumour shake your hearts.” 
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RETIRING DISPOSITION, 


And here remain with your uncertainty ! 
Let every feeble rumour shake your hearts.” 
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THE DOVER REVIEW. 


SPectatLy Reportep sy THE BritisK CHANNEL, 





VALOUR ON 


Pgopue talk a good deal about National Defences. They mean Me! 


} Iam National Defences. Why, shiver my sandbanks, where would 


you be without me? I never get a shilling from the Government; yet 
do more to protect you than army, navy, and volunteers put together. 
If you will allow me to alter a popular ballad, 


The Channel loves the country, and 
They can’t get over me ! 


It-is not very often that I go ashore. I hang about the harbour and 
the beach, of course ; but, except in very rough weather, you won't see 
much of me in the town itself. Between ourselves, I don’t greatly 
like the public thoroughfares. Talk about the Straits of Dover! The 
Crookeds of Dover, J call’em! Iam very happy where I am. 

On Easter Monday, however, I was a little interested ; and I don’t 
mind saying so. It is years and years since I saw anything like a good 
sham fight ; as for real ones, they seem to have gone out of date alto- 
gether! I verily believe that there has been nothing like a good, 
v8) practical combat in my neighbourhood since the Battle of La 

@. 

So, when I suddenly heard the guns of Dover Castle opening fire, 
you may imagine I was quickly on the alert. Between ourselves, I 
didn’t think much of the British fleet. It was rather a one-horse 
affair, as I hear the Yankee skippers say now and then. I’ve not a 
word to say against captains or crews, all of whom did their duty 


a 


THE ROAD. 


smartly ; but the idea of representing the naval strength of Great 
Britain by an old paddle-wheeler, humorously called ‘The Terrible,” 
did strike me as just a little preposterous. As for the firing, it was 
brisk and effective both from fort and fleet. I was hit a good deal, 
naturally. I can hardly say that I have been black and blue ever 
since ; but, certainly, blue. 

Concerning the shore operations I cannot speak with the same 
authority ; but, from all that I have heard, they seem to have been 
perfectly satisfactory. You see, I just go into the harbour now and 
then, at stated times and tides, and, whilst there, I naturally overhear 
a good deal of conversation amongst the seafaring folks on the quay. 
Of a night, too, I go listening about the ships in the Downs; and 
during the night-watch, fellows are apt to get communicative. 

I have not, hitherto, been in the habit of writing much for the pu))lic 
press. In fact, when J get a newspaper thrgwn to me, it has 
generally contained a sandwich; and, of course, it is wet and dis- 
agreeable. 

If, however, I could get a regular engagement on your paper, I 
daresay my stories would be worth printing. Perhaps not, though; for 
I get old—and old people are apt to be conceited. 

I don’t know why you selected me as your reporter at the Review. 
I suppose you had private reasons of your own, or else you would 
hardly have done it. 

I hope you are quite satisfied with the result. 
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MEN WE MEET. 


BY THE COMIC PHYSIOGNOMIST. 





Some Waas. 
Tue C. P. is not a daudator temporis acti. 


progress. 


and remembered what it learnt. 





| that crinolines were inconvenient and indelicate nuisances. How- 
| ever, it learnt all these things in time, so the C. P. won’t be too 
| hard on it. 

The C. P. will be accused of a} daring innovation on received 
opinions when he ventures to assert that in no respect has the 
tempus actum so materially improved as in the matter of Wags. 
This is, he admits, a dreadful thing to say, and he is prepared 
for a shower of anecdotes about Oxford scholars, righte merrie 
jesters, certain wits, pleasaunte fellowes, cunning wags, and so 

| forth, in contravention of his assertion. He will give you Sipney 
» Ssarn, he will give you THEopore Hook, he will give you SHeripan, 
| he will give you Sregxe, he will give you Ottver GotpsmiTH, he will 
| not give you Doctor Jounson, he will give you Smotuett, Swirt, and 
| Srerne, and, perhaps, a dozen others tneieding, as a matter of course, 
| the late Mr. Wiii1am SHAKESPEARE) as instances of wags who are 
| quite up to the modern mark of first-class waggery, and in some in- 


| -of these eminent gentlemen were working an almost virgin mine—they 
‘were shooting over a moor before the birds became scarce or shy. 


written a burlesque a day with the utmost ease. In point of fact, with 

our ancestors of two hundred years ago a very small joke went a very 

long way, whereas, nowadays, a 7 ey must be very new and very good 
; to go any distance at all. The C. P. does not take into consideration 
| the very small jokes that go a very long way in certain burlesque 
| theatres, because the people who howl with joy over them are the very 
| people who encore break-downs, and they may, therefore, be considered 
| as entirely beyond the pale of sane society. Asa rule, the best bur- 
lesque jokes don’t “ go”’ at all; they are appreciated only by the most 
intelligent and least demonstrative portion of the audience. 

_The C. P. finds himself straying into a’ 
dissertation on modern burlesques, which 
was not the task he set himself when he 
began this paper. He proposes to deal 
rather with private than with public wags 
—with those social swindlers who are con- 
tinually wanting you to honour intellectual 
drafts on a bank at which they have no 
effects. 

Here is a particularly horrible specimen 
of this misguided race. He is particularly 
horrible because he is not only guilty of the 
common dishonesty of his class, but having 
committed the crime, he endeavours to lay 
it at your door. He will give birth toa 
peculiarly aggravating jokelet, and then he 
will affect to thrust you from him with a 
“Go along, you dog!” as if you, and not 
he, had been guilty of the offence. He is 
very angry with you if you don't see his 
okes at once; and if you do, or affect to do, 
e will give you no mercy. The best 
opponent to a man of this kind is another 
‘| of his own class—they will go on at each 
other like those vindictive insects known to school-boys as “ soldiers 
and sailors,” until both retire exhausted from the contest. 

Here is another objectionable specimen of the Social Wag. He is 
@ wag who is continually preparing little intellectual pitfalls for you 
to tumble into, and when you tumble in (which, as a matter of course 
you do, not supposing that anyone could think it worth his while to 














The tempus actum was a 


| good sort of thing for its age, but it was young, and didn’t know any 
| Cetiee. It had a great deal to learn, and as it grew up it made due 
| It was a good sort of boy in its way, but it was not an 
infant phenomenon. It learnt its lessons slowly, but it learnt them, 
It took a great many years to learn 
that blue paint was an insufficient walking dress—that shoes, with 
toes a yard in length, were inconvenient when their wearer was In a 
| hurry—that, in the absence of umbrellas and hackney cabs, showy 
| feathers, velvet doublets, and bucket boots were expensive things to 
| wear in a heavy shower—that tights and pantaloons were difficult 
things to put on and to take off—that coat collars coming above the 
| ears were ungraceful additions to an ordinary walking coat, and 


| stances, considerably beyond it. But it must be remembered that many 


A 

‘hundred years ago there were fewer means of publishing the death of 
,; & good joke than there are now, and two hundred years ago there were 
| Yewer still. If Mr. H. J. Byron had lived in the halcyon days that 
| immediately preceded the manufacture of the riddle about a door being 
| ajar, what a rollicking time he would have had of it! He could have 








celebrates his triumph with an irritating chuckle, like an ungratef,) 
conjuror who has invited a member of his audience to assist him ip be 
delusions, and ends by making a public fool of him. This incopy, 
nient donkey began his evil career at ” 
an early age with a singular but 
apparently harmless request that 
when he said “I one my mother,” 
you would reply with the incoherent 
remark “I two my mother,” and 
so on, through the early numerals 
until you found that you had com- 
mitted yourself to the statement “I 
eight ’’— that is to say, hate—‘my 
mother,” at which undutiful admis- 
sion you were expected to be over- 
whelmed with confusion and re- 
morse. He is fond of asking you 
riddles that have no answers — he 
bets you that he will make you leave 
your room between five and six in 
the morning, and if you take his 
bet, he will write five on one door 
post and six on the other, and will 
then expect you to pay him. If any 
of his riddles have answers they are 
of a nature in the highest degree ~_ 
uncomplimentary to yourself—you are unlike the head or tail of, 
donkey because you are no end of an ass, or you are like a motherles 
lamb, because you are not worth a dam. ; 

Here is a modest beginner. He lets out his 
little jokes in a timid, hesitating way, blushing 
and tingling all over, and especially down the 
back, if they happen to fall unheeded. He is 
the direct opposite of the gay blusterer who 
stands first in this paper, but there is no saying 
that he will not grow up into him, intime. It 
is a common device ‘of his to try the value 
of his jokes by putting them, in the first in- 
stance, as good things he has heard somebody 
else say. He is a constant anonymous con- 
tributor to the waste-paper basket of this 
journal, and his eontributions are invariably 
accompanied with a pretty little complaint 
which he supposes will have the effect of 
tickling the personal vanity of an Adamantine 
Editor. Emolument is to him as nothing, com- 
pared with the distinction of descending to 
posterity in “the humblest corner of this Ad- 
mirable Journal.” 

Here is a good-natured old wag of the old 
school. He doesn’t come out very strong at home, 
except when he is carving a joint at dinner, on 
which occasion he throws in a few matter-of- 
course jokes, the perpetration of which he looks 
upon rather as a duty to society —like the 
grace—than as anything else. But it is when he is in a theatre, or 
a public conveyance, or on a race-course, or at a public meeting, oF $ 
review of Volunteers, or a Lord Mayor's show, that he comes out 
fullest force. On these occasions he always contrives to place himse 
on intimate terms with the persons who happen to stand or sit next 1 
him, and upon these much-suffering beings he pours forth the vial of 
his fun. He would as soon think of throwing away a Dottonp’s tel 
scope because he had once looked through it, as of discarding 4 joke 
because he had once uttered it. He wears a wig, the C. P. very 
believes, solely because it is a provocative of 
sly jests, and it is not impossible that a similar 
consideration in- 
fluenced him when 
he made up his 
mind to grow 
stout. 

Here is an 
amateur ventrilo- 
quist, which means 
that he is a gen- 
tleman who has 
acquired, with in- 
) finite pains, the 
mart of chuckling 
* with the root of 
~- his tongue instead 
~*, of with the tip of 
“cl. that instrument. 
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CHANTING HIS PRAISES. 


Dealer fol Au, IT’S A PLEASURE TO SHOW A ’088 TO A GENT THAT'S A JUDGE. A HIGH CLASS ANIMAL LIKE IM, DIRECK FROM THE 
BREEDER, DON T WANT NO TALKING ABOUT TO A GENT—YOU'LL EXCUSE ME, SIR—LIKE YOU: HE’LL SELL HISSELF.”’ ay 
[So he does—and the little victim too. oe 








| — ——— BS 
You are required to believe that a chuckle produced under these cir-  Pae 
| cumstances can represent, at his will, a Soiliean up a chimney, or in Sishers to Correspond ents ° in| faa 
> a box, or in the act of expostulating violently while being gradually “hd 
| buried alive. In addition to this accomplishment, he will give you| [We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accom- i) ae 
| imitations of popular actors without number, particularly Mr. Cares | panied by a stamped and directed envelope. | ie 
in eee. RUC EINEN, and he will kindly begin by telling you Spes.—Who would not like to gather his spes so early as this? But in ti. ea 
4 b : gentleman he is about to imitate, 80 that there may | this case they have not come up yet—at least not to our standard. } 
1 € no mistake about it. But his favourite “effect” is an imaginary GLapivus.—Should have “sword” higher. | AaB 
i conversation between himself and a Hindoo widow in the act of being A CORRESPONDENT writes, ‘‘Dear Fun, make ‘Fun’ of the above. rh 
» Pa | Stadually buried alive with her deceased husband. No one would | 0. Y.” Oh, how? it shouldbe. __ 4 
f suppose, from the inhuman manner in which he chaffs the unfortunate J. P., Camberwell.—T be contribution you send as “an attempt to earn 
. victim of superstition, as spadeful after spadeful of earth is thrown | 92 honest crust’’ is so small that even if accepted it would hardly realize a iit 
; ae her to smother her expostulations, that he is really not a blood- requetennes Ge h ; ll laa aes Fe a 
: hirsty miscreant when you get him at home. | heaen dees tos, — FP PS Oem Ces &- eg Se) we ri a 






CHANGE. 


Do not think, forgetful Fiorence, 
Now I’ve read you like a book, 
That I hold you in abhorrence 
For the silly course you took. 
In the silks that he has drest you, 
Eat your muggy meals at two, 
Fiorence! I cannot detest you, 
I can only pity you! 


Fling aside all social fetters, 
Patronize his doubtful friends, 
For his ignorance of letters 
You can surely make amends. 
I was foolish not to doubt you, 
When you said what wasn’t true, 
Others say hard things about you, 
ZI can only pity you! 


| Hackney; J. F. H., Leicester; 


= aaa 





C. M.—That “head scenter’ again! This is going a-head, for it’s more 
than the 19th scenter-y we have seen. 

S. T., Islington.—T hose lines are not yours. 
do not wrong another. 

Betsy H.—You can, if you wish, but we don’t advise you to do so. 

‘‘ONE OV’EM”’ is thanked. 

F. B. H., Gibson-square, who sends us “a tale of the drapery trade, 
that you may use if it is suitwable,”’ is informed it is not suit-us-able. 

J. R. K.—Too disconnected. 

P. R. Y., St. Helen’s-place, sends us an MS., and “regrets that on 
account of the limited time at his disposal it is not by any means what he 
should like.” It is by no means what we like, and we are inclined to think 
something more than his time is limited. 

BEN :—é Ridicolo. 

E. J. B.—We fear it has been mislaid. Please send it again. 

Declined with thanks—An Honest Man; Cantab; G. L., Coventry- 
street; G. F. N., Sevenoaks; Vance; C. B., Holloway; Ap Shenkin ; 
S. H., Bow; A. S. S., King’s Cross; J. M. S., Glasgow; Y. Y. B., 
Royton; J. K.; Nipt in the Bud; Jack, Woodbridge; T. G., Newton Le 
Willows; W. F., Batley; A. B., Bradford ; H. G., Bromsgrove; Sea Bee ; 
Y. J.T. D.R.; L. L.; Blarney; G. E. P.; Neptune; F. J. W., South 
Bachelor, Liverpool. 


If you can’t write yourself, 
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RATHER WARM. 


Cool Party (to monopolist of the fireplace) :—‘* I¥ YoU WILL PERSIST IN COOKING 
YOURSELF LIKE THAT IN FRONT OF THE FIRE, SIR, WE SHALL HAVE TO TRY YOU 


”” 
! 


WITH A FORK TO SEE WHEN YOU'RE DONE 


(N.B.— We dedicate this hint to those who like a share of the 
fire at railway stations and other public places, 


PARIS PENCILLINGS. 
BoueEMIA-IN-P aris. 


of extitement bordering on lunacy! ! 
I have tasted bl— I mean beer!!! - of your sodariferous Stras- 
bourg! None of your bunged-up Bock Keyal!! But beer, sir! 
Real beer! Biére Anglaise. Drawn from a real Levr-engine, and 
handed to me in its native pewter bya Being! A beauteous! blithe!! 
bewitching!!! Being!!!! 

Pardon my notes of admiration. Only step for one moment across 
the channel into my shoes, and I will explain all. In those cases 
imagine that you for the last six months had been banished from your 
native land, and had exchanged the society of well-beloved fellow 
students for the company of grubby, shock-headed étudiants of the 
odoriferous quartier Latin. That you had in vain looked for the un- 


Dear Sir,—I write in a six 


™ 
a 


affected charms and real colour of an English girl and found no better | 


substitute than the trim, cic, and painfully conscious “ Blondinette !’’ 
Tho’ I must own her colour is magnificent!! or I’m no judge of paint- 
ing! Rosy! I believe you! It's like her cheek! I say, sir, imagine 
that this had happened to yourself, and that, im the midst of your 
despair, you had heard rumours of a Grand English Refreshment 
Buffet at the French Exhibition—where the most lovely daughters of 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 8. 


A nusy and an eager crowd, 
Upon the greensward shouting loud, 
And hearts beat high and one is proud, 
While through the surging throng, 
A streak of vivid colour runs, 
And cheered by England's ’cutest sons, 
The readers of a thousand Funs, 
My second speeds along. 





1. 
“T’m off to the fight, bring my steed,” cried the knight, 
‘¢ And the sword that I value the most ; 
For a something I’ve made that I’ll flourish the blade 
In the eyes of the Saracen host.”’ 
2. 
When morning comes and brings no morning joys, 
When tea’s a mockery and breakfast cloys ; 
When you look back upon the night with grief, 
This with a pleasant sound brings swift relief. 
3. S 
A refuge for the wretched in distress, 
Who there put on a most peculiar dress. 
4, 
The Cardinal took out his holy book, 
With sinister smile and his sternest look ; 
The culprit he bent to the earth and heard 
The terrible meaning of this one word. 
A. 
This name is prison’d, if you look, sometimes 
Among the feet of Tennysonian rhymes. 
6. 
All the dear old mythic stories 
Of Rome’s ancient splendour fléw 
Fat away before him; glories 
He believed in all were true. 


ANSWER TO Acrostic No. 6. 


Sallust 
Presto 
Adder 
Newsman 
Ida 
Sword 
Hero 


CorrEct So.ivutTions oF Acrostic No. 6, RECEIVED 24TH APRIL. 
—Mew mew; Fifty-seven; Blackheath; Jib-jobbey. 


Hata pyn 
OUPAZHOoH 











you a general account of the whole Exhibition, but I must defer that | 


till some other time. 


Having so far clearly explained the cause of my perturbation of | 


| mind, I know you will pardon the wild and ecstatic manner in which I 
' have commenced this letter! I should not have visited the Exhibition 
so soon, had I not read in a// the London papers and periodicals that 
it was a “ gigantic fiasco !’’ Now being curious to know what sort of 
a thing a ‘“‘ fiasco’’ was, never having heard of one before, I went, 
and I blush to add I have not yet discovered, unless it is the Italian 
for gasometre. 

I did visit the picture galleries, and was much struck with the gawdy 
|and vulgar appearance of the English school! There are a good 
| many old favourites though. There is some “Scented Soap and 


| 
| 


Spinach” of Leicuron’s; and Mrtais’. “* Perpper’s Ghost Going to 
Bed ’’ causes much wonderment among foreigners who are not used to 
it. I overheard a veritable Yankee ask “ Who that gay old rooster” 
| was “a-lettin’ out a reef,”—a vulgar but forcible description of the 
| “Eve of St. Agnes.’”’ Wuuistier’s “ Little White Girl’ has been 
| ironed out flat since I saw her last. 

_ Of course the place swarmed with noble Britons. By-the-bye, how 

is it that a// the Englishmen with red whiskers and projecting teeth 

like tombstones wil/ come to Paris? It is high time the French had 


Albion preside over the taps!! Well, well may the Siec/e talk of | something new in the way of a caricature of “ Le triste Anglais.” 


«les belles déesses Anglaises tronées au comptoir !”" 


spooniness on the faces of all nations. 
You ask for some notes on the Machinery Department. People may 
talk of the Great American Engine there! I say, go and see the 


bell | SureLY some of Mr. Vancz’s swells that strut about would answer 
’Tis indeed a sight, I assure you, to stand at one end of the room | the purpose well ! 
and look straight down the counter and observe the expression of | 


Yours, 
Paint Ports. 


a =]_[———x———£—£—_{[{][}_ SO 


GS “FUN” may be obtained in Paris every Wednesday of Mxssxs. 


Beer Engine in the Refreshment Department! I had intended giving | Kinxuanp anv Co., No. 27, Rue de Richelieu. 
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EVENING DRESS. | 


In music and in mirth ; 
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I think a party is about 
The finest fun on earth: 
And if I rarely patronize 
The gay and giddy throng, 
*Tis not, my friend, that I despise 
The revel, dance, and song: 
But I’ve a dread I can't express 
Of going out in Evening Dress. 


I’m partial to the British stage ; 
And—spite of its decline— 
The drama, from a tender age, 

Has been a love of mine. 
You ask me why I seldom go, 
And why I always sit 
In one distinct, unvaried row— 
(The second of the pit) ; 
Tis not because it costs me less, 
But all along of Evening Dress. 


I hate the habits which denote 
The slave to Fashion’s rule ; 

I hate the black, unwieldy coat 
Which makes one look a fool. 

I (Collane the Gibus hat 

ollapsing with a spring), 

The shiny boots, the vest 
And nearly everything 

That’s worn by dandies who profess 

To be au fait in Evening Dress. 


My braces break—a button goes— 
My razor gives a slip, 

And cuts me either on my nose, 
Or else upon my lip ; 

Or, while I’m cabbing to the place, 
A lot of mud or dirt 

Gets plaster’d either on my face, 
Or else upon my shirt. 

In fact, I always make a mess 

Of that infernal Evening Dress. 


FROM OUR STALL. 


We can scarcely decide whether Ma. Bevertey’s charming pictures 
of London scenery have done Mr. ANpDrew Haturpay’s Drury Lane 
drama, The Great City, more good than harm, or more harm than good. 
They form, it is true, a splendid setting to the piece; but, for that very 
reason, they seduce the attention of the spectators from the piece. A 
frame should never be so gorgeous as to distract one’s interest from 
the work of art enclosed in it: Our theatres are turned into pano- 


ramic exhibitions nowadays; for our own part—and we are not at all | 


ashamed of being in the minority—we look on the playhouse as a place 
better adapted for the display of passion and incident than for the 
laborious representation of inanimate things. In a manager's eyes the 
dramatic author appears little more useful than the gentleman in 
white kid gloves who points out the beauties of Paris by night, or 
lectures on the varieties of the Overland Route, and the horrors of the 
earthquake at Lisbon. But the public will have it so, and the mana- 
gers are wise in their generation. And now—after due admiration of 
the pretty pictures—let us give Mra. Hatuay’s playa word or two of 
praise. Itis well suited to its purpose, and its many phases of Cockney 
life are skilfully delineated. The interest of the plot centres in a 
young and pretty governess, who finds herself unprotected in London, 
and her father, an escaped convict. The villain of the piece is a liber- 
tine, a forger, anda Member of Parliament. (Let us hope that the 
wretch is an Adullamite!) The story is exciting as far as the com- 
mencement of the last act; but a slight anti-climax occurs towards the 
end of it, thanks to the fatal necessity for a concluding tableau. The 
play is well acted, especially by Messrs. Cowrer, MacIntyre, and 
Irving ; Miss Mancs Ronertson, and Miss Le Tarers. Mr. VILiiers 
was rather conventional as a Jew, and somebody else was outrageously 
extravagant as an Henourable Mr. Dawlish. ; 

Mr. Wu. Broveu's Pygmalion (at the Strand) is neatly written, and 
fullof fun. The actors and actresses of this theatre are a little too 
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A MATTER-OF-FACT WOMAN. 


Old Lady :—“I see You RECOVER UMBRELLAS.” 
Shopman :—‘* Yes, u'M. WHAtT's YOUR PLEASURE?” 
Old Lady :—I want THE ONE I LEFT IN THE TRAIN LAST MONDAY. 


broad for Mr. Broven's polished style; but with very good scenery 
and dresses, and pretty good singing and dancing, the burlesque trips 
along smoothly enough. 

The Olympic extravaganza is from the pen of Ma. F. C. Burnanp. 
Nearly ths whole of its weight—and it is intensely heavy—falls on 
the shoulders of Miss Farren, who is always quite equal to an emer- 
gency of thiskind. Her dress is lovely ; in fact, all the ladies’ dresses 
are more or less lovely. Miss Louisa Moorzand Miss Amy SueRipan 
shine conspicuous amongst the goddesses; Ma. D. Murray does his 
best with the character of Minerva; Mr. Monracvus, as Mars, shows 
|a good deal of cleverness in a new line; and Mra. Vincent seems 

rather at seain a part which is unworthy of him. The writing of 
Olympic Games is not very conscientious in point of rhyme or smooth- 
ness. Ma. Burnanp should not only mind his p's and q’s, but his r’s 
as well. Here be dainty jingles :— 

Minerva For Order Alarm 

Fervour Law Marauder Calm 

This is cultivating the 2's celare artenm with a vengeance; surely 

prose or blank verse would be better than rhyme which is not rhyme. 


| Guit-ar-long with Ye! 
Tomrxrns, on hearing that the first Lyre bird ever brought to Europe 
has just been presented to the Zoological Society, writes to ask if the 
Lyre bird is the sume thing as the Harpy of the ancients. 


The Fourth Estate. 
| Mer. Guapstons is to take the chair at the Newspaper Press Fund 
| Dinner on the 29th of June. The newspaper managers have taken 
' care to secure a good leader for their next issue. 


Apropos of Recruiting. 
| Rank” Porson :—The cat-o'-nine-tails. 
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Coton Talk. 


By THE SAUNTERER IN SOOIETY. 

OME into the garden, Maud, for the 
black bat, night has flown—as Mr. 
Tennyson remarks. For “night” 
read “winter,” and nous voild ! May 
seems to have effectually scared the 
lingering rear-guard of cold and 
frosts ; the lilacs are in bloom, the 
apple-trees are bursting their coral 
buds, and life is beco a thing 
to enjoy, not endure. The Academy 
and the picture galleries generally 
are open as well as the siios ‘Of 
the first-named, more next week— 
it is not always easy, even for the 
most imaginative among us, to de- 
scribe a thing we have not seen, 
and at the time of this present 
writing, as far as I am concerned, 
the Trafalgar Square show is like 
the Spanish fleet—(I may say this 
now, without endangering our 
peaceable relations with Spain)—I 
cannot see it, because it is not yet 
in sight. The Old and New Water 
Colours are on view, though, and 
both are well worth seeing. The 


in my opinion, to take the taste of 
the Busne Joneses out of one’s 
mouth. Newertheless, Walker, 
Wassorn, Haas, Borves, and 
Suzetps, do splendid work for the 
honour of the gallery. Ma. Basix 
Brapupx, hitherto known only as a 
draughtsman on wood, as 2 
new member, and co ene 
or two fine pictures. Mia. Lamont 
is another who does mugh; but I 

wish his figures were less and flimsy. The pictyre which 

perhaps catches hold of the memory most is Hunt’s “ November 11th, 

One o'clock, p.m.”” In the younger society, the like is done by Cart 

Werner's “ Thebes,”’ with its group of ‘ Majestic Silences,’’ as the 

philosopher of Cheyne Walk would call them, seated round a quiet 

Nile pool ; one of them bending forward as if to see more clearly the 

reflection of its own decay. Hive, SHatpgrs, Vacner, Bacu, Car- 

TERMOL®, Hayes, and Mocrorp, sustain the rising repute of the 
| Institute, and Linton, the latest addition to the list of members, 

vindicates the justice of his election. Moreover, one or two of the 

ladies contribute worthy work—I can’t say so much for the female 

Associates of the Old Water Colour. 

Tus French Gallery has a better display than I ever remember to 
have seen. The finest thing in the Gallery is a landscape by Trovon, 
like one of Turner's best. Vinert and Atma Tapema also show to 
advan e; and there is, “on the premises,” a splendid picture of 
“ King Candaules,” by Gerome, which is truly glorious. 

_ Yue National Portrait Exhibition is open. I have not yet visited 
| it; but I trust it is better managed than that of last year. “Our well- 

beloved Cote” has done enough for one year in the selection of works 
which he has made to discredit English Art at the Paris Exhibition. 
I hope he has not found time to “manage”’ the portrait show, too! 

I—and several members of the Royal Family—were at the Prince 
of Wales's Theatre on Saturday week, and we enjoyed the performance 
of Caste greatly. It is one of the best-written and most evenly-acted 
pieces it has been my good fortune to see. Mr. Younes, to my mind, 
makes a very decided step in his impersonation of the hero, a part 

| which at first sight seems to be out of his line. Eccles is a character 
full of dangerous temptation, which Mr. Howry is not always able to 
resist. Sam Gerridge is a slight part, which the genius of Mz. Hare 
endows with vitality and prominence. Altogether, the performance is 
arare treat. It is, perhaps, as well to add, that I have not (as the 
papers state that a member of the Royal Family has) “enjoyed the 
performance of the great Vance” lately. When I do, I will take 
care to admit the fact in large type. At present, I regret to say, I see 
no probability of my taste coinciding with that displayed, in this in- 
stance, in high quarters. 

Tue magazines are to hand. The illustrations to Cornhill are fair 
this month, especially that to “Stone Edge,” in which, however, the 
contemplative Sunedl might have been spared a little more arm. 
Contents ; heavy-ish—but an article on blank verse valuable. I can’t 
say so much for some Notes of Swiss Travel, enlivened (?) by very 
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amateurish sketches. London Society whould show better if the first 
illustration had been better engraved, and the second (by the late Pavr 
Gray) better printed. The best part of “ Playing for High Stakes ”’ 
is SmALL’s illustration, which is charming. The worst part of “A 
Strange Courtship,” I am inclined to think, after long deliberation, is 
the cut that is supposed to illustrate it. Of 7. B., Argosy, and 
Belgravia next week. . ; 

RovtiepGe’s Magazine for Boys keeps up its repute, in spite even of 
Mr. Ross’s having attempted beauty and high art in lieu of the un- 
adorned bad drawing by which he has hitherto distinguished himself. 
“The Waves and their Inmates” and the “‘ Electrotype Process’’ are 
full of information as well as entertainment. The Gardener's Magazine 
will be welcome at this momentous season of the year to all who take 
an interest in flowers—and who does not? For those who take an in- 
terest in artificial flowers—and in these days a single oo of moderate 
size constitutes a bonnet—Le Follet will be abundantly pleasant. 

LonGFELLow’s translation of Dante's Inferno has made its appear- 
ance. Itis one of the most readable versions of the great Italian’s 
work that I have met with, and is supplemented by copious notes such 
as might be expected of a scholar like the professor. ‘The edition be- 
fore me—Messrs. RovtLepGE AnD Sons’—is well turned out. 

I am glad to see that Coronet Ricnarps’s claims as the chief 
originator and promoter of the Volunteer movement of 1859 are about 
to be acknowledged. I do not care for Testimonial Presentation as a | 
rule, but in this case it is as well that something should be done to | 
establish the gallant Colonel's claim to be the man who called our | 
Volunteer army into existence. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 9. 


THERE is weeping in the city, 
There is mourning in the hall, 
Just as when stout hearts took pity 
On the slain, at Roncesvalle. 
With the spring-time and the salad 
Comes the worst of human ills, ; 
And the burden of my ballad 4 
Is those fearful iailor’s bills. 








l. 
The heralds came out strong we’re told, 
And wore them stiff with braid of gold. 


2. 
"Twas a glorious bite, 
And he took it, and stutter’d, 
From morning to night, 
Every word that he utter’d. 


3. 
A blood-red torrent in the ancient time, 
It rolled sonorous through the poet’s rhyme. 


4. 
I know not what it presages, 
That I am filled with dole: 
A tale of the olden ages 
Is heavy on my soul. 
The air is cool and darkles, 
And calmly flows the Rhine— 
The peak of the mountain sparkles, 
In evening sunset-shine. 


The poet bid its knees be wrapt in fern, 
Would you know more, then to his pages turn. 


6. 
The people of England were camped on the lea, 
And a deed was done there that made Englishmen fres. 





ANSWER To Acrostic No. 7. 
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Conzecr SoLyr1oxs oF Acrostic No. 7, RECEIVED May Ist.—Tootin g; : 

Fanny and Kate; Cab; Laszybones; Stick in the Mud; Carver eee 
Hamish ; Mamie; F. H.; Snip; Brymer; E. J. D.; A. T.; A. Gowk; 
; Hermit; Xarifa; Rudagisus; Sciatica; Frank and Maria; 

. 8.; Query; Curly Green; D. E. H.; The Six Balls; Deep Tuought; Hallie; 
Gad ; = S. > D.3 ey Ginger, Tyvtenuas aeeese § A.deM; Three Sprats; | 
Schn ; Emma; R. A. C.; Fosco; ngs; Bumblepu ; J. W.: ; 
F. J. G. W.; Attempt. : ee Peers 2: We = | 
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MRS. BROWN AND THE WINTER. 


I’m sure it’s a wonder as I’m alive to tell it, for of all the winters as 
ever I remembers it certainly ’as beat’em. Not as I can recollect 
that one as froze up even the Rooshuns theirselves, as all perished in a 
single night through a-settin’ fire to their own place for to spite Bony- 
PART, and the Thames froze over with a bullock roasted whole all over 
the place, a8 is shameful waste I’ve heerd say, though never see it 
myself, as must smell fearful I should say, with all the fat in the fire, 
as the sayin’ is. But certingly shall never forget that frost when the 
Royal Exchange were burnt to ashes, and Mas. Muprorp’s uncle, as 
were one of them beadles as did used to stand in a cocked ’at, took to 
’is bed through the chill as that fire give ’im, and never was the same 
man agin, as ‘ad a chime of bells as played beautiful all the time it 
were a-burnin’, and struck up the Old ’Undredth to the very last, as 
I well remembers a-hearin’ myself in spendin’ the day on Cornhill with 
a party as wasa old friend of my dear mother’s, and took care of 
offices and never went out of that place for a holiday not for forty year, 
as lived over seventy, and shows as fresh air can’t be no use for the 
’ealth. But law bless you, that was a flea-bite to last winter, and, as I 
was a-sayin’, it’s a wonder as ever I lived through it, that it is, for I 
took cold Christmas Eve as is a unlucky day for a cold to set in, and 
I knowed as I should, all through that gal a ro out on a errand and 
a-forgettin’ the key, and me a-goin’ ‘to the door to let ’erin all of a 
’eat through bein’ busy in the kitchen. 

I didn’t feel the thing not the last day of the old year, and says 
to Brown as I'd rather not go out through ’avin’ promised to drink 
tea along with ’is sister, as ’as been in Indy and only come ’ome in 
November with two as sickly children as ever I set eyes on, as is com- 
fortable off through a pension, but a deal too genteel for me, a-givin’ 
only. a cup of tea and a bit of thin bread-and-butter as tasted of the 
knife, and the butter salt and rayther rancid, and a sandwich for supper, 
and ’er gals a-showin’ off on the pianer, as is all werry well now, but 
won't never do when ’er ’ouse is full of lodgers as ’as took a ’ouvse 
down Camberwell way for to let lodgin’s. 

I didn’t feel well when I left ’ome, and says to the gal for to ’ave 
some bilin’ water, a-thinkin’ as I’d put my feet in ’ot water witha 
’andful of mustard, as will draw the cold out, not as I ’olds much with 
them bilin’ water ways. We come away quite early from Mrs. Tap- 
WELL’s, as is Brown’s sister, for I was precious sick of all that rubbish, 
and Brown a-getting cross at ’er foolishness a-talking of ’er daughters 
marryin’ gentlemen. As the eldest ain’t but just sixteen, and a poor 
meaty thing as ever you see; and as to the young one, she’s a object, 
so as we wasn’t werry jolly, I said as I'd gota bad cold and would 
rather go, and go we did. 

It was a-sleetin’ fast as we came out of Mrs. Tapwetu’s, so Brown 
he got a cab and ’ome we went, and who should we find a-sittin’ 
waitin’ for us but Mr. and Mrs. LvKeEIn, as is the oldest friends as 
Brown ’ave got, and ’ad stopped through the gal a-sayin’ as we should 
be in early for certain. 

I was glad to see Mrs. Luxern, and set to work for to get ’em some 
supper, as was a cold meat pie and some of the plum pudding fried, 
and a bit of toasted cheese, as did werry well at a pinch, and arter 
supper we ’ad a drop of ’ot punch for to drink the old year out and the 
new year in, and Brown would open the winder for to ’ear the bells 
a-ringin’, as give me achill on the chest as a drop more ’ot punch 

didn't seem for to carry off through it bein’ a piercin’ cold night and 
the snow a-fallin’. So I says to Mrs. Luxern as she'd better stop all 
night through, the spare bed bein’ ready, as she was that dead-beat as 
she agreed to, ’avin’ left word where they was a-stayin’ not to set up 

' for em arter eleven, as is reasonable ‘ours. 

| Brown and Mr. Lvuxein got a-talkin’ over some property as he’d 
| got left’im, Mrs. Luxern and me went to bed, and arter seein’ as she 
| was comfortable, I goes to my own room and there was the kettle still 
’ot though the fire was out, and though I was dead tired I thought 
I'd put my feet in the ’ot water if only for a minit or two. 

I don’t remember nothin’ more arter I'd put ’em in till I’eard a 
’ammerin’ noise as I thought was the workpeople opposite, and 
| @thinkin’ assome one was a-roastin’ of my legs and feet as was hagony. 
I give a start, and if I ’adn’t been and fell asleep with my feet in that 
water as they was froze into, and Brown a-’ammerin’ at the door as 
Td been and turned the key in, not a-thinkin’ what I was a-doin’ on. 

Brown he was that savage, a-sayin’, “‘ You’re a-beginnin’ the year 
werry nicely, Mrs. Brown.” I says, “‘ Brown, it’s my death as I’ve 
caught,” and so I thought asI’ad, for no rubbin’ would bring the 
life back into my feet, and I says, “‘ The idea of your a-sittin’ up till 
near three o’cluck a-talkin’.’”’ He says, ‘‘ It was all about business,”’ 
and goes off to sleep; but as to me I was like a mask of icicles, 
a-creepin’ from ’ead . foot, and thought as I never should get warm 
no more. 

It’s lucky as Mrs. Lvxzrn could stop with me a day or two, for I 
was that bad as never was, with mustard plaisters and a blister that 
strong as nearly drawed me crooked. I was gettin’ a little better and 
Mus. Luxetn and her good gentleman was gone ome, and the werry 



























































over the room. 


to light a candle, but ’adn’t gone many steps, for I felt I was a-steppin’ 
in pools ice cold, and when I'd got a light, if the place wasn’t deluged 


. I wakes Brown by hollerin’, and when he see what was up, he says, 

It’s the gutters as is stopped and overflowin’ through the thaw, as 
you did ought to ’ave ‘ad ’’em looked to.” I said, “’Ow was I ever 
to know as it was a-goin’ to thaw ?”’ But I says, “ Let’s go into the 
other room, and not lay ’ere to be drownded like rats ;’’ and so we did, 
but, bless you, I got a chill as throwed me back for days. 

I did think as I should "ave gone mad when I got about agin, and 
see the way as our water-pipes ’ad busted all over the place; but I 
says, “Thank goodness as it’s over.’”’ Says Baown, ‘“ Dsn't you 
holler ’till you’re out of the wood.” 

Three days arter that, and a Tuesday, I was a-settin’ over the fire, 
for a thaw is always a chilly feelin’ to me, when in who should come 
but Auras, for to say as ’is little sister wasn't expected to live through 
the night, and as ’is mother wasn’t able for to do nothin’ through ‘er 
cold bein’ that bad. I says, ‘“‘ Why ever didn’t you go to your Aunt 
Tapwe_t?” He said as he did, but she couldn't wenture out. 

Well, I didn’t know what to do; but I sends Atrrep for a eab, and 
goes with him to ’is mother, as is livin’ near the Westminster-road. 
I don’t think as ever I was more savage in my life when I see that 
gal; why she wasn’t ’arf as bad asme. I saysto ’er mother, ‘“ Why 
ever did you send forme?” “Qh,” she says, “I’m such a bad ‘and 
in illness, and thought as ’er cough sounded croupy.” I says, 
* Rubbish; at ’er age, as is jist on eleven!”’ 

I was that tired as I felt as though a cup of tea would do mo good, 
so waited for to’ave one, as wasn’t worth the waitin’ for, through 
bein’ smoky; but thought as I'd go ’ome as soon as it was over. 
That Atrrep, he went out afore tea, a-sayin’ as he'd be in directly, 
so I waited for ’im to see me in the bus, for them cabs do run into 
money frightful. I waited and waited, but no ALFrrep came in, so | 
says, ‘I must go;” and off I started; but, law bless you, I ‘adn't 
’ardly got off the doorstep when away went my ’eels, and [I must ‘ave 
slid two or three feet, and down I come on my back that crash as I 
thought I’d broke everything, for if it’adn’t been and froze worse 
than ever. 

A very nice gentleman as was passin’, he stops for to lift me up, 
but, bless you, we was both down together in a jiffey, and if two 
parties, as come out of the ’ouse next door but one to Jane's didn't 
come and tumble slap over us. I managed for to crawl to the iron 
railin’s, and get on my feet; but, bless you, move I dursn’t, for the 
place was like lookin’-glass; and everybody a-tumblin’ about like mad. 

Well, I stood there a-’oldin’ them iron rails ever so long. At last, 
some parties come by, a-walkin’ arm in arm to ‘old one another up, as 
says to me, “ Join us, old lady.” Well, I didn’t much fancy their 
ways, but didn’t dare move without ’elp, so I ketches ’old of a party’s 
arm, but, law, the moment as I moved, down I goes, and dragged the 
others along with me, as certingly broke my fall. 

So one of them young fellers he come and picks me up, and says, 
“Let's put ‘er in the middle;” as they did accordin’, and says, 
“Come on, mother, ’old your body up.”’ I says, “ For mercy sake, 
don’t go a-walkin’ on like this ;” for they was a-'urryin’ me down the 
Westminster-road so as my feet didn’t ’ardly touch the ground; and [ 
was more a-slidin’ than a-walkin’. 

So they says, ‘“‘ We can’t dawdle on sich a night as this ;’’ and on 
they rushes. I says, “Stop; but, law bless you, if they didn’t get 
into the middle of the road, and join a lot more, and then another lot 
come behind as kep’ a-shoutin’, ‘‘ Now then, keep movin’ !” and trod 
on my ’eels frightful. I do believe as them wagabones was only 
a-makin’ game on me, for when they got ever so far along the road if 
they didn’t turn back. I says, “Let me go; I ain't a-goin’ b ick— 
this is my way ome.” They says, “‘ All right;’’ and did let me go, 
and down I went; and there was them fellers a-goin’ on shoutin’ and 
singin’. } 

L don’t think as I should ’ave lived to see ‘ome agin, for I was 
a-settin’ ’elpless in the middle of the road, only a cab come by as took 
me for five shillin’s; and I wasn’t out of my bed for ten days, and 
everything went wrong in the ’ouse, for the cat was pisoned, and that 
gal as I'd took out of charity, she went off and left me in the lurch ; 
and if it ’adn’t been as Mus. Papwicx come to nuss me, [ should 
never ’ave lived through it; and what with the doctor’s bill and the 
plumber’s bill, we was pretty nigh cleaned out; and all I got to say is 
that if that’s a old-fashioned winter, I'd rather have a new one 


myself. 





ooo 


Con.—By an April Fool. 
Why is wet weather more pleasant than dry’ Because it is more 
in-door-able. 














next night, I was woke up through ’earin’ a noise like droppin’ all 


As to wakin’ Brown, you might as well ‘ope to wake a milestone, 
as will only give a grunt and turn over agin. So I gets out of bed for 


through the ceilin’ a-droppin’ water like a shower bath. 
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EXPOSITION (AND IMPOSITION) AT PARIS. 


Tomkins fiids that prices have risen in consequence of the Exposition, 


Tomkins thinks these quiet little French dinneys are so very jolly, so 
and thinks French dinners not quite so jolly as they were. 


different from a feed at your British eating-house ! 
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Napoleonic sway ; 

The earliest phrase that Europe heard 
Was “‘ L’empire c'est la paix!” 

The reign of peace was scarce begun, 
When, see, the conscript goes 


Is “ L’ empire c'est la paix !” 





At peace once more the Empire stands, 
THE EMPIRE OF PEACE. | is cosine to: the Gea 
Benratu her Royal rulers France | And there’s a twitching in the hands 
Had peace for thirty years, That clutch the faulchion’s sheath. 
Or only used her sword and lance The Teuton and the Gaul ere long 
To take and keep Algiers. May meet in mortal fray ; 
The French, in course of time, preferred | But still the burthen of the song 


The Strike. 
| ‘Tux journeymen tailors declare that they will not allow emeuives 
| to be starved into submission. Every single man of them would coo 
ee ee open + ane | his own goose sooner than that. Groups of unmistakable tailors— 
What special good to ite sheeen come generally in bodies of nine—may be met with in the streets. Some 
It might be hard to say; | of the first swells of the land are in great distress in consequence of 
But still the burden estate en | their inability to procure new clothes, and have been obliged to borrow 
Was “ L’empire e'est la paix !” | Some ef their own old suits from their valets. 


Not long the martial spirit slept, 
For, quickly leaat Rene. P | A Grateful Country. 
The rush of France’s armies swept | Wuo says that we forget our benefactors? Who accuses the Army 
Across the Lombard plain. | Departments of dilatoriness ? No one, we trust, in the face of the state- 
They proved, of course, their ancient might, ment made last week that a pension of ninepence a day has just been 
On Solferino’s day ; granted to Wi1LL14M Humpureys, aged 78, for services in the Peninsu- 
The moral lesson of the fight lar War. He quitted the army in 1817, so that the authorities have 
Was “ L’empire ¢'est la paix !"’ been only half a century in settling his claims. And yet men won't 


ae PS 
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The tricolor, it fluttered fair, enlist! 
About the China Seas, 
And helped the British trader there A Full Stop. 
To cheapen British teas. | Dr. Cummrne has just published a book called Zhe Last Woe. After | 
Small glory could the eagles gain, this woh we hope he will pull up. 
Beyond the Mexic Bay ; jpeeelhbetpneneiienlgsieepemmmmenmammenie : Is 
They're flying baffled home again, REMARKABLE Errect or THe Late Easterty Wivps.—All noses | ST 
And “ L’empire c'est la paiz ! not blown off were blew (blue) on. 
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PAX PACKS. 


Nap. (to Peace): ‘BUT, MADAM, THE EXHIBITION IS ESTABLISHED ENTIRELY TO HONOUR YOU—AND IT . 
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REALLY WE MUST TRY TO MAKE SOME ARRANGEMENTS FOR YOUR FURTHER 
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THE GREAT CITY. 


ACT I. Scane 1.—£xtertor of Charing-cross Hotel. 
Enter ARTHUR CARRINGTON. 


Artuur C.—I am here to meet Edith, who is coming by train from 
Canterbury. I will not go and meet her on the platform, but I will 
wander about in front of the Charing-cross Hotel. What more 
natural than that I should avail myself of this at to remark, 
with much melodramatic action, that I am disinherited by my uncle 
in favour of Jacob Blount, M.P., because I get drunk ? 

[ Wanders about the Strand. 


| Enter Eviru with large trunk and bandbox. 
Epitu.—I have just arrived, but where is my Arthur? I suppose 
the fond youth is drunk as usual. I will sit on my trunk in the middle 
of the Strand and await him. [ Does so. 


Enter, from the Hotel, Jacon Biount, M.P., Menpez, and 
Masor O’Gas. 

Brount.—A lovely gal? I will deceive her! 

Menpez.—I will help you, s’help me! My grey hairs and false 
nose will inspire confidence. 

Biount.—Away! (To ey Young thing, let me protect you— 
I see you are alone in the Great City. 

Epiru.—I will! I will! 

Biount.—Come and sup with me at an hotel under the shadow of 


St. Paul's. 
Epvitu.—Under the shadow of St. Paul’s? Then it must be all 
right! [ Exeunt, cooing. 


Enter Moae, a returned convict. 


Mocc.—Ha! The Strand still here, I see; and Trafalgar-square, 
too! But where, oh, where is my Hungerford-market ? [ Weeps. 


Scene 2.—Street near St. Paul’s. F'nter Buounrt. 
Broctnt.—I have taken the timid young hing to the hotel under 
the shadow of St. Paul’s, and I have stood her a supper of broiled fowl 
and Moselle, and I have selected this spot—the site of the Holborn 
Improvements—as a conveniently secluded place in which to lay my 
plans for the future. Let me meditate before I return to Edith at the 
hotel. [ Meditates. 
Enter Moae. 


Moce.—All the evening have I been wandering about in search of 
Hungerford-market. Can it have strayed into Holborn-valley ? 

Biount.—Mogg! 
Moce.—Blount ! 
Biount.—Thief! 
Moce.—Forger! 
Mocc.—Keep my counsel. 
Buiovnt.—I will. 


[ They garotie each other. 








[ Keeps his counsel, and Exit. 
Scent 3.— Waterloo-bridge. 

Enter Evrtu and Buownt, apparently from the Inland Revenue Office. 

Biount.—Notwithstanding the Moselle, she still believes I am 
actuated by the purest motives. Simple are the children of Canter- 
bury. We are now going to Kennington—I have walked with her to 
this spot to bring it within a shilling cab fare. 

Epiru.—Away, then, to Kennington ! 





Biount.—Away ! 
[ They get into a cab, which has just arrived by a penny steamer. 
Enter Antuvur, drunk. 
ArTuvur.—Edith! [ Falls senseless. 


ACT IL. Scene 1.—Drawing-room in Edith’s House in Belgravia. 
Acres of rooms with domed and fretted ceilings, suggestive of Bel- 
gravian Luxury. Tall ices handed round as usual. Grand saturnalia 

of witless Honourables in Berlin gloves and chin tufts. Card tables, 

chess tables, $c., as usually found in Belgravian Ball-rooms. Four 

Noblemen discovered dancing with four Peeresses in their own Right. 


Evrra.— Last night I was a wanderer in London—to-day I am 
wealthy, and go into the best society. Somebody has died in 
Australia, and left me millions. This is a room in my mansion in 
Belgrave-square. It has a domed roof, like the interior of a Mosque, 
which adds to its effect, but interferes with the arrangements of the 
apartment over it, the floor of which is difficult to walk upon. Witless 
Honourables crowd about me, and seek my hand in regular marriage, 
hotwithstanding the awkward fact that I, a girl of eighteen or so, am 
living alone in this mansion, and giving parties without any chaperone. 

Enter Mevnvez and Buovnt. 

Mewprz.—Oh, s’help me, my tear! 

Biount.—Readily, my friend. 

Enter a Comic Fiunxey. ; 

Come F.—Mr. Blount, M.P., this appears to me to be a fitting 
sybortunity to tell you the history of my life and my dawning 


ets 


(S*helps him R. 





deserved this 


moved. Of course the Poultry is better fitted for a lay than for a 
clerical establishment. 


Biount.—Certainly. Go on. 
[C. F. tells him all this, and ewit, lik igeon. 
Brount.—Edith, I love you! i 
Epirx.—Fiend, be off! Last night you attempted to lead me from 
the paths of virtue, when I was but a poor wanderer. To-day I am 
rich, and have a house in Belgrave-square, and an extensive circle of 
witless Honourables in my train, and you would marry me. Go! 
[ He goes. 
Enter a Dirty Convier. 
Dirty C.—Pip!—I should say, Edith! Iam your papa, Magwitch— 
I should say, Mogg! It is 4 a.m., and a more fitting opportunity for 
making this announcement may never occur. "T'was I who furnished 
you with £5,000 a-year |: st night. 
Epitn.—Ha! I see iti il. ‘ Great Expectations" all over again! 
Moce.—Here is my address, a thieves’ kitchen in Saffron-hill. 
Happy to see you when you like to call. [ Exit, molto agitato. 
Enter Buovnt. 
Biount.—I have been hidden under a sofa, and I heard all. I will 
denounce him. { Exit. 
Epitx.—Ha! I may yet warn him of his danger. (7b servant.) 
Quick, an opera cloak, I will walk as I am to Saffron-hill. 
[Puts opera cloak over ball dress, and walks to Saffron-hill. 
ACT III. Scene 1.—The Jolly Beggars’ Club. 
Enter Moca, drunk, followed by about a hundred jolly beggars, and 
Menvez, in Turkish costume. 
Menprz.—Ha! ha! Kitchen in Saffron-hill—Belgrave-square, just 
now. Such is life, my tear! 
Enter Evirn, in ball dress, with her hair down to express Mogg’s danger. 
Epitu.—Papa Mogg, the crushers are upor you! 
Mocc.—Ha! I will conceal myself down a trap. [ Does so. 
Enter CrusuErs, of course with moustachios, and headed by Buounrt. 
Epitu.—Saved! Saved! [ Faints. 
Scene 2.—A Board-room. 
Enter Brount, Menpez, and some Wititess HonovuRABLes. 
Biount.—Gentlemen we will get up a company. 
ALL.—We will! 
[ They get up a company. Then exeunt all but Munvzz, 
To him enters his Turn Sister. 


Tur SistEr.—Stout brother, your daughter has been deceived by 
Blount, M.P. 
Menpez.—Ha! Revenge! Revenge! I will denounce him! 
[ Comic dance, and off. 
Scene 3.—Housetop, with view of London by Night. 
Enter Moaa. 
Moce.—I am pursued. How to escape? Ha! Those telegraph 
wires ! 
(Pulls down four telegraph wires, caleulated to bear a strain of about five 
tons each, twists them into a rope, and descends over parapet.) 
Enter Buount and Bearpep CrusHeErs. 


Buiount.—He will escape me yet! I have it. My trusty pocket- 
knife will cut through the four telegraph wires in rather less than a 
twinkling! 

[Cuts wires with pocket-knife. Groans from smashed Moca. 

ACT IV. Scens 1.—Room in Edith’s House. Smashed Moca on couch, 

conveniently placed between folding doors, Enpitu and Antuur Car- 
RINGTON nursing him. 

Mocc.—I die in great agony. See me plunge. [ Plunges. 

Epitu.—But look here; before ros die couldn’t you contrive to 
bless us. Arthur has taken the pledge, and won't get drunk three 
times a day any more. iy . 

Moce (screams).—Ya-How! [ Dies in convulsions. 
Scene 2.—Railway Station, ‘‘ Profile’’ train ready to start. Crowds of 

Passengers on platform. They object to get into a profile train. 
Officials explain that all the “ made-out” trains have struck. 
Enter Biount and a Youna Woman. 
Biovnt.—Away! Away! [ They away into a carriage. 
Enter Menvez. 

Menpez.—Stop him! Stop him! 

(Officers arrest Byount. Realization of Mr. Fauirn’s Railway Station. 
Great joy of everybody who has not seen the preture.) 
CurTam. 


Ovrsetves.—Oh, Mr. Hatimary! Have we 


Mr. Hattmar! 





——— 
A very Proper Step. 
Tue church of St. Mildred at the east end of the Poultry is to be re- 
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3 IN THE NAME OF COMMON HUMANITY! 
A May Fox :—Dedicated without a tittle of respect to all unseasonable * sportsmen.” 
ne 
W 
ca 
A MYSTIFICATION. SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. ¥ 
So my Freppy will shortly be married— Nicnoitas Down Upon His Lvcx. P 
In a fortnight? So early as that! Down, down, hey derry down !’’—Popular Song. to 
But say, has some project miscarried ? ‘¢‘ Down among the dead men let him lie !""— Popular Chorus. in 
Rem ; ber that killed a cat! “ Allin the Downs !”—Popular Ballad, ol 
Why os ain expression of os h Epsom Downs.—Popular Race-Course. H sai 
7 ove bs Cage, ORSELAYDOWN. 
oe ho seem ee i . Honovrep anp Respectzp S1x,—Considerable surprise have been 2 
But Sa look ao wildly distranaht. expressed at the absence of Nicnoxas from your columns in the last 
y "8 a number of the New Serious, and which I have no doubt but what such | 
This trouble, Frxep! Come, do not hide it, must have inflicted a bitter pang of disappointment on many thousands | 
To tell it will lighten your care. of the public breasts. | 


To the bosom of friendship confide it, 
It shall not be breathed I declare. 

You've surely not changed your opinion 
About her perfections, my Frep! 

Or have you a doubt of her chignon, 
Or anything else on that head ? 


Do you fancy a hare-foot’s the scrubber 
t raises the bloom on her cheek ? 
Do you think that that ear’s india-rubber 
To which your soft nothings you speak ? 
Do you question her taste—temper—trousseau— 
settlement Jonzs is to draw ? 
Or deem of all married cares few so 
Oppressive as mothers-in-law ? 


What! Have I not found the solution, 
*Mid guesses so crafty as these ? 

Well, a my mind's destitution, 
I beg you'll enlighten me, please! . . . 

Ha! you'd ordered a suit to your liking, 
But Siezvezorp has written to say, 

On account of his journeymen’s striking, 
You can’t have your clothes on the day! 


Considerable surprise have also been expressed, in the commercial 
circles of Belgravia, at the absence of Nicuoxas from his home for a 
protracted period, during which all attempts to extort money from the 
Old Man, no matter how ingenious the plea or plausible the pretext, 
have been, and will be so, entirely futile that it is the odds of the 
National Debt to a midshipman’s half-pay, as they will not get a single 
sixpence out of Nicnoxias until his circumstances are very, V&y 
different. | 

You may remember, dear Sir, that the Prophet vaticinated the 
victory of Cambridge over Oxford in the aquatical computation on the | 

es ;—in fact, as you probably lost money by backing my selec- | 
tion, it is more than likely, as the fact may still be vividly impressed | 
upon your mind—a mind, Sir, than which I may truly say none more 
cultivated and vivacious, if so much so. | 

It may also, dear Sir, be within your affable recollection that 
Nicholas prophesied Plaudit for the Two Thousand, and stuck to him 
with a consistency which he do not often exhibit such with regard 1 
ony pate animal whatever. 4 

or, my dear and venerated benefactor, is it likely as you have for- | 
gotten that, several weeks ago, I unhesitatingly declared that the 
Chester Cup would be won by the game little Lecturer. 

Perhaps, as it is highly desirable we should arrive at some clear and | 

definite understanding, 1 had better put the matter into a tabular for™, 


en 
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Massns Jupp and Gass, than whom I am sure, ifso much go. .. 




















| SELECTIONS oF '  Acrvar 
F | EVENTS. | Nicuoras. WINNERS. 
h | | Oxford and Cambridge! Cambridge. | Oxford. 
; | Two Thousand Guineas; Plaudit. Vauban. t 
| Chester Cup........../ Lecturer. Beeswing. | 
i 


es? it might be good for the public, though bad for the prophets. 


, 


cal publication. 


And now I am going, Sir, for to have a friendly word or two along 

of The East Kent Advertiser, and Sheerness, Sittingbourne, and Faversham 

| Guardian, which his title is ever so much more dignified than that of 
Fon, and I respect him accordingly. Sir, he seems to be a very well- 
conducted paper, and he has a leading article about the Luxembourg 


question, which it is very much in my own style when he says :— 


; “ Even this would be little to fight about, but for the old motives of ambition, 
i national jealousy, lust of territory, and the desire to be the stronger against future 
c quarrels shall arise, which it is foreseen that not even developed nationalities will 
/ avert while States are aggregations of human nature.”’ 


But the Old Man, Sir, would have let him alone—the Old Man 
being peaceable—if he had not ventured to begin the struggle. He 
have done so; may his blood, supposing such to ultimately flow, be 
on his own head, and which I wash my hands off of it! Tremble, ye 
East Kent Advertiser, and Sheerness, Sittingbourne, and Faversham 
Guardian ! 

The £Z. K. A., a. §., 8., a. F. G., says as follows :— 


“We were amused! only this week to see a reference made to Sheerness ina 
popular comic periodical* in which, after other things ef a non-complimentary 
character, the writer? urges on the friend to whom he writes, dating from Sheer- 
ness,—‘ P. 8. The sherry wine here is beastly. You might send. me some down.’ 
ey Whether the public trade of Sheerness will see the ‘ Fun’ of this observation, we 

cannot say, but there it is in print, and this is but a fair specimen of the light in 
which Sheerness, and not only its Sherry, but everything else here is viewed by a 
very large section of our fellow-countrymen at a distance’. same writer, we 
presume*, ironically mentions Sheerness as ‘this happy village.’ Evidently his 
notions of it are drawn from Ireland’s History of Kent,® or some other standard 
topographical authority of some fifty years ago. He doubtless only visits Sheerness 
in imagination, and, like many other travellers of greater pretension, takes his 
observations from the very remote stand-point of some Grub-street lodging’.”’ 


Now, Sir, if this provincial writer, than whom * * * * , ~ 
Eprror1aL Note.—The remainder of the Prophet’s commentary is, 
we regret to say, unfit for publication.—Ep. Fun. 


So. ct 





SONGS. 


I cannor sing the old songs, 
Because they’re out of print— 
Each shop where once they sold songs 
I liked, has not one in’t. 


I cannot sing the new songs, 
They are such awful trash. 
And yet I’m told it’s true, songs 
Like these. make lots of cash. 


I do not think they’re nice sengs 

That please the music-hall. 

| I'd buy at any price songs 

That one could sing at all. 
ee see ee WM 


» The E. K. A., a. 8.,8., a. F. G., is very good to say 50. 
3 = you are, my dear and honoured Sir ! 

“ If he om N: naeeaes l ti f fellow-countrymen ata 

me, Nicwoxas, “‘a very large section of our fellow- 

distance,” he must be rather off his head. 
‘ oa presume!” Yes: you de. ; ; 
7 eee you, my dear E. K. A., a. 8.,8.,a. F. G., I never saw the book in my life. 
Ot Grub-street, my friend; Horselaydown. This little touch shows the true 

and man of letters. 


| 
fl 
i 
fs 
| 


et ed) 


| 
| 
| 
| 


r | If some of your contemporaries, Sir, would act with equal candour, 


| ‘Well, no man can stand three such facers in such quick succession. 
| After hovering about—especially at Sheerness, which I will say a word 
or two about it presently—I came back into the old neighbourhood of 
Bermondsey. Mrs. Cripps, would, I daresay, have been delighted, 
' for many reasons, to behold her once-loved lodger ; but, as one of those 
many reasons is that there is still a little pecuniary trifle outstand- 
ing between us, I have curbed my natural anxiety for to visit her. 
Horselaydown, however, is in the immediate vicinity; besides being 
near the River Thames, so that by taking a wherry I could quickly 
' cross from one county to another, if a set of malignant creditors should 
| really push the prophet hard. Besides, I shall be in a favourable 
_ position for picking up aquatic intelligence, to which I feel that you 
have not hitherto done justice in your otherwise well-conducted periodi- 


TT 
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d if such causes any additional trouble to your worthy printers, 


THE TAILORS’ STRIKE. 
INFLUENTIAL MEETING OF AMALGAMATED CUSTOMERS. 


An influential meeting of Amalgamated Customers was hold in the 
Arcade of the Albany, I iccadilly, on Monday last, Cu. Cuaruey, Esa., 
in the chair. 

After an appropriate anthem, “ Socius est, lepidissima capita!" 

The CuHatrMAN remarked he wasn’t going to stand this sort of thing 
any longer. Haw. To paraphrase (hear, hear!) Mr. Sam WELLER, 
battledore and shuttlecock was a very good game when you were not 
the shuttlecock, and master tailors and journeymen the battledores. 
Haw. He begged to propose a scheme by which amalgamated cus- 
tomers might place tiemselves entirely beyond the influence of tailors’ 
strikes. Haw. His notion was, to discontinue the use of male costume 
altogether, and to substitute for it the garments hitherto considered 
to be peculiarly the property of the femalesex. Haw. (Hear.) He meant 
in short, bonnets and frocks, and petticoats, and, haw, that sort of thing. 
(Hear, hear.) He, for one, intended to act upon his own suggestion. 
He had ordered a costume from a fashionable milliner’s, which he be- 
lieved was, haw, the right thing. It consisted of a red velvet frock, 
a merino bonnet with a rep feather, gauze boots, guipure gloves, a 
green silk shawl, a pair of Valenciennes— 

Mr. SevurGeon here rose to order. 

The CuarrMan, without noticing the interruption, continued—stock- 
ings and book muslin stays. He begged to suggest that every 
member present should pledge himself to adopt a similar costume 
without delay. (Cheers.) 

The proposal was duly seconded and carried unanimously. 

After another appropriate anthem (Carolus Campanus est nomen 
meu) 


The meeting separated. 












To be taken in Water. 


Tue floods near Windsor have been so great that at one time it was 
believed that the town of Eton was likely to be swallowed as well. 


Seen in a New Light. 


Tue prisoners of Clichy illuminated the prison on learning that the 
Legislative body had passed a resolution abolishing imprisonment for 
debt. Of course, they could make light of a gaol under such circum- 
stances. 


An Old One. 


Tue journals of Montpensier report the death of an inhabitant of 
that place, Mapame Bovavet by name, at the very advanced age of 
103. Her friends must have thought she was a bouquet of everlast- 


ings. 
Answers te Correspondents. 


PicKLE8.—Preserve us! 
ENQUIRER.—Try a dictionary. ‘ 
J. H. WuirTpy, doesn’t seem to a wit be. 
DonKEY.—Perhaps you can explain how “a backgruund corroborates an 
idea.”’ 
R.— Must be dropt. 
RS. Everton, adie to point out “where he comes short of our 
standard of merit.’” Somewhere about the foot of the scale. 
RopErick Duv.—That joke about Robbin’ Hood is Roderick in-Dhu- 
itably old. ; 
on . G., Burton.— What do you think ? 
M. W.—See what we’ ve done for you and be happy ! | 
PHILOP &GMON.—Over people’s heads rather, isn't it ¢ 
H. W. L.—We fear not. __ ; 
I. B. D., Walham Green.—Under consideration. — 
G. D. S., New Wandsworth, is referred to the notice at the head of this 


t. 
“ ; Y 4. Lonsdale-square, might have had better tastethan to try to jest 


such a subject. ; 

"0. D. V.—That joke is brand(i)ed by the hand of time. 

ScraTcu.—Not up to the mark. 

BrER.— We don’t see the p’int. 

Pat.—Doesn’t come 80. . oie 

A. E. B.—To oats your own words, “ rather impossible. 

.—Bra n't. 

RMB, Ubeer 35 orwood.—Subject not as good as sketch. ; . 

Declined with thanks,—J. K., Kilburn; H. E. V. D.; A Reader ; 
L.M.N.; W.M.; W. L.G.; H.G., Liven A. L., Barnstaple ; Ae- 
worth; J. M.; H. P. H.; Pet; J. R.; Notes; Initial; T. of D. i 
Quaker; Omicron; A. H. G.; H.; J. T. F.; Loy omy Pat 
Clifton; A. S., Bedford-row; D. M., Sittingbourne ; J. J. L; P. "a in- 
canton; E. P. R.; Allen; H. B. H., N -hill; R. M. ~. pper 
Norwood; A Constant Subscriber, Comavers . R., a = a 
Flower Star; A. B. C.; J. O., Kentish To Road ; oS 3.0 . 
Dionysius Dryasdust; B. G.; L. W. Q., Liverpool; R.B.; F. B., South 
ampton. 
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THE BRITISH MUSEUM. 


Tas Natural History Collection at the British Museum must be 
looked to for amusement rather than instruction. The student will 
not gain much information from creatures stuffed—like a pet lapdog— 
beyond recognition. But the philosopher will find food for smiles in 
the beasts, which may be described as ex-straw-dinarily well stuffed 
without any departure from truth, for the pnents overflow with 
eorn-stalks at every seam and shot-hole. It is possibly because he is 
loth to deprive thousands (at an average of twenty weekly) of the 
harmless amusement of laughing at the monstrosities, that Prorzssor 
_ Owsn, a knowin’ professor, does not take steps to replace them with 
| something more like the real animals. The hippopotemd are set up in 
| such an extraordinary manner, and are so unlike the real article, that 
| we can scarcely wonder at the broad grin in which each specimen in- 
_ dulges. They, in common with the pn tapirs, and other thick- 
_ skinned animals, have had their hides obtrusively mended in so many 
_ places, that we have met with students of natural history and fre- 
| quenters of the British Museum, who believed this order of mammals 
_ to have been called “‘ patch-yderms” on this very account. Poor 

Pachyderms, they have need to be thick-skinned when their rags and 


i 


| tatters are made such an open exhibition ! 


Altogether owing to the so-so way in which the sutures have been 


| made in the process of stuffing, the animals bear small resemblance to 
odes, creatures to be seen at Regent’s-park:—their seaming, in 
| short, is an 


ing but lifelike. 


Rumours have been set afloat from time to time that the Natural 


| amen | Collection is to be removed to other quarters, but the report is 
gen 


y contradicted. We are inclined to think that it will stop 


| where it is, as it seems to be stationary, if not retrograde, in character. 


One of the advantages of the Natural History Collection at the 
British Museum is to be found in the opportunities it offers for young 
peony to conduct their courtships. — a hae swain can date his 

icity from the fortunate moment when he his frst kiss from the 
object of his worship, er? carefuily put the hippopotamus between 
himself and her parents. Offers have been made and accepted under 
the shadow of the abnormally elongated hat-stand known to the 
custodians of the collection as the giraffe. An intimate friend assures 
us that his present wife, then a wealthy widow, to whom he offered 

consolation in exchange for Consols, first found courage to give him a 


[May 11, 1867. 


word of hope while concealed from the gaze of ‘the world by the bulky | 
portmanteau on four posts which does duty for an elephant in the 
neighbourhood of Russell-square. 

We can also recommend the Natural History Department of the 
Museum to the parents of refractory children. There are one or two | 
cheerful crocodiles and some other specimens which, properly managed, | 
will frighten a naughty boy into fits. In the Entomological Division _ 
there are some nice hairy spiders that will make anybody feel very un- 
comfortable, and may be applied, morally, to the backs of dis- 
obedient daughters with great effect. 


THE HERMIT. 


O soutrTary Eremite, 
Thy cell is low and dim ; 

And yet that glance so merry might 
Approve a jestive whim. 


But, no! thine eye belieth thee, 
Thou art a solemn wight, 

And fast or penance trieth thee 
By day and eke by night. 


This grot, how still and lone it is, 
It must be very dull! 

Thy sole companion bone it is— 
A brown and fleshless skull. 


‘* It’s nothing of the sort, you hum!”’ 
Said he, with cheerful tone, 

“ My only caput mortuum, 
A hogshead—is of Beaune!”’ 


Another New Fashion. 
We see it stated in the Lady’s Own Paper that “a new fashion 
ladies’ bonnets has made its appearance—the long ribbons which do- 
pend from them down the back being fitted at the ends with little 
gold bells.” This is a tolerably broad hint on the part of the ladies. 
They wish those who are after them to know that they have no settled 
objection te a ring. 


SSS 
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PLAIN SPEAKING. 


Waiter :—“ Cuorp, str—yeEsstn! AND POTATOES—YESSIR ! 
PLAIN, SIR ?”’ 


Customer :-—** PLAIN—HUMPH ! 





FROM OUR STALL. 


We have been bitterly disappointed in the last Haymarket comedy: 
A Wild Goose: the name of Dion Bovcicavutt led us to expect some- 
thing of a far different character. He only edits the piece, it is true ; 
but his editorship makes him responsible for a very dreary and con- 
ventional play. The fourth act closes with a tolerably effective situa- 
tion—the recovery of a stolen heir from gipsies by the aid of the 
military: this incident is worth keeping awake to see. The remainder 
of the piece—as far as regards plot—is only worth falling asleep to 
avoid. Some broadly farcical business between a comic squire and a 
coquettish old frump of a housekeeper has been introduced, we imagine, 
as a graveful relief to the melodramatic part of the story. In our own 
critical bosom it aroused feelings of inexpressible sadness. The gallery 
shrieked with delight when Mr. Bucxstone came out of a cupboard 
with an unnecessary quantity of jam upon his cheeks ; when the comic 
squire came rushing into the gipsy encampment with a large pistol, 


| and very nearly spoilt the artistic effect of a tableau, the gallery shrieked 


again. Well, well; the piece is capitally mounted, and the view of a 
ruined abbey by moonlight is admirable. Mr. SoTHeRn, as the dare- 
devil hero, plays with plenty of spirit, but reminds us now and then of 
rd Dundreary by a pensive way of uttering things that signify 
nothing in particular. Mr. Bucxstone does his best for a very weak 
part; and Mr. Rocers makes a sullen and ferocious chief of the gipsies. 
Of the other gentlemen we can only say that they would probably be 
more interesting if the author on | given them the chance. Miss 
Minnte Sipney gives much pathos to the character of a gipsy girl ; 
the quiet simplicity of her acting makes it singularly effective. Mas. 
Cutre ENDALE is a picture of geniality, Miss Ions Burkz is alternately 
vivacious and sentimental, and Miss Carotins Hrw1 looks as pretty 
and Piquante as usual. The “waits” are commendably short, and the 
music which fills them is well selected and well played. Mr. Wat- | 
LERSTEIN has composed, by the way, some very picturesque music to | 


ee iP ea 


VoL. Vv. . J 





PoTATOES 


SoME OF ’EM WERE DOWNRIGHT UGLY!” 


ENCORE CROQUET! 


I’m in luck’s way for a change, Mr. Eprror, 
Now I am out of your sight and away, 
Fate, who was ever a merciless creditor, 
Offered me “‘ tick,’’ to be started in May. 
Little I thought after rain—and a week of it— 
I could have ventured to answer the call 
For the rE of the —— there let me be and I'll speak 
of it, 
The season of croquet at Heatherleigh Hall. 


Given a house full of girls and of jollity, 
Given a sky which wears nothing but blue, 
Given a longing for fun and frivolity, 
Given a morning with nothing to do ; 
Given a lawn with the daisies cut out of it, 
Given a well-weighted mallet and ball : 
As to success was there ever a doubt of it, 
For croquet we started at Heatherleigh Hall ? 


Plenty of peplums both silky and satiny, 
Boots over tassles and half up the Stop! 
Petticoat dresses, ‘en costume de matinée,”’ 
Are these not subjects t’were better to drop ? 
No, on my word, for the fashions Parisian, 
For fair and for dark and for short and for tall, 
Whims for the plain-braided head and the frizzy ’un 
Were attractive as ever at Heatherleigh ; 





Spooning, of course, was most strictly forbidden us, 
That is, you know, by the rules of the game, 
No moral precept has yet over-ridden us, 
Stealing its fair and legitimate aim. 
Take away whispers and sighs and the rest of it, 
ally the game is worth nothing at all, 
| Prejudice, well, I will grant, gets the best of it, 
| But that’s not the croquet at Heatherleigh Hall. 


| Ask little Lintran, Amy, and Maznet, too, 

MILLIcENT ask with the eyes and the hair, 

Just make them tell you, I’m sure they are able to, 
If they think personal spooning is fair! 

Judge by the pledge of the honour and word of us— 
Judge by the eyelids just raised ere they fall— 

Say, if you like, it was very absurd of us, 
Or come down to croquet at Heatherleigh Hall. 





accompany the action of the drama. But, in spite of its accessories, 
A Wild Goose is very tiresome; and the sooner Mr. Bucxstone’s 
company returns to its speciality, old comedy, the better. We cannot 
leave the Haymarket without a sigh of regret for the charming face of 


Miss Netty Moore. 








A DAY FOR WISHING. 


(By a Bard with a wishy-washy mind.) 


I cANNoT mind my wheel to-day— 
The weather is as hot as blazes ; 

I wish that I could get away 

To anywhere you like, and play 
Among the buttercups and daisies. 


I wish I had a silly book 

(Most easily fultilled of wishes) 
To read beside a crystal brook— 
Or else a rod, a line, a hook, 

And lots of gentles for the fishes. 


I wish that I were lying, prone 

And idle, where the trees are shady — 
Contemplative and quite alone, 
Or talking in an undertone 

To some beloved and lovely lady. 


But, though I feel to-day a call 

For reading silly books, or fishin g, 
Or idling where the trees are tall, 
Or making love—yet, most of all, 

I wish I knew the good of wishing. 
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Tas Natural History Collection at the British Museum must be 
looked to for amusement rather than instruction. The student will 
not gain much information from creatures stuffed—like a pet lapdog— 
beyond recognition. But the philosopher will find food for smiles in 
the beasts, which may be described as ex-straw-dinarily well stuffed 


THE BRITISH MUSEUM. 


generally overflow with 


without any departure from truth, for the 
t is possibly because he is 


eorn-stalks at every seam and shot-hole. 
loth to deprive thousands (at an average of twenty weekly) of the 
harmless amusement of laughing at the monstrosities, that Prorrssor 
_ Ownzn, a knowin’ professor, does not take steps to replace them with 
' something more like the real animals. The 7) gg gr are set up in 
' such an extraordinary manner, and are so unlike the real article, that 
| we can scarcely wonder at the broad grin in which each specimen in- 
dulges. They, in common with the elephants, tapirs, and other thick- 
skinned animals, have had their hides obtrusively mended in so many 
places, that we have met with students of natural history and fre- 
quenters of the British Museum, who believed this order of mammals 
to have been called “patch-yderms”’ on this very account. Poor 
Pachyderms, they have need to be thick-skinned when their rags and 
tatters are made such an open exhibition ! 

Altogether owing to the so-so way in which the sutures have been 
made in the process of stuffing, the animals bear small resemblance to 


| the living creatures to be seen at Regent’s-park:—their seaming, in 
short, is an 


ing but lifelike. 


Rumours have set afloat from time to time that the Natural 


| ey Collection is to be removed to other quarters, but the report is 
gen 


y contradicted. We are inclined to think that it will stop 

where it is, as it seems to be stationary, if not retrograde, in character. 
One of the advantages of the Natural History Collection at the 
British Museum is to be found in the opportunities it offers for young 


people to conduct their courtships. rie, tad swain can date his 


from the fortunate moment when is first kiss from the 
object of his worship, nonin carefuily put the hippopotamus between 
himself and her parents. Offers have been made and accepted under 
the shadow of the abnormally elo hat-stand known to the 
custodians of the collection as the giraffe. An intimate friend assures 
us that his present wife, then a wealthy widow, to whom he offered 
consolation in exchange for Consols, first found courage to give him a 
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word of hope while concealed from the gaze of ‘the world by the bulky 
portmanteau on four posts which does duty for an elephant in the 
neighbourhood of Russell-square. ; 

We can also recommend the Natural History Department of the 
Museum to the parents of refractory children. There are one or two 
cheerful crocodiles and some other specimens which, properly managed, 
will frighten a naughty boy into fits. In the Entomological Division 
there are some nice hairy spiders that will make anybody feel very un- 
comfortable, and may be applied, morally, to the backs of dis- 
obedient daughters with great effect. 





THE HERMIT. 


O sourTary Eremite, 
Thy cell is low and dim ; 

And yet that glance so merry might 
Approve a jestive whim. 

But, no! thine eye belieth thee, 
Thou art a solemn wight, 

And fast or penance trieth thee 
By day and eke by night. 


This grot, how still and lone it is, 
It must be very dull! 

Thy sole companion bone it is— 
A brown and fleshless skull. 


“‘ Tt’s nothing of the sort, you hum!” 
Said he, with cheerful tone, 

“ My only caput mortuum, 
A hogshead—is of Beaune!” 


Another New Fashion. 
Ws see it stated in the Lady's Own Paper that “a new fashion 0 
ladies’ bonnets has made its appearance—the long ribbons which de- 
pend from them down the back being fitted at the ends with little 
gold bells.” This is a tolerably broad hint on the part of the ladies. 
They wish those who are after them to know that they have no settled 
objection te a ring. 


May 11, 1867 


ee 





| 
I 
} 
j 


<m es = suse 
ty ir ITT tO I a eee 


Pi hath 





tse 


IN i Ail alls i 2 ti = 


ee 


tae BO Ne ee eT ee 


= 


_—< rr nt mem a IE AN Ta a he 


Bi apiece 
» May 18, 1867.]J 


PLAIN SPEAKING. 


Waiter :—‘‘ Cuop, strR—yeEsstR! AND POTATOES—YESSIR ! 
PLAIN, SIR ?”’ 


Customer :—** PLAIN—HUMPH ! 





FROM OUR STALL. 


We have been bitterly disappointed in the last Haymarket comedy: 
A Wild Goose: the name of Dion Bovctcavtt led us to expect some- 
thing of a far different character. He only edits the piece, it is true; 
but his editorship makes him responsible for a very dreary and con- 
ventional play. The fourth act closes with a tolerably effective situa- 
tion—the recovery of a stolen heir from gipsies by the aid of the 
military: this incident is worth keeping awake to see. The remainder 
of the piece—as far as regards plot—is only worth falling asleep to 
avoid. Some broadly farcical business between a comic squire and a 
coquettish old frump of a housekeeper has been introduced, we imagine, 
a8 a graveful relief to the melodramatic part of the story. In our own 
critical bosom it aroused feelings of inexpressible sadness. The gallery 
shrieked with delight when Mr. Bucxstone came out of a cupboard 
with an unn quantity of jam upon his cheeks ; when the comic 
squire came rushing into the gipsy encampment with a large pistol, 
and very nearly spoilt the artistic effect of a tableau, the gallery shrieked 
again. Well, well; the piece is capitally mounted, and the view of a 
ruined abbey by moonlight is admirable. Mr. SoTHern, as the dare- 
devil hero, plays with plenty of spirit, but reminds us now and then of 

‘ Dundreary by a pensive way of uttering things that signify 
nothing in particular. Mr. Bucxstons does his best for a very weak 
part; and Mr. Roaers makes a sullen and ferocious chief of the gipsies. 
Of the other gentlemen we can only say that they would probably be 
More interesting if the author had given them the chance. Miss 

INNIE Sipney gives much pathos to the character of a gipsy girl; 

® quiet simplicity of her acting makes it singularly effective. Mrs. 
CutrrenpaLE is a picture of geniality, Miss Ions Burks is alternately 
Vivacious and sentimental, and Miss Caroting Hitt looks as pretty | 

Piquante as usual. The “waits” are commendably short, and the 
music which fills them is well selected and well played. Mr. Wat- 
LERSTEIN has composed, by the way, some very picturesque music to | 
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ENCORE CROQUET! 


I’m in luck’s way for a change, Mr. Eprror, 
Now I am out of your sight and away, 

Fate, who was ever a merciless creditor, 
_Offered me “ tick,” to be started in May. 

Little I thought after rain—and a week of it— 


For the re. of the —— there let me be and I'll speak 
of it, 
The season of croquet at Heatherleigh Hall. 


Given a house full of girls and of jollity, 
Given a sky which wears nothing but blue, 
Given a longing for fun and frivolity, 
Given a morning with nothing to do ; 
Given a lawn with the daisies cut out of it, 
Given a well-weighted mallet and ball: 
As to success was there ever a doubt of it, 
For croquet we started at Heatherleigh Hall ? 


Plenty of peplums both silky and satiny, 
Boots over tassles and half up the Stop! 
Petticoat dresses, “en costume de matinée,”’ 
Are these not subjects t’were better to drop ? 
No, on my word, for the fashions Parisian, 
For fair and for dark and for short and for tall, 
Whims for the plain-braided head and the frizzy ’un 
Were attractive as ever at Heatherleigh Hall. 





Spooning, of course, was most strictly forbidden us, 
That is, you know, by the rules of the game, 

No moral precept has yet over-ridden us, 
Stealing its fair and legitimate aim. 

Take away whispers and sighs and the rest of it, 
Really the game is worth nothing at all, 

| Prejudice, well, I will grant, gets the best of it, 

But that’s not the croquet at Heatherleigh Hall. 


Ask little Lrutran, Amy, and Manet, too, 
MILLIcENT ask with the eyes and the hair, 

Just make them tell you, I’m sure they are able to, 
If they think personal spooning is fair! 

Judge by the pledge of the honour and word of us— 
Judge by the eyelids just raised ere they fall— 

Say, if you like, it was very absurd of us, 
Or come down to croquet at Heatherleigh Hall. 


eee 








accompany the action of the drama. But, in spite of its accessories, 
A Wild Goose is very tiresome; and the sooner Mr. Buckstone’s 
company returns to its speciality, old comedy, the better. We cannot 
leave the Haymarket without a sigh of regret for the charming face of 
Miss Netty Moore. 








A DAY FOR WISHING. 


(By a Bard with a wishy-washy mind.) 


I caANNoT mind my wheel to-day— 
The weather is as hot as blazes ; 

I wish that I could get away 

To anywhere you like, and play | 
Among the buttercups and daisies. 


I wish I had a silly book 

(Most easily fulfilled of wishes) 
To read beside a crystal brook— 
Or else a rod, a line, a hook, 

And lots of gentles for the fishes. 


ee 


I wish that I were lying, prone 

And idle, where the trees are shady— 
Contemplative and quite alone, 
Or talking in an undertone 

To some beloved and lovely lady. 


But, though I feel to-day a call 

For reading silly books, or fishin g, 
Or idling where the trees are tall, 
Or —s love—yet, most of all, 

I wish I knew the good of wishing. 


I could have ventured to answer the call oe 
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By tHE SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


ICTORES PRIORES this week, if you 

please. And they deserve an immediate 
and warm recognition, for they have | 
made this year’s Exhibition of the Royal 
Academy a truly excellent one. Sir 
Epwrn has done some good work this | 
year, but I can’t say I admire his great 
picture, which has the place of honour 
—a portrait of ‘“‘Her Majesty at Bal- 
moral in 1866’’—the date must be a | 
misprint, for the QuEEN looks scarcely 
thirty. Joun Brown, the three dogs, 
and the horse, are all in mourning too! 
Poynter's “Israel in Egypt” is a 
splendid picture. It realizes the scene to 
perfection, and there's capital compo- 
sition and sound figure-drawing in it. 
Leicuton’s “ Venus,’”’ with the flesh 
compounded of honey and milk, as the 
flesh of The Immortals should be, is a 
glorious creation, and is half an excuse 
for paganism. One great thing about it is 
that it is not calculated to awake the muse of SwInBUKNE, which is 
satisfactory. The “ Bathers,” by Waker, is another notable bit of 
nude drawing, of the most masterly description. Mrivais atones for 
“Jephthah” by “Sleeping”’ and “The Minuet.’” Paton’s “Fairy Raid” 
is full of exquisite fancy and rare colour. Pertrie’s “Treason” cen- 
tains some wonderful studies of expression and a better one of colour. 
Oxcuanpson’s “Talbot and the Countess of Auvergne’’ is capitally 
conceived, lifelike and vigorous. In “ Kiss and make it up in’”’ 
Mr. Nicot, hitherto famed for his humour, shows that he can touch 
the tender side as a true humourist should, and Fazp, in his “ Blind 
Man at the Gate,”’ gives us something worthy of the painter of ‘‘ The 
Mitherless Bairn,”’ and that is something. Cooxkr’s skeleton of “A 
Whale at Pevensey,” is very good, and so is his ‘‘ Venetian View.” 
Yrames’ “Dawn of the Reformation,” Wynrretp’s “ Deathbed of 
Cromwell,” and Lesire’s “ Willow,” are good, and Marks makes 
much of “ Falstaff's Own,” while Catpgron fully sustains his repu- 
tation in “ Home after Victory.’’ Honason’s “ Evensong”’ has a fine 
devotienal fedling about it. Whuuisrter seems to have been rather 
cruelly treated. His “Symphony in White; No. III.’’ is evidently 
part of a harmonious series, which cannot be properly judged by itself, 
though it is a fine tour de force. A. Moorr, who paints in a somewhat 
similar key, exhibits an admirable picture entitled ‘‘ Musicians,’ ex- 
tremely delicate in colour and clever in drawing. Pxrinser shows up 
to better advantage than usual this year, but is heavy and clayey still 
in some parts. LeGros, the much-praised, imitates the tone of the 
Old Masters tolerably successfully, but I don’t altogether believe in 
the Old Masters (heresy that, I take it!), and don’t believe at all in 
copying them. Mason, another fashionable painter, has improved ; 
his girl this year has left off driving geese, and has turned her atten- 
tion to donkeys and sheep. Of the old favourites, such as Goopatt, 
Sant, Carswick, Stanrretp, Ermore, Wetts, and Anspe.t, I need 
say no more than that they are well represented. Mac.isg is not 
altogether happy. Frirn is welcome, and so is Hernert—both have 
been shy exhibitors of late years. Hart is not welcome; his 
“‘ Barbarossa” is one of the largest tea-boards I ever saw, and occupies 
too much valuable space. Warp is stagey to the last degree. 
AxmitaGe is Academic and conventional to the verge of absurdity— 
please observe Savonarola’s hand! A. Hugugs’s “ Cissy so tall” is 
quite unworthy of him. Hook is delightful. Two small unfinished 
pictures of Purttrrs will not do justice to his memory ; the public will 
not see they want a last painting-on. Me.sy exhibits one of his 
clever seas, and Drx (a son of the General) a spirited coast scene, and 
Vicat CoLr gives us some splendid breakers—a new line for him. 
But the palm for marine painting is carried off by Brett; if you love 
the sea as I do, I'll defy you to do that picture in less than a quarter 
of anhour. Of the younger men there is a good show. Marcts 
Strong, Tovrrrer, Arcner, Watson, Bovcuton, Hoveuton, Hatt, 
Davis, Brennan, Harpy, Dicey, and G. Sant, are to the fore with 
capital work. And now I think I have pretty well exhausted the list 
of the best pictures—or shall have done so when I notice that LeapERr 
and Mronor have sent exquisite landscapes to the exhibiton. 

I am greatly pleased to see, from this month's number of that ex- 
cellent publication, Hardwicke’s Science Gossip, that a hint I threw out 
some time since has been acted on. Mr. Barxas of Newcastle has 
offered prizes for the best collections of natural objects made by young 
people of Northumberland and Durham. These juvenile museums 
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will spread a love of Natural History and appreciation of the marvels | 
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and beauties of creation, and I am proud to think that as Mr. Barxas 
declares my little par. has set the scheme going. I may con- 
gratulate that gentleman on the excellent judgment he displays in 
refusing to give prizes for collections of birds’ eggs on the ground that 
it is desirable to discourage the destruction of small birds. 

To finish up the magazines :— Temple Bar is quite up to the mark 


‘this month. I wish the editor had told us, though, whether the paper 


in the last number about the lion’s mode of hunting was founded on 
fact, or merely a bit of gammon. What it relates is quite possible, it 


appears to me, who have a profound reverence for what some call the | 


instinct of the brute creation. The Argosy is a fair number. Belgravia 
I haven't yet seen, so I won't criticise it. ‘The London I have seen, so 
I will. The wrapper is like an advertisement block, and the first cut 
is terribly feeble, in the worst London Society style. The literature is 
not startling—as the wording of the prospectus would have led one to 
expect, if one had not long since abandoned all belief in prospectuses. 
The railway story turning on the late strike, and describing how a 
driver tried to smash a train, is objectionable. Playing at class-libel is 
not p . Cassell's Magazine is very much improved. 

I sez Messrs. Routyievce are publishing a Natural History of Man, 
which I suppose is a sort of continuation of that of animals already 
published by them. It is illustrated by Wotr, ZWECKER, and others, 
and I can recommend the engravings to those sage critics who com- 
plained of the scratchy style of the Mzssrs. Datzret last Christmas. 
There is some tint-cutting in these pictures which proves they can 
handle drawings in any way that is best suited for them. The black, 
glossy skins of the Kaffirs in the first number are most truthfully given 
in simple tint. It would puzzle the graphotype to render such work. 
I would suggest to the publishers that as this new issue is a companion 
to their excellent Natural History, it is undesirable to introduce cuts 
of animals from the last-named book into the present volumes. The 
publication will be most interesting. 

I stncERELY trust that the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to 
Animals will not overlook the clause in the new Metropolitan Im- 
provement Act, by which the police are directed to take possession 
of stray dogs. Your constable is not the mildest of men when he 
takes “jolly dogs” into custody, and I fear the four-footed canines 
will fare still worse at his hands. It is not every one who can lay 
hand ona strange dog. One must be thoroughly acquainted with 






















































dog-language and dog-physiognomy to do it—and with dog-etiquette | 


too. I foresee an immense amount of needless brutality and cruelty 
from this provision, and hope it will be struck out by some humane 
M.P.—there is no representative for Barking, I fear. I should be un- 
grateful to the memory of many a four-footed friend—of tried fidelity 
and unswerving affection—if I did not do my best, by noting this, to 
save the race from unmerited suffering. 





A ROUND OF DISSIPATION. 


My country cousins, Emma Janz, 
And Ann Exiza Brown, 

Have just begun to think again 
Of coming up to town. 

Their letter says that ‘‘ Cousin Bos 
Most eagerly, no doubt, 

Will undertake the little job 
Of leading them about.” 


Miss Ema Jane is thirty-three, 
Her sister thirty-five ; 

And (out-of-town) they seem to me 
The nicest girls alive. 

They’re very plump and very brown, 
And always on the grin ; 

T’ll show them ev’rything in town— 
But where shall we begin ? 


The Polytechnic is a treat, 
And country folks should go 
To contemplate in Baker-street, 
The figures of Tussaup. 
They'll wish, of course, to see the parks 
(Just nicely out in flow’r) 
And make historical remarks 
While studying the Tower. 


The Bank, the Abbey, and St. Paul's, 
Are surely things to see; 

And Richmond's worth a dozen calls, 
And Greenwich two or three. 

But, when my cousins come to town, 
My first and foremost care 

Shall be to take the Mrsses Brown 
To see Trafalgar Square. 


cette eames an anil 
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OUR BIOGRAPHICAL DICTIONARY. 
By Most or our Eminent Avruors. 


Argnotp, Matruzw. By A Puiuistinz. Born 1822. His father, 
who was a very intelligent man, kept a school at Rugby. Marruzw 
was accordingly educated in the belief that the whole universe is 
governed on strictly Rugbezian principles. Whilst in this singular 
state of mind, wrote a good deal of very remarkable poetry, which did 
not receive so much attention as it deserved. Has since revenged him- 
self by writing a series of letters to the Pall Mali Gazette, which did 
not deserve so much attention as they received. At an unknown 
period, “ got geist.’” The doctrine of “ geist,’ being interpreted, 
simply means that it is better to be a sensible man than a fool. Many 

ple may imagine that this profound truth was known before Mr. 

qrHEW ARNOLD was weaned. Those who think so, however, are 
Philistines. Mr. ARNoLpD is a devoted believer in Centralisation, the 
Head Centre of all being Mr. Arnoutp. Does not care much about 

land. Happily, the indifference is reciprocal. Is understood to be 
at present engaged on a new plan for teaching the grandmothers of 
Great Britain how to suck eggs in a competitive examination. Is fond 
of talking about a certain “‘ Arminius.’’ ‘ Arminius” is understood 
to be simply the cousin-german of Mus. Gamp’s Mrs. Harris. 

Bassace, Coarntes. By Cuarvces Banpace. Born 1790. Deduct 
1790 from 1867. Result, 77. Divide 77 bya score. Result: 3, and 17 
over. Q.E.D. Application: Cuartes Baspace is threeseore years, 
and ten, and seven. Would have been much older by this time had he 
not been perpetually annoyed by street organs. 

CartyLz, Tuomas. By DioGenses Tevretsprocku. Neither was it 
for nothing, I tell thee, that in this same year (1795 of the Christian 
Era, French Revolution just getting itself strapped down after mere 
delirium fits of ‘‘ Terror’’ and the like, by an olive-somplexioned lieu- 
tenant of artillery, with results ever widening and deepening!) there 
was born at Ecclefechan yonder, amid the granite rocks and broad 
heathy wildernesses of Dumfries, another of the Children of Men, and 
christened Tuomas. Of Ecelefechan, I can else nowhere find human 


mention made; it, and what came out of it, through whole long 
generations of humble assiduous striving and pious Presbyterian effort, 
clean gone from human memory, save only for this one happy “acci- 
dent”’ (as the Fool calls it!) of having produced little THomas. 


Little Tuomas, as I take it, looked out in due course on the granite rocks, 
the broad heathy wildernesses, not unobservant, with a child’s wonder 
in the little heart of him. Very beautiful to consider! Ach Himmel, 
from Ecclefechan to Chelsea, what a road to travel had this plump, 
rosy, little recruit to the army of humanity, as yet mewling and puk- 
ing in the nurse’s arms, kicking up the little heels of him at the Im- 
mensities—what a road! Philosophic history, asking when little 
Tuomas was breeched, has to content itself with mere vague conjectural 
hypothesis—cannot reach firm ground, you would say, but flounders in 
mud-abysses and quagmires of uncertainty fatal often, as quaking 
bog in the heathy wildernesses themselves to horse and rider. Con- 
jecturally, one places it a little before the battle of Austerlitz—battle 
grown very dim by this time, and growing dimmer, as I do perceive! 
No cannon salvoes, blare of triumphant trumpets, or universal hip-hip- 
hooray, with three times three, saluted, as I take it, the putting of 
little Tuomas into breeches :—yet that, you will find, was precisely the 
most important transaction of the year, fertile to this day, now that the 
Austerlitz hurly-burly has got itself stilled a little! Precisely the 
most important transaction, I say, and with quite infinite results. Not 
any lenger, then, is the little Tuomas a mere lump of pink flesh, much 
be-swaddled and be-swathed, the young limbs of him buried in mere 
multitudinous wrappages and infinite confusion of long clothes :—Not so ! 
Quite otherwise than so, oh Boxvs, my long-eared, addle-pated friend ! 
F or Toomas—“ wee Tammie” in the nurse-wife’s authentic Doric— 
18 now brought acquainted with tailors, their ways and works; from 
which acquaintance shall there not spring sartorial philosophies, 

ries, biographies, a whole wonder-land of book-work—also- with 
results? He meanwhile, unconscious of such high destinies, rejoices 
mainly in breeches pocket as a secret treasure-hold, wherein marbles, 
alleys, commoneys, I know not what—can with security be stored. An 
imgenious, vivacious, not unvocal little Tuomas! 


Going with the Times. 
As a compliment to the leading journal for the skill it has shown in 
adapting its politics to the popular feeling of the hour, it is suggested 
that in future it should be known as ‘‘ The Winding Sheet.” 


Worth Knowing. 
An enterprising hotel proprietor advertises in the Daily Telegraph 
‘* Where to dine at any time,”’ &c. 
If generally known, this must prove a great boon to many, at a time 
when—their pockets are empty. 


PRO PATRIA MORI. 
(4A New Version, Dedicated to a popular Seeretary of State.) 


Tuoven Drersy adores thee, they sneer a y ni 
And the faults of thy Savesing mind, _— 
Oh! say wilt thou weep when they hold thee to blame, 
_ For a row that for thee was resign’'d. 
Yes, weep! and however the mob may condemn, 
hy tears may efface their decree, 
For Tories must own though obnoxious to them, 
They have been but too faithful to thee! 


With thee was the fault of the earlior fuss, 
‘ When the roughs came to brickbats and blows, 

lor mere common sense we have pray’d thee, and thus 
Thy name is connected with those. 

Though blest are the young politicians who live 
The days of thy pewer to see, 

What a far greater blessing if Derry would give, 
A sinecure, WALPo.s, to thee! 


- ——--ssseeeneeestetenenene 


CORRESPONDENCE. 


Dear Srr,—Months have elapsed since I have ventured to trouble 
you with the solution of questions which have arisen to harass my 
feeble frame with torturing anxiety. I had determined in my own 
mind to vex you no more with my importunities, but to leave the solu- 
tion of all vital doubts which were beyond my immediate comprehen- 
sion, to the operations of Time. But I over-calculated my powers 
of enduring suspense. I must havea reply to the following all-important 
questions :— 

1. Why are Horse Guards officials like magpies ? 
2. Why was it a good thing for Mriron that he was blind ? 
3. When are horses guilty of an act of superogation ? 
Solve these, and accept the heartfelt thanks of 
A Tremstine Winow. 


*,* 1. Because they take their stand on purchase (that is to say, 
perches). 
2. Because it enabled him to feel loss of eyes. 
3. When they caracole to Newcastle. 
Be happy. Eb. 


Errors Excepted. 


Two very comic misprints! The first occurs in the announcement 
of the performance “every evening this week,’’ of the comedy-drama 
(whatever that means) at Drury Lane, for the benefit of the ‘‘ Gold- 
smiths and Jewellers’ Institution.’”” We are informed that “ Tickers 
only benefit.” As it is not for the benefit of the watchmakers, I 
suppose the word should be “ tickets.’’ ‘Fhe second funny error occurs 
in a report, in the Dublin Freeman, of the burning of a school in Lanca- 
shire. We are therein told that— ; 

‘‘Richard Burton, a young man in the Lancashire constabulary, ran to the place, 
and having obtained access to the schoolroom, at once kicked out three of the widovs. 
He proceeded to throw out the children tothe people who were assembied below, and 
by that means succeeded in saving several, when he was stopped by the flames, and 
had to jump out to save his own life. 

Of course, windows, not relicts, are meant ; but the throwing out of the 
children follows oddly on the kicking out of the widows. 


Interesting. 

We understand that some valuable additions have been recently 
made to the museum of the Numismatical Society. The following are 
amongst the number of those latest received :—The identical twopence 
for want of which the donkey failed to ascend; the brass farthing by 
tossing which into the air a negative value is estimated; a stray 
shilling liberated from the pound in which it had been placed by a 
fraudulent bankrupt; the shilling (much worn at the edge) with which 
irascible old men cut off their own heirs; a pound (in good preserva- 
tion) that has taken care of itself; and the well-authenticated half- 
farthing for which somebody would have punched another party’s 


head. 
A Clipper. 


A Curcaco paper says that massacres and scalpings by the Indians 
| have become so common, that an officer stationed in the Indian 
| country writing to a friend says, he would send a lock of his hair but 

fears it would be a fraud on the savages, as he expects one of them to 
| be his barber shortly. Of course, this is the mere excuse of a brave 
man, who would send the hair if it were not that he might be accused 


| of eutting it in the face of danger. 
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A RUM PUP. 


lst Hossy party :-—“ Wi! ne's ABOUT THE QUBEREST ARTICLE EVER I sEE! WHERE DID YE PICK ’™ uP?” 
Qnd ditto :—* Ur Papp'NGTon way. Cov SAID HE HAD ’EM SPUN BY THE MILE, AND THEN CUT ’EM UP INTO LENGTHS!” 


lst ditto :—“ AxyHow! WL, HE GIv’ ¥’ GOOD MEASURE!”’ 








MIDNIGHT MUSINGS. 


Ir sadly sitting by the nightly taper, 

And thinking how to make my name illustrious— 
If dawdling with my and ink and paper 

Be industry—why, it, I’m industrious. 
If Memory be a pleasant well to drink of, 

And Hope a draught unmingled with anxiety— 
If ponent things be not the things to think of— 

‘m fit for spinning verses of society. 


If brooding over selfish sorrow only, 

At midnight, with a head that's aching frightfully— 
If trying to be gay when sick and lonely 

Be pleasing—I shall get along delightfully. 


If, weary of to-night, I fear to-morrow— 
Its printer’s devils and its duns vociferous— 
I take, at least, some pleasure in my sorrow, 
And only keep awake to feel somniferous. 


The Mad Months. 

Hanes afflicted with insanity are frequently met with in March. A 
mild form of imbecility attacks mankind in May, and consequently, in 
the neighbourhood of Exeter Hall, especially, May-niacs are rather 
common just now. 


Jocularity Avoided. 

Ir is pleasant to find Lonp Staniey making so sympathetic a 
response to Sin Francis Gotpsmip's appeal on behalf of the persecuted 
Jews of Servia. There are Christians capable of answering the com- 
plaints of the victims by saying, ‘‘ Serve-yer right.”’ 





No Difficulty. 

Wes should fancy the nine tailors who put the following advertise- 
ment into a Liverpool paper, the other day, have long since found out 
the man they want. If not, we should recommend them to apply to 
some of our great Railway Financiers at present thrown out of 
employ :— 

WANTED, for a Clothing Establishment, a Manager Competent to Cut and Keep 
the Books. References and security required.—Apply at, etc. 


We should imagine there was no difficulty in finding some one who, | 


after having enjoyed a place of trust as manager, would cut away with 
the books and keep them. But, perhaps, honesty is in the ascendant 
just now. 


Rash Act. 

Tue misguided youth who, through the medium of Mr. Sims Reeves, 
has so often told his “‘ Paa@ss dearest’”’ that if she loves him and will 
have him, true he’ll be through weal and woe; “ but if with disdain 
you treat me, for a soldier I will go, oh! oh! oh!” has at length 
carried his fell intent into execution. He has enlisted—in the Scots 
Few-Silliers. 


A Slip-Slop Note. 

As the chief cause of the London Tailors’ strike appears to be “‘ the 
log,” we beg to offer the men a bit of friendly advice, and ca)] their 
attention to a memorable occasion on record when, as now, a ‘“‘ Log” 
was objected to. What was the result may be learned from any 
schoolboy acquainted with sor’s Fables. 


ART NOTE, 


. We are requested to state that the pictorial embellishments on the 
title page of the song “‘ Champagne Charlie”’ are not by Puiz. 
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A HARMLESS INSTRUMENT. 


onstadle Bull :—‘‘ HERE, I SAY! WHAT DO YOU MEAN BY TRYING TO INTIMIDATE PEOPLE WITH 


C 
HAT, EH ?” 
Master W*ip*le :— OH, SIR- PLEASE, IT AIN’T LOADED!” 


— ee ee _ 
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M E N W E M E E 7 Time was (not many weeks since), when 


# pounds a week were a matter of moment to 
BY THE COMIC PHYSIOGNOMIST. him. It was worth his while to work hard 
for that sum, for it went far towards defraying 
his weekly breakfast bills. But that squalid 
era has passed away from him, for ever. In 
won't trouble you again.” the course of these papers, he found occasion 
These ironical words are ad- oo several -“€ = class of beings to 
: whom a reasonable appeal is never made in 
ait eee ee vain. Ho alludes to the Maidens of England. 
consciously favoured fey with To those appeals, the Maidens of England 
sittings during the lest four responded like one man. It cut the Philosopher 
ne a0? won't teeenaa to the heart to reflect that he could only dis- 
them again, and fis stenan’ aanaa tinguish one of them at atime. Polygamy is, 
‘ued the auth haninie hin i t at present, out of favour in England, and 
leek id ion i Aoalke a seul while this unfortunate state of things exists, 
hoes. Wee weak the Phit a. ** | they will have to await theirturn. He selected 
Fw ne os wosopner § | the loveliest and the wealthiest, and married 
stic privacy has been invaded | },. half-an-hour N ds. Ap 
by visits from indignant subjects |}, i, a Siemens’ te ee nel gece 
pag ony eRe Aeyhenes con | | loveliest and the next wealthiest—and so on 
pet coats aim dhe hake ’ | through the list. He has found it impossible 
ite aa’ eae t te trifle i with, to reply individually to all applications, and 
| a int deletienl damask dhe ae re ee ad gee Neer no answer has been received, silence 
i; : Ww. e considered a respectful negative. 

a trati _—— don’t intend to stand this sort of | “He is now about to ina, vid Fothestone and Nijni Novgorod, for 
ing, Ev ade aa thi . i > a? to — y [reat bpm Bokhara, for his honeymoon. When he returns he will be happy if 
two gen ink it is really too bad, and a hundred an “4? : 
twenty-seven practical fellow-creatures who don’t want to bring the actos “tak, in the socveute Gk a Ge - = ther | 














FOR your patient attention. The 
/} ©. P. has taken your measure, and 





Philosopher before a public tribunal, if a fair compromise can be , 
aaa a Besides those - disposal. Now he's off. 
of whom he has actually 
treated, he occasionally re- 

| ceives visits from people 
who think it likely that 
their turn will shortl 
come. It is customary with 
these folk to get the C. P. 
into a corner, and there to 
bind him over with fearful 
threats, and in fancy sums, 
never to allude to them, 
directly or indirectly, in 
any periodical for which he 
~~ happen to write. 

t will be seen that if ‘ 
this sort of thing goes on 
much longer (and the 
nuisance is increasing 
daily), the C. P.’s sphere 
of action will eventually | 

me s0 Marrowed as 
Sane to ‘om him any mr 
eibow-room at all. He took every means in his power to abate the . ' 
inconvenience to which he was callealed. He first referred the matter | nee ne ee an ee ~ mies 

to Sm Witi1am Bovitz and Srr Hveu Carrns, who were particularly ern ee a canal 5 oeked, 





NOW AND THEN. 


Now and then, not very often, 
We have sun in May and June, 
Now and then our feelings soften 
To a man who sings in tune. 
Now and then, one’s friends won’t tarry, 
Smoke and keep us up all night ; 
Now and then some people marry 
And seem disinclined to fight. 





requested to say whether there was any legal authority in the C. P. 
to disperse by force any person who should visit his private residence N Ane we Nees a ‘dy 
a eer : inducing the Philosopher to refrain from publishing a ae ohne or ** $a.” 
portrait in this journal. , Fae 
Their answer was that there was no such authority for any practical Cee a aera a acy 


| Purpose. 
They stated that when persons have once obtained peaceable Now and then relations find us 


entrance into his house they can only be ejected after notice served on, | Come to stay a week in town ; 
or brought home to each individually. ublication, they say, 1s not | When we leave our gamps behind us, 
C. P. must | Now and then the rain comes down, 


enough, and an express warning must be shown. The 

them out in the moiliter manus imposuit fashion. The C. P. | 
cannot go up to a trespasser and threaten to knock him down if he | 
does not go out; and no deadly weapons can be employed. In no | 


Now and then, by dint of struggling, 
Flirts, like fish, get off the hooks, 
Now and then, instead of smuggling, 


(se may he legally clear his house by a charge—he can simply hand | Friends return our precious boeks. 

them out, man after man. - 
| _ The O. P., acting upon this advice, handed them all out, man after | Now and then we reach the station 

man, but still they came. So he took the final step of issuing a | In good time and full of breath, 
_ Proclamation, keeping dark the advice that he had received from the | Disappointments and vexation | 
| G@minent legal authorities above-mentioned. The proclamation | Seem to dog us to our death. 
| “sumed that every necessary power of massacre was vested in him, | I am not ~ - state now | 
and that he should put that power into operation if necessary. But | How it is with other men, 
notwithstanding this, they still came. So the C. P. was obliged to | I can only bow to fate, we es | 
| admit that the proclamation was only a dodge of his—a threat that he | Happy ? Yes—but now and then! 
| dared not carry out. He feels that by adopting this cowardly course | ——— | 
as covered himself with confusion, and deeply compromised the | Foreign Affairs. 


| ble journal t i is attached. He will probably be | . 
| “struck off the ‘list Pn mpd dh ee 2 ” but don't a He is! Wuartthe French may naturally expect from L.N. (Héléne), after 
| indi : as ; . ibiti is—a Ten Years’ War. 
utterly indifferent. Why is he indifferent? Listen. the Exhibition of Paris—a Le | 


| ili ah a lal a lg, ciated naa 
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A HALF-MEASURE. 
Scenz.—Church. Tiae.—Litany. 


Master Tom (who has been promised a penny if he is good during service) :—“I 


say, Ma,—is IT HALF OVER YBT ?”’ 
,, Mamma :-—“Yxs, pEar!”’ 
Master Tom :-—‘‘ THEN GIVE US A HALFPENNY!” 








PARIS PENCILLINGS. 


BoHEMIA-IN-PARIS, 


Daan Srx,—According to your wish that I should keep my eye on 
the British Tourist in Paris, I to state that I have had only too 
many opportunities of studying him. [ am at present copying in the 
Louvre, where he most doth congregate. He comes in swarms and 
settles round ge easel—stands in your light—criticizes your work— 
makes remarks on your attire, &c.—upsets your turpentine and— 
vanishes! You will naturally ask, ‘‘Do these people not see you are 
English, that they so coolly criticize you ? One would think that if they 
‘put this and that together’ they would not pull you to pieces.” No; 

e beauty of it is they don’t ise the elegant and refined Porrs 

in the person of a brigand in a felt hat and Wellington boots! Again, 
you ask, “‘ Why have you adopted this eccentric costume?’ Sir, 
it is for the very reason of not wishing to appear eccentric, or to look 
peculiar, that I Aave adopted it. Living in the society of Parisian 
students it would never do to dress like a rational being. Were I to 
wear my hair a decent length I should be the laughing stock of a 
whole atelier—did they but know I ever combed it, I should be scouted 
from all Beaux Arts society. 

My beard (hem !) I have let grow wherever it will. (Do you laugh 
at our beard ?) An immense Rubenesque sombrero hat is stuck jauntily 
in my mouth, and a clay pipe is thrown carelessly on the side of my 
head. (There is some mistake in the foregoing—please correct.) My 
coat is seedy on the outside, the lining is dying a natural death on the 
inside ; it is torn in several places, for, unlike the old gentleman in 
Mrxais’ picture, my time is not much taken up in “sewing tears.” 
My boots I wear over my trousers. I have adopted a sort of slangy, 
shuffling gait. I carry a large wooden paint-box, and I sing popular 

melodies when walking in the street, which singing consists of a 
chronic “ yodel”’ like a hobbledehoy’s voice in a transition state. 





iY 


——_— _— 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 10. 


Cams a pleasant June day, 
And it strayed into May, 
The pleasance was fragrant with summer ; 
In the heat of the town 
Lo! the trees stoop’d adown 
To welcome the sunny new-comer. 
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1. 
Where hedgerows get fresh verdure from the spring, 
The village children often stray to find it ; 
The bird sweeps by upon a lusty wing, — 
And seldom leaves it very long behind it. 


2. 
Eastward over all the seas, 
Where the Trade winds sweep, 
Sails the ship before the breeze, 
Onward o’er the deep : 
Till she sights the harbour-bar, 
And the town shows fair ; 
‘“‘ Foreign Devils’’ from afar 
So they call us there. 


And he lowly bent him there, 
Where the garden pots were shady, 
Till she gazed on his back hair. 
And he promised to adore her, 
| At the granting of a kiss, 
| While he murmured soft before her 
One small word, and it was this. 


| There was never fairer lady, 


4, 
It stands afar with fear upon its features, 
More frightened than all other horned creatures. 


Hh 
j ‘ 


I AE " 


Lath 


ANSWER To Acrostic No. 8. 


Vi Vow WwW 
A Alkali I 
UV Union N 
B Ban N 
A Anne E 
N Niebuhr R 
Sotutions oF Acrostic No. 8, Recogivep May 8th.—None 


correct. 





Attired thus, I wend my way towards the Louvre. On arriving, 
the first thing to do is to look about for a good easel and carpet that 
have been carefully put away by somebody else. If you can’t find one, 
lay hands on stool, easel, and carpet of some poor wretch who has 
gone to déjeuner, and bear them off bodily to your place. When, on his 
return, he finds the whole paraphernalia disappeared, he can't accuse 
you, as in all probability he procured them in the same manner. Oae 
plan is to paint your initials in large and conspicuous characters on 
both easel and stool, but as nearly all the students practise this, some 
difficulty might arise as to who wasthe lawfulowner. I will just give 
you an idea of a quiet morning's work. 

Supposing I have just begun in charcoal. Enter to me English 
family—pa, ma, two daughters, and one son. The pa is clerical, 
chokery, pompous, portly, and portwiney. The ma, sharp, strict, Sun- 
day-schoolish, and souptickety. The 





aughters, pink, proper, booky, | 


and bread-and-buttery. The son, fourteen, fat and freckly, with a | 


tall hat and short jacket. All crowd round. Pa clears his throat, 
and commences a long jobation on painting in general, from the early 
ages down to the present time. All listen attentively except puffy son, 
who is staring hard at a stout lady with a fish's tail in one of RuseNs’ 
pictures. He is reprimanded for not paying attention, and pa con- 
tinues. He informs them that this person (meaning me, Sir) is copy- 
ing a Titian (it being a Rembrandt), “a painter that was much thought 
of in his time,” though he (pa) must confess that his (Titian’s) colour 
always struck him on being. “earthy.” Eldest daughter asks why the 
“person” is “doing it”’ all in black (I have just commenced in char- 
coal). Is informed by pa that this is the great fault of the French 
school. They were “ too gritty.” Youngest daughter gushingly de- 
clares that seeing pictures always made her die to be an artist. is re- 
proved by ma, who says that having had lessons at school, that was 
all ‘any young lady could desire.” 
No. 2; “I only 


; “ But, then,” argues daughter | 
d heads and landscapes, and easy things like | 
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0, t00. Puffy son asks why artists ‘dress so jolly rum ?” 


students and their ways of living. 

«Taking this young man as an example,” he observes, “I have no 
doubt but that he is of the lowest extraction. Perchance a mere 
| t from the South of France. He comes to Paris—he is thrown 
| into a whirlpoel of gaiety and pleasure—he grows careless, and 

moustachios, and by degrees sinks lower and lower until he can 
_ scarcely scrape a few sous together by exercising his profession.”’ 

At this juncture I draw from my pocket a small publication. On un- 
folding it I display in large letters on the title-page, FUN, and with a 
sweet smile that is all my own, I fix my cold grey eye on the quartette 
around me, and sing softly, ‘‘ Paddle your owncanoe.” The effect is 
miraculous. They fly! and I am left—not alone though, for a newly- 
married couple have taken their place; they are being dragged about 
by a guide. The gentleman gapes the whole time, and the lady, being 
an amateur artist, is severe in her remarks. I am no sooner released 
from them than a party of Cook’s excursionists come up; and so on 
throughout the whole day. 

I overheard a conversation in the Bonaparte room the other day. 
Brown and JonEs were gazing with reverence at the cocked hat, &c., 

| of the late emperor. Says Smiru (half speaking to Brown and half 
to himself), “‘l’o think that that hat has been worn on the head of the 
great Nap!’ “Then,” says Brown, interrupting his friend’s reverie, 
“Then I suppose that accounts for the Nap being worn off the great 
hat, eh!” Feeling unwell, I left. Yours, 


Patnt Potrs, 








"TWAS EVER THUS. 


I NEVER reared a young gazelle 
(Because, you see, I never tried) ; 


No doubt the creature would have died. 
My rich and aged uncle Joun 

Has known me long and loves me well, 
But still persists in living on— 

I would he were a young gazelle ! 


I never loved a tree or flow'r; 
But, if I Aad, I beg to say, 
The blight, the wind, the sun or show’r, 
Would soon have withered it away. 
I’ve dearly loved my uncle Joun, 
From childhood till the present hour 
And yet he will go living on— 
I would he were a tree or flow’r! 


A Notification. 


“A Frienpiy Lead will shortly be given to Jem Witxrnson, who is 
at present in trouble, but expects to get his ticket daily. 


It is hoped | 


all who knew him in brighter days will lend himahelping hand. For | 


tickets, and further particulars, apply to the landlord of the Weather- 


| 

| 

But, had it known and loved me well, 
cock Tavern, Printing-house-square.”’ 


:Rhyme and Reason. 


A CORRESPONDENT, who has so far mistaken his vocation as te send 
us cn copy of verses, says, “I have a cousin (thrice removed) who keeps 
# shop in Lambeth, which must be my apology for all false quantities.” 


Home Affairs. 
on next Bill for a Miz1—One for the Misrepresentation of the 


tt ttt tt 


Married ladies will continue to superintend the private business of 
the House, 





: Mis-reported. 
Tris stated, in the accounts of the recent Royal Academy dinner, 
a — Chancellor of the Exchequer observed, “ I look upon this room 
. “te Mecca of Society.” What he really said was, “I look upon 
banquet as Me-dina.” 


Y A Modiste Note. 
ma, OUNG ladies, as a rule, look so killing in pork-pie’ hats that they 
y be said to be armed cap-a-pie. 


ae Musical. 
HE last novelty in the Ethiopian melody line is “‘ Black Hide Susan.” 


tS ee ameewrneenncieaemeeeeenemsnennemnmenenmameammmcamncmsiiaaiitte 
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—eoooO qa 
" thet.” “And quite enough too, Hennretra!” is ma’s reply. I thought 


: : Another 
Jong harangue from pa on artists in general, and French ones in par- 
ticular, together with a novel and highly entertaining description of 


A MILL-ODY. 


SwEer maid, with regal brow— 
And golden hair— 
Eyes that the skies with their own blue endow, 
Oh, fair—so fair! 
Permit thy poet thus to pen a verse on 
Thee—whom the Legislature styles a“ person.” 


Delight of this fond heart, 
Oh, beauty rare ! 
Worshipped by artfulness as well as Art, 
Oh, fair—so fair! 
M. P.’s. as well as painters, anxious be, 
Upon their canvases to set down thee! 


Speak, empress of my breast, 
And tell, oh, tell 
Wilt thou accept the love I have confest 
Too well—too well ? 
Dost thou sufficiently upon me doat 
To wed me—and to sacrifice thy vote ? 


A New Dodge. 


Tue example set by the art-critic of the Daily Telegraph who re- 
fused the other day to tell the public anything about the Society of 
British Artists because he considered there was nota picture worth 
looking at, is being conscientiously followed. The following paragraph 
appears in the Little Times, a penny sheet supposed to contain scraps 
of news :— 

*¢ La France of to-day furnishes us with a programme of the movements of the 
Sovereigns. It is too long for our short columns, though no doubt to many of our 
readers it would be wonderfully interesting.” 

Thank you for nothing, most worthy sub-editor of the Little 
Times. After this we ought not to be surprised at seeing something 
to the following effect in a newspaper :—*“ Yesterday the Judge Ordi- 
nary was employed in trying one of the most extraordinary divorce 
cases that has ever come before him, but as it will no doubt be too ex- 
citing for our readers we will say no more about it.” 


Tue Marcu or Intettectr.—A Field-day with the “Inns of 
Court.” 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope. } 

F. W., Bristol.—We don’t see the point of the communication. 

R. T., Liverpool.— Was done some weeks ago in Fun. 

SoAPsUDS.— Won't wash. : . 

T. J., Wood-green.—But we don’t think the public would grin too. 

“No. 1, RounpD THE CoRNER.’’—We suppose the joke is there too, for 
we can’t see it. ; ; 

E. C., Ipswich—In this instance, despite the old saying, E. C. does not 
do it. 
R. N., Denbigh-street.—We don’t see your drift. 

A ConsTANT READER.—You will find a similar joke in an early volume 
of Fun. 

R., Dock Office, Liverpool.—Done in Fun ages ago. 

J. H. C.—We shall see. 3 

C. L.—The paragraph was sent us by another correspondent—without 
any copy attached. 

TEASER.—Not quite, this time. 

A ScotcH Babes. Sor tenet aia lil 

New-cross:—Thanks for the suggestion, but it 1 : 

A Crip Birer.—Unfortunately we don’t see the Bucks Herald, and so 
were not aware of your article. es 

Country Cousin will find what he requires in our numbers every week. 

J. H., Hastings.—Our letter was not attended to. 

M. 8S. P., Montrose.—Too late. . 

ComeT.—Thanks. We did not detect the erratic appearance. 

CERBERN will find his rejection in our numbers. 4s 

Declined with thanks—W. P., Wimbledon; Sigma; H. H., Notting- 
hill; Rodolph; W.O., Liverpool; W. S., anaes 5 E. L., Salisbury- 
street; Scotchman; U. Q.,; Adelphi; J. H. Some ublin; W. P. T., Wal- 
lingford; H.R. R., Edinburgh; C. G. A.; H. Ww. S.; F. W. H., Bel- 
grave-road; T.M., Dublin; “A man wot suffered ;’’ R. L. P., Darling- 
ton; Machinist; L. B. E.. City; E. H. R.; H.8.J.; A. B., Manchester ; 
E. W. L.; J. W; A Reformer; A. H., Newbury lgrave-road ; 





; H. Be 

.D.; H. C., Erith; R.M.0O.; E.E. G., Putney; A. L. B.; A Devotee; 
we i Islington ; R. W., Manchester; Contra; P. G., Junior; X; 
W. T., Bayswater; D. 1., Bridgewater; J. F. ; R. F.B., South Belgravia ; 
H. T. M., Waterloo; S. F., Bristol ; “* Veretas; J. P., Camberwell ; R. 
H., Glasgow; R. B. B., Westminster; J- W.58., Dublin; Tig; W. W., 
Stafford; J. P., junor, Whitehaven; A. Z.; Daphne. 
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London: Prnted by JUDD & GLASS, Phani Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Dootors’ 





GREENWICH PARK. 


By A Rem-zr. 


Lanp of the whitebait and the punch, I know thee well! Oft from 
thy green slopes have I gazed upon the Thames, the Father of 

aters, flowing seaward with his freight of penny steamers and other 
craft. Before me lay the Isle of Dogs, from Barking to the Bight of 
Limehouse. The Isle of Dogs, intersected with kennels—I mean 
canals! Land of the water-rush (Jmpetus aguatieus) and the quag- 
mire, well do I know thee! The pleasant land of Greenwich is 
divided into two districts—the highlands and the lowlands. In the 
former the traveller finds that the whitebait (A/bum beatum) forms 
the staple of food. With this the inhabitants consume a species of 
fire-water, the general effects of which may be described briefly as a 
headache next morning. Feasts are continually going on at large 
caravanserai overlooking the river. They would seem to form a sort 
of religious ceremony, the guests sitting down and feeding with great. 
solemnity, under the superintendence of grave functionaries, attired in 
the costume of the sacerdotal order. As is the custom with savage 
nations, the ceremony, as a rule, winds up in a wild manner. 

In the lowlands the whitebait is replaced by a small crustacean, the 
s'rimp (Zodsterus parvulus). This is eaten in large quantities with a 
beverage formed by the decoction of leaves from a native plant, the 
Tardus communis, or common sloe. When pre , this drink is en- 
titled “‘ tee,”’ and is consumed with avidity by the natives. Inscrip- 
tions are frequently met with on the shutters of the houses, and have 
been translated by eminent scholars. They appear to be offers of 
hospitality to the passer-by—offers ranging from the munificence of 
“tea and s'rimps may be had here,” to the comparative parsimony of 
“parties supplied with hot water.” The presiding genius of the tea 


| and s'rimp house is in most cases an elderly female. These females are 


seldom beautiful, and their honesty, as is frequently to be observed 
among savages, is not above icion. 

A green and undulati forms the background of the scene 
I have been depicting. In its centre stands a building called 
the Observatory, and described by the natives as the central spot of the 
world, or ‘‘ Latitude Nothing.” is belief in an omphalus of the globe 
would seem to indicate descent from the Greeks. 

On the pleasant sward (Herba viridis) of this region the youth of the 
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country delight in disporting. There is a hill crowned by one tree 


(Arbor sola). Down the sides of this eminence the young people run, 
hand-in-hand. The pastime is rough, and not without danger, as 1s 
the case with many of the amusements of savages. At one time an 
annual gathering took place here, entitled the Fair, at which the 
wildest orgies were the order of the day. It has, however, fallen into 
desuetude of late years, owing, possibly, to the spread of missionaries 
and civilization. ce = 

Another relic of the past, now consigned to oblivion, is the Pen- 
sioner (Sa! vetus) who used to frequent the scene. All the old braves, 
who had defended their country on the sea, were sent to live in a large 
building, where they were supplied with wooden legs (and very little 
else), and sent into the park, to inspire patriotic sentiments in the 
bosoms of the boys of the country. They earned a precarious living 
and an occasional screw of tobacco (Nicotiana fumabilis) by lending out 
long tubes through which they alleged the visitor could survey the 
surrounding country, and by telling long and highly-coloured stories 
of their experiences. The tales were known locally as “ bangers, 4 
word probably derived from a native verb signifying “to make 4 


report. 

Land of the brown breaded whitebait and the iced punch, of the 
crisp and to-be-deftly picked s'rimp, and the mild and innocuous tea, 
I am tolerably well acquainted with thee ! 

* * * . . * 

Land of the iced whitebait and brown-breaded punch, of the deftly” 
be-packed tea, mild ’nocuous s'rimp! I have visi—revisited thee, wt 
view t’ revisiting—no, reviving impressions *bout you. I'm on a 
tole’bly good ing trumpets—should say speaking terms, w't 
both of you. Hic! 


Pers(ano)evering. 
Wary was it that Apmrrat Persano declined to qupore himself to 


danger at the battle of Lissa? Because he preferred keeping “ Jf" 
sana in corpore Per-sano,”” 
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SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


Nicuoias In Business ror Himsetr. 
Tue Oxientat Reposrrory, HorseLaypown. 


My Dear Youne Frienp,—To all those which may have inquir 
some of them individuously, and others in the spirit of a tbother a 
concerning of my present /ocus in guo you are now in a position to 
reply that I may be found at the above address, where the chief 
periodicals of the day are on sale, and the Times lent to read. I was 
absent from your cheerful columns last week, it is true; but, my dear 
young Friend, your classic lore will remind you as Rome was not 

uilt in a day, nor yet was the Oriental Repository, which I had to 
take it with some of the old stock, and between ourselves it has got a 
bad name, or they would not let me have it cheap. Your artist, 
however—than whom a more respectable young man for his position 
in life, and I wish I had had something better on the premises at the 
moment than half of a bottle of stout which, I am afraid, as it was a little 
turned with the hot weather—your artist, Sir, will tell you that 
Nichoias, who was once the glass of fashion, the mould of form, and 
the cynicrure of neighbouring eyes, is quietly converted into an honest 
British tradesman, ever ready for to sell you a penny Sunday paper, 
affable tothe widow and the orphan, and not unlikely for to ultimately 
soar into the very loftiest parochial honours. 

You will naturally ask me where I got my capital. I got it, my dear 
young Friend, from the quarter where least expected. At a time when 
my frenzied appeals to you, Sir, for a ten-pound note was treated with 
derision— and, between ourselves, you would never have seen the money 
again if you had been fool enough to lend it !—at that time, Sir, who 
should come forward but my Relative, of whom I have frequently 
spoken in these pages, not always, perhaps, with that warm affection 
which it is his rightful due, but well he knows as I have always really 
loved him. His words were plain and blunt, which I will transcribe 
a few of them; “ If left without any assistance whatever, you will 
pestebly take to Crime; and, although you have treated your best 

tends with scandalous ingratitude, they have no desire to see you in 
a a 8 cell. _You shall have another chance. You are not absolutely 
i ool; and with common care and attention you may pick up a decent 

io in the periodical line. Stick to business; keep yourself sober ; 
e all may yet be well.” Very plainly put, Sir, was it not? and so 
ia 18 tay relative’s jolly good health, 1n a bumper! And yours, Sir! 
hd we will let the bumper pass, whilst we’ll fill another glass, to the 

a etic men of merry, merry England ! 

‘ The Oriental Repository,” Sir, it is a name, or rather an appella- 
on, which I have invented it all out of my own head, on account of 
orselaydown being in the East. 


CHAPTER THE SECOND. 
A Partine Worp witn tue FE. K. A. a. 8. 8. a. F. G. 


pooommna over some of the old stcek, Sir, what should I see but a 
ast Kent Advertiser and Sheerness, Sittingbourne, and Faversham Guar- 
ei which well-known pint have recently been having words 
a Sate To my delight, I find that the East Kent, &c., &c., &c., can 
ins @ see a joke. Give him a conspicious, position, Messrs. Jupp 
ti a? for the Prophet is old enough, and strong enough, and wise 
+8 for to forgive, thanks be! The Sheerness Guardian, if he will 
: at the Oriental Repository, I will say nothing about back num- 

« ut gladly pledge him in the rosy wine. 
visitor SHEERNESS Guarp1an.—After all, it appears that ‘‘ Nicholas’? must have 
inuat Mw Nera: and we beg pardon of ‘tthe eld man honourable,” for having 
imagi that he came amongst us only in spirit, we had better, perhaps, say 
Fron ination, or he may take the :eferrnce to “spirit” as a personal reflection. 
better ] eae reverses, he is evidently somewhat out of spirits. We wish him 
aad in his Derby vaticination. One thing we admire in the ‘‘old man’s” 
East Zeal the sensible course whieh he took in purchasing a current copy of the 
e hts Advertiser, and Sheerness, Sittingbourne, and Faversham Guardian, 
ence to 6 Stay. Had he done this before he complained of the “sherry,” a refer- 
Which Woutas vertising columns would have put him in possession of information 
have obviated his complaint by directing him where to get some good 
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sherry. When thé “old man” visits Sheerness agai im i i 
: 8 * again, let him ignore his ungrateful 
Py 4 _— days, whose reception so annoyed him, and send in his card to the 
that ‘et ¢., we will gladly introduce him to a bottle of “Pale” or “Golden,” 
iheve hin a a character many degrees above “beastly.” Moreover, we will 
Shearnéas of & e Sheerness of the present day is a very different locality to the 
rnegs of fifty years ago, and that a very enjoyable day, especially in summer 


weather, may be spent in strolling along the Sheppy Beach. 
“uy pears to ug that the reason ‘‘a very large caction of our fellow-countrymen 
vould te is heerness as such a “ one horse ’’ sort of a place, as a Yankee 
r . be found in the fact, which we ‘pointed out recently, that no step 
as ever een taken by the inhabitants to bring its real merits before public notice.” 
‘ mh, he de dare say as the Sheerness Guardian is quite right; and 
waite he do not catch me, not at the Prophet’s present period, a- 
ing slong Sheppy Beach, yet Iam glad as he have made things 
pleasant. But, Sir, there is a old cove in the same paper, which he 
actually signs hisself ‘The Writer of the Article on the Luxembourg 
Qu i,” and than whom a more wicious old public journalist never 
tried to ruin 4 humble Prophet. This old cock, Sir, if such he may be 

Hed, ig very angry because I said his literary style was exactly like 
one Which it is, but he do not see the compliment. He imagines as 
I said as he was ungrammatical, whereas what I really said was that 

wrote exactly like your Prophet. J ain’t ungrammatical, am I? 

ust let this wicious old man, however, speak for himself, verdatim et 
literatin. 

“If the contributer to Fux will onl e chari i 

the sente to which be is taken om" eeentie, Ee hat texpedion iets 
rance, and perhaps excuse us for surmising that he writes in the stupid style he has 
adopted because of is incapacity to use any other.’ 
Now, look here; I ain’t a-going for to stand it! If the “Writer of the 
Article on the Luxembourg Question” will only get some charity school- 
boy (standing him a drink) to spell for him the sentence which I have 
just quoted, he will recognise his own ignorance, and perhaps excuse 
me for surmising that when he spells “contributer”’ with a ‘“e”’ 
instead of a ‘‘o,”’ and “‘is’’ incapacity instead of “ his’’ incapacity, he 
writes in the stupid style he has adopted because he don’t know no 
better authorgraphy nor yet no better sintacks. There let him lay. I 
have advertised him gratis, and as he do not seem obliged to me I wil 
not do so again. Never no more, ye E. K. A. a. 8.58. a. F. G. 


CHAPTER THE THIRD. Tue Derpsy or 1867. 


From the spirited delineation, Sir, given by your Artist, the public 
will see as I had not fallen into a Prophetic Trance, but was a-standing 
at my shop door, with all my wits about me, and a leary smile upon 
those lineaments which, although at present confined chiefly to the 
neighbourhood of the Oriental Repository (for fiscal reasons), were 
once familiar to Britannia’s Hope and all the rest of the Aristocracy. 
It was on one of the few warm days with which we have been favoured. 
The Old Man’s heart, Sir, was full. The manly conduct of his Relative 
had touched him a good deal. He had likewise been having a little 
rum-and-water with a sea-captain. At such a moment, Sir, it is not 
unlikely as the prophetic spirit may have stirred me to my inmost 
depths. As usual on such occasions, it took a metrical form. 


Awake, Prophetic Harp! In Sixty-five 

You sent them Gladiateur, who's still alive ; 

In Sixty-six was Nicuoxas a dolt, 

Sending Lord Lyon and the Bribery Colt ? 

Gents, get your money ready, fair and free, 

While the Old Man proclaims One, Two, and Three! 
So, you see, I begin it as cocky as possible—though between ourselves 
I cannot hope to be successful every year. 

First in the line of sight appears Vauban, 

One of the boldest as has ever ran ; 

Yes, just as I have written long ago, 

Look, the “ Rake’s Progress” has resulted so. 

I’ve pledged myself to eat him should he win, 

But didn’t say when feeding would begin ; 

And it would prove, Sir, an unpleasant dinner 

For to devour a real “dead” Derby winner ! 

If D’Estournel his temper keep, no horse 

Can match him on the trying Epsom course. 

Van Amburgh, too, will earn a lasting fame, or 

Not be described as a Lord Lyon-tamer! 

Say, say! is Hermit always in the dark ? 

Or will the Marksman never hit the mark ? 

Will mighty Julius struggle still in vain ¢ 

Nor Plaudit come unto the front again ? 

Perpend these hints ; their hidden meaning scan, 

And, if ye win, send stamps to the Old Man; 

The minimum it will be half-a-crown, 

At the Oriental Repository, Horselaydown! intel 
P.S.—Do not forget, “The Oriental Repository,” Horselaydown. 


All works on Knurr and Spell kept in stock. Soda-water sold. The 
East Kent Advertiser, and Sheerness, Sittingbourne, and Faversham 


one 


| 





Guardian lent to read—charge, seven-and-sixpence every quarter of | 


an hour. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


a sn tT 
=. A — =- Tum manhood of all England here | mf. 
| 


— = _— Is gather’d; for the sport is dear, 
| ' E And ever and anon the cheer, 
Rings gaily on the air: 
The smooth sward runneth fresh and green, j 
| Wis 7 ‘ The charging clamorous crowds between, | 
sii Pate .2 Time it "| we " te : And not another stirring scene, | P 
Rien Toa woe) A s | " With this as oan eomnpad®.’ | 4 
saat 
- i i h HN 
3 a 1 
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ie re : A curious concourse of bards, | | 
A bh tins Ae , Sa aoe All singing in barbarous speech, | | 
by Naa ety, Pes : While the king of the circle awards | | 


ut 
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The prizes to all and to each. | Ie 
2. : | 
‘‘A dirge for her the doubly dead, 
In that she died so young,” 
With wild eyes flush’d, and noble head, 
So the strange poet sung. 
In loveliness she stands confest, 
And, oh! what anguish wrings her breast, 
For on this merry morn of May 
Her hero lover rides away. | 
4. 
MicuakEt Drayton as we're told, 
In heraldic pages old, 
Carried this in splendour bright 
On his scutcheon like a knight. 
A. 
The “ auri sacra fames’’ raade this dear, | 
To guess it bring the dictionary here. | 
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ANswER TO Acrostic No. 9. 


Tabards 
Abbot 
Iser 
Lorelei 
Oak 
Runnymede E 





BORN H 


DPopkins to Cheffonier :-—“ Hutto, Hi! Guy Faux!” 

Chef. :—“ Comment, M'srgvu ?”’ 

P. :—“ Loss m’way—C’nyovu TELL M’ 8SHORST cUT TO ALGI r ” Correct So.vutions or Acrostic No. 9, RECEIVED litH May:— | 
t Pomr f Lazybones; Brick Court; Two Phettid Phoozles; Birkenhead; | 


Chef. :—*‘‘ JE NB VOUS COMPRENDS PAs, M’sizev!”’ Georgie; Ruby ; M. T. Aldershot ; Pighead ; A. D. H. t. 5 reas 
66 ae . . uae 0 00 Bumblepuppy; Deepthought; R. O. T. B.; osé and Mamie; | 
P.. THanky—Goon nt, Guy Faux! Petlein ; Sheernasty ; Nanny’s Pet; T. D: H. | 


(Monat :—Let the British Excursionist beware of French Brandy. Ruby, Dublin, we cannot now ascertain. 


Antem 











—————_—_—_—— - > 


THE ANCHORITE. A For-Lorne State of Affairs. 


Speak, anchorite! Why dost thou thus avoid Hap the Zrip to the Tropics of Lorp Lorne been as widely read as 

wan human converse in this grotto lonely ? it deserves to be, we feel assured that the public would not have s0 
ith life's enjoyments has thy soul been cloyed, readily laughed at the Jamaica Committee and its stories of the atro- 
Or disappointed only ? cities perpetrated in the island. What will our readers say to such 

Why seek this solitude, this frugal fare, a combination of butchery and brewery as is shadowed forth in the 
Remote from human ties, and human features ? following quotation ? 

Oh, self-involved, how is it thou dost dare ‘* My informant has seen little flogging on the estate on which he was engaged. 


To shun thy fellow-creatures ? When they flogged, however, it was laid on pretty tight; the lash, a long flaxen 
thong, being so vigorously applied, that blood was drawn freely. Six hundred and 








Not in this cell, afar from all mankind, forty hogsheads were made on the estate.” | 
Thy fitting residence—thy destined place is! We cannot quite reconcile his lordship’s statement about the small | 
“i Say, if banished from thy selfish mind amount of flogging with the idea of the six hundred and forty hogsheads | 
interest in thy race is! of blood made on the estate. Either the Jamaica planter behaves very 
Replied the anchorite, when thus addressed, badly to his African, or Loxp Loznx treats his English with ignoranc, 
“ All interest ig my race? Alas! poor sinner, that fruitful source of barbarity. 
Once in a race I took great interest 
But didn’t back the winner!” Turf Note. | 
Tue ignorance of the black-leg is proverbial. The fraternity, it 8 | 
Moral Reflection. well known, have mistaken the meaning of the famous spelling-book | 
Berone the day is over how many a youth will discover that one of SEE of Ce hens, * Phar [ee 
the edged tools with which it is not advisable to play for fear of cut Pi A i dil a | 
fingers, is a high-mettled racer. Our Better Halves. | 
: War do ladies prefer to lay wagers in gloves.— Because they like to | 
Wury should fish always be the last course of a dinner ?—Because nave 0 hand im the belting, | 
ee by i re ddv ie Wuy ought an aquatic Palestine be like one of FortnuM AN? 
HoRvs.—** hum tiddy dol/ | | Mason’s hampers ?—Because it ought to have a Lobster-Saladin. 
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A DERBY DITTY. 


I. 


H! up to the Downs hurry nobles and clowns, 
On the world-renowned Feast of St. Epsom ; 
Cart, phaeton, wagon, bus, hansom, and drag on, 
Short, tall, fat, and thin, some out and some in, 
On knifeboard, roof, dicky, and step some ; 
All chaffing and cheering 
ol ae As on they’re careering, 
In various modes, 
And by different roads, 
But all of them Derbywards steering. 






II. 


Of dolls, at a penny, to reckon how many 
You'll meet with would puzzle a Cocker. 





HI 






a) 














ri (Ce Tf I sang in this ballad the acres of salad, 

2 (Both lobster and plain) and the seas of champagne 
em That you'll see, you would think me a mocker. 
A The tumblers and niggers, 





The thimble-pea-riggers, 
The gipsies and tramps, 
The beggars and scamps, 
To sum, would need several figures. 


Z 





\ 


III, 


All the hosts that will go if you faintly would know, 
You had better consult Mr. Dor.ino, 
For barring all sell you may get him to tell you 
His number of cards, which (as cocknified bards 
Would be-rhyme him) is truly “ apporling.”’ 
Since folks from all places 
Are turning their faces 
To Epsom—all bent, 
With common consent, 
Upon having a day at the Races. 






IV. 
But before they have done, when the Derby is run, 
How many will find themselves debtors! 
If their choice is unlucky, no matter how plucky, 
When called on to pay, they’ll be wishing that they 
All the betting had left to their bettors ; 
They’ ll utter their wishes 
With pshaws, and with pishes— 
‘*Oh, would we had not 
So put on the pot— 
Which a very nice kettle of fish is!” 
















May 25, 1867.) EKFUN. _ 111 


? 


eaten is NS aa Foi 


2 


aoe 
i 














* 


ee Dh aay oe a eat reann eae 
oe Se nn . a # 
0 ote fe a et als AEP: “9 tt vee a5 


Se rhe es, Seed Me ee TE ES 


* 


TRS oes 


* >. 


a ~ 


. 
~~ = 


ee 
eS 


: e* 


- — 2 4 -Giee . cee. 
©) © ceraittrnciet Sle Son, nell Memo 
> 2S SS So = 


ad 


ee em ‘ » 
oR ee 


~ 
oa 


: = 
- ek 
el i a 


£ , i 
o-~Ghanege 


o 


- = . ase ; 
ee ee een] 
—_ 
oe. ee 


Tete eonge 
er 





7 
“as 






t= 


shife : ‘ 
~ 2 —~ « 
i er 2. , 
SS a 





=. 






to 


- 






- 
Mig 


Ce 





- 
- 





< Wa 


= 


“- 


- @4On° Baw 


\ 
¢ 
: 





eS 


ae —_— ' FUN. [May 25, 1867, 





——————— ee 
a, 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. ll. 


Tuer manhood of all England here 
Is gather’d; for the sport is dear, 
And ever and anon the cheer, 

Rings gaily on the air: 
The smooth sward runneth fresh and green, 
The charging clamorous crowds between, 
And not another stirring scene, 

With this one can compare. | 











1. 
A curious concourse of bards, 
All singing in barbarous speech, 
While the king of the circle awards 
The prizes to all and to each. 


-~*e 


“A dirge for her the doubly dead, 
In that she died so young,”’ 
With wild eyes flush’d, and noble head, 
So the strange poet sung. 
3. 
In loveliness she stands confest, 
And, oh! what anguish wrings her breast, 
For on this merry morn of May 
Her hero lover rides away. 
4, 
MicuAkEt Drayton as we're told, 
In heraldic pages old, 
Carried this in splendour bright 
On his scutcheon like a knight. 
A. 
The “ auri sacra fames’’ rnade this dear, 
To guess it bring the dictionary here. 


AnsweER TO Acrostic No. 9, 














aaa ee T  Tabards s 
Ae ee ee Ee LES A Abbot T 
POPKINS IN PARIS. I Isr $B 
L_ssLorelei I 
Tvphins to Cheffonier :-—“ Aviro, Hi! Guy Faux !” O Oak K 
Chef. :—“ Comment, M'srev ¢” R Runnymede E 
IP. :-—** Loss m’way—C'nyovu TELL M’ SHORST CU LG comp 2” Correct So.vTions or Acrostic No. 9, RECEIVED l5tm May :— 
a 7 ( , L — ' — To AtciT Pumy { Lazybones; Brick Court; Two Phettia Phoozles; Birkenhead; 
Chif. -— JE NE VOUS COMPRENDS PAS, M’siEv! Georgie; Ruby; M.T. Aldershot; Pighead; A. D. H. T.; Fosco; 
> 666 Is parece _ es OO ae ie Bumblepuppy; Deepthought; R. O. T. B.; Chosé and Mamie; 
P.. PHANKY Goon ni, Guy Favx! Petlein ; Sheernasty ; Nanny’s Pet; T. Db: H. 
_Monat :—Let the British Excursionist beware of French Brandy. Ruby, Dublin, we cannot now ascertain. 
—_ _ aan . Sundial apm ieeeenedaeeimeaieetaaaceeeiemaanccigeimienima acetic eeemeeneeeeee LL aT ees iereleaeee renee sineeiaiereniennee nena ae 
THE ANCHORITE. A For-Lorne State of Affairs. 


hy do Hap the Zrip to the Tropics of Lorp Lorne been as widely read as 

All human converse in this grotto lonely ? it deserves to be, we feel assured that the public would not have s0 
With life’s enjoyments has thy soul been cloyed, readily laughed at the Jamaica Committee and its stories of the atro- 

Or disappointed only ? cities perpetrated in the island. What will our readers say to such 
a combination of butchery and brewery as is shadowed forth in the 
following quotation ? 

‘**My informant has seen little flogging on the estate on which he was engaged, 
When they flogged, however, it was laid on pretty tight; the lash, a long flaxeu 
thong, being so vigorously applied, that blood was drawn freely. Six hundred and 
forty hogsheads were made on the estate.”’ 

We cannot quite reconcile his lordship’s statement about the small 
amount of flogging with the idea of the six hundred and forty hogsheads 
of blood made on the estate. Either the Jamaica planter behaves very 
badly to his African, or Loxp Lorne treats his English with ignorance, 


that fruitful source of barbarity. 


SPEAK, anchorite! Why dost thou thus avoid 


Why seek this solitude, this frugal fare, 

emote from human ties, and human features ? 
Oh, self-involved, how is it thou dost dare 

‘lo shun thy fellow-creatures ? 


Not in this cell, afar from all mankind, 

_ Thy fitting residence—thy destined place is! 

Speak! Say, if banished from thy selfish mind 
All interest in thy race is! 

Replied the anchorite, when thus addressed, 

* All interest ig my race? Alas! poor sinner, 

Once in a race I took great interest 
But didn’t back the winner !”’ Turf Note. 

| Tue ignorance of the black-leg is proverbial. The fraternity, it " 

| Moral Reflection. = soere, bare mistaken the meaning of the famous spelling-bo>, 

Berore the day is over how many a youth will discover that one of | eer re ee veer tare eee pees ee oe 

the edged tools with which it is not advisable to play for fear of cut | 

, fingers, is a high-mettled racer. 





Our Better Halves. 


- a ee 
, have a hand in the betting. 


Wuy should fish always be the last course of a dinner ?—Because 
they are the finnish by nature. 
A Derny Cuorvs.—“ Rum tiddy doll !” 


i 
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Wuy ought an aquatic Palestine be like one of ForTNU™ AND 
, Mason’s hampers ?—Because it ought to have a Lobster-Saladin. 








Wuy do ladies prefer to lay wagers in gloves.— Because they like t0 
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A DERBY DITTY. 


I. 


up to the Downs hurry nobles and clowns, 
On the world-renowned Feast of St. Epsom; 
Cart, phaeton, wagon, bus, hansom, and drag on, 
Short, tall, fat, and thin, some out and some in, 
On knifeboard, roof, dicky, and step some ; 
All chaffing and cheering 
As on they're careering, 

In various modes, 

ae AV j) Oy And by different roads, 
= . oar But all of them Derbywards steering. 
} es , 
ix. Of dolls, at a penny, to reckon how many 

You'll meet with would puzzle a Cocker. 
Tf I sang in this ballad the acres of salad, 
(Both lobster and plain) and the seas of champagne 
That you'll see, you would think me a mocker. 
The tumblers and niggers, 
The thimble-pea-riggers, ’ 
The gipsies and tramps, 
The beggars and scamps, 
To sum, would need several figures. 


III. 


All the hosts that will go if you faintly would know, 
You had better consult Mk. Dor.ino, 
For barring all sell you may get him to tell you 
His number of cards, which (as cocknified bards 
Would be-rhyme him) is truly ‘‘apporling.”’ 
Since tolks from all places 
Are turning their faces 
To Epsom—all bent, 
With common consent, 
Upon having a day at the Races. 


Iy. 
But before they have done, when the Derby is run, 
How many will find themselves debtors! 
If their choice is unlucky, no matter how plucky, 
When called on to pay, they’ll be wishing that they 
All the betting had left to their bettors ; 
They'll utter their wishes 
With pshaws, and with pishes— 
‘©Oh, would we had not 
So put on the pot— 
Which a very nice kettle of fish is!” 








i 
—_———— 
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By THE SAUNTERER IN SOOIETY. 


THE unknown quan- 
tity is exactly the 
thing to exhibit with- 
out exaggeration or 
excess the extraordi- 
n numbers that 
exhilaration, exercise, 
and expectation will 
extravagantly excite 
to an exodus from 
town. The extensive 
exile, or extravasation 
of the life-blood of 
Vy; F London — exclusives, 
as exquisites, and excur- 

| hae Masses sionists — exemplifies 

A a , one of those excep- 
ars 77 . tional and extreme 
y cases when all Eng- 
land expresses its 


» THE FRENCH X POSITION’ 
ecstasy and exhibits 


its expansive and exuberant sympathy with an excusable fo - 
ness of external differences, which, when examined, will exhibit ex- 
ellencies we should not be led to expect, and which is an exponent of 
a national feeling extending from the most exalted to those of the 
meanest extraction—I mean without further excursiveness (for the 
eccentricity of which “ exemplary reader may expostulate with me 
most justly)—the love of sport. If the weather is but firie, one of the 
largest gatherings may be expected on the Downs, for the race is quite 
an open one, an weeny will be anxious te see it. I don’t fancy 
any of my readers will suspect me of an intimate knowledge of horse- 
flesh and racing, but as a saunterer in all societies, I may mention the 
impression I gather from my wanderings—namely, that the race is the 


se eee, 
lieth’ 
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“WILD GOOSE” 
Vide Advertisements in the Daily Papers. 
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exclusive property of D’Estournel, if that amiable animal will but 
consent to keep its tones = ee ” desire to eat, or otherwise 
destroy its joekey,—just for five minu 
I oa etalon "e a this connection ”’ , to wit—that T have re- 
ceived a racy set of “rules and conditions” from Tipperary. The 
Tipperary race-course is clearly not to be looked on as the ordinary 
“ course of events,” and the regulations in force upon it would puzzle 
any one but an Irish sportsman. Here are a few of the posers :— ; 
“* Any person yefasing to allow his horse to be sold after winning a Selling Rac 
will forfeit the race, same to go to the fund.” 
I suppose whether the horse, or the race, or the person goes to the 
fund is from the Hibernian point of view all“ the same ’’—only dif 
ferent. Then one is told :— 
‘‘N.B.—Any person raising an objection to lodge £5 with the Stewards, same to 
be forfeited should the objections prove groundless.” 
If a person did not raise an objection but could not raise the money, 
what then? It seems from the wording of the sentence that t 1 
gamniow objection would be all the forfeit the stewards could exact. 
ut the best is to come :— 


‘« Any horse not standing in the stable of a subscriber of $1 to the race fan 
the night previous to, or during the race, the owner of same will have to P 


2 sovs. before his horse will be allowed to start.” 
This is simply extortion! Fancy having to pay £2 for Ye. 
mission to start your horse for a race, dusing which he must, accord 
ing to the rules, stand in q stable! The rules state that no “ com 
federancy” is allowed ;—it’s a pity they did mot obtain the servic ; 
of some literary confederate before they ventured on these tricks ° 
composition. ae 
Ir is high time the Gulf Stream were taken out, cleaned, ne 
and put back again. A week ago we were at Midsammer—the Ma 
before at Midwinter, to which we have as suddenly returned. ij 
Kinasiey’s favourite North Easter has come back with neuralgia oe 
rheumatism in its train. I fear our p } of a good fruit you! 
gone. And it is all the Gulf Stream, 1 am told. Has it gone 
aris mantice, or is it a yey current that is diverted, but 2 ; 
amused, e spectacle of a To vernment successfully . 
Reform Bill P oak hope it will behave like a ay, coved tie, 
and come back to us in time for the Derby. 
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NICHOLAS’S DERBY PROPHECY. 
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—* YOU TWO DON’T SEEM TO GET ON WELL 


F YOU CAN ONLY GET HIM ALONG!” 
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MRS. BROWN ON A DOMESTIC DIFFICULTY. 


uted, 


+ ag the sayin’ is; but there’s the thing; as nobody won't do it, 
oy goes awa with a downright story, as they'll es ; lt, 80 


sure that 


ain ; 
very well for the Scotch, as is well known will go without anything, 


as is, of course, a great savin’, for I’m sure Brown give tto-and- 
twenty : 


swell in em pretty loud of a Sunday. But as to Brown, 


them Scotch, as is only what any one must expect as goes among ’em, 


I was a gal, and some the size of life, and ’ave likewise seen a negro 


them countries where the sun don’t never set, but in a high wind and 
sleet a-drivin’ wherever would you be. 

So I says to Mrs. Lanrry, ‘Some one’s been a-crammin’ you up,” 
as put her temper out. So she says, ‘‘ Well, then, it’s printed in the 
papers, as I can show you.’’ So out she bounces and fetches me the 
paper, and there, sure enough, it was wrote, as Brown, the QuzEn’s 


on. I thought I should ’ave dropped. 

“What!” Isays; ‘after all these years for to come to be nick- 
named a gully!” ‘ Yes,” says Mrs. 
im to be seen, and ’is name is Brown, sure enough.”’ 


from foreign parts, and afterwards in the Docks, a-lookin’ to the tea; 


think for to bring it on. 

Mas. Lanrry th 
never go, till juston nine when in comesmy lord. So I says, “‘ Brown, 
things must be cleared up,” I says, “ or else I goes down to Exiza and 


a-talkin’ on it till I’m tired of ’earin’ you.” I says, “ That's right, 


youand yourn, and only fifty-three come November,” though I think 
as my birthday falls in June, as would make me six months older. 

Brown, he was takin’ off ’is boots quite cool, and only stares at me 
ard, and says, “I’m blest if I don’t think as you're a-gettin’ weak in 
your mind, Marrua.” I says, “And enough to make me, when my 
mae can let ’iself down to go about without ’is proper 

n’, 

So he says, “ You are a-gettin’ partikler, and I’m not a-goin’ about 
without em, for I shall ’ave my slippers on in a instant.” I says, 
“ Brown, I ain’t a-illuding to your takin’ off your boots, but,” I says, 
. other things as I’m sure I wouldn’t ’ave believed as you'd ’ave done 
n cold blood, and then fo ’ave your picter took without’em.” 

by this time he'd got ’is slippers and was settin’ down by the 
to a8 we In general ’asa bit on ofa evenin’ whenever the days begins 
draw out, and he says, “ Now, Mrs. Brown, what ’ave I been 
a-doin’ on as ig displeasin’ of you?” I says, “ Read that there paper 
oe your own conscience.” 
whe ell, he takes and reads the paper as I’d give ’im, and says, “ Well, 
tofthatp’ I says, ‘“‘ What of what? Do you mean as you're a 
gully, and that when you’re out of my sight as you goes about with- 
Q your under-garments in the broad daylight, and as to its bein 
lier an ICTORIA as orders it I’ll never believe it if you was to 
are ra” “T only wish as I was that ’ere Brown, I should glory in 
He Tthought drop I must. I says, ‘‘ Brown, you don’t mean it? 
rays, “I do—why he’s been a faithful servant to Queen WicToRIA 
on'twenty years.” ‘Well, then,” I says, ‘‘ why ever don’t she 
W him them clothes as is only common decent, and not let ’im go 
that object ; but I’m glad as it ain’t you, for really when I heard 
as there was aBrown a-goin’ about like that, I thought p’raps as 


there was some new regulations, as they’re always a-makin’, like the 


po say, and will say it agin, as them newspapers did ought to be 
I a a-puttin’ in them things agin anybody as can be proved 
false words any day to them as will take the trouble for to look into 


over and 
over agin, for the dog as can fetch can carry, as the sayin’ is; but I’m 
Mrs. LanTry to come in and tell me such a thing; as I says 
to’er, your own senses, a8 she ain’t got much on, might ’ave show’d 
ou as that was foolishness, for to believe as Brown was one as would 
go to do such a thing, as is out of all reason for to expect any man as 
in’t born to it to go about them places without their trousers, as is 


shillin's for ’is very last pair, as is things as is worth the 
money, for as to them sixteen shillin’ rubbish, why they ain’t worth 
the trouble of makin’ up, though them young CorNnweLis comes the 

they're 
a thing as he prides ’isself on, and as to going about wi oat ’ wt an 
’is time of life, he’d as soon take to knickerbockers; and though proud 
for to serve QUEEN VICTORIA as any one would be, I’m sure she’s too 
much the lady for to ask it, though, in course, would look over it in 


for I’ve ’eerd say as over there they ain’t got no more on than them 
as you sees at snuff-shop doors, as well as I remembers a many when 


standin’ as ’is only clothin’ was leaves, as may be all very well in 


favorite gully, ’ad been drawed a ’olding of ’er pony without no trousers | 
| wiolent. I says to a old feller aa I fell agin, ‘‘ You must be a nice 


‘TRY, ‘‘there’s the picter on 

Well, I was of that twitter, bless you, that I couldn’t ’ardly set 
quiet, through a-knowin’ as Brown was once in the Custom House, as 
is under Government, one time, where he ’ad to open luggage as come 
and now as he’s a inspector over somethink as he never will explain, 
a-sayin’ as I shouldn’t understand it if he did; and then for to ’ave 
such things wrote on ’im in the papers, as he must ’ave done some- 


e left me the paper and I thought as the time would 


stops.” He says, quite cool, “I wish as you would, for you’ve been 


turn on me now when I’ve seen my best days, and worked ’ard for 


FUN. en 





———_ 


policeman’s ‘ats and the soldiers’ coats, and I thought as you'd ge 
rheumatics as would stick to you till your dyin’ day, = well i Baia 
a party myself as was bedridden all through a-settin’ with ’is feet in 
warm water and a thorough draught under the door, as proves that 
nobody didn t ought to ’ave their limbs exposed.” 

I didn’t say no more ’cos me and Mrs. Lanrry’ad agreed as we'd 
go and see that picter as Brown were in, and go we did the werry next 
day arter. It ain’t often as I goes to them West End places, as is too 
full of lords and ladies for me, as pushes and drives you about for all 
the world like common people, and when we got to where that picter 
was showed, it was crowded and the ’eat regular bilin’ of you. 

I can’t say as I cares much about picters myself, as I’d rather look 
at en the quiet, though there was some as was lovely painted in their 
silks and satins and welwets, and there was them Israelites in Egypt as 
I’ve often ’eard about, with that there Faner a-makin’ slaves on ‘em, 
and lashin’ on ’em frightful, as well deserved what he got in the end 
‘isself, but law the scrougin’ and jammin’ were that dreadful as I says 
to Mrs. Lanrry, “ Stand it I can’t.”’ 

“Oh,” she says, ‘ you must see the picter, as is in the other room.”’ 
I says, “I'll foller,” and plunges arter ’er among them people as 
pushed me about, and as to my fect, they seemed for to keep on 
a-kickin’ at’em for the purpose, as I do believe they did, or ’owever 
could they ’ave ketched me on a corn every time like that. At last I 
was a-gettin’ that wild as I made a wiolent struggle to get through a 
poorway,, and if a young puppy didn’t say, “Make way for the 

ant.” 


el 
was a-goin’ to say somethink, when I ’eard a-somethink give 
way, and there was a young lady afore me in a musling gownd as I'd 
got my foot on unawares, and if she didn’t walk on and leave best ’arf 
on it on the ground. She says, “ It’s really too bad to let such people 
in, as ain’t fit for ’uman society.” I says, “ Pray, Miss, are you 
illudin’ to me ?”’ 
She didn’t make no answer, but turned away ’er ’ead scornful ; and 


jest then I come slap over some parties as was a-settin’ on a form, as 


werry nigh knocked the breath out of my body, a-pushin’ me off 


coward for to ketch a lone woman in the chest like that with your 
double fist.” ‘‘ Why,” he says, “if you'd fell on me you'd ’ave 
crushed me.” 

Jest then, Mrs. Lanrtry says, “Do come on,” and jerks at me for to 
get up to the picter where Brown was; but of all the wile deceptions 
as ever you see, it was that picter, no more like QuzezEN WicTor1A than 
it’s like me, as I’m sure you won’t ketch a gettin’ on ’orse-back just 
for to read a letter. Though it did look werry solemn, that picter, all 
in mournin’, with the ’orse painted black, and the dogs all to match. 

But as to its bein’ Brown's likeness, it’s a swindle. I says to Mrs. 
Lantry, “I'll never believe a word them papers says no more.” And 
there ain’t no doubt but that there party never didn’t ought to ’ave 
been took in that undress; and I’m sure it’s a downright insult, that’s 
what it is, to say as that’s Brown, as I can prove easy, by ‘is photy- 
graph, as I’ve got at ’ome, took at Rosherville. 

So on I walks, and glad I was to move on; and see such a lot of 
them picters as quite confused me, and I seemed rooted like to the spot ; 
and a party says, “ P’r’aps you'll let others see, if you can’t admire 
nothink yourself.” I says, “I ain't no objections, I’m sure, for,” I 
says, “all I wants is to get out of the place, as is a deal too crowded 
for me.” And if they was the loveliest picters as ever were drawed, 
I’m sure nobody couldn’t see’em proper; and what with the ’eat and 
the dust, I was pretty nigh stifled; and when we got ‘ome, and told 
Brown where I'd been, he busts out a-larfin’, and says, “ Well, if 
there wasn’t no fools in the world the rogues would starve ; but,’’ he 
says, “you ain’t sich a reg’lar old flat as to ‘ave believed as I was 
painted along with Quezn WicToria.”’ ay : 

“‘ Well,” I says, ‘somebody must ’old ’er ‘orse’s ead while she’s 
a-gettin’ on, and why not you as well as anybody ? as I’m sure QUEEN 
Wicror1a wouldn’t ’ave nobody about ’er but a ‘ighly respectable 
man; and as to ’is dress, why, of course, when she's in Scotland she 
does as the Scotlanders does ; and if it’s their ways not to wear none, 
QueEN WictortA is a deal too much the lady for to illude to sich @ 
subject; but,” I says, “why ever they shove all them lovely picters into 
that stifly ’ole I can’t think.” So Brown, he says, “ Cos it’s a job ; 
and they gets the place rent-free, and makes a werry good thing out 
on it, as they calls encouragin’ hart.’ : 7 

«“ Ah,” I says, “it’s like their hurtful ways ; but, I says, ‘‘ not one 
on ’em should paint me, for the figger as they ve been | and made 
Queen Wictoria is a downright defamement as I wouldn t allow if I 
was’er; but then we all knows as she’s that kind as she’ll allow any- 
think, and that’s ’ow it is as she gets imposed upon no doubt, bless 


’er ’art.”’ 








A Racy Remedy. 
Epsom salts are generally recommended, but, on the Derby-day, the 
best Epsom fizzic is champagne. 
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DOING HIS BEST. 


Mamma :—“ Cuar.re, I WAS VERY MUCH SHOCKED TO HEAR YOU SINGING ‘Pop Gors THE WEASEL’ IN CHURCH.” 


Charlie :— Wait, Mamma, I sAW EVERYBODY WAS SINGING—AND IT WAS THE ONLY TUNE I KNEW.” 


a 


OUR BIOGRAPHICAL DICTIONARY. 
By Most or our Eminent AUTHORS. 
DERBY NUMBER. 

Guiynxpwr, Owary. By Cuarzes Kyicut. This distinguished out- 
sider was born in Merionethshire, in the year 1,000 to 5—or, rather, 
about the year 1349. The historic muse delights in the recital of his 
wild exploits amid the craigs and deep ravines of Wales. She sees him 
raise the banner of the Dragon and the Star, the fiery cognisance of 

| Uther—the Dragon is now at 4 to 1 fora place. She listens with 
| rapture to the SuakgspPEriAN strain that speaks of 


** Noble MorTIMER 
| Leading the men of Herefordshire to fight 


Against the irregular and wild GLenpoweER.’”’ 

His being “ irregular and wild,” is much against him on a crowded 
course like that at Epsom. How beautifully Suaxesrearg tells the 
story :— 

** When on the gentle Severn’s sedgy bank 
i He did confound the best of an hour 

In changing hardiment with great GLENDOWER; 

Three times they breathed, and three times did they drink, 
| Upon agreement, of sweet Severn’s flood.’’ 

We shall want to drink more than three times on this eventful day, 
my friends! The horse, however, is sure to run upon the square, 

| which is a comfort; for what says gentle SHakesPEaRE ?— 


** Cousin, of many men 
I do not bear these crossings.” 


The bard also makes Owen defy any one to 
“* Hold me pace in deep experiment.” 

And with that noble SHakesPeRian instinct which was indeed pro- 
phetic, he causes GLznpowek to exclaim, in obvious allusion to betting 
at the post, 

“ By this, our book is drawn ; we will but seal (query ‘scale’ 1), 
And then—to horse tely!” 

Heemwir. By tHe Suave or Zimmermann (CommunicaTen). This 

is not a day to talk of solitude, when every instinct of humanity bids 











us go forth and join the joyous crowd. Of no solitary and recluse 
Hermit will we speak this day, but of that Hermit only, Peter, who 
drew together even a mightier multitude than that which is now 
hurrying to the course on Epsom Downs. He was born in the middle 


of the 11th century, was Hermit. Perhaps no horse has vacillated — 


more conspicuously in the betting. On one single day, for instance, 
he could scarcely keep the same position five minutes together. At 


— 






one time 12 to 1 was laid, then 1,000 to 100 was taken; but this | 


investment, instead of improving his case, was followed up by the 


laying of 11 to 1, and finally one speculator offered to lay 100 to 9 | 


five times. There was the same diversity of price in the place betting, 
5 to 2 being accepted and 7 to 2 afterwards laid, the concluding 
transactions settling down to 3 to 1 taken and offered. 

Juuivs. By true Emperor or THE Frencu. I can see no reason to 
doubt that Cesar, had the conditions of his time, moral, intellectual, 
social, approached more closely than they did to those of our own, 
would have viewed with interest and have encouraged with liberality 


contests such as that which now engrosses, on a wild heath in the — 


comté of Surrey, the attention of civilized humanity—the attention, 
above all, of the two allied nations that are foremost in the civilizing 
march. (Memorandum to private Secretary. Let something be put on 
Julius for a place). Yes: the progress makes itself felt. The 
Gladiator of the days of Commopus—is he not a barbarian, bleeding 
to death amid the dust of the arena? The Gladiateur of an epoch 
civilized by the fecund Napoxxontc idea, behold him in the beautiful 
racer who moves, with long elastic strides, over the green turf! 
(Memorandum to private Secretary. Ascertain Count F. pg LAGRANGE & 
real opinion of Julius). At the latest period to which my personal 
investigations have extended, Julius was several times supported at 
20 to 1, but to no great amount of money. 

Van AmpurcH. By Franx Buckuanp. This extraordinary fellow, 
you know, used to go about with his head in a lion’s mouth, or some- 
thing of that sort. That was his style. Odd, wasn’t it? Fairly 
entitles him, at any rate, to a place amongst the Curiosities of Natural 
History, only the present writer is much more agreeably employed 


GEER 


—_—— 
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SAME FIELD WITH THIS LITTLE ’oss.”’—(And very likely, too !) 


-_-_—_— 














just now. I see Van Amburgh has moved up in the betting, 50 to 1 still 
offered against him, though—P.S. He came with a rush to the 
| position of third favourite after his defeat of Wroughton at the Bath 
meeting on ‘Tuesday. 
Vaupan. By Cononen Cugsney. This illustrious anim—engineer, 
2 mean, was born in the Derby month, May, near Saulieu in 
Ss mnny, in the year 1633 to 1. In the course of his long career, 
: superintended the repairs of 300 old fortresses and executed 33 new 
hes; he conducted 53 sieges, many of them under the eye of the 
tite he was present at 140 vigorous actions. His most dis- 
f +a ed victory was gained at Newmarket, where he nobly won 
e aoe Thousand Guineas. He had no constant or unvarying system 
like thi 7s places—but who can think about fortifications at a time 
me is? It would be an insult to the intelligence of my military 
ers to do more than lay before them the latest quotations that have 


a me ; they are, 2 to 1 against Vauban, or 6 to 4 upon him for a 





Momus’s Derby Prophecy. 


| Say, who shall win the famous match ? 
The horse that cometh to the scratch 
And proves himself the saving clause, 
Securing all the world’s applause. 
The palm or whatsoe’er they term it 
He'll carry off, so I’ll affirm it, 
For what he aims at he'll bring down, 
And prove a conqueror of renown ; 
Of others’ hopes he’ll prove the knell, 
And cross their every wish as well. 
There is my tip!—Remember that 
Fortuna fortes adjuvat! 





| 

| 

| 

| i. A Query. 

| describe MO ENT writes to ask whether he would be justified in 
§ 4 small horse chestaut as a cob nut. We should think nut. 
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| A REMINISCENCE OF LAST SEASON. 


Sportsman in the foreground :—“ Au, SHOWY LOOKING—THEY ARE! But, BLESS YE, WHEN ONCE WE'RE OFF THEY WON'T BE IN THB 
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DERBY DOUBTS. 


How shall we go? by the rollicking road, 
Or rough it by rail with its hurry skurry, 
Shall we add to the weight of an omnibus load, 
Or ramble across the fields of Surrey ? 
Is it better to dodge stones, filth and flour, 
And empty bottles for soda-water, 
Or suffer the wearisome heat an hour, 
And spin past acres of bricks and mortar ? 


When we get there, shall we have to cadge, 

For a glass of “ fizz’’ and a tumbled luncheon ? 
Shall we fight for a feminine ribbon or badge, 

Or fall by the blow of a peeler’s truncheon ? 
Shall we traverse a mystical maze of traps, 

In search of fun or a friendly fellow ? 
If we take the odds on the “‘ ruse’’ perhaps, 

We shall stand to lose by the “ black and yellow.” 


What shall we see? a runaway dog, 
And men and monkeys that make grimaces, 
Some youngsters going the orthodox hog, 
And, of course, ‘‘ an upturned sea of faces.” 
There may be a fountain of iced champagne, 
For those who are ready to order a dozen, 
There'll be many who lose and some who gain, 
And ten to one there’ll be some to cozen. 


When we return shall we like the fun, 
Or come disconsolate home to dinner, 

Tell tales of the deeds we might have done, 
And how we were told the certain winner ? 
Shall we think of the best way out of the mess, 

Or brood on the sweet instead of the leaven ? 
I wonder if we shall have cause to bless 
Or curse the Derby of Sixty-seven ! 
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ARITHMETICAL. 
Mr. Staighlace ( propounding a problem in simple proportion) : 


A Scandal on Civilization. 

Tue Dvuxe or ARGYLL is the author of a work on “ The Reign of 
Law,’’ which is at present in its fourth edition. Whether his Grace 
has distributed the first three editions among his clansmen we are 
unable to say, but it is a fact that since the first publication of this 
work, in the pages of Good Words, three Circuit Courts of Justiciary 
have been held at Inverary (the noble author's ancestral seat) for the 
trial of criminals, but—terrible blacksliding, and disregard of ‘the 
good old rule the simple plan’’—there was not a single criminal to 
try! Philanthropists and other weak-minded and sentimental indivi- 
duals may rejoice at such an occurrence, but not so newspaper editors, 
who in the interest of their readers are very naturally indignant that 
they should be ruthlessly deprived of a source of so much interesting 
and entertaining reading as is afforded by the authentic records of the 
criminal courts. We quite concur in the following expression of 
opinion on the part of our contemporary, the Greenock Evening News : 

“Three successive circuits have met at Inverary without trying a single case, or 
having a solitary cause to try! We speak not of the expense of all this to the 
country; we say ‘emphatically it is a scandal on the civilization and intelligence of 
the age in which we now live. 

‘Often circuits have met at Inveraray with all the array of judges, jurors, 
macers, messengers, clerks, clergy to open the Court with prayer, witnesses, part'es 
and panels to try one sorry, petty, contemptible case. From all parts of the High- | 
lands and islands in the dead of winter, as well as in harvest time, these jurors have 
been brought by sea and land, sometimes to try no case at all, and sometimes to try 
one case alone! What is this? Is it an injustice? It is at least a moc kery, not | 
of avery solemn kind either, if it be not a very costly crime. 

If another Circuit Court should be held within the dominions of the | 
Dvcxe or ARGYLL without a respectable array of criminals, we shall be 
forced to the adoption of a course which will have the effect of bri ing- 

ing his Grace’s reign of law to a speedy termination. We commend | 
our hint to his notice, and leave him for the present to the tender | 
mercies of his neighbour, the indignant editor of the Greenock Evening 


News. 


‘we 





—‘‘T say, Prnsgenp, 
IF THEY MAKES SICH A TREMENJUS FUSS ABOUT THEM VULGAK FRACTIONS O' TAILORS 
STRIKIN’, | WONDER WHAT'D BE THE CONSERKENSE IF WE MEN wWaAs TO STRIKE !"’ 


THE FAVOURITE. 


‘Twas on a dewy morn in May, 
That I o’erheard an old man say, 
“ The odds upon a horse I'll lay, 
‘The Favourite. 
His vest was thin his coat was tern, 
Why did he then on that May morn, 


So bet upon, with voice forlorn, 
“The Favourite ? 


And then I heard the mighty cheer, 
The line of horses swept anear, 
And still he murmured in mine ear, 
“The Favourite.” 


Next day I saw that seedy man, 
But, lo! the ancient bloke began 
To bloasom,—still his burden ran, 
“The Favourite.” 


A new cravat adorned his throat, 
He wore a most resplendent coat,— 
Since in a little book he wrote 
‘“‘ The Favourite.” 


This is the moral of my song, 

= Though “ dark’uns’”’ and the “field” be strong, 
— Put the pot on (you can’t do wrong) 

eon “The Favourite.” 
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, | THE DERBY DAY: 
| A Sone or ’Srxty-Seven. 


Tue sillery, seltzer, and salads, 
| The beauteous ones betting in gloves, 
The burden of barbarous ballads, 
The lisping of lightest of loves. 
The roar of the road to the races, 
The tremor and toil of the train, 
The flush on the fairest of faees— 
Hurrah! for the Derby again. 


The dainty delights of the dinner, 
That came in the carriage complete, 

The wonderful whirl when the winner, 
Flies in with the fleetest of feet ; 

So strong in his stride he outateps ’ €m ; 
Can pen of poor poet explain, 

The eager excitement of Epsom ? 
Hurrah! for the Derby again. 


. 
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Answers to ‘Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return rejectca MSS. or sketches unless they are accompanied 
by a stamped and dirceted envelope. | 


A CorrESPONDENT signs A. S. S. because “it is most unsuggestive’— 
we should have thought the device suicidal—or at any rate that of an 
ass-assin’. 

W.M.—“The Amateur Chemist” would seem to be the work of an 
amateur farce-writer. You asked for our opinion—and there it is. 

E. L., Gloucester-terrace.—Sorr ry we cannot oblige. 

A. E.—The idea was anticipate 

J. W., Camberwell-road. ~iieek obliged for the advice, but is not avail- 
able unfortunately. 

CapTain E. East OvT-OF-THE-wAy.—Glad to hear from you! 

J. T. M., Birmingham.—Thanks. We will see. 

R. S. , Ev EXTON.—Our correspondence is large, and you must wait your 
turn. 

S. S.—You (like a great many of our correspondents) give us a signature 
that is scarcely legible—or intelligible. We can’t be sure whether you are 
| J. J. or a double S. 

R. C., Montreal.—Thanks for letter, ete. 
| %.f. "T.—We can’t see why the Speaker’s becoming a member of the 
| Upper House makes him like a jackdaw. Though the peers often nod, their 

House is not a jackdawmitory. 

W. M., Tollington-road.—If that joke about the “shins of the people,” 
ete, struck you last Sunday, you should have hit back. It is soold, you 
‘could easily beat it. 

J. M.—‘* The Chemist” is under consideration. 

| a place in our columns, by prescription. 

| PMILOP#GMON. —A letter waits at your club. 

| _ Declined with thanks—I. X. B.; A. W. H., Newman-street; F. H. ; 

| Vivian; F. C. B., Brighton; An Anxious Wife ; 5. W.T.: d. G., Guild- 
hall; F. Wes Covent Garden; M. C. &., Sheerness ; S. R. T. G., Ww eston- 
Super-Mare : Jack; W. Y. B.; ; Pietro, Dublin; F. S.; ;J.M.58 , Glasgow; | 
F. E., Brighton ; C. M.; ; Albion; Sterling ;. J. 'M. D., ’ Birmingham. 
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A LEGEND. 


zg Abbot went to the Baron’s hall, 
And the chapel there he prayed in; 
And he learnt the return of that Baron 


tall 
| Who had been the late crusade in. 


«Qh, tell me, Sir Baron,’”’ the Abbot 
cried, ; 
As he sat him down in a chair there, 
| «Since you have wandered by Jordan’s 
side, 
Now tell me, how did you fare there ?”’ 
| 


And the Baron said (gluttony being his 
vice), 
“Jt isn’t a good place to dine in, 
| But a plenty of spice and tit-bits nice 
| here's the soup of Palestine in.” | 


“Oh! say,” cried the Abbot, “Do you | 
return 
Quite free from all teaching mystic, 
Or did you agree with CoLEnso, or learn 
Any conjuring cabalistic ?”’ 


“T haven’t learnt much,’ the Baron 
replied, 
“But I’ve learnt one thing will tease 
ou!” 
And he said in a sort of a comic aside, 
“T can call up a devil, an’ please you!”’ 


The Abbot looked puzzled—the Abbot 
looked queer— 
But at last determined to risk it, 
So the Baron at once bade the devil 
appear— 
And it did—in the shape of a biscuit. 


The Abbot he didn’t like carraway seeds, 
So speedily homewards was steering, 
And on reaching the convent he told his 
beads, 
But his beads were hard of hearing. 
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Beales to the Rescue. 


Ler the Conservatives and Mr. Lowe be under no apprehensions as 
to the swamping of the Constitution. Let them frankly admit that the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer has not betrayed them. He no doubt has 
been reading the Glasgow Daily Herald, and has gleaned from its 
= ing columns a fact, which fully justifies his throwing open the 
corto the Working Man. Here is the announcement :— 


GLEEPING CUSTOMS.—Different nations have different habits, and, perhaps, the 


In R s differ as notably as anything does. In France there are no feather beds. 
intrned thn inquiring for the servants’ bed-rooms and beds, you are politely 
often n sean are in the habit of lying anywhere. In Eastern nations the bed is 
impress g but a carpet. In Germany, the construction of the beds gives one the 
pera lon that the Germans do not know what it is to lie down. In Britain, and, 
4 den more so in Scotland a few years ago, as a rule, a working man or a servant 
among th hi considered a feather bed one of the grand articles to be provided ; 
works, € higher classes now, feather beds are disappearing fast—no doubt the 
| Wwho at will soon f ollow—pronounced as they are by medical authority to be 
| ing that Glace and that a Good Hair Mattress is the best bed in use. ‘There isa feel- 
"ing them wor is second to no city in the world in guiding the public, and supply- 
| fully invited With this luxury for sleeping upon. Intending purchasers are respect- 
tes to inspect our Stock of Bedding and Iron Bedsteads. Price Lists, 
» &C., On application, etc. 


| The heading « Sleeping Customs,” is sntended, of course, to indicate 


“ quieta non movere 9°? * 7 1 f . . } 
| il : principles of that somnolent party, the Tories, | 
| ie be delighted to hear that their bugbear, the working man, is | 

When we think of them— | 


| ppearing fast, like feather beds. 

a is, the working men, not the feather beds—a fleabite, to 
eu? Of Mr. Disragui’s favourite terms, is the only word to 
| It j Tn’, theoretical admission of millions of them to the franchise. 
| the w. © giving the Dodo a vote. ‘Feather beds are disappearing— 
ae man will soon follow.”’ You can, therefore, admit him 
7 © to the franchise, for as he no longer exists to exercise it, it 

» In the least, mattress—we beg pardon, matter. 


W ‘ Ink-redible! 
of oo? widely advertised a new compound called “ Perry's Essence 
by the dea} 18 portable form of ink, we presume, is rendered essential 
tions and’ of every traveller to write a book about his Perry-grina- 





and foreign ex-Perry-ences. 








MADE DISHES. 


Party consulting carte :— WHAT SHALL WE HAVE NEXT? I say, WIGGLETHORPE, WHAT 


Wigglethorpe (who has been partaking freely of “‘eseargots,” and has only just learnt that they 
are snails) :—‘‘ Ou, I pon’T CARE—AT LEAST, IF IT'S ALL THE SAME TO YOU FELLOWS—A 
SMALL GLASS OF B-B-BRANDY, JUST—JUST TO GIVE ME AN APPETITE.” 


Mora :—Don't try experiments on dishes you are not acquainted with. 


The Derby. 

On Wednesday, the 22nd of May, the fate of thousands (of pounds) 
was Hermit-ically sealed! Had the better-men been wiser men they 
| would have known that the place a Hermit would take must be a cell, 
| and that he was sure to separate himself from the rest of the race. The 
| example he set was contagious, for we observed many a wreck-loose on 
| the Downs afterwards. 


A Handsome Reward. 


WE cull the following suggestive advertisement from a Glasgow 
(query, Glass-go ’) paper :— 
| £ Reward.—Lost.—The Person having taken charge of Silver Lever Watch and 


Chain, No. 8089, * Marshall” on dial, on the night of Saturday, the 27th ult., 
Street, Gorbals, will be handsomely 





| by returning it to Mr. ——, Jeweller, 
| rewarded. 

This is a plain intimation that the owner of the watch was, on the 
night preceding ‘Sawbboth,” in such a state as to justify some 
guardian of the night “taking charge’’ of him as well as the watch. 
| There is something peculiarly canny in saying that the person will be 
« handsomely rewarded ’’—with twenty shillings. 





Very Queries. 
May a ship's “best bower” be regarded as her ’anker-chief ? 
Was Mr. Mecutr the party of whom the poet originally sang — 
‘“‘ He was famed for deeds o’ farms ?” 





A Plain O’dress. 


We should think this advertisement will be speedily answered :— 


WANTED immediately, or at the Term, a Kitchenmaid. Must be a good cook and 
| able towash and dress well.—Apply, 30, Gardens. 


Of course, everybody likes a cook who washes; but, as a rule, 
servants, nowadays, are quite ready enough to dress well without any 


pressing. 
From Covent Ganpen.—An ever-Green, Paddy, dear boys. 
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Wreticome, sweet Spring! 

We will your praises sing, 

Because, as nervous folks like poets know, 

You teach the hawthorns—and east winds—to blow. 
’Tis you— 

We know it—who 

Delight the happy meadows to bedew 

With sparkling show'rs—and make the grass 80 damp, 
Source of rheumatic agonies and cramp. 

You bid the awakened fruit-trees to assume 

Their garb of bloom— 

And yours—at least, so my experience teaches— 
Yours are the silvery frosts that deck the mead 
With rimes—which rural poets seldom need— 

To nip the little nectarines and peaches. 


Say from what distant quarter do you bring 
Your cutting winds, sweet Spring! 

Is it from Catarrh-lonia’s plains, or those 

Of Mocha, where luxuriant Coughy grows, 

Far o'er the ocean ? 

Or do you bring these pangs that make us dance 
From that Neur-Algiers that is held by France, 
Or regiens Caper-docian ? 


ee eee 


Sweet Spring—excuse your poet for declaring 
In simple if not laudatory rhyme, 
That something ails the Horologe of Time— 


Its Springs so want repairing. 


Con Caulk. 


By THE SAUNTERER IN SOOIETY. 


RIGHT was the promise of 
the dawn of the Derby. But 
when day really broke, like a 
great many other bankrupts, 
he let in a good many who 
had been silly enough to trust 
him. A few years since the 
Picturesque Reporter was sigh- 
ing for a wet Derby, as ALEX- 
ANDER wept for new worlds. 
He must have been in his 
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had an entirely new theme, 


well. The attendance was 
naturally a little thinned by 
the weather, and there was no 
great excitement among the 
public about any particular 
horse. The winner, indeed, 
was scarcely looked at, even 
- the very moment when 
1@ was snatching the prize 
from Marksman, for the cry had already risen that the laied uae 
the winner. That pleasant animal, D'Estournel, did not care about 
the race, but seeing such a large concourse of people, thought it 
would be a fine opportunity for devouring one or two, and was with 
difficulty prevented from putting his design into execution. The 
Rake ran well fer a time, but no one can be surprised that he fell off 
after a short spurt, for his accident was very recent. So the race went 
to a comparative outsider, though he had been hich in the betting at 
one time, before he met with a similar accident to that of The Rake. 
Of course, the joy of the bookmakers is great—with which I don’t 
sympathize; but everyone will be glad to hear that Mr. Cuaptin, the 
owner of Hermit, had supported his horse gamely, and won con- 
siderably. If one report I have read be true, the jockey who steered 
Hermit to the post gets a bonus of eight thousand pounds for his two 
minutes and fifty-two seconds, in which time Benson's chronograph 
registers the race as run. If he had been a sensation novelist, he 
could not have made the money more rapidly or easily, ‘The result 
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and on the whole handled it | 


element—or, rather, war of 

the elemenis—this year, for | 
there were both snow and hail. | 
Nearly thirty years ago the | 
snow had to be swept from the | 
course for the great race ; but | 
picturesque reporting was not | 
born then, so for once our friend | 


[June 1, 1867, 
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of the race will give scme of the prophets considerable trouble jp 
slipping out of their false positions. I did not set up for a prophet: 
and all I said was that, frcm what I heard, D’Estournel would win, 





if he could only be got tostart. So my tip is all right—but how about | 


NICHOLAS? 


Tue Literary Fund Dinner came off the other day. Whata pity it | 
is that the reporters are admitted, for the speeches are not likely to do | 


credit to literature. The old principle of “ca’ me, ca’ thee” jg 
rigorously carried out, and every second-rate versifier is “a great 


poet,” every ordinary novelist “a remarkable writer of fiction,” every | 


minor scribbler “(an author”? on such occasions. However, if this 
mutual admiration were the only thing the society did, it might pass. 
The most olijectionable part of it is its ostentation of alms-giving, as if 
it were a board of guardians appointed for the relief of literary paupers, 
The only patronage literature requires is that of the public. It does 
not need a Royal Society for the Diffusion of Shillings. The Civil 
List ought to be the only fund of the sort—a national institution, nota 
congregation of charitable busybodies. To be sure, the Civil List 
Pensions are administered in the most ridiculous and disgraceful way. 
Pensions are given to scribblers without proper inquiry, and when 
they are conferred on those who have fairly won them are doled out 
with a miserly hand. Here’s an instance:—GEORGE CRUICKSHANK, 
who has delighted and taught us all since the beginning of the century, 
is tardily rewarded with—ninety-five pounds a year! The scandal 
has been duly criticised in the Sun in an article which everyone should 
read. 

Wuar is to be the end of “The Hall of Science and Art?”’—I beg 
pardon, ‘‘ The Royal Albert Hall,”’ I should say, though it sounds like 
a transpontine music hall. I suppose it will go to swell the honour 
and glory of the South Kensington Settlement, or Cole-onia. Poor 
Science! Art has never quite recovered the “ assistance ’’ rendered by 
the Boilers, and Horticulture has only just weathered the ‘“ benefit” 
of the Gardens, and now Science is to come in for this killing kindness. 
As Mr. Repcrave fosters Art, and Mr. Coit, with the kind assistance 
of friends, dandles Horticulture, it is not impossible that the promotion 
of Science may be handed over to Proressor Pepper, in which case 
we may at all events expect to be amused at the Royal Albert Hall. 

Uron my word, it is time the House of Commons were reformed, 
socially as well as politically. There were one or two pretty little 
squabbles in the lobby during the earlier debates, but they pale their 
ineffectual fires before the latest disturbance. A couple of members 
fall out in the lobby, and bad language is used by one or both; and 
then they rush into the House, rip up the whole scandal with a happy 
dispatch worthy of Japanese civilization, and finally wind up the 
matter by giving one another the lie in the papers. Teally, Mr. 
Speaker, the lodger and the compound householder will hardly send 
you a more disorderly set of representatives to manage. 

Tue world, and not England alone, will suffer a loss in the death 
of Clarkson SranFieLp, the greatest of marine painters. Had he 
lived and worked in France there would be a cross and ribbon to 
place on his coffin. In England he will carry to his grave nothing 
but the regrets of a whole nation. Knighthoods and Baronetcies are 
for Court Portrait-painters, or the secretaries of those advertising 
shows, known as International Exhibitions. One would like to sce 
a national monument to such a man, only, asa rule, our monuments 
are so bad. StTanrievp's pictures, after all, are his best monument. 
Why not raise a subscription to purchase all that are procurable, and 
add a STANFIELD room to the new National Gallery—when we get it? 
His death makes another vacancy among the R.A.’s—it will be difficult 
to find worthy successors for StanrreLp and Puiu. The Academy 
will hardly succeed in fin !ing them—I'm afraid it won't even try. 

On Thursday last 1 went to the Crystal Palace to see the first fire- 
work display of the season. The night was cold, but otherwise 
favourable for the show, as there was only just wind enough to drive 
away the smoke. I don’t think any pyrotechnic display can beat the 
finalo, when the fountains are illuminated with coloured fires, and a 
bouquet of thousands of rockets forms the background. I believe there 
are to be many firework nights, and I should advise all my readers to 
go and see the spectacle, for it is truly magnificent. 


————— 


Botanical Notes. 

We cannot state asa certainty, but we believe that the mountain 
ash was imported from Vesuvius. 

A correspondent informs us that the chances of a good crop of 
black currants can be best ascertained by learning the time of the high 
tide at London-bridge. 

The easiest way to train fruit trees is to dig them up, and send them 
to the nearest railway station. But if you require full erops from 
them after this, we fear you will have to fall back on your fowls. 





A Morro ror Lorp Grosvenor (Late Proprietor or THE “ Day.”’) 
‘* Perdidi Diem.” 
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A HISTORY OF CIVILIZATION. 


Ou, NoopetywHane, of Niddelywhing, 
Was king of a naughty nation, 
And if you'll listen, I’m going to sing 
The tale of his civilization. 
Both he and his people were black as sloes, 
For the zone they lived in was torrid, 
And their principal clothes were a ring through the nose 
And a patch of red paint on the forehead. 


Their food consisted of fruits and fish— 
Their drink was the limpid rillet ; 

Their cookery knew but a single dish, 
Which was barbecued enemy’s fillet. 

And each man might take to him wives a score— 
He had nothing to do but to catch ’em; 

And whenever he found they were getting a bore 
He could just take his club and despatch ’em. 


They worshipped mere stocks and misshapen blocks— 
But their principal idol was copper, 
And history states that like fighting-cocks 
The priests all lived—which was proper. 
But into the bay there sailed one day 
To the people’s consternation, 
The very first ship that had come that way— 
A herald of civilization. 


’Twas the good ship William and Jane, of Hull, 
And was bound for the far Canaries ; 

But the captain somehow had made a mull 
On account of the wind’s vagaries. 

He stayed a fortnight at Niddelywhing 
And accepted the people’s caressings, 

Then sailed, but vowed to come back and bring 
Them civilization’s blessings. 

He returned to Britain, and there you'll guess 
His discovery he related, 

And at once was elected F.R.G.S., 
And a mighty sensation created. 

But he shipped him trousers and crinolines, 
A piano, a patent dairy, 

Twenty hogsheads of rum, some mustard from KEEN’s, 
And also a missionary. 


And back he suiled to Niddelywhing, 
And reached it late in the autumn, 
And he briefly explained to the chiefs and the king, 
The various blessings he’d brought ‘em. 
And on shore he sent the Reverend gent, 
The dairy, the rum, the piano, 
And there on the coast he set up a post, 
Which stated in Latin that thither he went 
In (to make it plain) of Kine Gzorce’s reign 
The vicesimo something anno. 
Then the sailors made love to the monarch’s wives, 
Who in crinolines soon were adorning, 
And all of the people drank rum for their lives, 
And had headaches every morning. 
They tried the mustard which proved too strong, 
And then their amusements to vary, 
They'd daily discourses some six hours long, 
From that eloquent missionary. 


For amonth they went on with this sort of thing, 
In that distant climate torrid, 
Till Noopgtywuana, of Niddelywhing, 
Felt existence was growing horrid. 
And finding his subjects had also become, 
Quite tired of this ney vagary, 
He seized one day on six puncheons of rum 
And the reverend missionary. 


From what we can gather ’twas his intent 
To empty those purloined puncheons, 

And he clearly meant that reverend gent 
For breakfasts and dinners and luncheons. 

But before they began to cook their man, 
They partook of their rum so freely, 

at the national progress soon began 

To be very unsteady and reely. 

Then the captain landed his gallant crew, 
And slaughtered the whole of the nation : 
‘hich it seems was his view of what you should do 
For the spread of civilization. 
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SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


Tue Orrentat Rerostrory, HorsELaypown (Lrarrep). 
** T will be Correspondent to command, 
And do my spiriting gently.”’—Suakrspeanr. Ariel: Tempest. 
(Dick's Shilling Edition is kept in stock at the Repository.) 





Inorense Success or Nicnotas, Aanp Briuiant Trico PH OF THE 
O_p May! 
N.B.—Mr. Nicnoras is not in the habit of resorting to this method 
of advertisement, but is compelled to do so on the present eecasion by 
a regard for the interests and feelings of his brother directors of the 


{ . . . 
Repository, where periodicals may be ordered a fortnight in advance, 


and the Last Kent Advertiser, and Sheerness, Sittingbourne, and Faversham 
Guardian lent to read. 

My pgEaR youna Frrenn, FeLttow-SportsMAN, AND Brotuer- 
Winner,—The heart of the Old Man is full. Since that happy morn- 
ing when you and me, Sir, talked it over in the back office, with 
nobody present but a large white cat and the fine old artist which have 
drawn my portrait—since we agreed that the tip should be Hermit, 
Marksman, and Vauban, the only gloomy feelings in the Prophet's 
bosom have been two—one that he had not the wealth of Cxrases for 
to back his selection, the other that perhaps we did not make it 
altogether quite so plain to the public as might have been desired. For 
that fault, however,—if fault it were—I decline to hold myself respon- 
sible. It’s your business, my young Friend, for to edit the paper and 
put things in proper order; and if, through not being much of a 
sportive charavcter—nor do I believe as you really know a racer from a 
radish—you mix up the horses’ names which are sent you in accor- 
dance with your own crotchetty whims, or the suggestions of the 
printers, which have been a deal too free of late with the Prophet's 
copy—if you then mislead the fine old artist likewise, after he have 
drawn for you for the last fifty years, and get him to put Hermit 
second when I distinctly wrote, having the memorandum by me, and 
excuse haste of spelling—“ you put the ermit fust, symbolifixing him 
by a old cove rather down upon his luck, and with none too much 
clothes for to wear’’—if thus you act, the blame is not justly due to 
NIcHOLAS. 

Happily, however, for the interests of truth and justice, Jiterary 
scriptures manen? (Latin quotations kept in stock at the Repository, 
and a reference kindly allowed to Cuartes Scurirper, Esq., M.P.), 
and my own poetic words will vindicate me with the public. I was 
fair, I was more than fair, to Vauban, and I take no shame forit. I 
said he was 

*‘ One of the boldest as has ever ran;”’ 
and so he was, a good game horse. I then treated a few others with 
that happy mixture of good-humour and sarcasm which is now known 
throughout an empire on which the sun never sets as NIcHoLastic ; 
and having done so, I bust, so to speak—not ‘as I mean your Prophet 
really flew asunder, with his head flying wildly into the air, like the 
cork of the soda-water bottle as hit Coronet Tay ork in the hi—and 
he keeps it in stock at the Repository—but I bust into this distinct 
and powerful prophecy :— 
“* Say, say, is Hermit always in the dark, 
And will the Marksman never hit the mark ? ”’ 


Tuts BrAcKETING TOGETHER THE ABSOLUTE First AND Seconp!!! 


Whilst I added— 
*¢ Perpend these hints ; their hidden meaning sean, 
And it ye win, send stamps to the Old Man!” 

And generously, Sir—nobly, lavishly—have Mx. Cuaptrn acted up to 
such—if it be, indeed, to that honoured hand that the Prophet is 
indebted for a cheque—for a cheque which, after all, is outside the 
regular way of regular business, and, perhaps, accordingly, it had 
better not be made the subject of acrimoniacal discussion between you 
and mse. It was sext to me, and it was meant for me; that’s rhyme 
and it’s reason, in sense and in season. You have no right to a share, 
and you shan’t have one! You never offered to divide your Editorial 
salary along of the poor Old Man. Very well, then, don’t you expect 
him for to divide his Prophetical commissions along of you. 

As for my Relative, I have no particular cumplaint for to make 
against him just at present. I dare say as he means well, and if he is 
far indeed from being a gentleman and a scholar, most of his friends 
going so far as to say he is a mean old hunks, why we cannot make a 
silk purse out of the ear ofa female swine. He have recently been of 
great service to Nicuoxas, and so you see I stand up for him. 

Me and some other gentlemen are a-turning of the Repository into a 
Company, which I daresay more will be heard of it. : 

NicHoLas. 

P. S.—Do not forget the Oriental Repository (Limited), Horselay- 
down. ‘The Old Man always at home, or may be found at the 
“Grapes,” where the best of sherry wine. Lessons given in Knurr 
and Spell. Portraits of Nicnoxas, froma crown. Rats. 
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| A STRIKING IDEA. 
} 
| Martha Jane :-—“ Now, Jimmy, iF YOU DO THAT AGAIN, I'LL GO AND TELL YER MOTHER.” 
Matilda Ann :-—“No! THAT'S NO GOOD—BSLAP ’IS "EAD, and let ’im tell’is mother !”’ 

isdom. 
| THE SONG’S ECHO. Wisdo 
— that ditty, oh sing it : By a Commonplace PHILOSOPHER. 
= Gg Se Ope wats Say, OO Gag & ene Some thoughts can never bear fruit in action. You cannot, for in- 


The tears you see upon my cheek are not the tears of pain, 


But those of glad emotion, for I cannot—cannot tell | Stance, raise cucumbers in a frame of mind. 


In spite of the assertions of human pride, the operations of science 





; es | 
How I love such simple melodies as those of Cmzinet : | are limited. The electric telegraph, that triumph of science, cannot 

| And now repeat the ballad you sang the other night— communicate ordinary intelligence to a fool. } 

Believe me, I could listen for ever with delight. | Use is indeed second nature. The rattle of a thousand trains fails } 
Oh, be the day far distant this bosom shall refuse to awaken the confirmed rai!way-sleeper. 


To recognise the pathos and the power of Farnie’s muse. | With some minds logic is utterly powerless. The delicate point of 


You ask me why I love them, these artless, touching lays ? an argument will fail to pick a periwinkle out of its shell. 
They bring back hours of infancy—recall my childhood’s days! ee 


ee 


—- remind me of the nonsense they used to sing to me Appointment. 
As I lay, a little baby, on my tender nurse's knee. | Mr. Pope Hennessy, late M.P. for King’s County, has been 
incarnate | offered the Governorship of Labuan and Consul-Generalship of Borneo, 

Hints for Youth. _ with a salary of a thousand guineas. This may be regarded as Hen- 


Beware of beginning your summer games too early. 


An attempt | NEssy-sary result of his devotion to the party. 
at croquet on a damp lawn may end in croaki-ness with a vengeance. | 


| ‘* Blush to find it Fame.”’ 
A Card. _ We cannot understand what Mr. Quin, the Paris correspondent of 
“Tue railway excursion season being about to commence, Messrs. | the Ladoratory,canbe about. He writes—“ Mn. ALDERMAN Rose exhibits 
| TipeRrtor anv Co. beg to call the attention of the public to their new _ colours, but we were, until now, unaware that his house manufactured 
and extensive stock of wooden legs and artificial limbs. N.B.—An | these articles.” Come, surely he ought to blush not to have met with | 
attendant is in waiting on all excursion trains.” | couleur de Rose statements beture this. | 


—————————— 








Art Mem. | Shutting up the Pike. 
We have, to oblige a correspondent who desires to shine as an artist, | We have been requested to state that there is not the slightest 


consulted our dentist, and he is of opinion that for effectiveness there | a = = oe oe or a Save pecninne’.: - 








is nothing like stump-drawing. ae 
} 
Sap Errect or Drixxinc Cuzap CHAMPAGNE AT THE Races.—Why Why is a franc fresh f; i ike grass j ?— Be- 
is Cupid like Blair Athol /— Because he’s a fashionable sigh-er. " cause it’s new cena ao whos mee ’ 
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A SURPRISING SUCCESS. 


TTY. -DnRnhnrny TVW y J OF YOUR 
Bull (to Dero) «+ + YOU. MY LORD! NEVER EXPECTED ANYTHING OUT OF, | | 
TABLE'TO PUL E OSS Vite RELORM STAKES,” AND DIDN'T THINK 7115 HORSE A SOUND | | 
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GENERAL JOHN. 


ITE bravest names for 
fire and flames, 
And all that mor- 

tal durst, 

Were GeneraLtJoun 
and Private 
JAMES, 
f the 
seventy-first. 


a soldier tried, 


dons ; 

Ahaughty stride and 
a withering 
pride 

Were Mason-Ge- 
NERAL JOHN’S. 


A sneer would play 
on his martial 
phiz, 

Superior birth to 
show ; 

“Pish!’’ was a 
favourite word 
of his, 

And he often said 
“TIo! ho!” 






“™ 


Sy, 


Fvuii-Pxivate James described might be 
As a man of a mournful mind; 
No characteristic trait had he 
Of any distinctive kind. 
From the ranks, one day, cried ParvaTE Jars, 
“On! Masor-GeNnERAL JOHN, 
I’ve doubts of our respective names, 
My mournful mind upon. 


“A glimmering thought oceurs to me, 
(It’s source I can’t unearth) 

But I’ve a kind of a notion we 
Were cruelly changed at birth. 


“T’ve a strange idea that each other’s names 
We've each of us here got on. 

Such things have been,” said Private JAMEs. 
“They have!” sneered GENERAL JOHN. 


“My Genera Joun, I swear upon 
My oath I think ‘tis so “i 





* Pish!’’ proudly snecred his GeneRAL Joun, 
And he also said ‘“‘ Ho! ho!” 





“My Generat Joun! my GENERAL JoHN! 
My Genera Joun!”’ quoth he, 

“ This aristocratical sneer upon 
Your face I blush to see! 


“No truly great or generous cove 
Deserving of them names, 

Would sneer at a fixed idea that’s drove 
In the mind of a Pxivate James!” 


Sixty- | 


A chicf of warlike | 


Said GENPRAL Jon, “ Upon veur claims 
No necd your breath to waste : 

If this.isa joke, Fuin-Purivate Jaurs, 
It's a joke of doubtful taste. 


« . ; 

But, being a private of doubtless worth, 
It you feel certain quite 
That we were probal ly changed at birth, 


I'll venture to say you're right.” 


So Grnerat Jonn as Private James 
Fell in, parade upon ; 

| And Privates James, by change of names, 
Was Mason-CGrnxenrar Joun. 


GENERAL JOHN was | 


| 
| 


| 
| 
} 
} 
} 


| 
| 








I too-berlieve ye, my boy! 

We are told by the papers that a woman residing at East Lulworth 
| Some time ago accidentally lost her wedding-ring, but the other day, 
| while peeling a sort of double potato, discovered it in the middle of 

that vegetable. We confess we can hardly swallow the potato in 
question. Some conjuror must have had a finger in that ring ;—at 
any rate, it was no common-tatur that thus restored it. 


From Heralds’ College. 

THE papers are parading the fact that her Majesty has conferred on 
Str Bensamin Guinness the hereditary right to bear supporters in the 
family arms, ‘a distinction,’ so say our contemporaries ; “ limited, 
except in special cases, to peers of the realm.”” We can see nothing 
wonderful in this—sovereigns, of course, take precedence of peers of 
the realm, but sovereigns are inferior in value to guinness :—besides, 
the community have long been the stout sup-porters of the great 
GUINNESSES. 





NWews from the Gal-leys. 

Ir is stated that six female compositors, with blue ribbons in their 
hair, attract much attention in Dvupont's printing cflice, at the Pans 
| Exhibition. We suspect they do less in the way of composing than of 
discomposing the visitors, who, we understand, do all the ‘“‘making up,” 
| though with what success we cannot say. Of course the admirers of 
' these fair “typos” cannot complain if the latter “cast tham off,” for 
that is simply in the way of business. 


SS heen 





They won’t Wash! 


Tue French laundresses have struck! Paris is terribly upset by 
this soap-sudden calamity. ‘The friends of religious liberty even are 
startled by this declaration of the freedom of wash-up; but the 
prisoners in the various jails have heard with delight that the washer- 
women are about to knock off their irons. Their expectations are, 
however, not warranted by the facts of the case, as the rebellious 
laundresses do not display any dangerous tendencies—no leanen’ at all, 


in fact. 


Pish, tush, pooh, bah! 
Tur latest announcement touching the Paris Exhibition is to the 


effect that it is to be visited shortly by the Persian potentate:—in 
short, it has been pooh-poohed so often that now it 1s to be Shah'd as 


well. 





Theatrical. 
-houses to be built upon Shakesperian principles ? 


ht hen * ” 
War ong ‘“‘have their egg-sits and their entrances. 


— Because they ought to 
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AN ANSWER. 


Sabbatarian (to driver of Sunday cab) :—But 1F you pon’T KEEP THE SABBATH, 
MY FRIEND, YOU DON'T KEEP THE LAW—AND THEN WHAT @o YOU KEEP ?”’ 


Cabby :—“‘ A WIFE AND SEVEN LITTLE ’UNS. 





THE FLIGHT OF A ROCKET. 


By A MeprirativE Barp. 


I saw it soar into the vault of night 
Eclipsing all the splendour of the stars, 

A roaring rushing serpentine of light— 
A very comet, ruddier than Mars. 


And then it burst and shed a shower of fire, 
Golden and crimson, purple, green, and blne, 

Which, slow descending, slowly did expire— 
When lo! another radiance upward flew! 


Another rush! Another glittering trail! 
| Another rain of scintillating sparks! 
| And as their evanescent glories fail, 
A third resplendence cleaves the upper dark. 


And thus, I said, upon this busy earth, 

First gleams, then glooms, the fate of noble deeds! 
A death illustrious—an illustrious birth— 

One date for both :—so worth to worth succeeds, 


Alas, the new blots out the older star, 
Too soon the memory of greatness goes— 
But when my meditations reached thus far, 
A rocket stick descended on my nose. 


Nottingham Lamb and Mint-sauce. 


WE are enabled to state that a blue-book will shortly 
be placed in the hands of hon. members, containing 
valuable information, elicited by the Election Com- 
mittees, on the practice of bribery and intimidation at 
elections. It will be enriched with copious ex-planet- 
ory notes by the Man in the Moon. 


Latest from the Laughing-Gas-ometer. 


Wuen “ Our Own Correspondent”’ in his letters to the 
daily journals speaks in terms of disparagement of the 
French Exhibition—and he generally finds some point 
to cavil at—his statements should be received with the 
utmost reserve. It would be idle to expect an impar- 
tial report from a writer whose pen is dipped in Gaul. 








Botanical Note. 


WE believe that the shepherds of Scotland describe 
the dog-rose as a colley-flower. 








FROM OUR STALL. 


Two or three revivals have taken place during the past fortnight. 
The Princess's has dished up Antony and Cleopatra with great care, we | 
are told ; but we have seen Miss Giyn perform in this tragedy so many | 
times that we must excuse ourselves for not having visited Oxford- | 
street to see the play again. Of course, we will take the splendour of | 
the scenery and the talent of the acting for granted. 

We are happy to see Patter versus Clatter before the public again. 
Mr. Cuartes Matnews has lost little (if any) of his old vivacity, and 
seems to dash through the laborious part of Captain Patter at a single 
breath. His delivery of the famous ‘ When a Man Travels ’’—which 
was written for the elder Maturws by James Smiru, by the way—is as 
rapid and as distinct as ever, in spite of the confusing manner in which 
it 1s accompanied by the Olympic orchestra. 

_ Ar the Adelphi, Henry Dunbar has been revived. Nothing shall 
induce us to go and see it. 

Tue inimitable Jonx Parry has given us a new musical sketch. He 
now takes us to the country seat of the R»seleaf couple, and brings 

before us the details of a village merrymaking. The fine pianoforte 
playing of Joun Parry fascinated as great a man rs Fettx MENDELS- 
SOHN ; it fascinates us deeply, and we are not ashamed of confessing our- 
selves a little inferior to that well-known composer in point of musical 
genius. Joun Parry might have been amongst the most brilliant 
poo of the day if he had not been one of its most genial humourists. 

is delicacy of touch is wonderful; THatperc himself scarcely plays 
ornaments with a higher finish. He has the mysteries of the ‘staccato 
at his finger-ends, and contrives in some unfathomable way to perform | 
& pianissimo passage without even putting his foot on the soft pedal. 
His manner of mingling airs has made the fortune of a good many in- | 
different burlesques. In his last entertainment, Mx. Parry gives us 
too little playing ; but his sketches of character are most artistically 
drawn, particularly the portrait of a commonplace conjuror. The | 


° ° 
_ description of a firework display rather disappointed us, although 
cleverly rendered ; it should have been given musically. The glee of 


Mother Hubbard was charming. 

The performance in aid of the fund now being raised for the widow 
and family of poor CHARLES BENNETT, was a success in every Way ; 
and deservedly so, whether on account of the object of the performance, 
or the spirited manner in which the intentions of its promoters were 


| carried out. Independently of the good cause in which the sympathies 


of the audience were enlisted, the performance possessed several features 


_ of special interest, which were almost sufficient in themselves to justify 
the high prices at which the seats were rated. Rumours of a charm- 


ingly operatized version of Bor and Cox, written in Mr. BuRNANDS 


| wildest vein, and set to some of Mr. SuLiivan’s most exquisite music, 
_and which had been performed with the greatest écla¢ in private 
| circles, had reached the public ear, and the public ear began to feel no 
| little curiosity to hear more about it. 
contained many names of gentlemen who are known to fame as dra- 
| matic authors, journalists, and artists, but whose personal appearance 
is, to the general public, a matter of profound mystery, and at the 
| same time, a matter of pleasant interest. 
| Box and Cox—which he calls, “ Cor and Bor'’—is capitally written, 


Beside this, the programme 


Mr. Burnanp’s version of 


and Mr. Suuurvan’s music is charming throughout. The faults of the 
piece, as it stands, are twain. Firstly: Mx. Burnanp should have 
operatized the whole farce, condensing it, at the same time, into the 
smallest compass, consistent with an intelligible reading of the plot. 
Mr. Monrton’s dialogue can only be properly given by MEssRs. 
Bucxstong and Compton, and in the mouths of any other actors it is, to 


| those who have seen Messrs. Buckstong and Compton in the parts 


(and who has not?) a bore. Secondly: Mr. Sutirvan’s music 18, 12 


| many places, of too high a class for the grotesquely absurd plot to 
_ which it is wedded. 


graceful where it is not funny; but the grand and the graceful, ha 


rr rsrsstctsseesseesstpteesceeseeeessetneneessseeseescenenitenesemeeseensmeeeesnesenieesisessemsai ce 


It is very funny, here and there, and grand oF | 
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[Jone 1, 1867, | 
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Correc t SonvTions or Acrostic No. 10, Recrrvep May 2°nd:—Vampyre; Elise 
ie; Tsatlee; Hamish; Emma, No.I.; Jib-jobbey; Three Fools; Cythrawl; 
The Future Mrs. F. L.; M. T., Aldershot; Query; Constance; Dunoon; | 
berside s; Three B. 0.’2s; Owdashus Cuss; J. R.; Lechuza; Garry; Ferragus. ; 

Shorneli ffe—consult TexNyson’s “Grandmother,” and the difficulty will vanish. the poetic fire. 


and Guss 
Ruby : 


. We hear that a trial of fire-engines will take place during the season 
rystal Palace. It is expected that this will 
Jarge company, as, although it may rain in torrents every- 


Pala el se, “‘MexRyWETHER” may confidently be expected at the 


J 
we think, too large a share of the honours to themsclves. The music 
was capitally sung by Alressns. Du Mavnirr, Quintin, and Brent. 
| The Moray Minstrels followed with many (too many) glces and mad- 
~ zigals ; and Mr. SHIRLEY Brooks spoke an address. The Sheep in | 
Wolf's Clothing followed, and the performance concluded with Les | 
Deva Avengles with Messrs. Harotp Power, and Du Mavnrier in the 
two characters. ‘The performance was in every way a complete success, 
and the sum realized by it falls little short of five hundred pounds, 


© grounds of the C 








DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 12. ° 


SacELy, at the council-table meeting, 
Speak the ministers of mighty powers, 
Interchanging many a kindly greetiny, 
STANLEY welcomes to these realms of ours. 
While within are dodges diplomatic, 
Outside there is heard the ceaseless storm, 
BEALES AND Co., the spouters democratic, 
And the people calling for Reform. 











1. 
They started off upon the Derby Day, 
And merrily they trotted on the way, 
Missing a something that they used to pay. 


2. 


The fair enchantress wove her spell, 
And o’er him magic ¢lamour cast ; 
He fought against her toils right well, 

And was rewarded at the last. 


3. 
Ah! hapless country, will the time e’er come, 
When thy sons in thee find a real home ? 
No longer flying from thy fertile breast, 
To seek uncertain fortune in the West. 


4, 


Bravely did he fight for long, 
But the foe was stout and strong ; 
Sad his fate had been, I wis, 
Had he never called for this. 


5. 
From out the water came an awful sound, 
And, lo! the fragments scatter’d all around. 
6. 


He turned a something in his cheek, 
Before he could begin to speak, 

And then a wondrous tale he told, 
Of battles in the days of old. 





Answer To Acro. TIc No. 10. 
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A Misprint Possibly. 


Taz Laboratory announces that it is about to publish an elaborate 

Paper “ On the Higher Homologues of Chinoline.” ‘This is a puzzler. 

last word be a misprint for “crinoline,”’ we can at once see the 
meanin g of “ homologue ”—a log or clog fur the genus homo. 





Turn the oh’s on Him! 





A Sxoorn Borz.—Young Horerrvt’s chin when his bear 
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TO THE EDITOR OF FUN, 


| 66 nec 
| Writ] iii seins : 
| With a tow-row-row-row, etc, the Belgian Volunteers. 

| 

| 


Sir eae y 70 £ — ‘ ‘ 
ome el As a citizen Or London, I fee] positive ly indignant at the 
via y programme sketched out for the entertainment of the Belgian 
volunteers, J trust, SIT, you will not p rmit the occasion to pass with. 


| out calling the attention of the Reception Committee to some of Eng- 


‘ 3. new : 
nite dade aor ee to have escaped their memory. 
g 4 be allowed to quit these shores without having 

secn— 

The Thames Tunnel, 

The British Museum, 

Billingsgate, 

The Statue in Leicester-square, 

St. Pancras Workhouse, 

The house in which Cole, C.B., was born, 

Lhe Banks of the Thames at low water. 


If time admits, he should also travel—say about 300 miles—in one of 


d won't Newcastle-on-Tyne ; 


our third-class carriages. _ ‘These are the things to inspire foreiguers 
with wonder and awe.—Yours, &c., 
Civis Romanvs—Some ! 





Hang it all! 

Durine the late discussion on Capital Punishment, a critic ob- 
served that “ the ancient mode of execution, namely the administering 
of a cup of poison, was more easy and more speedy than our present 
method.” If he had consulted the classic authorities he would have 
found he was in error asto the ancient mode. Socrates, like MuLuzr, 
perished by “the fatal drop.” 


A Cooler. 

Dvrine the late hot weather, a youth waited on the Wenham Lake 
Company, and requested to be accommodated with a place in an ice 
well, The manager, with characteristic promptitude, replied that 
the youth must be a nice swell himself to expect such a thing. 





Fashionable. 


Porxrys was at a party the other evening, where he shone with his 
accustomed lustre. Overhearing his host asking a lady to favour the 
company with a few airs from the Africaine, Porkrins interposed imme- 
diately, objecting that “ You can’t get’airs from the Hafrican, because 
is air is wool!” 


Austeers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accompanied 
by a stamped and directed envelope. | 

Moonstruck.—Why allow yourself to be struck by a‘“‘loon’? You 
don’t hit it exactly, though. 

W. R. S., Brompton.—Your copy could not well be W. R. S. 

G. W. C., Bow, writes ‘‘I enclose you a thought.’’ Is not this an inter- 
ference with the freedom of thought ? We will ask the commissioners for the 
Enclosing of Commons—but no! Thought is uncommon, Stay! we have 
it. What G. W.C. sends is no doubt his Bow ideal. 

Tony, Gloster, is fated not Toby immortalised in our columns. —— 

BLARNEY says, ‘Should you think the enclosed worthy of publication 
you are at liberty to du so.”” Well! we rather think Mus. Brown long 
ago laid down the maxim that “‘ thoughts is free.”’ ; aeaigiee 

| H. R. A., who sends us some lines entitled ‘Lhe Poet's Home,” is evi- 
dently not at home in his subject. ; 

| E. T., Stockwell-park-road.—Already declined with thanks once. 

PiscaToR.— Your drawing is de-fish-ent. 

QvuALIFIED—But not accepted. 

P. L.—“ Out of the frying-pan into the fire’ evidently does not mean into 





R. T. W.—Not worthy of notice. , 
BRAINLESSs, Banbury.—Apparently a case of “time was when the brains 
were out, the man would die’’-rect his attention tocomic writing. _ 
B. H. B.—A fatal accident dves not seem to us a fit subject for a joke. 
J. J. O., Plympton.—Under consideration. 
I. M. Westgate-street, Ipswich. We trust you will find a market for 
| the joke which, as you tell us, you have sent simultaneously to so many 
papers. It appears to usas far-fetched as it is widely disseminated. 
E. R., York.—We are always ready to examine what is submitted to us. 
H. P. W.—Stamps for subscription duly received—thanks, ; 
Declined with thanks—8 Ward, Christ’s Hospital; H. P., Henrietta- 
street; T. Bull; W.M. P., Carlow; E.C., Ipswich ; D. I 4 eens 
| H. Wix; Tig; Billy Barlow, Edinburgh; S. W.E—n,; J. H.C.; J.0.5., 
Islington; H. M., Cloglyordan; M. M., Canning-place ; D. D., Man- 
cheater; A. C. V.; C. H. H, Lee; C. J. P., St. John’s Wood; G. D., 
Nottingham; V. X. E.; S.G.; E. A, Birkenhead ; P. D. A.; G. P.; 
|G. H.; B. D., Kilburn ; F. J., Waltham; A Poll-ish Off-'is- air ; Charles, 
Little in Much; Query; B. L. S., Wood-street ; 





Cotton-ball; W. H. 
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SPECIAL PLEADING. 


” 
Aunt :—“ He's A DEAR LITTLE FELLOW—BLESS HIM! RATHER BACKWARD THOUGH, ANGELINA: EIGHT MONTHS OLD AND NOT A HAIR! 


Angelina :—“* Now, Apotpuvs AND I REGARD THAT QUITE AS AN ADVANTAGE, AuNT. You sEE THERE'S 80 MUCH THE MORE SPACE 
AVAILABLE POR KISSING HIM ON.” 





ae = a nena 





Momus’s Derby Prophecy. Gardening Intelligence. 


Momvs “presents his respekful comps.” te the vast multitude of | Ovr youngest, aged six, has pronounced on the strength of the 
noble and appreciative sportsmen who were acute enough to see that | profuse blossom of our British Queens, that it will be “‘an exstraw- 
by his lines berrily fine fruit season.’’ 

** The palm, or whatsoe'er they term it, 
He'll carry off—so I’Ll affirm it,”’ The Weather. 


he intended to indicate “T'll have Hermit.” He begs to acknowledge Tue chilly weather which has succeeded the midsummer climate of 
the following trifles forwarded to him by the gratitude of winners :— | a week ago, has done much damage. All the chestnuts in our garden 
three landed estates, the next presentation te an archbishopric ; a mine | are quite horse chestnuts in consequence. The cold has not been felt 


in Golconda® ; a cellar of selected wines; six Reform bills; a bill for | go severely in the north, where the hills are clothed with firs all the 
three postage-stamps at three months; twenty-four diamond snuff- | year round. 


boxes; seventy-five shares in various joint-stock companies (limited) ; 
and a perpetual free pass to Mapame Tvssavp’s. 





Cause and Effect. 


| Tue London General Omnibus Company have recently raised their 
Natural History. | fares for certain distances, from 2d. to 3d., or 50 percent. This, we 
Miss Bateman, who has recently married Dr. Crow, is about to | Presume, is in consequence of the reduction made in the Mileage Duty, 
return to England. We commend this fact to the editor of Land and | by Mr. Giapstone’s last Budget. 
Water ; we had no idea that Crows were migratory. | 





| In-Gratz-itude. 
Horrible! | Tue house of Fretp-Marsuat Benepex at Gratz in Styria was 
Wuere are the friends of the negro? What has become of the | entered the other night by thieves, who carried off all his stars and 
Jamaica Committee? Why does not Lory Brovenam interfere? We | decorations. It is not often that rogues display such a love of order. 
are all of a quiver to think of it. Here is somebody positively adver- 2 


tising ‘‘ The Freeman, strongly bound, price —.’’ And they call this | A Rail Patriot. 
the Land of Liberty ! | Tue cost of new railings, etc., for Hyde-park amounts to upwards of 
SO a ee ee _ten thousand pounds. Surely, after that no one will say that Mr. 
Cit upon Him! Wa po g has failed during his recent tenure of office to endear himself 


——— 


A ceuntry friend, who has been on a visit to London, says it ought t his country. 
to be called the “‘ great sooty’’ not the “ great city.” | 


| Astounding Fact. 
® Sent, open at both ends, per book post; but the authorities at St. Martin’s-le- | Txe gentleman who saw the gigantic gooseberry last autumn has 





grand have had the meanness to charge for it at the letter rate of postage. | just written to say he has met with a nutmeg-grater. 


I a ssiestbeepelitprenieierttieemsecanienmeeiemesiieenicniemsiteeeeiesitneineacceiinsenies aeeeenseemensssseesnenenemmmeiatl 
London: Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, 8t. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (tor tue Propriewor) by W. ALDER, at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.— 


June 1, 1867. 
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A TRIP TO PARIS. | 


\ —P* 
Vor 4 





rh 
Smoky Trip to Folkestone. Stormy Passage across Channel. 
In bags and valises In a terrible flu rj | 
. ? W 
With struggles and squeezes— The porters ven tae, ian ey ae 
Tis no easy matter !— Your luggage to trundle To Folkestone, and scramble | 
You stuff all your things. Away on a truck. On board of the boat 
Then off to the railway— Then rush at the wicket The Channel is calmish : 
The cab travels snail-way— To purchase your ticket : But yet you feel qualmish 
The station—a clatter— At last, in you bundle— And vow you'll ne’er ramble 
The bell loudly rings! In time, by good luck! Hereafter afloat. 


‘ 
eee 





Rapid Act of Dinner at Boulogne. Sleeping Journey to Amiens. 


Scarce able to stand, in Fellow travellers snoring, " But you feel you are grubby— 
ere next you land, in And steam-engine roaring, Your chin is quite stubby, 
A pitiful plight, through Completely debar you Your collar’s so dirty, 

The steam-vessel’s roll. From getting a wink. You're feeling aghast ! 
Then you rapidly snatch your ’T wixt sleeping and waking | Sleepers wake—a sensation— 
Brief dinner and catch your You see the day breaking, | You're nearing a station— 
Next train by which right through And wonder “‘ where are you ?” What time—why eight thirty— 

Yes! Paris at last! 


To Paris you'll bowl. You really can’t think! 


— 








PARIS AT LAST. 





VOL. v. M 
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Coton Calk. 


i 
By THE SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. | 


™ OW the Government could be 
: so short-sighted as to oppose 
Mr. Mit’s motion for en- 
franchising women I cannot 
understand. It would have 
added thousands to thenumber 
of their supporters, for women 
are, asa body, Conservative to 
the death. If any one doubts 
it, I gan only say I wish he 
had been at the Crystal Palace 
Flower Show the other day. 
It was very chilly, with a good 
persistent east wind and not a 
glimpse of sunshine, but there 
Pee | SS tthe dearcreatures were, all in 
- 9 ~=white—thethinnest of muslins 
and most cobweb-like of lace 
shawls—and more than that, I observed that they indulged in ices! 
The show was a remarkably good one, the roses in particular were very 
fine, and must have sent a pang to the heart of many a rose-grower, 
who has, as I have done, lost all his best plants. Pelargoniums and 
orchids showed in full force, and the display of geraniums with varie- 
gated leaves, d Ja Mr. Porrox. was charming. Some very delicately- 
coloured kinds were sent by Mzssrs. Carter, and in my opinion, 
deserved more than they won, for the mottling of hues was thoroughly 
artistic. I was so delighted with them that I have since paid a visit 
to their nursery, which is not far from the Palace, and was well re- 
warded by the sight of some magnificent varieties—though rather 
startled on being told by the manager that half-a-dozen pots which 
he placed before me would not be parted with for a couple of hundred 
pounds! IfI could not be the rider of a Derby winner, I should not 
mind being a raiser of variegated geraniums! 

Lorp Dersy is to be congratulated not only on possessing a leader 
in the Commons who can persuade his followers to eat their principles 
with a cheerful countenance, but also on having sufficient courage to 
turn a deaf ear to those of his supporters who wished to glorify the 
Fenian fiasco with a martyr. To have hung Burke would have been 
to give this miserable plot a niche in history ; and history is plentifully 
supplied already with instances of the ill effects of our misgovernment 
in Ireland, and does not require a blood-stamped page to emphasize 
the necessity for a better order of things. ‘The Conservatives have 
brought in a Reform Bill—after that they might surely inaugurate a 
better system of Government in the sister isle! But Loxp Dery 
must remember that “muzzling’”’ is not a conciliatory measure. As 
for Burke, I am half-inclined to think a whipping at the cart’s tail 
might be salutary. 

A caszg in the police reports lately, might commend itself to Mr. 
Mix1's attention. A Mr. Boot gets into an omnibus in a state of 
intoxication, and while there insults an actress who is returning home 
with her sister after the close of her professional duties for the night. 
He is given in charge, and then, instead of making an apology, tries 
to compromise the plaintiff, and to induce her to withdraw from the 
charge. The line of defence Mr. D’Eyncovrr very properly 
condemned, and the “gentleman ”’ was sentenced to fourteen days’ im- 
prisonment. He has appealed to the Homg Secretary, with what re- 
sult has not yet appeared; but as Mr. Watpoxe has retired in favour 
of Mx. Haxpy, there is some hope that the office will not be made 
ridiculous, as it has been of late in the case of similar appeals. If, on 
investigation, the charge is established, I hope the Secretary oF STATE, 
who ought to have a power to punish as well as a power to pardon, 
will add to the sentence, for women who are professionally compelled 
to go about unprotected, to a great extent, ought to be defended 

ruffianism. I know nothing too severe that can be done to 
correct a popular error, much indulged in by “ persons who,’’ as the 
police reports say, “are described as gentlemen ’’—namely, that the 
character of an actress is public property. 

Or the magazines, only two have reached me at this present writing. 
The Cornhill contains an illustration, by Miss Epwaxps, to the new 
story, “‘ The Bramleighs of Bishop's Folly.’’ It is better drawn—and 
very much better engraved—than the pictures to “The Claverings.”’ 
Mn. Warken has a charming picture to “ Beauty and the Beast.” 

The initial is really exquisite—I should like to see it, painted as Mr. 
WaLker could paint it, on the screens of the Old Water Colour 
Society. The literature seems a trifle less ponderous this month. 
London Society ia very much better in the Art department this month. 
The little cut of “ Interrupted’ deserved a place among the illustra- 
tions on toned paper—it is exquisitely graceful, and has a rare touch 
of humour. ‘Toned paper might have been awarded too to poor 
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' 
CHARLES BENNETT'S clever ‘‘ What's in the Papers?’ The literature 


is not startling, but there are some musical “ verses of society” to Mx. 
SeccomBe’s block that are much above the L. S. average. 

Now the hunting season is over, the Nimrods must be in want of 
occupation. I would suggest to them that they should try to run to 
earth the mild-dispositioned individual who advertises to farmers that 
he will guarantee lands against being hunted over—and that his in- 
vention can be used “either with or without danger to the lives of 
sportsmen.”’ ‘The chargesare four guincas and two—I suppose four if 
you kill your sportsman, and two if you don't. I should fancy this 
offer to injure, or possibly kill, people amounted to an offence at law— 
it might be worth the while of some ardent sportsman to try the 


matter. 








DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 13. 


Now we welcome back the season 
Of the finest out-door game, 

And each Englishman has reason 
To do honour to the name. 

Once in stirring rhymes a poet 
Spoke of “ pace or break or spin,” 

For his meaning, if you'd know it, 
You must drive my second in. 





Bs 
A voice is in the branches overhead, 
And yet I thought each bird had gone to bed ; 
And though I look before me and behind, 
No plural for the singular I find. 
2. 

Too short-lived laurels graced his victor’s head, 
A Tribune when the Tribune's days were dead. 
3. 

If trying for seven one number I miss 

Of your Double Acrostic, yet call me not this. 
4, 

It keeps me from the joys I seek, but stealing 

The means to get it out, I go home reeling. 
A. 

An instrument of houschold sort I’ve heard 

Singing soft songs, yet uttering no word. 
6. 

The bore of keeping me when white, 
All eastern monarchs know : 


And unto me by day and night 
The omnibuses go. 


7 


Through ‘‘ Royal London in luxuriant May,”’ 
That’s cribb’d from BuLwer, but we'll let it pass, 
It gracefully meanders on its way, 
Not like a famous fountain, clear as glass. 


ANSWER TO Acrostic No. 11. 
E Eisteddfod D 


P Poe E 
S$ Soldier R 
O Orb B 
M Money e 


Correct Soivtions or Acrostic No. 1], rFcFIVED May 29:—Breakside and | 


Hawish; J. R.; Semi-Lunar; Carver and Gilder; Ruby; Constance; E. 1., 
Penzance. ; 








A Striking Idea. 


A DISCONTENTED farmer, residing near Gaweott, writes to ask us 
what we think of the agricultural labourers refusing to work. We 
— they are very properly upholding the Won’t-dig-nity of 

ubour. 





A Difficult Question. 


Bany (aged five), and Cuarure (aged ten*), have laid their heads 
together and propound the following poser :—Does an “ equi-table 
measure’’ mean “ gee-gee-ometry ?” 





* And just learning his Latin declensions. 
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A CURIOUS HISTORICAL PARALLEL, 


Jack WYSINGTON was the messenger-lad 
Of a mercantile house in the City, 

Five shillings a week for wage he had— 
That he didn’t get more was-a pity ! 

But how he grew rich is an anecdote which 
You shall hear if you list to my.ditty. 


His possessions with ease I could reckon them up, 
But-I’ll name only one thing—and that’s 

A bandy-legged, stumpy-tailed terrier pup, 
Such a regular turk forithe cats, 

That old maids used to-.greet, as he walked in the street, 
His appearance withmumberless “drats.”’ 


But on all things of Jacx’s fella Government tax— 
His food, and his:drink, and his-raiment. 

Oh, the people of Somerset House were not lax, 
But e’en for the puppy to claim meant, 

For they taxed him, poor man, at twelve shillings per ann.— 
Of the which he avoided the payment. 


Butat length one Government sternly designed 
The tax upon dogs:to be-strict with ; 

They avowed that-whoever to pay it declined, 
Heavy penalties:they»would afflict«with. 

Said he, ** To showmy-sense, I’1l purchase no licence— 
That dodge I’mitoo old to be tricked ‘with !’’ 


Next day to the Bank he had money toitake 
For the mercantile house in the City. 

So he-shipped him on board of the ‘‘ Sealy-nosed Snake,” 
Which lay inthe docks of St. Kitty.* 

And him for to mate as the cabin-boy’s mate 
He:prevailedvan the owner’s committee:t 


They wrote him@own as the cabin-boy’s mate 
Inthe good#hip’s papers and books :— 

And furthermere,iI am bound to state, 
That struck,»with the animal’s looks, 

They enteredithe dog in the vessel’s log 
‘Asa deputyéhelp of the cook’s. 


‘Now the captaimewas terribly prone to ruam— 
His habits were'truly a scandal, 

So when a hurricane happened to come 
He his ship was unable to handle— 

And so she was lost, on a coral-reef tost, 
Off the coast of Coromandel. 


And out of the ‘‘Scaly-nosed Snake’s”’ whole crew 
(They numbered in all a score), 

The terrier and Jack were the only two 
That managed to swim to shore :— 

For Jack, I suppose, was not one of those 
For whom there is drowning in store! { 


But when Jacx and the terrier reached the land, 
To the former’s consternation, 

He discovered the natives, a mighty band, 
Drawn up like a deputation, 

With prompt designs (so he judged by their signs) 
To make of him cold collation. 


But he speedily found that his guess was wrong, 
For they showed him the greatest civility, 

And wriggled and writhed as they led him along 
With a superabundant agility 

To explain they would bring him at once to the king 
To the best of their poor ability. 


But when he arrived at his Majesty’s court, 
ere were seated the King and Prime-Minister, 
He found them by no means addicted to sport, 
But to wearing a countenance sinister ; 
For they both kept on keeping incessantly weeping— 
Quite strangers their cheeks to a grinny stir ! 


The Minister greeted our friend with a tear, 
And the King with a groan of ‘‘ Alack !”’ 
But “ Shiver my topsail lee-scuppers, what cheer ? 
k lively, my hearties!” cried Jack ; 
lease your Majesty, don’t get piping your eye!” 
And he lent him a slap on the back ! 





” 
Supposed to be St. Katharine’s Docks. 
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legal term, implying the captain to whom the ship was entrusted. 


telicate allusion to the proverb, ‘‘ Those who are born to be hanged will 
drowned.” 





Thereat the Prime-Minister gravely arose, 
Looking fierce and forbidding as Puocton, 

Then sadly and solemnly blew he his nose, 

_ With a view to conceal his emotion. 

Said he, “If you'd know the causeof our woe, 
I'll endeavour'to give you a notion. 


“And first, let me state, for your fall information, 
When our great-great-great grandsires were brats, 
That from sunrise to sundown the whole of the nation 

Was sorely infested with rats. 
But at last of mus vattns a riddance we gat us— 
And then our affliction was cats! 


*Qne, Wutrtinaton, he was the man who brought 
To our rat-eaten country a kitten. 

When it cleared off our pest, how little we thought 
‘With a new kind of plague we were-smitten ; 

For-about his good hap this imprudent young thap 
To his friends and relations had written : 


** And, lo! theneéforth every merchantman here 
Breught a shipload of cats for a cargo ; 

Till, our cat-ridden nation beginning to fear 
Such importing would rather too far go, 

On ships that would deal-in commodities feline 
His Majesty laid an embargo. 


‘‘ But alas! the precaution was only.a mockery ! 
For the cats now o'er all hold thesway— 

They shatter ourwindows and throw down the crockery, 
And carry our victuals away, 

They kill our canaries, and clear out our dairies— 

‘They keep us awake-with their nightly vagaries— 

And the cold loins of: lamb they purlom from our‘ aireys' — 
In fact there’s the devil to pay!" 


Jack winked his eye with a cheery smile 
And, “ Old fellow,” he chuckled, “ if that’s 

The only cause of your sadness, I'll 
Effect a clean sweep of the cats! 

This bandy-legged terrier will soon make you merrier, 
If he doesn’t ~—I'll eat up your hats ?’’* 


So his bandy-legged, stumpy-tailed terrier-cur, 
Those cats he incited to worry. 

There was spitting and scratching and flying of fur, 
With a great caterwauling and scurry— 

But the end of the fray was—the dog had the day, 
For the cats had decamped in a hurry! 


Then Jack he was loaded with silver and gold, 
Pearls, emeralds, sapphires, and rubies— 

Of the sum of his millions of millions, I’m told, 
Twenty-seven exactly the cube is, 

But he breathed in no ear how he’d won them for fear 
Of the weak imitation of boobies. 


MORAL. 


He returned, it is said, to the City and there 
Took a house, but, afraid of disgraces, 

When he learnt ’twas intended to make him Lord May'r, 
Disappeared from it, leaving no traces ; 

But, by latest advices, retails penny ices, 
And was scen t’other day at the Races. 








The Latest Fashion. 


Ir is difficult to say what limit may be placed to feminine caprice 
and vanity. The fulse ears of iadia rubber, of which we lately heard, 
seemed to go far enough, but they are completely outstripped by a new 
whim which is incidentally mentioned in the Standard’s account of the 
Oaks Day. It seems that the sex which has recently plagiarised a 


great deal of man’s attire—his boating-hat, his yachting-jacket, and 


his stick-up collar—has now made another inroad upon the province cf | 


the male. What says our contemporary ? 

‘‘ Take it all in all, the road, though less crowded than usual, was gay and lively 
and from the south side of Tooting, the dust was sufficiently great to whiten the 
whiskers and add to the powder on feminine cheeks.”’ 

We do not know, after all, whether wearing whiskers is a worse 
offence in a woman than wearing powder. Perhaps the former fashion 
is merely an offshoot of the latter, devised in the hope that the combi- 
nation of powder and whisker might give a miller-tary air to the 


wearer. 


* A safe undertaking, since the inhabitants of Coromandel! do not wear bats, in 
the ordinary acceptation of the term. 
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OVERHEARD AT THE ACADEMY. 


(June 8, 1867, 


SSS 


PEST 
a ee 


tj 


UZzZ—4 
Zi 


Set 


n 


‘at ‘\ 
rn WS 


NAS 
ANY 


he\\ 
} 

h NAAN Aa 
recy Nine 
4 NaN 

AN 


(ee ie 
At. Aah Ae 


NS 
SSS 


(Lt Ati) 
(7272 Au 


et 
Vege 
(LLL Ahaha 


Hh 


7 


ra 
OFT AM hh de hil 


. ¥ . . vr . ’ 
First Art-Critic :-—“ Not A BAD BIT OF COLOUR THAT—GREAT HAIRIAL EFFECT, TOO!’ 


Second ditto :— JOLLIEST THING IN THE EXHIBITION, BY JINGO 


"9 


[An explanation of the above is requested ;—we cannot find Mr, Jinco's name in the catalogue. 


a ss Issa 
—_— - —_ 


THE PRESENT MR. BURKE. 


(BY KIND PERMISSION OF THE LATE Mr. Moore.) 


When he who adores thee has left but the name 
Of his crime and his folly behind, 

Oh, say, cans’t thou think, without feelings of shame, 
On the convict at Portland confined ? 

For, though juries convict and though judges condemn, 
Yet reprieved I was certain to be; 

And the worst of my punishment happens—ahem !— 
To be thus picking oakum for thee! 


With thee were the dreams of my earliest youth, 
Every thought of high treason was thine, 

And the Irish Republican notion, forsooth, 
Seemed something remarkably fine. 

My blood and my life it seemed easy to give ; 
And a martyr ’tis glorious to be; 

But I didn’t quite reckon on having to live, 
And be kept picking oakum for thee! 





Striking "Ile. 


Ir is a mistaken idea that the Falls of Niagara present the grandest 
coup d’@il which America contains. In this respect they are far sur- 
passed by the oil wells of Philadelphia. 


Historical. 
Wuy was Gessier rather hardly treated by the Swiss ?—Because 
they rebelled against him when he only wished to bag a Tew (a 


bagatelle. 
A Parr Sonc.—“ Good-bye, sweetheart, good-bye!” 











A Personal Explanation. 


D’Estournet has the honour to present his affectuous and respectuous 
compliments to the Editor of Fun. 

D’Estournel has reason to believe that his conduct has been 
generally misconstrued, and that he (D’E.) is, at the present moment, 
far from popular. 

D'Estournel, in self-defence, would beg the British public to reflect 
that he is a horse, but that he is not necessarily an instrument of 
gambling. 

D’Estournel has no hesitation in saying that he could have won 
the Derby with the greatest ease; but D'Estournel would thereby 
have lost the opportunity of making a grand moral protest against the 
rascality of the Turf. 

D'Estournel, by delaying the start for about a quarter of an 
hour, did all he could to frustrate the calculations of professional 
gamblers. 

-It has been stated that D'Estournel lost his temper, and displayed 
a disposition to attack the general public. 

D’Estournel begs to give this report the most emphatic con- 
tradiction. 

D'Estournel was in an excellent temper all the morning. He felt 
quite certain that the book-makers would lose, and he was delighted 
: think that the blackguards in question would have a hot time 
of it. 

When D'Estournel (refusing to be made an instrument of gambling) 
took a line of his own, it was his fond ambition and his present hope 
to bite off the ugly nose of a notorious commission-agent. 

D'Estournel failed; but he thought he should have received at 
least the sympathy of the public. 

In future, D'Estournel advises the public not to get near him. 

_ Accept, M. le Rédacteur, the assurance of my profound con- 
sideration. , D’EsTouRNzL. 














¢ 
€ 
\ 
‘. 
‘ 
‘ 





Di 
PAR j 








7 
SS Ges . 


— 





7. _,, 
cis 


U N.—dere 8, 








1867. 








— 


a2 - 
4\ 





AA ia 


za 


BAA 


‘ 


A 


LT 


Ve 
iN 


can) 


J 


« 


— 4 
esr rs 5 
= a 
- 


SURAT 
i Th NN 
MY RH) NY 


gc F FY 
PF 7 Labo 
oe 


oF 
7) 


ATA 


C72 


th 
THAN 

Th) 
2 RRA, 
Th Wr HHINS ht 
ah r i yt | 
PHA 
SHA NP 
“a Pon ANTM My Hh 


= 


¢ . a 
Yo Gh (724d 


i — = 
—— ——— — 
le eee 
—i#!,, lied 


i 
_— 
_= — 


_—— " 
ned 


Se ee a 


—— -- 





i. THE RIVAL CONDUCTORS. 


ood of) the “Old Blue”) to Mrs, Britannia :—‘‘ BETTER GO WITH US, MA’AM :—WE’RE GOING JUST AS 
9) 
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June 8, 1867.] 
————— 
MRS. BROWN AND THE FLOWER WOMAN. 


[says spring is a-gettin’ out beautiful, and the flowers a-blowin’ like 
wild, as I see “em myself a-top of a party’s ’ead, as ’owever they can 
carry that weight puzzles me, as even a easy bonnet will give me that 
'Yeadache as made me give up wearin’ a lovely black beaver and 
' feathers a8 My ee ae es eae it belongin’ to a aunt of | 
| torn ag Were run Over ough it, and never would i oj 
the bonnet got’er run over, but bein’ icine ait it ek 
would cross the road at arush and no ’oldin’ ’er back as I well knows 
| through once a-goin’ out shoppin’ with ’er, and never shall forget the 
| way a9 she pinched my arm and then run into a mask of mud rs they 
Jays on the road side, I do believe a-purpose to ketch parties, as you’re 
" over your shoes in in a instant. , 

But as I was a-sayin’, I did long for some of them flowers for my 
front parlour winder as is rather overlooked through them WELBys 
opposite always a-tryin’ to pry as I never will encourage, and don't 
want for to know, as I told ’em plain that time as their brothers shaved 
my cat's tail and dyed it blue and sent home that figgzer, and Mrs 
We zy a-sayin’ as it was only boys’ fun. So I says, “N ext time as 
they wants to shave any one they might look at home,” for she’s ot ; 
peard like a man, as a razor would be a ’andsome present for. wii 

She took them remarks to ’erself, so I says, ‘If the cap fits, mum 
you'd better wear it.” ‘* Yes,” she says, “so I will, and next time 
that beastly cat of yours comes over ’ere he shan’t forget it nor ore 
ae : rr te come ’ome all smeared over with 
yaller ap ead, and bright gre ithi , 
as 10 doubt was their doin’s a bein’ on, ‘a ie Sa 
a to = over for water when their pipes was froze, as I says 
Gi Fors" Tdlatt think o0 it's scrtiis esl be mech aged i 
" ~~. F a dirtier lot I never knowd. a 
_Well I'd made up my mind to ’ave some flowers, though I ’ardly 
liked for to buy ’em at the door arter the way as that cane ouneal 
me last spring when I ’ad some flowers on ’er one lovely mornin’, as:I 
was a-feelin’ quite gay like, and one of them creeturs as is , lik 
= in petticoats come by with the flowers, as I know’d i well Uy 
a! a os ’andsome ornament for the fire-stove 

summer afore, and certainly did pity ’er through a tellin’ 
— d a ’usband in the Consumption ’Ospital, and two children 

So I asks ’er the price of a lovely flower as 1] i 
nlrtge, snd th ays, Arba tows set capes then ee 

She says, “’Ave you got 
like that ; *% om I nt onethink as'l — —— 
ho she says, “‘ anythink will suit me, for my ’usband he’s a ’ard 
he man, as can turn everythink to use.’”’ I says, ‘“‘ I’m glad as 
8 got well.” She stares, and then says, ‘Oh, yes; he’s better.” 
al says, “’Ow long ’as he been out of the ’ospital?” “Oh,” she 

te tert _ now ; and ’is leg’s quite strong.” 
as he'd we ae. ae 7p en ew it —_ ornennyices 
me, through bein’ a oe 8 ‘8, : s my sister, as is so like 
ane,” Well, you certainly are alike, as two peas wasn’t never 

srammaged about, and found some old umbrellers, as is dreadful 
9 83, and two old ’ats of Brown’s, with a pink muslin and 
Te ee as I’d took of Mrs. Poriin and never ‘ad on my back, 
didn’t © Ra woman what she’d give me for the lot And if she 
of a fella or ob ae shoke me off with that yaller flower and a little bit 
alls’ y, L seem ’ardly to ’ave no life in it. Arter a deal of 
ere sae bargnin’, she give me four lovely plants, as did certainly 
ep ome in my front winder, as I set a little round table there 
oe _ old ’em in saucers, and seemed to make the place look 
feade Brown come in he says, “They'll be all as dead as mutton 
, for? and went out into the gardin, as the man’s been a-diggin’ 
a e oot settin’ some sweet peas and minnynet, as smells 
“Why,” h ast he hollers out, “Mantua.” I says, “What is it” 
door #”? L. Says, ‘“‘where’s my old jacket as ’ung by the washus 
flowers,”” He” “That old thing! I give it to the woman for the 
Why,” e says, “Then you ‘ave been and gone and done it. 
alone a silk says, “I’ve left a lot of papers in the breast pocket, let 
A ankercher in the side one!” I says, “Rubbish. Why, 

He says, ‘‘ I beg your pardon ; 





. Ls wore it this six months.” 
Where’s seer ein’ last night; and,’’ he says, “‘my wide-awake, 
: J says, “They was both only a-’arbourin’ dust, and 

“Well enain » and you don’t want ’em.” 
Tound and s e says, “I don’t now, for it’s come on to rain, so T’ll go 
a-hollerin’ : old Arcugut about the paintin’ ; but,’’ he says, “‘ N ANCY,” 
you put m the servant, as only come the night afore, “ where "ave 
“Do use y new umbreller ?’ She says, “I ain’t seen it.” I says, 
your eyes, for there it is, in the stand agin the back parlour 
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door, where I put it myself this we y «TW ” 
speslepiaplome aL LTT ar” Waly hn” ba 
80 Out 1 goes, for I was a-settin’ in the fr -doin’ a bi 
of nettin » aS Suits my eyes best of a’ ae Bee Toh — = 
anne Sane no umbreller where I'd left it. So it come over me 
aur as that woman with the flowers must ’ave took it, and so she 

I was that wexed as I could ’ave cried, for Brow i 

: é . ’ N c ‘ ren- 
and-sixpence for it three days afore, as werea fo ite ta 
for them alpackers as is a frightful weight when wet and don’t look 
— than a good gingham. . —" 

was in a rage the next mornin’ when I 
flowers, as I found all droopy like, and when pe sata’ con 
if there wasn't a lot of them blossoms only tied on, and one of them 
plants ’adn’t no root, but was only just stuck in the pot. I never was 
more wild than with that woman, and I says to myself I shall drop on 
er some day no doubt, and so I did; for it was about a fortnight arter 
as I up Camblin Town way a-goin’ to drink tea with Liza Hemurna, as 
1s now married comfortable, and jest as I got out of the bus who should 
I see a-settin’ in front of a public ’ouse but my lady, a-’avin’ of some 
es two i" were costermongers, I should say. So I goes up 
says, “‘ You’r i ’ 
and rob ae ae , anen e a neat article, you are,.to come to my ’ouse 

e says, “Rob you lik Y? « Why,’’ “Ii 
——— ear 

She says, “‘Me rob you! Why I never see you afore.” I says 
‘“‘'You’re a base falsehood, as must’ remember me down by South 
Lambeth, where you took the umbreller from the stand while my back 
was turned. 

“Oh,” she says, “I do recollect you now, and a precious lot of 
rubbish you stuck into me for my plants.’’ I says, ‘‘ You may well 
call ’em plants, and shameful ones too, for I never see such a reg’ lar 
plant as you’ve put upon me, with them flowers tied on.” 

Well, them costermonger chaps they got up and walks on the other 
way, while the woman she begun to move along with me wlittle way 
up the street where I was a-goin’, and then turns back. So I says, 
“No, you don’t go ’till you've give me up that umbreller.”” ys, 
“Ta. = “ “ ! give you _ flowers for it.” 

,” I says, “a new alpacker!” She says, “ New!’ Wh 
7 re yourself = next.” sas , 
esides,”” I says, “ there’s a lot of rs in my ’usband’s-coa 
pocket, and a silk lcaiuechee.” _ ° ; 

Well, jest then them chaps give a whistle, and hooked it round the 
corner sharp; and I see as the woman were a-preparin’ for a bolt, 
so I lays ’old on ’er arm, and says, “Itell you as you don’t go afore 
you give me back my umbreller.” She says, “ Why, you old clothes- 
bag, I ain’t got your umbreller; what are you a-talkin’ about?’ and 
she give me a sudden twist, as sent me a-whirlin’ agin @ eens, 
as give way with me, and there I was a-settin’ ’elpless on the step, and 
that woman was round the corner like dust afore the wind, as the 
sayin’ is. It give me sich a shock as I didn’t 'ardly know where I was 
for a’ instant, and a young chap come runnin’ across the road and 
says, “ You'd better step over to the surgery.” I says, “ What for ?’’ 

“Oh,” he says, “you've ’ad a fit.” I says, “ Rubbish. I’ve been 
assaulted by that wile ’ussy, as I’ll be upsides with some day.” 

There was one or two people come by, and one, as were a milk- 
woman, says, ‘‘ Ah, poor old soul, she didn’t ought to be let come out 
alone.” I says, ‘‘ You mind your own business, and don’t be a-spillin’ 
that chalk-and-water all over the place.” 

Didn’t she abuse me, the foul-mouthed creetur; and glad I was for 
to get to ’Liza’s door, and be let in; and what made me downright 
savage was Brown, for when I told ‘im of that milkwoman’s impidence, 
a-sayin’ as I wasn’t fit to be out alone, if he didn’t say as she were 
right. 

So that’s the reason as I don’t like for to buy no flowers at the door, 
as is no doubt some on ’em werry good, but you never can tell; and as 
to givin’ away clothes for ’em, I’m sure it’s wrong, for if Mrs. PoLuin 
didn’t say as she’d ’ave give me three-and-sixpence for that musling, 
but then I shouldn’t never ’ave got the money, so that’s where it is ; 
and I do think as things you buys at the door is a reg’lar do, and no 


mistake. 








A Racy-ossy-nation. 


Said Jockey Jack to Jockey Nep, 

As he his weekly broadsheet read,— 
“The one thing, which to know I want, 1s 
The meaning ot the word /oss frontis.” 
Said Jocxey Nep to Jockey JACK, 
“Why, I can tell you in a crack! 

The hoss as leads, depend upon't, is 

The hanimal they calls hoss frontis !”’ 





Tue SonG or THE Femate Extcrant.—“ Coming through the Rre.” 
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PASSING STRANGE. 


eo Old Gent :—“T’LL TELL You A QUEER THING, MY DEAR, 
AND I WERE BORN ON THE SAME DAY !”’ 


Sweet Innocent :—“ DEaR mg?” 


W. O. G. :—‘* AYE—ANP WE WERE MARRIED ON THE SAME DAY, TOO !”’ 


Sweet Innocent :-—“ Drarn—dear mzg!”’ 








THE WHISPER OF BEAUTY. 


Tue spirited conflict was over— 
The name of the Hermit declared ; 

And some folks were thinking of Dover, 
For of paying their bets they despaired. 


I had stood-in to win on the Rake, 

And had put on the pot for the Palmer; 
But I'd laid against Hermit a stake 

So large, I felt rather a qualmer! 


There rose a deep sigh to my lips, 

As I thought of misfortune’s dark crosses ; 
And I mentally rated the tips 

As a case of mere prophets and losses. 


When from her barouche down there bent a 
Fair dame, and my musings cut shorter— 

‘* Any colour,” she said, ‘‘ save Magenta— 
And I always wear six and a quarter!”’ 








FROM OUR STALL. 


T'u8 new amphitheatre, situated in the unfashionable region of High 
Holborn, is a comfortable, gaily decorated, well ventilated building, 
with an ample circus and a limited stage. The acting company is 
composed of remarkably clever horses and moderately intelligent 
human beings ; in the race for popularity we should certainly back the | 
qguadrupeds to any amount. The other evening one of these noble | 
animals actually witnessed a display of fireworks from beginning to end | 
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A DANGEROUS WRITER, 


YounGc JonaTHAN’s a pet of mine 
For poetry and prose ; 

I think his books are jolly fine 
(As literature goes). 

One Yankee, though, I cannot read ; 
He makes me shudder so. 

He’s very dangerous indeed, 
Is Epcar ALLEN PoE. 


I dearly love the simple style 
Of Invrine at his best, 
And think that HawTHOoRNE is a mile 
In height above the rest. 
I keep upon my shelves the works 
Of Wrenpe._t Homes; but, oh! 
What fearful fascination lurks 
In Evcar ALLEN Poe. 
We learn from Henry WApswortuH L. 
That life is not a dream, 
In lines that read extremely well, 
But “are not what they seem.” 
I’ve studied Henry Wapswortu hard, 
From lots of years ago, 
And found in him a safer bard 
Than Epcar ALLEN PoE. 


He draws you like a rattlesnake, 
Does Mr. E. A. P., 

His tale have kept me wide awake 
Till two o'clock and three. 

Those stories have a deeper charm 
Than any ones I know— 

But, bless you! there’s a heap of harm 
In Epcar ALLEN PoE. 


His narrative about a cat 
Will make your blood run cold ; 
So fearful a romance as that 
Has never yet been told. 
The Pit and Pendulum will send 
A thrill from top to toe. 
Pure horror seems the aim and end 
Of EpGar ALLEN Por. 


I’ve dreamt of Ravens and of Bells— 
Of undiscovered crimes— 

Of haunted glens and ghostly dells, 
At least a dozen times. 

And often on a winter night, 
My courage ran so low 

I dared not sleep without a light— 
Through Epcar ALLEN Por. 


= ree are oe 
SS, : : 5 ¢ 


AO 


fh 


iy 
/ Vi hh 


My wire 





without a single yawn. As an example of patient endurance this feat 
is well worth going to see. The fréres DANrELs, a couple of musical 
clowns, are the most successful bipeds in the establishment. They are 
immensely funny—an excellent thing in clowns—and can perform 
very well on the tambourine and violin. The remainder of the circus- 
entertainment answers its legitimate purpose by making everybody’s 
| head spin round with great velocity to the air of the last movement in 
| AuBER’s Cheval de Bronze overture. On the opening night—and, 
_ luckily for the public, on that night alone—a new farce called Grim 
| Griffin Hotel ; or, The Best Room in the House was played; PRorgssok 
| Perrer and Mr. Joun Oxenrorp were bold enough to put their 
| names to this bit of nonsense. The audience hissed it with enthusiasm, 
| which served it perfectly right. We respect Mr. Oxenrorp’s brain 
| too much to lay the blame of this failure upon him ; but, in the cha- 
| racter of a farce-writer, we shall always take Peprer cum grano salis. 
| People go to a circus to see the sawdust kicked about by fiery steeds ; 
_ they care very little for scientific illustrations. The fine old ballad of 
The Bailif’’s Daughter of Islington was not written to be sung with 
exuberant humour by a comic chambermaid. From the crowded state 
| of the amphitheatre on its opening night, we venture to predict for it 
| &@ remunerative season. : 
|. Weare happy to see that a French company, with Rave. at its 


ES 


_ head, is going to give some performances at the St. James’s Theatre. 


is a real treat for folks who love refined acting, and we hope that 
the speculation will be a success for its promoters. 








A SranprveG Orper.—“ In the House of Lords nothing of importance 
has been done.”’ 
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FUN. 


THE CRUSADER. 


In GUY wasa doughty 


crusader, 

A muscular knight 

Eve ight, 
ver ready to fight, 

A very determined | 

invader, 

And Dicxy pe 
Lion’s delight. 







LENORE was a Saracen 
maiden, 
Brunette, statuesque, 
The reverse of gro- 
tesque, 
Her pa was a bagman 
from Aden, 
Her mother she 
played in bur. 
lesque. 


A coryphée, pretty and 
loyal, 
In amber and red, 
Lhe ballet she led; 


Her mother performed at the Royal, 
LENORE at the Saracen’s Head. 


Of face and of figure majestic, 
She dazzled the cits— 
Ecstaticized pits ;— 
Her troubles were wholly domestic, 
And drove her half out of her wits. 


Her father incessantly lashed her, 
i water and bread 
@ was grudgingly fed ; 
Whenever her father he ienalied her 
Her mother sat down on her head. 


Gvy saw her, and loved her, with reason, 
For beauty so bright 
Sent him mad with delight, 
So he purchased a stall for the season 
And sat in it every night. 





His views were exceedingly proper, 
He wanted to wed,. 
So he called at her shed 
And saw her progenitor whop her— 
Her mother sit down on her head. 


“So pretty,” said he, “ and so trusting ! 
You brute of a dad, 
Y You unprincipled cad, 
our conduct is really disgusting, 
Come, come, now admit it’s too bad! 


“You're a turbaned old Turk, and malignant— 


our daughter LENoRE 
A I intensely adore 
nd T cannot help feeling indignant, 








“To see a fond father employing 
A deuce of a knout 
For to bang her about; 
To a-sensitive lover's annoying,” 
Said the bagman, “ Crusader; get out!” 


Says: Guy, “Shall a warrior ladem 
With a big spiky knob, 
Sit in peace on his cob 
While a beautiful Saracen maiden 
Is whipped by a Saraten snob?’ 


~ 


“To London I'll go from my chasmer!”’ 
Which he did, with his loot 
(Seven hats and a flute) 
And was nabbed for his Sydenham armour 
At Mr. Ben-Samver’s suit. 


Str Guy he was lodged in the Compter, 
Her pa, in a rage, 
Died (don’t know his age}, 
His daughter, she married the prompter, 
Grew bulky and quitted the stage. 


Answers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accompanied 


by a stamped and directed envelope. | 

J. P., Upper Thames-street.—Your pencil wants point, and is conse 
quently not up to the mark. 

PHANTOM.—Your verses have not the ghost of a chance. 

W. G. T., Darlington.—Your Derby drawings have too much of the 
coarse about them. 

A CORRESPONDENT who forwards some ‘‘ raw material for l'un,” is in- 
formed that we cannot find the material for a roar in it. 

AN OXoNIAN, Exeter.—Send us a copy, please. 

W. R. S., Brompton.—You should be more careful. 
send us by post have been cracked. 

NEIGHBODY, who dates from ‘‘ Somewhere in the North” surely in- 
tended to write himself down a Brae-body. 

ApAM.— Your versification is too un-eve-n. 

Quip PRO Qvo.—The letter you send is too long for quid-pro-quotation. 

J. S. B., Winborne, says he sends us some drawings, *‘ if they are of any 
good, my address is etc.’”’ They are not of any good—and now what is his 


address 
BEAU-BELLES.—Condemned, without appeal. 


A. E.—Your parody of Goldsmith’s lines we consider the most unadat- 


terated small beer—it hasnot a “ grain of parodise’’ in it. — 
CrocKERY.—How imprudent of you to jest! You might find yourself 


cracked as well as your joke. 
FLUKR.—We keep a set of our back numbers, so you might have saved 


yourself the trouble of sending us the “ Toomerciful’’ joke again. 

Crexoo.—Why not Mocking Bird? The joke was in Fun some few 
months since. 

QvALIFIED.—But not qualified for Fun. 

“ HAWKEYE”’—If our recollections of Fenimore Cooper serve us, you can 
‘draw a bead.” If our judgment serves us, you can’t draw a picture, — 

Declined with thanks.—A. I°. B., Lisson Grove; P. R. W., Pimlico ; 
Tom B.s; J. R. Clifton; J. ©. S., Islington ; Philop#gmon ; J. B. Black- 
friars-road; W. G. S., Stanley-street; J. D., Newcastle-on-Tyne; J. K., 
Greenock; D. S.; J. K.; K——d;_ E.F.; P. Y., Cambridge; J. D.; A 
Pub, Fulwood; Bitter Beer; Ian; R. H.L., Fenchurch-street ; W.C.H., 
Edinburgh; Phuz Buz; Z. Z. Z.; I. J., Brixton Rise ; J. Be We? 
E. F. B. F.; Frolic; F. F. F., Ernest-street ; R. S.; Veritas, Arbroath ; 
Philanthrop-’oss; Omega; G. F. Liverpool ; Femme; J. E. P., South- 
wark-bridge-road; A. V. C.; E. T., Stockwell Park ; R. C, R; H. S.B; 
Hippia; “ Arminius Arnold;” E. B., Peckham; J. Y., Lamb’s Conduit- 
street; E. M., Newman-strect; A Young Lady. 





All the jokes you 


A fact that I hinted before : 
See 
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SHARP LAD! 


Giles, junior :—‘*‘ Wuicn 0’ THEM ’ossEs MUS’ I HA’ TO DRA’ THEY THERE 


TURMUTS, Fa’ATHER ?”’ 


Giles, senior :—“ Tu’OLD MARE. ALLUS WEAR OUT TH’OLD FUST.” 
Giles, junior :—“ Ou, zacKLy! THEN P’R’APS YOU'LL GO AN’ KETCH UN 


YouRsBsLF !’”’ 








{June 8, 1867, 





FROSTED RHYMES. 
By a Country CATULLvs.] 


Qvots Virett, that pretentious hum, 
“0 fortunati nimium, ' 
Si sua bona norint, 
Agricola ;’ in brief, id est, 
«‘ Rustics are happier than the rest’’— 
Not if I know it, or I’m blest! 
Of truth would there were more in’t 


‘Tis evident he did not know 
What ’tis a favourite early row 
Of young French beans to see, 
And find your spring of labour lost 
(To make no mention of the cost) 
Because, through an untimely frost, 
Your beans will never be. 


What ’tis of early peas in flower 
To hope for an o’erarching bower 
To shade one while one picks, 
And find the plants all lowly laid, 
| And see that nipping airs have made 
| Instead of marrowfat arcade, 
A pis aller of sticks. 


Or else potatoes were your wish :— 
You view your Shaws and utter “ pish!” 

| To note how they are spoiled. 
| Virert ne’er knew—’ tis certain—what 

It is to see your finest lot 
| 
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Of new potatoes gone to pot 
—And know they won't be boiled. 


Come, vegetable Maro, come! 
Correct your lines—for ‘* nimium”’ 

Read “ parum fortunati.” 
Think of the peas our garden owes— 
Think of the beans that bean’t in rows— 
Think (rhyme demands a ¢i for toes) 

Oh, think of our potati! 


Strange! 

An iron church, known as Christ Church, Kensington, 
has lately fallen a prey to our old friend, “‘ the devouring 
element.’”? Well, we should have eee a building 
composed of such a material was really one of those 
irons we might safely have in the fire. 








Utram horum mavis, accipe. 
Tue Raa. 


Dagar Fun,—Such a joke! You know I don’t know much about 
theatricals, but there’s a fellow in our regiment who thinks himself 
awfully well posted in such matters. He has his room lined with 
cartes de visite of stars, and all that sort of thing, and tries to stuff us up 
that he has the entrce of several green-rooms—but that we won’t quite 
take in. Well, Dz Boots is always raving about Miss Kate Terry, 
and learns all the eulogistic criticisms about her by heart. These he 
repeats second-hand to us, for, to tell the truth, we never read theatrical 
notices, we always go by what our friend says. The other night Dz 
Boots gave three of us a swell dinner at the Club, and promised, as an 
extra inducement, a box at the Adelphi, where he said Karz Terry 
was pla ring in Henry Dunbar, a seedy kind of novel, as I think, that 
was eking about the mess-room for ever so long. We ate De Boors’ 
dinner, and sallied forth to the theatre. Awfully crowded; not a seat 
to be had, and such a reception when the fair actress came on as I had 
never heard. Dg Boors was in ecstacies, and flung out of the box one 
of the largest bouquets he could find in Covent-garden. Altogether, 
the house was tremendously enthusiastic, and when we were going out 
I listened to what the people were saying in order to find out what 
they thought of the performance. Their unanimous verdict seemed to 
be that Kars Terry was a darling, and that it was a thousand pities 
she was going to leave the stage. 

Now, somehow or other the young lady who played Margaret Went- 
worth didn’t seem to me like the picture of Katz Terry on De Boots’ 
mantelpiece. Her hair was ever so much fairer, and, to tell you the 
truth, to my taste she was a prettier girl, And upon my honour I was 
right after all, for when I got to Evans’ afterwards, young Trro, who 
is a literary man and knows all about these things, told me that Kate 
Trey was ill and that her sister ELLEN was playing for her. 

I had such chaff with Dg Boots, and I don’t think he will hear the 





last of the bouquet. But how about the British public? ELLEN 
Terry is not considered, I believe, by critics such a good actress 
as her sister, though I think she is very charming—but the public 
can find no difference between the one and the other, and takes ELLEN 
for Katy without a murmur! It seems to me under these circum- 
stances very absurd for the public to begin crying for the loss “‘ of the 
only actress on the English stage”? when an actress is left who, ac- 
cording to their own showing, is quite as good as the one we are going 
to lose.—Yours, MILES. | 

I give you a Latin—Latin Grammar—quotation at the head of this 
letter, to show you that I have not forgotten everything. 


Well, we never! 
Tus is rather startling: we found it in the advertising columns 
(and there are lots of ’em!) of the Daily Telegraph :-— 
APARTMEN TS.—A Gentleman, about to leave England for some months, having 


a wife, and daughter seven years old, would be glad to meet with 4 end | 
| similarly situated, to SHARE his HOUSE, well FURNISHED. References | 


quired. Terms moderate, society being chief object.—For address apply, &e. ; 
| We should like to know what the gentleman’s wife thinks of his coolly 
| advertising for a lady to share his house. However, she has no ryt 
_to be uncomfortable. If her husband does not turn Mormon until le 
| finds a lady “‘similarly situated ”’—i. ¢., with a wife and daughter, we 
may venture to predict that it will be a long time before he becomes 
| Utah-ly abandoned. 


Rule Brett-ania ! 


A FRIEND of ours, who is subject at times to attacks of defective | 
| vision, which incapacitate him for seeing a hole through a ladder, 


| assures us that he finds it advisable, when he takes a drop too eae 
'to indulge in Brerr’s Brandy, for to that he can only slight) 
_ O.D.V.ation from the paths of sobriety. 


June 8, 1867. 
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_ London :—Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phanix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) by W. ALDER, at 80, Fleet-street, E.C. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 14. 


Wir fatal aim and no uncertain hand, “tik 


He fired and swept a ruler from the land. 
No hated tyrant then before him fell, 
But one who ruled a mighty nation well. eT. 


And now we read the record of his crime, LA 


A tale to be remembered in all time ; 
Each page has power sad memories to recall | 
Of how a nation wept a good man’s fall. 





i 
Tue most oriental of cities, 
Tis mentioned in various tales : 
There lovers sang wonderful ditties, 
And ladies wore curious veils. 


2. 
‘Lain where the lying lips of fear deride 
The foiled tyrannicide ts 
So speaks the poet of a man whose name | 
Is now of evil fame. 


3. 
“T bade you never speak again of him,” 
So spoke the lady with eyes moist and dim: 
And hearing such words each sagacious reader, 
Knows that she saw « lover in the pleader. 


— 
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It stands ’mid the Devonshire hills, 
A wonderful sight you would say : 
Around it the murmuring rills 
Make music through all the June day. 
5. 
Famous for sauce, 
And for much meditation, 
You knew too, of course 
Of his great circulation. 
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ANSWER To Acrostic No. 12. 
Toll 
Rinaldo 
Erin 
Aid 
Torpedo 
Yarn 

| re a eeTiOns or Acrostic No. 12, Recervep June 5th.— 
ortionists ; Tzatleca; R.C.O.; Frank and Maria; 


HA Pi WA 
Zouzor 


| Tattamus; Brick-Court; Sick-Leave; M. B. O. and W. C. B. O. : 


| Darkey; Tootl a ee : , 
| ie e Two; Xarifa; H. H. M.; Vampyre; Portobello ; DISPLAY 





| FROM OUR STALL. 


| Prat Cuartes Reape’s Dora, playing at the Adelphi, is TznNyson’s 
| Hore with a difference. ‘The Laureate’s heroine loves once, is dis- 
| Sppointed, and loves no more; her Adelphi representative, unfortunate 
| a2 attachment, flirts with a young man in the neighbourhood, 
a ultimately gives him her hand asa reward for the following act of 
| oe Dora happens to faint upon a bank of poppies (placed in 
\"she middle of a cornfield for her special accommodation), Luke, her 
_ pastoral adorer, darts off to fetch some cold water. He is a prudent 
young fellow, is Luke, but not quite prudent enough to carry a brandy- 
~~ Oreven a teacup about him; in this emergency, therefore, he is 
ven to make use of his hat. Unluckily it is quite new ard rather 
uable, but not water-proof; and, after sprinkling an immoderate 
‘quantity of the pure lymph over his unconscious darling, Luke begins 
we the sacrifice he has just made. His first impulse is to rinse 
| os he ruined gossamer ; his next is to place it upon his empty head 
b ie Wee nothing had gone wrong. Since the muddy day on which 
at: Ratzicu behaved so properly (and idiotically) to that ugly old 
aa Queen Bzss, nothing to compare with Luke’s heroism has been 
patibl ed. _ To have bought him a new hat would have been incom- 
| Feber: With Dora’s truly feminine delicacy; she makes the sole 
| be ation in her power and becomes his wife. Thus the constancy to 
een: love which characterizes TeNNyson’s creation, is utterly 
— inthe play. Another variation from the original occurs inthe 
a.“ act; Farmer Allen's horse has no earthly reason—at least no 
A — reason—for bolting away and breaking his master’s bones. 
and the quarter of an hour's dialogue is wasted upon this incident; 
Gee old man’s language is really so abusive that the audience 
other 5 4 sigh of relief when he gets carried away ona stretcher. The | 
terations are trifling ; it was a happy idea to begin the action | 
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THE VICTIM OF FASHION. 
(Jones has been telling Robinson one of his splitting stories.) 


Robinson :—‘* Ya’as—it’s VERY FUNNY!” 
| Hamish and Breakside; A Quartette; Three Fools; Thomas-a- Jones :—“ THEN WHY THE DEUCE DON’T YOU LAUGH ? 
Robinson :— My DEAR FELLAH, I WOULD WITH PLEASURE, BUT I DAREN’T 


oo 


ANY EMOTION—THESE TROUSERS ARE 80 TREMENDOUSLY TIGHT !”’ 





on Christmas Day, and it was a theatrical necessity to represent 
wer Morrison as living under the uncomfortable roof of Mr. 
Allen. 

The literary merits of the piece cannot be praised too highly; now 
and then the eccentric simplicity of the language made people smile, 
but it must be remembered that people are not much in the habit of 
hearing natural phrases at our theatres nowadays. The character of 
the tyrannical farmer is drawn with great power: he becomes the most 
interesting figure in the piece, and Mr. Nevitie would personate him 
better if he made his voice as old as his looks, instead of giving us a 
nice active young man in a silvery wig. Mr. Asutxy acted with 
considerable force in the first act, and obtained three rounds of applause 
in its best situation. Mr. Bruurnerton did all that it was possible to 
do in the part of Luke Blomfield, which is a very shadowy ani un- 
sympathetic one. Muss ‘I'erry was too artful and clever to realize our 
notion of the single-minded and self-sacrificing Dora. There was a 
spice of cunning about her manner which scarcely harmonized with 
the beautiful simplicity of the character. Her way of singing Tenny- 
son’s “ Brook” was delightful. Miss Hucues played Mary Morrison 
very well indeed. 

The blunders of the Adelphi stage-management are growing too 
serious to be laughed at; the vagaries of the sun during the last act 
were of the wildest possible description. First of all that glorious orb 
of day underwent a total eclipse for the space of two or three minutes ; 
then it began to sink slowly, waving to and fro like a pendulum, as 
though it measured the remaining moments of its own career. At last 
somebody on the stage compared it with an expiring Christian, in 
acknowledgment of which flattering simile it gave a convulsive jerk 
upward. ‘The remainder of its earthly course was one gorgeous dream 


| of gas-jets and stage carpenters; imagination refuses to picture its 


journey to the Antipodes. 
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Coton Galk. 

By TRE SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 
, Tas | ; OMEHOW or 
Cc other, there is 
very little stir- 
ring. The Re- 
form Bill goes 
on its way by 
slow stages to 
the satisfaction 
of every body 
but the mem- 
ber for Calne. 
The prospect of 
a Continental 
war is very 
slight, and the 
Paris Exhibi- 
tion moves to- 
wards comple- 
tion with dig- 
nified pace. 
The Tailors’ 
Strike still con- 
tinues, but 
without, as yet, 
any visible 
effect upon the 
toilets of ton. 
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goats at settled has im- 





proved, and 
though pears, apples, and stone fruit will not be as plentiful as the 
promise of the blossom led one to hope, yet strawberries will be as 
plentiful as blackberries. 
and the floral world generally is looking up. 

Now, when a man glides from Reform to Roses in half a dozen 


| lines or so, it is a pretty sure sign that there is very little stirring— 


and such is the case at present. In a few days all may be changed. 
The Liberal party may turn out the Tories for bringing in a Radical 
measure that threatens the Constitution. Prussia and France may be 
cutting each other's throats, and the tailors may return to the cutting 
of coats. ‘The Paris Exhibition—but no! There is no chance of that 
being completed out of hand in a week or so, any more than there is of 
a sudden irruption of icebergs. As it is rather too early for the 
enormous gooseberry, the ingenious penny-a-liner is driven to enliven 
the dull period with some other startling novelty, and the result is that 
we have had “ going the rounds”’ (like the fable about Mr. Cartyzz, 
“in essentials curiously the reverse of the fact’’) a story about a cat 
sucking a child’s breath, and thereby killing it. I suppose Hydro- 
_— will be the next article. Does that hard-working, conscientious 

ing the sub-editor ever reflect on the responsibilities he ineurs in 
allowing these ignorant follies to be perpetuated? There was a time 
when the burning of witches was a national pastime, and disbelief in 
witchcraft was looked upon as the wildest infidelity. A time will 
come when, like the witch superstition and its kindred cruelties, the 
belief in the infanticidal tastes of the cat and the hydrophobic habits 
of the dog will die out as an exploded ignorance. But until that time 
“because it said so in the papers” will be the universal answer to 
those who endeavour in the interests of humanity to combat these 
savage prejudices. 

Tue magazines cf Messrs. Strranan anv Co. are to hand. The 
Argosy is up to the mark, with a capital drawing by Smatu. “ Fra 
Gerolamo” and “Two Adventures”’ are interesting. ‘Shoemaker’s 
Village,” alas, comes to a close. What a delicious story it is—and 
what a pleasant, chatty, and yet at times profoundly thoughtful 
style! The fate ef poor Cuerny makes one mournful, as for a friend ; 
I cannot understand how the writer could find heart to kill so sweet a 
creation. Some lines by 8. A. D. I. are musical and poetical: but 
Hvunpy-Gorpy's ecreed is harsh—and his “rhymes”! The Sunday 
Magazine has a noteworthy sea-picture by Nortn, rarest of landscape 


| Venetian gla e fg 
has revived the manufacture so skilfully, 


Roses are recovering the frosts and blighte | 


te a 
———— 


[June 15, 1867. 








e only good publication of its class. The Gardener’ s Magazine will 
i cient % all at this most critical season, and Le Follet will, no 
deubt, be carefully studied in the boudoir. A batch | of Broadway 
publications also lies before me—a cheap issue of the Colleen Bawn, a 
guide to Ball-Games, a most seasonable re-issue (revised) of the Croguct 
Guide, and Reminiscences of Harrow. But the most charming book of 
all is Out of the Heart—a selection of ANDERSEN 8 best stories, with 
exquisite illustrations, and in a small and compact volume that one 
can slip into one’s pocket when one goes out into the country for a 
stroll this lovely weather. What could there be more delightful than 
a pocket ANDERSEN with pretty pictures P ’ = 
Wuo does not admire Venctian glass, light, graceful, brilliant 
ss? Dr. Satvratr, whose glass-mosaics are widely known, 
that it would puzzle the 
connoisscur to tell the difference between his glass and the ancient. 
The mest lovely colours and shapes, the most bewitching array of the 
fairy material in all possible forms, may be seen at his shop in Oxford- 
street, nearly opposite ‘‘ The Oxford.” I should recommend art lovers 
to lose no time in visiting it, but 1 would just hint that while the 
articles are surprisingly cheap, I find one’s appetite for them is in- 


satiable. 








THE REPORT OF A PISTOL 


’T was in a certain era 
(The date I’ve not at hana 
From Britain there did steer a 
Brave ship for foreign land— 
(The settlement to which it went 
Was penal, understand.) 


A youth, whose name was PisTo, 
Was shipped therein as guest, 
‘Twas said he hailed from Bristol, 
A city in the West— 
And some assign his “ ancient’’ line 
SHAKESPERIAN interest. 


Acts contra bonos mores 
Consigned him to that Bay 
Which “ Botany,” ob flores 
Insignes, christened they ; 
Although, you see, he vowed that he 
Was innocent as day! 


But when she came to anchor 
Off Afric’s sandy coast, 
The bulwarks Pistrou slank o’er, 
Then swam away, full post, 
And ’mid the shore’s green sycamores 
Evanished like a ghost. 


[Now whether that same vessel 
Did onward safely go, 
With storms contrived to wrestle 
Or took all hands below—— 
About its end, in short, my friend, 
We do not care to know. | 


Young Pitot onward blundered 
Through swamp and tangled grove, 
And he extremely wondered 
In such strange spots to rove, 
When, lo! a village with signs of tillage 
In sight at last there hove! 


Streets, terraces, and villas 
Revealed them to his ken— 
A town, but by Gorillas 
Inhabited, not men! 
For those baboons were artful coons 
At architecture then. 


He felt himself in danger 
Among the monstrous apes, 
But they upon the stranger 
Press roots and nuts and grapes, 
And proved themselves well-mannered elves 
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draughtsmen. S&. A. D. J. figures here, too, with success. Goo ; _—— 

boasts two remarkably good pictures by Pinwatt—‘ The Cabin- Boy” Despite their hideous shapes. 

is delicious! Mn. Frexcanp’s lines are pleasing, but was not “ fairies They called our Pistor, “ highness,” 

of the yeast” a necessity of rhyme rather than a happy figure for And hailed him them among. , 

bt ~epirite F naan wr — x a Sone in Lady and “may He soon threw off his shyness | 
; —" summer an “ run er” ought never to ve passed the And quickly ] ° | 

editorial scrutiny. I'm afraid it is almost hopeless to try ind reform | —_— lei : — —_ tongue— | 

magazine verse. Houtledge’s Magazine fer Boys still holds its position | On robbing—old and young! ( 
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He preached in language graphic 
To these unhappy brutes, 
Improvements in the traffic 
Of yams and other fruits, 

And showed the way for to convey 
By rail the various roots. 


Through swamps and wildernesses 
He taught them rails to lay ; 
And how to run expresses, 
And mails by night and day ; 
With what pertains to railway trains 
He made them quite au fait. 


And then came-speculation— 
He showed the'use of shares, 
‘And taught that apish nation 
To act as bulls and bears; 
‘They overdrew debéntures too, 
With other queer affairs, 


But ’neath the constellations 
Of Taurus and df Bruin, 
Most rapid was the ‘nation’s 
Descent to ‘iitter ruin. ; 
And then the truth came out—our youth 
Had rather let-a few in. 


And then his nate appeared the 
Gorillaland 'Gasette in, 
And he betwuse hé feared the 
Opprobrium he should get in 
Made off—slap-dash—with all his 6ash, 
Though deeply he was debt in. 


Those excellent gorillas, 
Retrenching all expense, 
Sold orchards, meadows, villas— 
Both land and residence ; 
And so in lapse of years, poor chaps, 
Got o’er their loss immense. 


But, since that time, of danger 
(So trav’ llers tell us) much 
Attends the luckless stranger 
Who falls into their clutch, 
For with one blow they lay him low, 
Their savageness is such ! 


Yet that will scarce surprise us 
If o’er the facts we glance, 
Which history supplies us 
In this profound romance : 
They would not have been half so bad 
If Piston had 
Not made them mad 
With railways and finance. 


SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


Nicootas on Commercran Porsvrrs, rae Inrivence or Tue Terr, 
AND THE AMENITIES OF JOURNALISM. 


Tue Orrentat Reposrrory (Lruitep), Horsenaypown. 


My Dear Youna Frtenn,—Your favour of yesterday’s date is duly 
hand, and contents noted. 
Excuse me if you find my style a little cramped to what it were. 
¢ fact is that in the conduct of an immense business like the 
Oriental Repository, I naturally lose a good deal of my old littery gaiety 
and fall back upon a more commercial method of expression. As one 
of London’s merchant princes—and which I have quite as much right 
to the title as any ordinary Lord Mayor, such being generally rather 
In the way of wholesale trade than what my friends, Barina Bro- 
THERS, Would understand by the word commerce—as one of London’s 
merchant princes, and having to go into the City early of a morning 
for to get our stock of papers, and which the way that the boys 
chaff an elderly man is fiendish—as one of London’s merchant 
Princes, the business steadily increasing and the branch which I have 
set up at Sheerness already returning me a handsome profit, NicHoLas 
g at last recognised in his native town as a true local Reformer, 
and if the inhabitants have any sense of gratitude they will send 
the d Man a testimonial, either something capable (like himself) 
of holding a good deal of liquor, or else (which he would prefer) a 
sovereigns—as one of London’s merchant princes — 
Nicoras have been advised by his Relative to abandon the 
Turf altogether, and stick to his shop; but well do I know that 
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aaa aa his envy, he being (though a good fellow in his way,) 
aaa Jealous of my superior abilities and my more aristocratical 
earing. According, I took a holiday trip to Paris for the Grand 
Pree, and concerning of the Exposition I may have more to tell you 
on a subsequent occasion; nor did I consider myself bound to stay 
away from Ascot, merely because a scurrilious press have been lifting 
up its adder-like head and forked tongues in serpentine detraction 
from our national pastime, such being so called because the vast 
majority of the English sportive men, if they were to attempt for to get 
on horseback, they would get throwed off, like Nrewonas himself in other 
years. No, my dear young Friend; what's good enough for the Patncr 
or Watzs is good enough for the likes of me; and if he do not mind 
being mixed up with what candour compels the Prophet to describe as an 
exceedingly rum lot, why, I do not see why Nicnoras should be more 
particular, espevially as Iam not, to the best of my knowledge and 
belief, at all likely to succeed to the throne of Great Britain, nor yet 
is Niowotas a married man. J ean touch fitth without being much 
more defiled than what I am already. , 

Nrowoias have no patience, my dear young frend, with this here 
outcry all of a sudden against the Turf. We are tld that the Turf 
ain't respectable. Why, in the name of Ruff’s Guide and the Racing 
Calendar, who ever thought it was ? : 

Yoting noblemen, we are told, go to the bad. Tt is a great pity, 
of cotitee; but if a boy happens to be a profligate and a fool, how 
on earth ate you to prevent him from squandering his estate and dis- 
honouring his name ? 

Tam not myself connected with the Pecrage, thotgh my family 
Ble, and an 
ancestor of mine, as 1 have often told you, was formetly in the Custom 
Hotse itself ; but supposing me to be a duke, do you think as I could 
not have ruined myself by other ways than betting oti the Turf’ 
Supposing as I was the Duxe or Hoxsetaypown in the fieerage of 
Hagland, and the Duxe or Mac Nicuo1 in the peerage'éf Scotland, and 
iim Duc pz Nicoxvas in the peerage of Frence—and stippositg I Was, 
at the same time, a queer sort, do you think as it is fide Hbect alone 
which would lead me—and that pretty quick—to the Mischief? Oh 
no, ye canst not think so. ‘The simple truth is that when a man is « 
bad egg, it don’t much matter what spoon you crack him with. 

These remarks may seem harsh; but, Sir, the patience of Jos him- 
self would have changed to the indignant ferocity of an irritated 
Brapuavoenu, had certain events befallen him. . 

Every penny made in the Repository has been dropped at Astot! There ; 
now the murder's out. Now, perhaps, you perceive why the Prophet, 
usually so gay, is at present much less like an exulting Spirit of Joy 
than what he is like a bear with a sore head, and has serious 
thoughts of cutting the whole concern, never reading another sportive 
paper, never writing another sportive prophecy, but taking my Rela- 
tive’s hint and seriously sticking to business, until I shall have realized 
enough to resume my old pursoots. 

The amenities of journalism, however, console your Prophet to a 
certain degree. The Kast Kent, &c., have come out in the friendliest 
manner ; it says as [am an intelligent and a respectable old man ; and 


which, as to being intelligent, so I am; and as to being respectable, | 


why, here is hoping as I may yet become so! The Fast Kent, &c., and 


me have quite buried the hatchet, and would be glad likewise for to | 


drown it in a friendly bowl. 
Nicuotas have also to thank his friend “‘ The Flaneur”’ for a genial 


notice in the Blorning S/ar ; and which in return can assure him, from 
experience, me being now in the Repository, as he sends up the sale of 
the paper wonderful on a Monday, which I read it myself in the back 
shop even if the general public has to wait ; and I am sure if they pay 
him fifty pounds per weekum, as he is well worth the money, nor do [ 
see why my own salary might not equally be rose.—By Order of the 
Board, Nicno.as, Managing Direetor. 








‘¢ Philosophy in Sport.” 
A GENTLEMAN who has been studying human nature on the race- 
course lays down the following rule:—‘ The tighter the trouser the 


7? 


greater the Leg! 


‘¢ Blow, Blow, thou Wintry Wind!” 
WE are prepared to assert that the (y)east winds we have had lately 
are not the barmy breezes of which the poet speaks. 








Like their Assurance ! 

We believe there is no foundation for the rumour that a well- 
known office has refused to insure Mz. DisRaswi 8 life, on the 
ground that it was quite impossible to make out his policy. 

Downright Prejudice. 

Jones has been heard to say that if the Shah of Persia visits the 

Paris Exhibition 4e Shahn’t. 
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URIOUS.” 
Host :—‘‘ Now, HOW DO YOU LIKE THAT PORT?” 
Guest :—“ HumpH—WELL—wWRY, NoT MucH!” 
Host :—“ Tuerg now! I ALWAY8 THOUGHT YOU JUDGES OF WINE WERE HUMBUGS. YoU REMEMBER THE PORT YOU TASTED WHEN YOU 


WERE HERE A MONTH OR TWO AGO? YoU SAID IT WAS *PLENDID! 


| you THEN!” 





THE LATEST FROM SOUTH KENSINGTON. 


We have been favoured with a peep at the proposed programme 
of performances at the Hall of Arts and Science. Among the chief 
! features will be found the following :— 
ScrEencR. 
The Cole-fields of Industry, with Diagrams. By Mr. Felix 
' Summerley. 
! The Construction of Boilers, with Models. By a Student of the 
| School of Art. 
i <A Survey of the Mountains of the Moon. By the Author of | 
“Mambo Jumbo.” | 
] On the Cultivation of the Cole-wort (Brass-ica). By a Member of | 
| the Royal Horticultural Society. | 
| The Origin and Spread of Cole-era in South Kensington. By an M.D. 
| 


ArT. 

Architecture as an Ornamental Art. By an Engineer Officer. 

How to Draw a Salary without trouble, with Practical Illustrations. 
By a Secretary and Commissioner. 

On the Engravings and Redgravings. By a Royal Academician. 

The Social Aspects of Paris, with a Comparison of French Frog- 

eating and British Toad-eating. By a Commissioner. 

The British Cole-eoptera ; or, National Portrait Gallery of Boring- 
Beetles. By the Beadle of the Boilers. 

We believe that the entertainments will be varied occasionally by 
performances on the high horse and low rope, grinning through the 
collar of the order, by a C.B., and other elevating and intellectual 
amusements. 


Tempus few-git! 
We understand that the reason why Time is always called “ mean’”’ 
at Greenwich is that he never spends even a second on the Hospital. 


WELL, THAT’S THE VERY SAME BOTTLE THAT WAS DECANTED FOR 


A CHEMICAL CANZONET.* 
* C,H,;(CN)O,+H,+,H,O—C,H,O, +CH,0,+NH,.”—The Laboratory. 


SHOULD you mingle with acid (sulphuric) and zinc, 
The acid that’s cyanacetic, 

The result will be sarkosine—so you would think, 
To judge but by rules hypothetic! 

But no! by its products, reaction like this, 
Disturbs our deductions so placid— 

For ammonia the chief of its progeny is, 
With acetic and formic, in acid. 

Thus—thongh we from precedent argue the case, 
And at those, who won’t follow us, wonder ; 

At times facts will awkwardly fly in our face, 
To prove that deduction can blunder. 





Heyday! 
Ir is stated that hay-making has commenced in the neighbourhood 


of Salisbury. To judge from the uncertainty of the weather of late, 
we should be inclined to describe such a proceeding as hay-sty. 





‘‘ Self-(p)reservation is the First Law, etc.” 


Can any reasonable doubt be entertained of the stability of a bank 
see directors always show a great reserve when questioned about 1ts 
airs 





* We can see no reason why chemistry should confine its teachings to the dull 
level of prose. Poetry is clearly within its grasp. A science that has such terms 2 
‘‘toluol’’ can never stand in need of a chorus—Ri-toluol-lol-liddle-liddle lay '—n°" 
can its language be considered meagre when it deals in words like ‘‘ Terammoniate 
Tetraphosphodiamic.” , 
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to: 


oe wey e 





DORA. 


—Interior of William Allen’s Farin on Christmas Day. 
Enter FarMER ALLEN. 


My will is law—it says so in the bills. Mr. J. Kinloch, 
a manager’ considered the explanation absurd, but my will is 
be iF would have it. 


av. 


yor J Scene 


Enter Dona. 
_I am Farmer Allan’s nieee and adopted daughter—a girl of 
. ng but noble disposition. ye . 
jmorou Yes, Dora, they know all that. It’s in the bills. 
| ALLEN. J - I tried to dissuade you from putting it in, on the 
| ofits looking transpontine, but you would have it. 
oe _—My will is law, gyurl! By the way, talking of my Will— 


—My Will. i ceil .; 

Dora. Certainly. With as much rapture as is consistent with my 
r pec but noble disposition. If my disposition were a little more 
eiuiotl, I would admit that I fervently love him, although he don’t 


| traw for me. 
‘a ex —TimorOUs, but noble gyurl! 
al bare JOM Enter Wit. 

Wit (weakly, and trying to look good).—Who kissed the place to 
‘make it well P—My father ! 

Augy.—Will, marry Dora! — 
 Dora—Do. My timorous (but noble) disposition forbids my saying 

[ Blushes. 


But my will is law, and he 


more, : 
- Wut.—Impossible, father, for I am already married ! 
Auten. —No matter—my will is law! 
| Wui—Your Will is law—fully wedded to Mary Morrison. 

Biter Many—probably from making pills in the hitchen—A Poor Relation 
| of the Allens, acting as their Servant. See Play-Dill. 

Attex.—Then cush you both! Away with ye! Ha! ha! 

Witt (looking more virtuous than ever).—We go! 
| Auen.—Cushes! Cushes! Cushes! [Jadls down in a frenzied fit. 


ACT II, Scenz 1.—Brookside Cottage, the Residence of William and 
Mary (not the Monarchs of those names). Enter Many. 

| Many.—How happy I ought to be! My William is dying fast, and 

trerything seems prosperous. An unknown benefactor hangs chops 

omy garden paling every morning. (Weeping glad tears.) 1 broil 

them ! 


| Enter Dora. 
Dora.—Mary ! 
_ Many.—Dora—you are a hussy! You once loved my William, and 
now you make it your business to sct l°armer Allen (a man whose will 
is law) against us. 
 Dort—A hussy ? Oh, Mary, you wrong me. No hussy could be 
‘gil of a timorous but noble disposition. 
Enter Luxe BioomriE.p, wildly. 
_ luxe (to Mary).—’'Twas she who hung chops on your paling! 
_ Doxs—Oh, don’t mention it, I’m sure. 
| Mary—Dora, I have wronged you! 
n4.—My uncle has gone to London to make his will (which is 
h ) in favour of me. Now, I am a girl of a timorous but noble dis- 


. on, ~ Thave come to warn you that if he does this you will be 


Enter Farmer ALLEN, smashed. 
Dora.—Papa ! 
re —I am smashed—smashed—and cannot make my will, which, 
"ever, would be law if I could only execute it. 
Enter Wii1, in a perambulator, very ill. 
Wu.—T feel all-overish. 
ALL—Ah ! F 


ACT ir, Scene 1.—The Wheat Field. Eighteenpennyworth of straw 


lo represent. Agricultural Plenty. Fire Balloon in the distance. Hedge | 





her late William, who 
such are the freaks of nature! 





[Dies in great agony. | P 






Enter Aven, 
" , 
Dora.—Father, here is a kid. 
ALLEN.—He is a smart youth. 


Whose is he! Of Jewish extrac- 


tion, I should Bay. 


Dora (aside).—He does look Jewish, but he is the babe of Mary and 
are, and were, light-haired Christians. But 
Weeps. 
ALLEN.—Dora, I love this Israelite, I will adopt him! awe 
Dora.—He is William and Mary's boy! 
ALLEN.—Ha! ‘Then cush you! Cush you! 
Enter Luxe Biomrrexp. 
Behold the setting sun! He is like a dying 


Cush you! 


Luxe.—Not so! 
Christian ! 

(Setting sun is shy, aid goes out, but eventually returns, and sets very Sas 
—a deputation of raspberry jam and pink coral advancing to meet it. | 
New and beautiful scenery by Mr. G ATES.) 

ALLEN.—’Tis a-terrue! I see the folly of my ways. Take her, 
Luke, and be happy. _Mary, you shall have more chops than you can 
eat. Israelitish offspring ef my Christian son, you shall be educated 
for the Bar. | 
Enter Rustics, who have been loitering. General dance of all the 

characters. Solo by Israciite. Curtain, | 

_ OvurseLves.—Well, it’s a pretty piece, but too long and too goody 

in tone. Well acted by Miss Texry, and fairly by Mr. Nevinue. 

Placed upon the stage in a manner that disgraces even the Adelphi. 

How was it that Mx. Cuarues Reape didn’t strangle the stage 

manager ? 





Vulgar errors of to-day. 
Tis notion that “a knobstick’’ is so called because he is an (kn)obstacle 
in the way of his fellow-workmen on strike, is, we believe, purely 
fanciful. The derivation of the term is, however, involved in nob- 
scurity. 

The book just announced with the title of “Never Caught” is not, 
we hear, a reply to Mr. AnTHUR ARNoLD’s “ Hever Court.’’ The idea 
that it is could, we should suppose, only have occurred to an 
illiterate cockney. 

The phrase, “'Tuck in your Tupperny’’ could not possibly have 
originated among the devourers of Mx. Turrerr’s“ Proverbial Wisdom,’ 
for the reason, that the true orthography of the thing tucked in is 
two-penny, a cant term for a head! 


‘‘Datey Hobble-’um!’’ 

TuEneE is to be a great ball at the Hotel de Ville, to which all the 
crowned heads who may be in Paris will be invited. M. Descuamr 
has been sent to Catania, Syracuse and Tunis to purchase palm-trees 
for the decoration of the building. ‘The day is not yet named, for of 
course until they have got the palms the authorities cannot enter upon 


the question of dates. 





Parliamentary. 

Tue young fruit has been terribly cut off by frost in the South of 
England—in fact, in some divisions there has recently been a good deal 
of pearing-off. - 

The Sign of a Fraction. 

Tue human race is deteriorating. We used to be told that nine 

tailors made a man; but we find now that hundreds of them will not 


| even make a pair of breeches. 


A Voice from the Ranks. 


We understand that our contemporary, Zhe Whip, is about to 
ublish a translation of Cicero’s famous oration—J/vo (more than six- 


pence a) -Uilone. 


The Latest Thing About the Derby. 
We are surprised that the success of Hermit should have been so 





Pf dirty blue oloth to field, Adelphi sky-borders. (New and beautiful  jittle expected. Everybody ought to have been prepared to see Mu. 


tanery by Mn. 


Gates.) Enter ALLEN and Dona. 


(i @ burst of un-farmer-like gratitude).—Well, lass, this is | 


“let crop of straw I’ve seen this fifty year ! 
oving the opportunity).—Then forgive Mary ! 


fan ee! I love you, Dora, with all the rapturous ecstacy 
Usiastic parent. am never happy without you—you are 


| tn and part of me; but allude to that young woman again, and I'll 
¥u out to starve in the streets ! [ Exit. 


Mawy.— Dora! Enter Many and child. 


Dong | ca. e ; j ill ee 
ee ebdmnte ; but give me your kid, ke = -” titled A Story of Doom. 
Feet ai 


. Lean’s come: 


neta 





| bring an action ag 
| Philosophy), on the groun ! ; 
| the old saw, “ Every dog has his Day. 


| CuarLin’s horse in the van! 


Dogged Obstinacy. 
We understand that the proprietors of the late Day are about to 
cainst Mx. ‘TurrEr (as a representative of Proverbial 
d that they have been misled into a loss by 





A Literary Mem. 


188 JEAN INGELOW is about to publish a new volume of poems en- 


: We presume it will be a doomestic atory. 
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A BREAD RIOT. 


Our Artis: in Paris states that he was a witness of this harrowing scene, in 
played her rOle so as to inflict a mortal Pang on her husband. 


which Madame 











PARIS PENCILLINGS. 
BouemtiA, Paris. 
Dear Sr,—Have youa favourite corn? If so, juststart off on a broiling 
day in June, to walk five miles in a pair of new boots, to see a race! 
and see how you like it. The other day being the French Derby day 


I was naturally anxious to see what our eccentric neighbours could do | 


in that line. Listen to the tale of that wretched day. ‘T'welve o’clock 
finds me at the Palais Royal, togged up, I may say, without appearing 
conceited, “‘ to the nines,”’ and waiting for an omnibus to tuke me to the 
Bois de Boulogne. No.1 comes up, crammed! No. 2, jammed!! No. 
3 “confounded nuisance” I pettishly exclaim, angrily biting 
my nether lip, and carelessly throwing the butt end of a halfpenny 
Bordeaux against the white and expansive waistcoat of a fat French- 
man who stands near me. He swears loud and long, and when he has 
had enough of that, he bows and smiles as only a fat Frenchman can. 
I can see he has not forgiven me by the way he eyes a small stain the 
offending fragment has made on his whitewashed corporation. Omnibus 
No. 4 appears round the corner! Full! No! 





half-way to the ’bus. I gird up my loins and pursue him, sharp ! 
sees me coming, and redoubles his speed!! Breathless excitement and 
loud cheers from passengers on top!! Madly I bound forward!!! I 
catch him up and wo reach the steps!! Together!!!! Fearful 





' moment. 


r f ; | TLETOP, “‘I must see the Grand Prix, and that’s all nen ~ ! 
oom for one on the | iti’? $4 2”? Too ot,” V. “I shall jump 
outside! ! My friend the fat Frenchman sees this too, and is already | i gg peg ty Lanta oo re 

He | “Do you know the meaning of 








? — 
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» 1867, 


CUPID’S A. B. C. 


Years have elapsed—many bright, many shady— 

| (More than I’m willing to say), 
Since I devotedly loved a young lady 

Living just over the way. 
| Sweet seventeen, and as fair as a lily— 
| Show me the lily so fair ; 
| What was the wonder I fell, willy-nilly, 
| Head over heels in the snare? 


Merely a clerk—not a year from a school yet— 
Wages and wits on a par— 

Playing the Romeo to Somebody's Juliet, 
Quite like a tragedy star. 

How could I settle to commerce or trading 
Tost on an ocean of care, 

Brimful of doubts (as ver Love’s bill of lading), 
Bound for the Gulf of Despair ? 


How did I waste my long mornings together, 
While by my window I stood, 

Waiting and watching, and wondering whether 
Luck would be naughty or good. 

Smiles and salutes, inexpressibly tender, 
Daily went over the street. 

I, at discretion, had made my surrender ; 
Why was not she as discreet ? 


Thanks—many thanks—for thy noble invention, 
Friend of the deaf and the dumb ; 

Lending an ear to the quick apprehension, 
Speech to the fingers and thumb. 

Dear little word, it was bliss to repeat it: 
First came an L, then an O; 

Two other letters remain to complete it— 
Need I continue? Oh, no! 


Love, beyond pantomime billing and cooing, 
Made very little advance ; 

Time, the old bully, takes pleasure in doing 
Infinite harm to Romance. 

Now I believe—now the spell has been broken— 
Love deaf and dumb is absurd ; 

Now I believe that if Passion had spoken, 
Beauty would never have heard. 


hat; not at all. His whiskers are sandy, his hair cropped, and his 
face pink and clean. His continuations are of the brightest cobalt. 
“Why, Wuitt.erop,” I exclaim, shaking hands with him, “ When 
|did you turn up, where are you staying?” “I’m stoppin’ at the 
| Hotel Meublé,”’ says he. ‘ Oh!’’saysI. “Capital Zabdleaur vivants,” 
'sayshe. ‘ What!” says I. “ Tableau d’hote,” sayshe. ‘ Ah!’ says 
I. ‘ Dined in the Pally Royal last night,’”’ says he, 
saysI. ‘ Restaurant au dessus,’ says he. 
I.” “ Yes,” says he. ‘* Where are you off to now ?” says I. “ Complet,” 
|sayshe. ‘“ Where's that?” saysI. ‘ Don’t know,’ says he, “ dut al! 
the ’busses seem to be going there to-day ? ‘‘ Better come to the races, 
saysI. “All right,” says he, “let’s take a fly.” I hail one. I ask 
| the driver what he would want to take us to the races. ‘ Twelve 
francs!” ‘Too much, I’d give him eight.” “Je vous donnerai huit 
francs ; mais pas beaucoup ! pas beaucoup !’’ I exclaim in the heat of the 
‘Non, m’sicu,” says Coachee. ‘“* Vous avez raison, huit 


Frances ! ce n'est pas beaucoup,’”’ and drives off. ‘* Well,’”’ I say to a 
sha 


into a ’bus and goto Complet.”” ‘ My dear fellow,” I began to explain, 
Ow! O-0-0-0-0-0-0! Oh!: 
‘‘Oh! I beg pardon,” cries W., “I hope I’ve not touched your corn: | 
“Oh! it’s nothing,” I gasp, with a look of deep hatred. ‘ Good-bye, 
I must be off; and,” I add, with a revengeful smile, ‘‘ You'd better 





struggle!! Where and oh where is your French politeness now!! I | wait for the Complet ’bus! there’s plenty go there.”’ I hobble off down 
plant my right elbow in his stomach and wriggle myself into the first | the Rue de Rivoli, up the Champs Elysées, where “much of the world 


step!! Seeing that my victory is almost certain, my opponent brings 
the heel of his right boot heavily down upon the little toe of my lett 
foot!!!! Agony! '! I release my hold! I stagger back!! and the 
French fiend, laughing horridly, ascends the steps and takes his place. 
What is to be done now? I feebly totter to the pavement and lean 

t a lamp post! “’Ullo Porrs” says a familiar voice at my 
side, "ow are yer, when did you come to Paris. You look blown! 
What's up?” The speaker is a podgy thickset little man, whose 
“get up” is unmistakeably British. 


| is promenading itself to take the fresh.”’ 


His hat is not a tall | 


cee nner reer ssa SSS 


How horridly selfish people 
look in carriages! How jolly to feel independent of swindling cabmen. 
Oh! this vile corn! I reach the Arc de |’Etoile; I limp mertily 
up to the Bois de Boulogne ; I am determined to see the Grand Px. 
I reach Longchamps at last; dense crowd round entrance to course ; I 
stand in the queue for half an hour, during which period I suffer 
agonies from having my old enemy trampled under foot. At last I 
get on to the course, and make my way to the Grand Stand. There 18 
the Empgror, and a swell in a white hat with a black band, black 


—__ 


| 
| 


| 
| 


‘¢ What part,” | 
“‘ First floor, isn’t it,” says | 


c 
> 
ls 








whiskers, and blue tie. Some say he is the Emperor of All the Russias, | 
ithers affirm he is the King of the Belgians. I can’t find out which 
ik The bell rings for the race. The weathcr becomes overcast. 
[have a white hat on. I seldom do mount a white hat, but whenever 
[do it’s sure to rain. Rain! thunder!! lightning!!! Bell rings a 
second time for race. We (the public) crowd on to the course, in 
oder to 8e@ it well. Being politely requested by sergents to leave 

iittle room for the horses, we form a line down the centre of the 
course, thereby making it about half its orizinal size. 

The horses get in line!! They’re off!! In the excitement of the 
moment we close behind them and crowd all over the course. Once 
more we are requested to make a little room. We again form the line 
gown centre. ‘lhey are coming round!!! I wish this great sergen¢ 
would get out of my light! Here they come! Patricien! Pat— 
crunch! !)—Oh! oww! 0-0-0-oh! the sergent has backed unto my un- 
fortunate toe! * * * Oblivion * * * * §o much for the 
Grand Prix. I hobbled towards home as far as the Champs Elysées, 
ghere a dirty man in ‘a swing cart took compassion on me and carried 
me to the Surrey side for five francs. 

I shall not forget the Grand Prix de Paris ina hurry! T shall wel] 
remember it; I have cause—cors aux pieds. : 








SR GALAHAD THE GOLUMPTIOUS. 


A Mosr Dotervit BaAtnap. 


\ 








) LIST to a dismal story, 
Oh, list to a mournful tale, 
Oh, list to me, Whig aad | 
Tory, . 
Oh, list to my woeful wail! 


Sin GALAHAD was hale and 

hearty, | 

Extremely tall and bold and 
strong, 

Stull with this exceptional party 

Kiyerything went always | 

wrong : 





Oh, whenever himself he treated | 
Oh, accidents would occur, 
Oh, where’er himself he 
seated, 
Oh, somebody placed a spur. 


Ever floored by clumsy coaches, 
Someone always stole his Denr, 

In his bread he found cockroaches 
Ever the chief ingredient! 





Oh, shirts with a faithful button, 

. Oh, Gatauap ne’er could find; 
Oh, whenever his coat he put on, 

Oh, the collar stuck up behind. 


When with hunger almost starving, 
‘Toothache racked his temper harc— 

W hen a round of cold beef carving 
Ever forgot to.use the guard. 


Oh, orderly though behaving, 
Ua, ever before the beak ; 

Oh, when he attempted shaving, 
Oh, horribly slashed his check. 


When he drank ’twas always fated 
He should overturn his eup, 
hen in a company speculated, 
Somebody came and wound it up. 


ee ee ee 


——— 


Oh, making mistakes in talking, 
Ch, prey to the merest thief, 
Oh, whenever in August walking, 

O-mitted his handkerchief! 
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When he followed home a lady, 
Which, I own, was hardly right, 

Always found she turned out shady, 
Short of an eye or black as night! 


Oh, ain’t it a dismal story, 
Oh, ain’t it a mournful tale— 
Oh, isn’t it Whig and Tory, 
Oh, ain’t it a woeful wail! 


Fuswers to Correspondents. 


| We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they ave accoup actives 
by a stamped and directed envelope. | 

Keswick Copiinc.—That joke about Dried-’un is a very high and 
dried-’un and has been stranded on the shores of antiquity. 

FLY-WHEEL.—You must be thought a dull fellow in your circle to judge 
from the spokes—we beg pardon, ‘ jokes,’’ you send us. ' 

IGNotTus.—Should sign himself Ignoramus, for he directs his letter “ te 
the Editor’ and addresses his rewarks to some one else. Pe 

B. F. H., Manchester.—The point of your jokes is purely mathematica 
for it hath no magnitude. ’ 

M. A. B., Manchester.—Do you seriously consider the coiumns of 2 
comic paper the proper place for ‘fa revised and correct_d edition of t2e 
Apostles’ Creed’ We don't. 

‘J. D., Oldham.—The only thing you send us that is comic enough for 
insertion is the letter accompanymmg your MS. “ Sir,—Enclosed if ap- 
proved should be glad of their insertion. Yoursete.”’ That is really 
funny! ’ ; 

A FRIEND.—We never take in a friend. ; 

Declined with thanks—J. C. S., Packington-street ; F. G. P.; O, B.; 
W.G.S.; J.A.S.; F. W. H.; Oxoniensis ; W.S., Chelsea; 5S. J. W. es 
I’verton Crescent; R. L. D.; Glad; W. D., Cheltenham; E. G., © t. 
James’s-street; J. A., Canterbury; W. B., Finsbury-place ; Flit-Filire; 
Q: A.S.D.; G.D. E. P.; E. G. R., Claremont-square ; E. D. P.; G. PB. 
Willis-road; H. E. V. D.; I. W. H.; R. B., Swithin’s-lane ; B; Felix ; 
B. F. H.; L. B., Manchester; B., House Old Barracks, Fermoy; 2,0u0 
Years Old; S.C.; T. M.V'.; H. M., Bethnal Green ; W. H., Moergate- 
street; A. L. G.; J. M. D.; Dublia ; Sydenbam ; J. R., Mentone 
J. F. D.; Apple Sauce; W. J Forsey; E. M., Miltun-street; 44. 4., 
Worcester; EK. H. 
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THE GREAT FRENCH EXHIBITION. 


Numero 295, in the Street of the Little Stables, 
Paris, France. 


My pear ’L1za,—Me and Bor got here safe at last; but, as I says, 
when Bos asked me whether [ wasn’t enjoying myself, give me the 
ity of London after all, and a rump steak and oysters in Aldersgate- 
street, and then I don’t want to go on to the Paris. You see the joke, 
I dare say,—pernounce Paris with a aitch, an’ there you are. Speak- 
ing of A, I wish as we had one of them salted hedge-bones of beef as 

ou're such a hand at, over here; for as for the food of all nations, I’m 
blest if it ain't downright disgustin’. We've been here now two days, 
and not a thing fit for to eat, nothing but your kickshaws, except once, 
when I lost sight of Born for a minute, and finds him a-starin’ at a 
b’iled leg o’ mutton, and where do you think, but at a house called 
His Lordship’s Larder, which is in a place called the French for 
Queen-street. I promise you we made a dinner that day, so that when 
we went to the Exhibition afterwards we didn’t want more than a cup 
of corfy, and I just wish we'd done without that, for of all the 
precious messes—but there, I'll tell you how it come about, and then 
you'll pity me, as is always used to my cup o’ tea and muffin, or a 
shrimp, or what not, at five p.m., reg'lar every afternoon. Call this a 
Exhibition indeed—at least, they don’t—they call it a Ex-pose-ition, 
and they're about right, for it’s a complete exposee, as ALDERMAN 
JoBLInG used to sav when anythink was found out about the way the 
things went at the Corporation dinners. Of course, it’s outside the 
building here that people like best, becos there the ladies can show off 
their toggery, and don’t get rumpled. The French is a people for the 


open hair, especially now the women hain't got no bonnets to speak of; | more in my next. 


and lor, "Liza, I should like you to see some of ’em made like butter- | 


flies and wheatsheafs, and one was a pigeon-pie, just like you've seen 

at Rove and Bryaegrs’, with the claws a-sticking through the crust at 

the top. The open air’s what I always did like myself, specially out 
’‘Ampstead way, or p’raps at Spring Head, when there was water- 
oreases, and the gipsy, and the cat with blue eyes; but here things is 
different, as you'll understand when I te’l you that mo and Bos found 
ourselfs under a buildin’ jest like a scene at the Wells when they 
ayed Biwe Beard. You recklect that night, don’t you? Well, there 
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colours of the rainbow. I never see anything more gingerbread, ex- 
cept the old Lorp Mayor’s coach; and things that looks like writing 


a-crawlin’ all over the front, in what they tell me is Arabick | 


characters. I’ve seen them before on chemists’ bottles. I can tell you 
me and Bos was precious tired, fagging about the assfeltum pave- 


ments, which is like the new injy-rubber as takes out blots, and sticks | 


awful to the soles of your boots. There’s no settin’ down here though 
without paying, for every seat, and every bit and drop of anythink, 
and the very water and air is all concessioned—that is, let out to hire to 
chaps as have bought ’em up to sell retail, and they won't part with 
their rights without making of you pay. The only thing as is not 
concessioned is to make a hijeous row; and outside this precious Blue 
Beard place, perched on a sort of a sophy as made your legs ache with 


envy to look at it, was five yaller chaps with red caps, and such baggy © 


what’s-o’names as would ha’ made me a couple o’ pair—all tum-tum- 
ming, and bongbonging, and twiddling away like melancholy-mad 
monkeys. When presently, amongst all the crowd of Turks in turbans, 
and soldiers, and johndamns, and other confounded foreigners, a cove 
with a redder cap and baggier what’s-o’names, brings a tray of little 
cups of black stuff. ‘‘ Whatever is these?” I says to him, pointing to 
the musicianers, and what do you think he says? ‘ Tuneys,” he says. 
“Oh,” says I, “if you call that a tune I’d sooner hear a butcher 
sharpen a saw; but what do you call this stuffi’’ ‘‘Corfy,” says he. 
It was as black as ink, and I thought I never should have done larfin 
to see Box after he'd tossed off acup. ‘ Well,” I says, “if thems 





Tuneys and this is corfy, I don’t wonder at Blue Beard.”” But Bos was | 
savage, and says, “Tuneys is the name of the place, and Alljeers 1s 


close hy,’’ which I don’t wonder at it a bit; and I'll tell you some 
Yours, dear ’Liza, 
Sam TROTTLE. 


Unsweeted Law. 
Tue judgments of one of our legal luminaries convince us that 30 far 


from the law being made palatable, it is not desirable that it should 


be made Lush-ious. 


Nctes on Noses. ; 
Ir you let a man pull your nese to-day, when will he do it again ?— 


it was, n othink but reg’lar lath-and-plaster, bless you—but all the Why next tweak, of course! 


— 


Sccceeibaitamesintn a a aia 
Leadon: Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprievor) by W. ALVEMt, ut 50, rieet-stree!, B.0.— 
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oe And many a time, in my nightly slumbers, | i 


Bearing a glove as a lady's 
T held the lists against countless numbers, 


After the style of the middle 
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I am changed at present ; the olden fever | 
Has left my brain in a sounder stato : 
In common-place I’m a firm believer, | 
And hunt for figure and fact and date. 
I have lost a lot of my old affection, 
i 
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ERS RE NG For books on which I was wont to ..sssseee, fe 
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i ra " 4 But still I can thrill at the recollection 
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Of mystery, magic, and martial ..., 
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+e SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. | i 

NIcHOLAS AT THE GREAT ExnrrirTion. ht 


Tre Ortentat Repository (Limitep), Horss.avpown. 

My Drar Youre Friexp,—Your kindly note, ordering of me for 
to describe my visit to the gay capital of our lively neighbours, and to 
do it if possible like the French style more than in my usual way, such 5 
being a method of composition which requires a good deal of space, it 
have come safe to hand ; but you have been grossly misinformed, Sir, 
or you would never go so far as to say as the Old Man have been 
leading an abandoned life and made himself notorious at half the 
drinking-shops of Paris, there being a good deal of exaggeration in the 
reports concerning of my conduct. (Gay I may have been, having your 
own instructions to that effect in writing, deny it, my dear young 
friend, if your conscience will allow you; but with the exception of a 
fling or two, owing to the light wines, Nicnoxas being used to a more 





Bu qui s’avance; not as your Prophet quite knows why the words 
should keep on a-ringing in his head, and a-singing in his ears, except | 
perhaps his having sat up all night with a sick friend than whom no 


| . 
trustworthy description of liquor, and freely confessing that I went | 
about ‘‘ seeing life’’ like any other fine old English gentleman, all the | 
rest is but the turpid calumnies of them which grudges me my | 
situation. ae | 
or On one point, my dear young friend, it is impossible _ the ane 
to be too explicit. There is no truth in the report that Nicno.as have | 
ROMANTIC RECOLLECTIONS. been photographed along of Menken, she never having offered the Old | 
' Man anything for to do so. Please contradict the rumour amongst 
Be & Momoas, Cate the ak And so here goes for what they call a ‘ fooleytone.”’ 
I. MonsIEvuR LE nae larks! : ss ian Sialic 
i ‘ked ¢ al Up all night, a-drinking of claret wine along o e Britannic 
ee hy St Sane ong. mee —- exhibitors, than whom a more affectuous nor yet a more respectnous 
And stories ih or slats a moral corps, though a little gay, but youth will be served. 
Were welcome as ever the flow’rs in May. Toujours gai, ha! ha! ha! 


For love of the false I learnt my spelling, 
And braved the perils of eeeeevoevevevevoeeeee8 8008 








Not healthy viands for youthful feeding -ou and me must come to some new agreement with regard to the 
d all my advisers told me so). » 


‘rium, as we say in the classics. 
| But, healthy or not, I enjoyed them vastly ; honoraryrium, . y 
| My feverish fancy was nightly ...seseeseoees A Deputation. hat th 
ee . ” ree 
Upon horrible crimes and murders ghastly Tue papers, under the heading “a gorilla aa ne ' - oe 
_ Which sent ified off gigantic specimens of the species made Thc Great that “after con- 
en me terrified O to @eoveeeeeeevece - caravan at Belper. The account g0 > all sot oa for Derby.” 
the deputation with his usual 
unt of what transpired at the memes 
hich would of course be supplied wi 


| While matters of fact were most repelling, one more fond of cheerful music and a social glass. ‘ 
Résumons. ; ss sili Doo ° 
Romance was p Icasant as aught could,....... The Exhibition—it is the triumph of civilization, Napoleonic and ef 
a st. P . 
Il. "Bo it says in the French papers, which they do not give ye wae 
' My reading took me to desert islands, for the money, and the Sporting arr re oe See 2 to a 
___ And buried me deep in Arabian Nights; I mean Monsievr LE Repactevr—it ain't fit for the lowe pacity. 
Str Warrer led me amongst the Highlands Bu qui s’avance. ; tant? — a 
__ Orinto the thickest of a fights. Ah, hospitality sympathetic of the old Coe ee 8 
| I found the elder Dumas delightful— p —7— had the musicians of Paris heard of your 3 h rs tot ot onan a 
Before the son had eclipsed the.....sseeeeees C —— proposed to give a speeial performance in his honour, 
————— pliment suggested “ Le Prophete. blic ovations, he having his 
| And Harrison Ainswortn finely frightful, Nicuoxas, however, do not like these public ovatio * ae 
— own reasons for keeping just a little in the background for a ' 
And Fentmore Coorer far from sseseeeess Bn oui s’avance. 
| = toa Monsieur my dear young Redactorial Friend, So ” 
Ag an of my most distinguished consideration, eee 
ew years later I took to reading (Suite next week.) a 
€ morbid stories of Epcar Pozr— P. S.—If it is all to be done in these here jerking sort of sente . 


| Iv. 
Well ; what with peri iri 
; perils upon the prairies : t, as yet, no acco 
‘Add haunted ruins and ghosts in white, Patent in those organs, W 
oe with giants and gifts from fairies, the monkeys. 
last I came to be crazed outright. 
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| A (N\AG-GRAVATING PROPOSAL. 


Scener.—Hampstead Heath on Sunday morning. 


Cad (to Curate on his way to his duty) :—‘‘ Now 8 YER CHANCE, SIR. 


9 


@AXTER BEFORE CHURCH TIME. 











DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 16. 


Go and visit Trafalgar-square 

Say whose works are the finest there ; 
Praise each artist, and still confess, 
This is the painter to paint a dress : 
Be it velvet or satin sheen, 

Clothing a child or mighty queen, 
Never a limner, all men know, 

Skill like his ata dress can show. 





l. 
A city where the sunkght smiles 
On leagues of long canals, and tiles. 


2. 
Well has Suetury told the awful story 
Of a father’s guilt, a daughter's woo; 
When a great crime won immortal glory 
For a lovely maiden long ago. 
3. 
You hear it when you pace the village street, 
When summer eventides are fresh and sweet, 
Still loud resounding with the blows, the theme 
Once of a great musician’s tuneful dream. 
4. 
The artist may have done his work with skill, 
And yet our wood-block needs a something still 
Before it meets the public’s eager eye, 
And that this man can best of all supply. 
5. 


There's something wrong and so you look 
For these at one end of the book. 














Here’s THE ’O8S AS'LL TAKE YER ALL ROUND THE 'EATH IN A 


6. 
To hit it you can never fail, 
A simple third note in the scale. 


| 7. 
| Supposing a pretty girl asked for a kiss, 
Ill wager your answer would surely mean this. 


Caw 
Rienzi 
Tdiotic 
Cork 
Kettle 
Elephant 
Thames 


Correct Soivrions or Acrostic No. 13, RECEIVED Jung 12:—M.C. P., Truro; 
F. W.; Blind Cat; Benhill; Three Furies; Ah, that Rascal; F. and P.; GyP; 
Spodger; Middle Stump; H. McP.; Acute; N.L. R.; Kiss Polly Twice; J. B. D. W.; 
Sandy Shin; T. B.; Nixys, etc.; D. N. O. B.; G. W. M. H.; Entrave; J. §.; 
O.and Sons; Covent Garden; W.D., Jockey Club; Tzatleca; Lechuga; P. b.. A.T.; 
Hat and Jin; Jumper; Fides; Vampyre; W. H.; Jock; Mountain Heath; Kate 
V.; BKLKK.; A Voice from Bradbourne; A Gowk; Nem; M. T.; Bumplepuppy; 
The Old Man; Pater; S.S.N.; Anser; W.F.,Croydon; Ginger; Bob de Vichy; 
H. B. P.; Harrow Weald; Dio dell’ or; Miles; R. S.; Quartette; Clara B.; 
Portobello; Constance; Uld Trafford; Nobs; Rhoda; Shorncliffe; Ruby; L.A. K.; 
Never No More; Brick Court; Snooks; South Side; Trissie; Warming Pan; 
Penalverne; W. B.; Caterham; Breakside and Hamish; Mike; Liverpool; Icks; 
| F. A. B.; Jib Jobbey; Three Glasgow Bodies; Mammy Muff; Rose S.; C. M.; 
Knurr and Spell; Four Boobies; Thomas a T.; Two Marine Dealers; D. E. H.; 
Wisbechensis; Corporal Chalks; O. K., Brighton; Mem a7’ Regento; F. W.; 
Leo Minor; Tsatlee; Correct Kyard; H. B. C.; Tootle Three; Myrtle; J. H. 
and A. L.S.; Tommy; A. H. Y.; He Who Is; E.G.C.; Bow Wow; A Gowk; 
D.C. L.; Snip; B. W.S.H.; Ormskirk; Xarifa; F. J.G. W.; Cerevino. 


Rist > aaron 
| 
Answer To Acrostic No. 13. 


HEI ROHWA 
nHkihlowd 








| 





PaRLIAMENTARY.—There is no truth in the report that Mr. Disraevt 
is about to be raised to the peerage under the title of Baron De Veer: 
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A WORD ABOU! SAVAGES, 
2 | 
YORKSHIRE skipper, Carrain Coox, 
Explored with risk and toil terrific, 
About a hundred isles that look 
To seaward o’er the vast Pacific. 
He saw the islands fringed with palm, 
He saw the rising reefs of coral ; 


And died at last without a qualm, 
In an unnecessary quarrel. 













II, z 

He cruised about the suuthern sea, | 

And touched wherever there might J land, 
At Otaheite, Owhyhee, 

Juan Fernandez and New Zealand. 
But Captain Cook had much to learn ; 

He hadn’t got a season ticket; 
And obstacles to his return 

Were raised by black men in a thicket; 






er 









he 








Ill. 
He saw the hundred-oared canoss— 
Nor termed each dusky oarsman “‘ nigger’’— 
And, truth to tell, Spithead reviews 
Are scarcely greater—only bigger! 
In island solitudes remote, 
A sense of awe and wonder thrilled hin ; 
The natives put it to the vote, b 
And then, by manhcod suffrage, killed him! 


IV. 

To Doctor HawkKEsWoOrTH’s volume turn, 

If you require a longer version 
Of anything mankind may learn 

From narratives of Coox’s Excursion. 
Perhaps you find the Doctor slow, 

And yawn while reading Kexr or Harris ; 
If that’s the case you'd better go 

And join the modern Coox in Paris! 


v. 
A motley orew that captain leads 
Of good, and bad, and merely medium, 
And yet, upon the whole, succeeds 
In ridding life of half its tedium. 
The Paris show may interest Fi 
As much as mangroves, palms, or banians ; ; 
And on the whole we’ll think the best oF 
We can of Mr. Coox’s companions ! 
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DOWN ON HIM, AND UP TO HIM! 
A Fact. Scens.—Ludgate Station, 
Railway Official (to Rustic) :—‘‘ Kine’s Cross? Upsrarrs, sir!’’ 


Rustic (who has been warned of the wicked ways of London) :—‘* Nay— 
NAY ; THEE DOESN’T KoTCH I LIkB THAT! I BEAN’T GOIN’ Uopstairs 
To THE Oonderground Ratiway.” 


Toton Talk. 


By THE SAUNTERER IN SOOIETY. 





HERE is to be a concert at the Crystal 
Palace shortly in aid of the fund for 
repairing the damage done by the 
fire last autumn. It is fixed for the 
26th inst., and there will be a gather- 
ing of musical stars, including, I 
believe, the harmonious comet, whose 
eccentric orbit is shortly to give 
employment to the gentlemen of the 
long robe, as our friend the penny-a- 
liner puts it. I sincerely hope that 
the public will come forward hand- 
somely and support the concert. It 
is not often that the public has the 
opportunity of doing a beneficent 
action, and getting the full value of 
its money at the same time, as it will 
do in this case. The Palace is full of 
sights and curiosities, the programme 
is varied and extensive, and the 
grounds look lovely. But one cannot 
1elp mlagng the Tropical Depart- 
ment, and in that 1 the People’s 
Palace is shorn of some of its glory. 
So the er we put our shoulders 





| to the wheel and push forward the rebuilding the better for all of us. 


Apropos of the entertainments at Sydenham, and specially of: the last 
grand firework display, there was a motiee in the Ze/egraph of that 
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display, which was evidently written for publication on Whit Monday, 
but was deferred till the Luesday. It contained a passing reference 
to Otmar, of whom, apparently, by a change of tenses, necessitated by 
the standing-over of the article, it was made to speak as if he had 
appeared, whereas his performance was put off, like the article, till a 
later date. ‘hereupon our old and revered friend the Pa// Mall 
Gazette waxes moral, and says, “It is dangerous to write reviews of 
notices of public performances without seeing them, on the simple 
faith of advertisements or programmes.” Quite so. And nobody 
ought to be more aware of the danger than the Pall Mall, for to add to 
its previous blunders, whose name is Legion, it, a few days ago, 
reported a public festival, “‘ with Mr. Cuarter Dickens in the chair,” 
whereas that gentleman was not near the spot. But to trifle with a 
bishop is even a more serious matter than to take liberties with an 
author; and the P. WM. G., on a recent occasion, gave a report of the 
installation of certain bishops at Cauierbury Cathedral. It was hardly 
possible that it could have received even a telegraphic report of the 
ceremony in time for the same day’s edition, but it nevertheless gave 
its readers an account, mentioning three bishops, and then next day 
coolly corrected the bungle, by stating that ‘‘its Canterbury Corre- 
spondent’”’ had fallen into an error, and that, in fact, only two bishops 
were present, the third had been kept away by illness, or some such 
circumstance. Yes—it is dangerous to write reviews of public per- 
formances without seeing them ! 

Somg time since, in discussing the mismanagement of the pension-list, 
I drew attention to a paragraph in a Perth paper which stated that a 
retired military officer residing near the Bridge of Allan had received 
a literary pension with but slender claims to it. I questioned the 
statement at the time, and I have since Jearnt that the paragraph was 
incorrect—the pension was given for ‘distinguished service,” as the 
local journal should have known; there is no excuse for a provincial 
paper’s mis-statement of facts which it has the means of investigating, 
and the Perth print would do well to be more scrupulous. 

ScHooLMasTERs are not at first sight the sort of people we should 
consider to be allied to the poets, but they belong to the genus irritadile, 
notwithstanding. There has been a pretty little stir at Hanwell, got 
up by a local pedagogue, who wishes to change the name of the little 
village because the ’hus-cads chaff him when he desires to ride in the 
direction of the lunatic asylum. A public mecting was held, and the 
inhabitants present decided that they preferred to be called inhabitants 
of Hanwell rather than Bishopstown, and quite right too! It is an 
honour and not @ discredit to a place to bear the same name as an 
institution founded and supported for the care and cure of one of the 
saddest of all human afflictions. Sensible folks are not made miserable 
by the stale wit of "bus-cads—besides, some people may give Hanwell 
as their address without the least chance of being suspected of residing 
at the asylum ; to become qualified for a mad-house, one must at some 
time or other have had a reason to lose! 

“ ‘Wuat is the Broadway ?” is a question which the papers have 
been putting to us lately. Well, it is a new magazine to be published 
by Messrs. Rour.epcez, who stand with one foot in Broadway, Lud- 
gate-hill, and the other in Broadway, New York, like an Atlantic 
Colossus. ‘The wrapper is one of the best I’ve seen since the Cornhill, 
and the list of authors’ names the strongest ever published, for it in- 
cludes most of the American as well as of the English writers of note. The 
line it is to take is sufficiently foreshadowed by this :—it will be essen- 
tially international, and will, I hope, strengthen our fraternal relations 
with Brother Jonathan. ‘There is room and a career for so novela 
project, even though we have so many magazines already. 

1 have mentioned lately that whatever may be its drawbacks in the 
financial sense, the London, Chatham, and Dover line is unrivalled in 
its treatment of the public. From recent experience, I’m sorry to find 
I can't say as much for the London and Brighton. It happens to have 
a good many branches, and is therefore a confusing line to those who 
do not ordinarily travel by it, but the porters, with scarcely an ex- 
ception, are utterly incapable of giving one any information that can 
be relied upon, and to judge from a case that came under my notice, 
the station masters contrast most unfavourably with those of the 
L., C., and D. R, on the score’ of civility. At by-stations, tickets are 
not issued until about a minute before the train arrives, and in the 
consequent hurry, mistakes and overcharges (I have not heard of 
undercharges) arise, and are not likely to be discovered until too late. 
As for the changes, and the number of trains going in different direc- 
tions, heaven help the unprotected female at—East Croydon let us say 
for example, bound for Three Bridges! A thought occurs to me of 
which I will give the benefit to the L., C.,and D. R.—the funds of 
the company might be honourakly augmented if its employés were set 
to give lessons in intelligence and civility to those lines that may happen 
to need them. Certain! y the L., B., and S. C. might advantageously 
lay out the proverbial. “ twopence.”’ 


ee 


Racwa Inrerirgence.—We shall, in all probability, shortly publish 
some “stable netes’ from Our Roan Correspondent. 
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IRELAND'S OPPORTUNITY, 


:—“*SURE IT’S MIGHTY KIND OF MY SISTER ENGLAND—BUT I MOPE IT’S NOT ALL SHE 
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GOING TO DO FOR ME!” 





(And perhaps if England would do her Justice, we should hear ne more of disaffection. 
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-—“‘OOME, SIR, THE VOLUNTEERS WERE NOT INTENDED AS TOYS FOR 
CAL PARTIES, HADN’T YOU BETTER TEAR UP THAT CIRCULAR OF YOURS Ff” 


eee 


Fun (to Sir John’ PPk*ngt*n) 


VOLUNTEERING ADVICE. 
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THE ANTIPODES. 





SE 


4 Sc ’ 
wee Thanes. Tnter CAPTAIN MowrnRay Daxcus. 


curt. Darovs.—I am a Polished Scoundrel, and I get my living by 


inst Derby favourites and then hocussing them. When 
nder the name of Goodge I tried it on with Flying Scud, but 


= Her e comes my minion, Duck-fingered Joe. 


Enter DucK-FINGERED JOE, very ragged. 


aaa both hands are joined by a web. 
Jon.— 8 


0 aude matter. Have you hocussed the next Derby favourite ? 
_Thave! [Points with both his forefingers. 
Jon 9g 
Dazcvs—Tben go ¢nto thaf summer-house. 
Jyit DUCK-FINGERRD JOBE eg Sad tara holding cigar between 
first and secon gers. 
juer Hon. Sam StRANGEWaYS, and Miskin, his groom, in a page's hat. 
siy,—Darcus, I am your accomplice. 
Darcus.— You are, eee ae —, a horse is hocussed. 
sux.—It has just occurred to me it is hardly fair to hocus a 
inst which you have laid heavy odds. 
horse agalns y ova ae ; 
Dances (curling all over ~ sneers).—Milk-faced gyurl 
Sut (mildly, but firmly).—Darcus, I am no gyurl. 
eae | I will go into the summer-house and eat pie with 
Dock-fingered Joe. Does so. 
Suv.—This shall to the executive. 
Enter GENERAL MonNTHERMER avd Cuincu, a detective. 
Siv.—General, your horse has been hocussed, and the villains are 
wucealed in that summer-house. 
Gey.—Ha! Have at them ? [Zs about to rush into summer-house. 
Cuca (Detective).—Hush. Not so. Whatwould you do? 
9 — a = villains into custody ! 
uncu.—Ha! ha! 0, no, sir—that’s not the way to doit. I'v 
iow a to catch ’em. Away, away with me, two or three 
wounties oi ! 
They away together and of course Captain Dancus escapes from the 
‘ . i. er immediately.) 
arovs.—Discovered! But I have a skiff handy, on the Thames 
wil will now to Canvas Town, with a distant view of Melbourne. 
[Gets into skiffand rows to Australia. 
: Enter Mr. Seymour and the GENERAL. aa 
eens name 2 my C. Moore. I was a convict once, but 
money in Australia. 
Ga.—I have just been appointed to an im in C 
a + just beer portant post in Canvas 
own, with a distant view of ese and must start at once. 
[Exit to Canvas Town. 
Enter Duck-ringerep Jon, from summer-house. 
“0B—Now to escape to Canvas Town. [ Interlaces his fingers. 
areas. — He, I perceive that you are duck-fingered. (Mournfully) 
8 a wan dno fingered ! 
~ am he, [ Fhey, embrace, 
“ee Finter Mrs. Sexmaur aid MApDELINE, aed! gueste, 
he et®—Behold our gon! the way, I forgot to mention that 
ture just lost my col i i it bi 
ek 15.0 y colossal fortune, so there is nothing for it but to go 
wither anvas Town, with a distant, view of Melbourne, and make 


vane uoun,—Away to Canvas Town, with a distant view of 
wn uxe—To Canvas Town with a distant view of Melbourne, 


cheer, and unply, in pantomime, that. they are prepared to accom~ 


lr fae OUR to tha uttermost ends of the earth. Tableau.) 


Enter the GENERAL. 


—I nve come to take up my appointment at Canvas | 


lien w; n 
_— distant’ view of-Mélbourne: 
llsiry, Enter Misk1n. 
Vib the ¢ have left the Hon. Sam’s setvice and have engaged 
* General, Fhaf’s iow. I’m here. (Exit Miskin. 


[Exit GENERAL. 


| Diuer.—r ¢ er Captain Dancovs, ; 
ame out here to get out of the way of Clinch. 


} 


nr Ente M [Zxit Darcus. 
ter Mr. Seymoun, 

“™t—T came out here to make more money. 

Enter Dy [ Evit. Mr. Seymour. 
e~] came CE-FINGERED Jor. (Pointong: with foresingers.) 

out here-with my new-found father. [ Ewit Jox. 

Loy, Si, —y Enter Hon: Sau. Sraananways. 
bey, Came out-here because I legt- money on. the las¢ 


, iia [ Bait Sam SrRANGEWAYS. 
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nm l.—=Mrs. 2 "at eymour’s Tate C, 34,» eS , : 
gxs 1.—Mrs. Murray Seymow's Fete Champétre on the | « horse. I'm not quite clear about the law on 


;.—You are called Duck-fingered because your first and second 


Ha! How knew you this? (With all his jingers very wide 


ENK 1.—Canvas Town, with a distant view of Melbourne. 






| suggests he disposal of Ma. Tom eon ee cat 
| thing else bec 
always ready fo take a hint—or anything eis, bo © 
i a foreigners not excepted) for his “original” dramas. 
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cinnthnncntiatcieeesemnetmenieeees 
ES ee 
Enter Cuen. 

to take up Darcus for attempting to hocu:« 


tainly don’t se an the subject, and it cer- 
J Seem quuige wor , ' ed sd J “peg 
none. q orth W hile but nerving himself) this is weal: - 


(Brit Crincn, 


Ciuinck.—I came out here 


Enter Mavauine. 
t here with Mr, Seymour, my supposed 

re 
[Exit MADELINE, | 


Mape.ine.—I cane 
father, ; 7 
i Re-Enter All the Characters. 
LL THE oS to e@eh other).— YOU here!!! | 
GrneRraL.—Then Madeline must be my daughter! 


(Detective flies to the other side of the Continent to mature his plans against 


Darcvs. Tableau.) 


ACT FEE.—At the Diggings, Bhter Cuincu. 


wake is Somewhere in the bush, amdsoam I. Sohecan’t 
Enter Sau. 


Sam.—I will dig a hole (does so— -e\ 
mine! This is indeed luck ( Jinds a geld mine), Ha! a gold 
Enter Sovtenovy, fri 
SoMEsopY.—Save me! Pe 


| 


Enter some diggers. 

Diccrre.—Give him up! - 
Sam.— Never! 
A.LL.—Then away to Dead Man’s Gully ! 

Scans THE Last.—Dead Man's Gully. 

Enter All the Characters. 
ALL THE CHARAcTERS (to each other).—YOU here!!! 
Ciincu.—The moment has at length arrived! (¢o Darcvs) Villain, 
you are my prey! 

Darcus,—Never. 


[ Pitches him into a waterfall 


(Lverybody discharges pistols. General engagement. Defeat of both sides. 
and concluding tableau suggestive of the Trrumpu or Puysicat, 
SupERIoRItY. Curtain. 


OvursEeLvEs.—Disconnected nonsense, madeup of Never Too Late to ! 
Mend, Flying Scud, and the.tossing halfpenny from Box and Coz. Very | 
well played by Mr. Emery, but he should remember that he is duck- 
fingered ; nicely by Mr. E. Price, pleasantly by Miss E. Tsrrr— 
poor Miss Saunpers, the cleverest lady-low-comedian on the stage, has 
nothing to do. Piece very handsomely mounted, and scenery all good. 





Iron-ical. 
A rrienp of ours has been reading the prospectus which was 


“wrapped round his bottle of Diastatized Iron. In it he has found it 


stated that the preparation in question is produced by making a certain 
vegetable seed absorb a solution of iron’ prepared im such a manner that 
the iron is’ made organic—become vitalized by. the diastasis of the 
germinating gvain. Struck by the novelty and simplicity of the 
operation, he has sown some of the preparation in his garden and is 
looking forward to a crop of nails or a growth of fire-irons. 





Put that in your Pipe! 
Tue Advertiser the other day gave an account of the appearance of 


poisonous flies.in Transylvania, and stated that the farmers: have to 


keep their beasts shut up, with large fires: burning round their shedeto 


\keep off 'the winged-pests. It added :—“ The men in charge of the fires 


i have the’ gre a vel 
attacks of” these insects, and find toba¢co the best preservative. What 
will Dean Ciose:say to that? Perhaps the discovery may convert 
him. We should like to see “a wredth’’—of smoke—“ s0 gracefully 


curl”? around his head—and no flies! 


atest difficulty in saving themselves from: the venemious 


& Suggestion: 
In these days of realistic dramas, we think it would not be a bad 


« gensation” for the proprietor of the Holborn Theatre to arrange the 
of the Antipodes 80 ) bou 
pee ota wards d la Ormaz. There can be no difficulty, a 
| -nhabitanta of the Antipodes are doing so at this very moment, s 
should see if we could look through the globe bénédth us. _ coh 
i would be nothing in this that the aaneae’ could object to, since they 
‘know, owing to the confused construction ce 
teey are standag 4 their heads or their heels. We gladly place the 


that the actors should walk about 


of the piece, whether 


restion ‘dis 7 ho, it is notorious, 18 
on at the disposal of Mk. Tom Tay1on, WA®, | Be tom ehy 


Very Arsropriatecy.—lt Greect.and Romedre represented ab the 


French Exhibition, might not their productions be appropriately 
ranged in “ clas six” > 
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INTERESTING TO ORNITHOLOGISTS. 


Jan :-—‘* WEATHER'S TURNED MILD, Tom. 
Jan :-—* Noa, ’T wasn’t. 


OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


| Genivs never dies! Like the Brahma of Hindoo fable, it may seem 
} 
| 








to perish, but it only migrates, to manifest itself—not always, it is true, 
with the same intensity—in new forms. In the bard of ‘100,000 
welcomes ’’ we catch a glimpse of the avatar of Pye; and the now for- 
gotten author of an extinct book called The Season, was a little—not a 
Tom Litt.s, but a very little—replica of the obscure bard who first 
brought fame to Holy well-street. 

The book which suggests these observations is entitled Fatriotic 
Part Songs, arranged and adapted by James Tittearp. It contains 
many fine songs and some good music. ‘ Gaudeamus,” “The March 
of the Men of Harlech,’’ ‘“‘ God Save the Queen ”’—with other popular 

| lays—may well make up a good book of music, and Mr. Tittgarp 
seems to have done his part carefully and well. But, though we can 
recommend the publication for these reasons, they are not the only 
grounds on which it earns our good word. 

We have long looked—and looked in vain—for a successor to the 
genius of Srexnuoip and Hopxiss—of Tair and Brapy. Fora long 
time we feared that the mantle—it was of fustian—which belonged to 
those great writers had not fallen upon anybody in our time. Weare 

lad to hail Mx. F. T. Patcrave as the intellectual heir of the two 
race of bards we have named—he is Tait ‘and Brapy—he is Srern- 
HOLD and Hopkins, or rather those “two single gentlemen rolled into 
one,’’ as our readers, we feel sure, will at once admit when they read 
his “poems” in the publication under notice. 
arities of the old bards live again in these stirring lyrics. We trace 
their direct inspiration over and over again—when, as in “ ‘The 
Island” our poet speaks of “ unfurling a light”’—a figure which genius 
alone could suggest—or when, with that lofty disregard for grammar 
which distinguished the ancient writers, he tells us in “ England's 
Heroes,”’ of people whose “ life and death was glory”? and “ who con- 
quered not though slain” as he tells us in another verse, which is an 
original thought! “Dead men tell no tales” is an old saw—‘ Dead 
men win no battles” is a modern instance. In another poem, “a 
National Song,” we have England thus apostrophised :— 


I HEEKD THE GooKOO yES’DAY!” | 


‘Twas A PROPER GookoO, I'LL zwEAR ! 
et 





Some of the peculi- | 


Time.—Early Spring. 


nua ae wae 
Tom :-—* Gir Lona! A TWO-LEGGED GoOKOO, I KECK N- 


%? 





‘‘Ark of Freedom! Glory’s Dwelling! 
Let thy heart be strong in thee, 
God is with thee, wrong repelling ; 
He alone thy champion be.” 
A minor genius, untramelled by the necessities of rhyme, would h " 
been tempted to say “thy champion is.” But SrexNHOLD, Rorem™ 
Tarr, Brapy, and Patexave know better than that! ‘They enue ~ 
fetters rhyme would impose on inferior poets, who would never thio 
of soaring—as does the last-named of that glorious quintette—to su 
a sublimity as :-— 
‘* We sing the glorious morning, 
When France and Spain at dawning.” 
Ordinary people would have hesitated to strike this glorious ae 7 
frecdom from the tyranny of rhyme. The author of * Trafa 
rushes in where they fear to tread. Genius solves the difliculty—P a 
nounce “dawning ”’ as if spelt “ dorning’’ and the thing 1s done, = 
the shades of SrrxNHoLp and Brapy, Tarr and Horrms guile oe : 
triumph of their intellectual offspring. The same artifice mo - 
“ Wellington,” where “afar ’’ and “hurrah” are wedded togethet, 
if their marriage had been made in heaven instead of Cockaigne : 3.” 
We will close our notice with a quotation from “ W eee 
which will exemplify the smoothness of Mx. Parcrave’s versiice 
as well as to the lJoftiness of his thoughts and style :— 


‘* But his battle fields are over, and Peace crown’d his life: | 
’Twas her cause that he fought for, why sing then of strile - 
For Peace and for England: her sons and her king: 
For us ’twas he couquer’d: bis glories we sing. 
Yuheirasasa: shout his pr.i-es afar: 

The hero of heroes : we hail bim : hurrah !” 


To be serious :—it would be too severe, perhaps, to ins 


ave 


ist that all 


who slay fat cattle should themselves be fat, but it is not too oer 
to demand that no man should be considered qualified to rather 


i = r smtoar y i i 7 - bat are . 
late the poems of great writers by omitting verses t  gufficient 





|! accused of, and Seven Dials would hasten to repudiate. 


ingenious than poetical,” until he has proved that he has oe 
acquaintance with the simplest rules of versification to ree a 
from writing such despicable doggrel as Carnacu would blush 
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MILK “IN *>MANCHESTER. 


Waren the children you've been kissing, 
And the urn is softly hissing, 
And no breakfast-dainty missing, 
You have trifled with the ham ; 
Found the Strasburg pa¢é pleasant, 
In the season tried cold pheasant, 
And the tongue that’s ever present, 
Flanked by crystal pots of jam. 





Then your wife with freshest cheek, a 
Dress adorning her called pique, 
With all deference I speak, a 
Charming morning nymph is she; 
Sits serenely at the table, 
And frowns down the children’s babel, 
And with dainty hands and able, 
Makes your coffee or your tea. 


When she pours het milk before vou, 
To your coffee, comes there o’er yon 
A suspicion that would floor you, 
Were your nerves not strong and stout ; 
That a foul adulteration, 
Of the product of lactation, 
Has made such abomination, 
Of the fluid she deals ont ? 


There is water, salt, annatto, 

Can your children e’er get fat, O, 

Wives of Manchester on that, O, 
Sagest judge the man to fine! 

Who, devoid of upright feeling, 

Had such dirty ways of dealing, 

‘Twas the one way of appealing 
To his conscience, ] opine. 








Distressing Suicide. 


_ Tut journalistic world was thrown into a state of in- 
tase excitement the other day by the discovery that a 
newspaper had cut its own throat some week or so be- 
ine, It is sad to hear a little time's done for a Little 


a'Ued, 


Senet 


Out on ye! 
as babi of self-denial is exercised more frequently 
hy te ten” than by any other class of society. 
tstore m are they “¢ not at home ” to undesirable 


a 


[jaa Steere 


FROM OUR STALL. 





A. Tom Tayzon’s 
hice of patchwork: th 





A FIDDLE ¢& 


Antipodes ; or, the Ups and Downs of Life isa | 
6 first act, which is placed in England, reminds | 











FIDDLE-DE-DEE. 
French lady (alarmed for her pet) :—“ Ma Fipete—MA Fipeve 
First Gent :—“I say, BILL; WHAT DOES SHE MEAN BY CALLING HER DOG 


©) 


| Answers to Correspondents. 





W yj ; 
nidly of Flying Scud, and the remainder of the drama, which is | 4y @ stamped and directed envelope.) 


ht alia, reminds us more vividly still of It is Never Too | : 

tren the hero ee y all the characters are unpleasant people; not | and, if you think, as you say— 

em, and th ae can excite much interest as to what becomes | 

fall that the € . her folks might be swept off the stage by artillery | 

Thich is not at audience cares. The play is much too long—a fault | 
= meee for by the character of its dialogue. 

bnerally anreliey j author gives us a good thing, but the talking is | 

"erybody else at M oe consequently tiresome. Everybody meets | Jacking in point and pungency as well as in kindliness and heart. 

lst of elbourne in a wildly improbable manner; and a| “ Lerrens rRoM HIGHLAND LATITUDES.” —The breadth of the humour 


of th 


Here and | 


*¢ Without a thought, ———— 
There’s nought so sweet as this,”’ 


would assist you. 


tmy that Sete 18 discovered by about three strokes of the pick-axe in | is not equal to the longitude of the copy. 


er excites our incredulity. The piece was well played, | J. B., London.—We cannot see that the hot weather is any excuse 
(though you plead it) for the contemptible nonsense you send—the weather 


new to th 
: Sentleman 
"our, but fel] 


cular 
Nar y by Mrs. Warrs (née Miss E. Terry) and Mr. E. Price, 


€ patrons of the H . i Ji | may bs hot—we want no rubbish (s)hot here. 
a sesrbore ; She lady is ladylize ane | W. B. sends us some “ jokes’ which he labels “ Believe unanticipated.” 


Well, we have had some experience, but we never anticipated such non- 


mixed kind 
= 


r _ Putting a Good Fa it. 
_ Anstraian £ ce on it 


bf May be gai ri English complexions of the female immigrants, 


gentlemanly, Mn. Emery acted with considerable 
0, Wag ptt in the matter of pathos. The part of Clinch, a 
Se admirable no) and effectively rendered by Mr. R. Tuorne. 
luny and Ha scenery has been painted for the drama by Messrs. 
We very gtr ve? the views of Canvas Town and Dead Man’s Gully 
he piece must be cut a good deal before it can 
tience : its reception on the first night was de- | Parson; S.B.; W. Phlor; W.S. B., Old Square; 
P A. B., Derby; N. B.; X. X. X.; H. E. V. D.; Philopagmor; Julia ; 
M. R.; J. H.G., Charles-street; A Contributor (signature illegible), 39, 
Morton-road; V. J. D. i, Diego; Fitz-Ivan ; z *. To Sener Gmos ; 
i -roa amington; J. H. S., Commercial-road,; ¢. ». 

that | Volunteer; G. E. Y., City-road; J. F. M.; Hold Tig 


sense as this. 


‘*A Canny Scort.’’—Try a “canna Scot.” 





TE faces, to have entirely shaken off their natural prejudice | E,A. J.; Etak; J.M. G., Glasgow; W. G. C, Poplar; W 





SE = oo | 


Castle-street, Dublin; C.C., King’s College; Ap ‘van. 
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[ We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accompanied 


FisHy.—We have read your lines ‘1 would I were a fish’’ very carefully 


you ought to be happy—for no thought detracts from the sweetness of your 
versification. You can’t play your fish in verse—try music, the ecales 


Tue author of ‘fa cruel and heartless epigram’’ is informed that it is 


a ————__ - —_- + -__ 


G. W., Nottingham.—Our opinion does not coincide with yours. 
C. C. R.,—Your ode to a “hashed dace” isn’t even dace-ntly passable. 


Declined with thanks,—‘‘ An Incident in the hes a. indignant 
. -» 4ottenham ; 


Moalsey; A Rural 
ht, Bammer 2008 5 
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THE PARIS EXHIBITION. 


OUTSIDE OF THE ENGLIsH RESTORATION, 
Paris, France. 


Dear ’ La,—Excuse this bein’ wrote in pencil, but blest if I haven’t 
one an’ lost Bes. Notas he’s defunk, but there ain't no getting of 
Fim away from this place which is emigrated from Ludgate-hill, and 
sells pale ale: and of all the gals—— well, there the least said’s the 
soonest mended, as the City solicitor used to say when father wanted 
compensation for the glass that was broke at a Committee in the 
Guildhall arter a shampaign lunch. The fact is that it was that Tunzy’s 
corfy as did it, as I should say had opium or somethink in it, for Bos 
was that reg’lar mad as what do you think he done? There’sa creetur 
here as is ’dizened out like a pet of the ballot at the Grecian, as calls 
herself the French for flower-gal, an’ sells nosegays for five francs 
apiece, leastways that was what ale charged Bop for a rose as I’d have 
bought many 4 time in Bartholomew-lane for threepence, but bless 
you he give in to her like nothink, as was got up with what they call 
ere a coughewer, as means a lady’s own head of hair, and things that 
short as showed her Hessian boots, torsals an’ all, like the gentleman as 
used to go about in a pigtail in Fenchurch-street when the Queen of 
Spain’s soldier used to sweep the crossin’ at the corner. Bos was 
always a soft one, but little did I think to see him so took in as not to 
recognize her as the lady as come out ina style 4 l’Emperortrees after 
office hours, which she exchanges her dress reg’lar, and comes out a 
swell just like the crossin’ sweeper aforesaid which dressed in a suit of 
black an’ a gold chain o’ Sundays. Worse than that, just as Bos ought 
to have stuck up for old England he goes and gives eleven francs for a 
bloom, for who should come along but a couple of distinguished parties 
as their names is in the Prayer Book every Sunday, a-follerin’ a broad, 
bumptious gentleman as looked a beadle in private costume every inch on 
him ; as I afterwards heard it was Mx. Corz, C.B., which if St don’t 
mean Considerable Bumptious, it ought to, that’s all. I never did see 
nothing like the walk of that party, out of the dancin’ academy as we 
used to go to in Bloomfield-street, Finsbury, not off the stage. Heseemed 
to be swelled to twice his nateral size, and was a reg’ lar King of the’ole 
place, while the P. or W. and the D. or E. they walked behind him as 
though they was two of the three fiddlers in waitin’, an’ the john- 
damms and the confound fueignereand the English looked as though 
he was the British Constitution d in cloth, an’ a good deal of cloth 
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| he takes I should say, as Samvet. BrotueErs wouldn’t get much to make 
his clothes by contract, except he was a advertisin’ medium. Well, 
when he’d gone byI missed Bon, and after goin’ all round the buildin 
which the outside ring (it’s like one o’ them Chinese carved balls, the 
‘ Expose-ition is) is devoted to the feed of all nations, I sees some English 
spellin’ on one of the places, and there was a crowd a-pressing round 
a bar, and Bor a-goin’ on that shameful as I was reg’lar took aback, 
with a heap o’ Frenchmen a-listening to his goings on and him larfin 
and talkin’ toa barmaid, with a tankard o’ bitter as I drunk myeelf to 
save appearances. It is now Saturday night, and Bon’s been at the 
English bar which is emigrated from Ludgate station ever since Thursday, 
a-sleepin’ on two chairs as he’s concessioned for twelve francs 4 iy; 
and says it’s too hot to go home to the street of the little stables. The 
johndamms is a-tryin’ to wake him up constant, but he shied his boots 
at one of em’ and swore as nothink should separate him from Bnitannie 
the pride of the ocean, which he means the young person as I hear . 
the toast of the place under the name of. well, I ain't espn 
write her name, but I’ve heard her called Freperika, as Bos wil * 
like Don QuickseTT and has christened her FRexKILLINA, thonge! a 
may be a sort of pronunciation brought about by refreshmen’. i 
ain’t seen no more than the outside of the Exhibition as 9% oe 
Bor ain’t more amiable to reason to-morrow I shall hire a Bat ; . 
and have him carted away to the pianoforte department amongs = 
musical instruments, for the Bath chairmen don’t go nowhere eisé, 


’ . —Yours, 
there’s no refreshments to be got in that department a atts 











Putting a Different Complexion on it. xia 
A nzcro, living in Lee County, Georgia, has killed _ sae aolele 
aged eighteen, for walking out with a young black man 0 he ad 20 
bourhood. His defence is that as she was only eighteen ‘tbe — 
right to be a-lovin’, and that the arguments for the union * pecomle one 
people were utterly illogical, since two blacks cannot ei - 
wight. This is the line of defence—the line of the prose 
probably be a hempen one with a halter at one end of it. 


Rights of Common. 
Tux only fee'd that is allowed on Doctors’ Commons, ™ 
sume, be a duly qualified practitioner. 
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A MODERN PYGMALION. 


Wuen I have closed my door, 
Selfish old bachelor, 
Fast for the night, 
I am alone, and yet 
Somehow I can’t forget 
Someone’s in sight. 


Up to the mantel-piece, 
Spotted with candle-grease, 


I’ve but to walk, 


Then I am safe to find, ply foe 

in a sweet frame of mind, a 
Someone to talk. EARS 

Say I’m put out or vexed, LARGE 


SORTM ENT 


Wet through or sore perplexed, 
Worried to death. 

From what the glass conceals, 

Something like comfort steals 
Eyelids beneath. 


Maybe I’ve been in luck, 
Fired with good wine or pluck, 
Pleased with myself. 
Still all alone the while 
Somebody seems to smile 
There, on the shelf. 


I can but think upon 
One called Pygmalion, 
Who, as they say, 
Made for himself a wife— 
Whom Venus breathed to life— 
Out of some clay! 









DEFY 
eveCTICN 


Not near - clever, I 
Trust to photography, 
Still all the ite ; 
I am contented when 
Friendship comes now and then 
Out of a frame. 


| A Gotpen Lerrer.—Z/ Dorado. 








OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


We nave a heap of books lying before us which wait notice, and 
must have it too ere the magazines come. First comes “May Day 
and other Poems,” by Emerson, published by Messrs. RourLepGe— 
& book we need not recommend, for all Emerson writes is worth read- 

j ng. Next, Messrs. CuarMan AND Hawi’s “Cuartes Dickens” 
| edition of Pickwick—another book that needs no recommendation, 
save cheapness, the only thing wanted hitherto to make the book 
universal, Then Lilliput Levee (Strauan). ‘That's a book we could 
er Over, and wander back to childhood :—the book of a man of 
genius who is at home with the children as only a man of genius—or 
afool—can be :—adelightful book, full of poetry which will touch youn 
os old alike. _After this comes a series of ‘“ People of Paris,” by rr 

ARNARD, published by Messrs. Barnarp, of Oxford-street. The 
pencil of Mrz. Barnarp is familiar to the readers of Fun, and when we 
Say it has seldom done better work, they will see how much that 

| Ean . Mussrs. Jounson’s latest edition of their “ Guide to the Paris 
nes has also reached us. It is carefully revised and com- 
_ to latest date, but the chief point noticeable about it is that 
“ape J. announce in it that they shall be compelled to proceed at 
w _— coeis of the Sens tans. Is it not charming that the 

; ner for Engiand should so disgrace us by pettifogging that 
Weis to be called to account by the very people whose interes he was 
a” guard! Qh, Fine Arts, what jobbery is perpetrated in 
| By more we are at variance with our esteemed friend the Pall Mall 
l _ difference of opinion this time. The P. M. has been review- 
| we (88 INGELow’s latest poem, and notes “‘a bad rhyme” anda 
. ed one, viz., “abroad” and “ board,” which we should not call 
yme at all, but then we don’t write for the P. M. The critic says 
mentions this lest others should get cheap fun out of it :—we can’t 


| Bee a et for fun in it, but a reason to regret that a lady, who can 
i 








— iiss INGRLOw does, is 80 lamentably deficient in ear as to let such 
the es € pass. But that’s not our point at present. Our quarrel with 
tic is that he says he cannot scan Miss InGELow’s line :— 

Fortunate countr.es of the fire-fly, 
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THE INDIA-RUBBER EAR QUESTION. 


Miss Elephas Africanus :—“Can YOU DO ANYTHING FOR my EARS, Sin?”’ 


because he must make a dissyllable of “ fire,’ and immediately sees a 
reason for Tennyson’s— 

Music that gentlier on the spirit lies 

Than tir’d eyelids upon tir’d eyes. 
Now Tennyson ought to be ashamed of himself, in our humble opinion, 
for cutting out the mute ‘‘e” in verbs like “ tire’’ or “ aspire,’ though 
he may (to help the unrhythmical ear) do so with “ minister’d’”’ where 
the verb has no final “e’’ mute. This is en parenthése—to return to 
the question: if, as the P. U. G. critic suggests, “ tired’’ is to be pro- 
nounced “ ¢ierd,’’ why should not “ fire’’ be pronounced “‘ fier ?’’ The 
fact is that the P. M. G. talks nonsense. There’s “ nothing gained” 
by saying “‘tierd” any more than by saying “‘fier-fly,” but the critic had 
not the courage to say that the Laureate had—not for the first time— 
descended to a cockneyism, but that that is no reason why minor 
poets should follow him. Genius may overleap rules, but mere talent 
must abide by them, and this maxim as regards poets and versifiers is 
as the laws of the Medes and Persians. 


= 


Six to Four. 


Tue Factory Acts must be considered as only Unsatis-factory Acts if 
such an advertisement as the following is permitted by law :— 
WANTED to ENGAGE a small, active BOY, four to six years of age.—Apply to 

H. E. D—-, 15, —— street, E.C. 
We shall have speculative tradesmen engaging workmen before they 
are born if this sort of thing is allowed. Fancy a lawyer advertising 
for an articled clerk ‘‘ aged six months, who has cut his eye-teeth,” or 
telegraphic companies demanding children of two “ who can run alone 
—on errands.” No doubt the Horse Guards will take the hint and in 
the present dearth of recruits will begin to enlist children in arms. 





Post-ob(it)vious. 
An ambitious father is anxious to know if his son, by his having 
succeeded to the command of a mai/ steamer, is entitled to the rank of 
a post captain. 
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By THE SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


EW of us, I suppose, consider 
that up to this. present date 
we have made much of a 
hole in our year. Thanks 


Winter left us, and the re- 
luctance Spring displayed 
in coming,|we are here close 


upon Midsummer-day before 
we knowwit. Idle people 


by its loss—an observation 
which is Youn if not new ; 
and busy people really 
haven't time to think about 
time. I won’t say which 
class I belong to, but. I'll 
own I was startled to find 
that we had already reached 
the half-year practically, and, 
that in that moiety the 
National ‘Lifeboat Associ- 
ation has done great work. 
Six months. is not a long 
time to save four hundred 
and forty-three lives in—but 
the Association has,done it! So, my dear reader, since time does fly 
so imperceptibly, don’t lose it, but at once send that subscription you 
have so long been thinking about to Mr. Lewis, at No. 14, John- 
street, Adelphi, and you'll feel an additional glow of pleasure when 
you see the balance of ‘lives saved’’ by the society during the next 
six months. 

Str THomas Marron WI1son is a gentleman who has hitherto been 
distinguished chiefly on account of his desire to curtail the working- 
man's breathing-ground by inclosing Hampstead Heath. He re- 
appeared the other day asthe president of “ ‘lhe Greenwich Conserva- 
tive Association’’ (whatever that may be), having, perhaps, an eye to 
Blackheath as good building ground. I have nothing on earth to do 
with his political opinions, being rather Conservative myself since 
Mr. Disxartt has become Radical, but I must protest against the 
letters which in his presidential capacity (not to say incapacity) Sir 
T. M. W. has addressed to Loxy Denny and Mx. Disragui. He may 
tamper with our heaths and commons if he can, but I cannot permit 
him to ravage the English language unnoticed. I don't suppose that 
Sir T. M. W.'s friends will consider I am too hard upon him when I 
take it for granted that he has received the education of a gentleman— 
but how on earth could he sign letters which contain the following dis- 
graceful and ignorant blunders — 


Extract From Letrer to Lonp Drrsy. 

“ They likewise consider that every member of the Cabinet in their respective 
positiens are deserving the confidence of the country, Praying that your lordship 
may long be spared to wicld the reins of government in support of that most noble 
cause, and which you have always espoused.” 

Extract rrom Letrer to Mr. Disraen. 

**May you be long spared and supported in the position as leader of that house 
which has ever been the boast of Englishmen to possess, being assured that so lone 
as the Conservative government remain in power the venerated institutions of the 
country are——.”” 

It is useless to point out to Sm M. T. W,, and his ienoramuses 
the gross bungles I gibbet. It is needless to point them out to my 
readers—a charity-school-boy would detect them. Really, Srr Tuomas 
Maxyon Witson should be presented with a copy of Lindley Murray 
by his grateful admirers at Hampstead—but they must not forget that 
it should be a grammar for beginners, ° 
Tus Peers have been coming in for a share of the Thunderer's bolis 
of late; and as the Zimes is supposed to represent—echo, indeed,— 
public opinion, I begin to shake in my shoes. Can it be that the 
Democratic Reform Bill of the Government already influences the very 
sensitive mercury in Printing-house-square? For my own part, | 
cannot see why repose and calm should be refused to a House to which 
no member of the Commons is by any chance admitted until he has 
become superannuated and «ffete. 

Tue International Society of Fine Arts, which has a spirited object 
in view—the abrogation of the picture-dealer interest—has taken a 
gallery in Bond-street. Galleries are difficult to get, and so we must 
not cemplain if the I. S. of F. A. is not as luminously lodged as it 
deserves. But/it merits support, for it introduces us to many foreign 
artists of talent and genius, who are, as a rule, unknown to the British 
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take no note of time, save | 
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sublic. This is a novelty—for M. Gamnart, who deserves consider. 
able credit for his foreign shows, did not startle us with novelties very 
often—was, indeed, frequently forestalled by the photographers, ] 
ean honestly recommend my readers to drop in at 25, Bond-street, to 
enjoy a feast of Continental art—and buy a picture at a reasonable 
price if they choose. ; 

I srE that the design for the Hall of Science and Art is exhibited at 
the Royal Academy—and a precious ugly building it will be! I can 
compare it to nothing but a Strasburg pie with a glass crust—I only 
hope the contents will be half as good. A scientilic paper which is an 
undoubted authority, alludes to the statement in the report handed to 
the QurEN, that ‘‘ learned socicties’’ have represented to CoE anp Co, 
the want of such an institution, and says that some of the most im- 
portant societies have } rotested arainst the scheme, and have declined 
to take rooms in the building, Perhaps CoLz AND Co. will name the 

“learned societies.’ The Laboratory hits a blot at once :— 

“The building will be admirably adapted for shows of an attractive character, but 
for purely scientific purposes it will be utterly useless. An ordinary lecturer could 
| not be heard in this South Kensington Coliseum, and such experiments as we are 
| accustomed to see at the Royal Institution would be invisible to nine-tenths of 
| the people for whom seats will be provided.” 


That's a ‘nasty one,’ I take it. 





No. 16. 


Fmst tied together, and then reft in twain, 
What my first loses is my second’s gain : 

One in the north sheds learning’s light around, 
The other's in a southern country found. 





1, 


One-third is long, and two-thirds short in tone, 
It’s curious that it means a finger-bone. 


2. 


You may use it at full length, this word, 
But commonly now we contract ; 
Some time before this, I have heard, 
Jt means, to be very exact, 
3. 
He lived in a pleasant suburban 
letreat, near a beautiful mosque, 
And wore a most wonderful turban, 
And kept, let us say—a kiosk. 
A swell oriental he fluurish’d 
‘his mythical man, I believe ; 
And for a whole month he was nourish’d 
On nothing {from morning till eve. 


4, 
Between two kinds, I’ve eften seen it vary, 
Peschance a ttiower—sometimes a canary. 
5. 


A northern land in Europe see, 

Where in a corner there should be 

A town that boasts a bishop’s care, 

Although the name is rather rare. 
6, 


Far.on the vast plains, near a lake, 
I work, and pleasure there I take : 
And though Americans should boast 
Their power, | keep an armed host. 


nn a 


Answer TO Acrostic No. 14. 
B Bagdad 

O Orsini 

O Olivia 
T ‘Yor axa 
H Harvey 
Correct Sorvrions or Acrostic No. 14, RECEIV! p Junge 19:—Frank and Marit; 
Snuff-box ; Nanny’s Pet; Brick-court; Benhill; Cerevino; Samoith Egatton; 
Mangey; Qld Trafford; Bumblepuppy; Constance; Ada W.; P. L. A. T.; E'den 
Lily; Peter G.; Entrave; T. D. H.; Ledbury ; Merabile Dick-Tu-rpin’; J. 5. | 
Kiel; R. C. O.; Young Australia; Irresistible; Two Clapham Contortionists ; 
E. T.; Never No More; Hunkey Dorum; Bowwow; O. and Sons; H. R.; Break- 
side and Hamish; Nemorino; “riscie; F. of T.; J. T. B.; Shorneliffe; Mu kle 
Piekle ; Varney the Vampyre; Penalverne; Warming-Parn; Ginger; sixty-live; 

Horribildous; D. D.; Tria Juncia; J.5.; Lechuza; Sphinx; Kuby. 
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“A Nine Days’ Wonper.”’—That of the kitten, which wonders 
when it’s going to see! 
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SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 
NICHOLAS ON THE RISING GENERATION. 


Tue OrreENTAL Repostrory (Liwttep) Horseraypown. 


My DEAR YOUNG Frienp,—I have received your affable note, Sir, 
and it is quite right where it says, “ N ICHOLAS has established—good- 
ness knows how !—a reputation as a moralist; and we want to hear 
what he may have to say with regard to the alleged deterioration in 
the tone of society, especially amongst the rising generation.” Quite 
right, my dear young Friend, you are, and it is only natural that ye 

uldest. 
ar Prophet himself is, as the British public are well aweer, no 
longer in that first flush of youth than which a period more eertain to 
plunge a man into the wildest-excesses, nor yet as a rule more difficult 
for him to get out of them, but very pleasant all the same and I wish 
as a good deal of it was to come over again. 

Though: Nicuoas, however, can no longer elaim:to be considered a 
mere stripling, yet I was once as young as you, my dear yonthful 
Friend ; and I-would even say as [ was once younger but for being 
rude. ‘That youth have insensibly diminished with the lapse of ad- 
vancing years is unfortunately true; but he still takes an interest, 
does .the:Old Man, in’ the »ways of the adolescent,:and-he has noticed 
with sincere regret that suchiis going pretty quick tothe bad. 

If you.come to mere morality, mind you, the Old'Man is not sure 
as you-are @ bit worse, you young men of 1867, than what he was 
himself at an,anollogus ~period, he being accustemed for to earry on 


| dreadful; andumany is:the officer of police which might even now 


recognise -in tthe. weather-worn countenance of NicHoLas some re- 
semblance to:one who informal years—but perhaps this is vanity- 
glorious. 

The-peculiarity of young men just now—and in saying young men, 
the Prophet means from twenty to thirty, leaving out boys on the 


_ one side and steady old coves on the other—the:peculiarity of young 


men just now is that they care for little and believe in nothing. In 
NicnoLas’s own time, even when a youngster was:vicious, there was 
generally two things about him as was worth notice :—in the first 
place, he got something like enjoyment out of his vices; and in the 
~— place, he was seldom so far gone but what he was ashamed 
of them. 

Young Hopeful of the present day still talks about seeing life; but 
you would think as it was Death he saw, his eyes get so dull and fixed. 
Enjoyment, Sir? You come along ef Nicuoxas to any place where 
they congregate, these young men ; and your good and gifted old guide, 


_ Bir, meaning me, will turn round upon you with the majesty of a 


SockaTEs or even a PLATER, and bid ye answer whether ever in your 
life you saw faces more dull, more weary, more woebegone. They 
have ate their cake, these boys; and not only can they consequently: 
_ have such again, but it have made them far from well in their 
insides. 

And now, Sir, about manners. They are not ashamed, these young 
ones are not, to behave in a way which Niewoias—though he do not 
like the word—is constrained to call ‘‘caddish.” I am not myself of 
noble blood, though my family is respectable and always looks back 
with pride to the illustrious traditions of those: grand old days when 


_ one of us was connected with Britannia’s Custom House itself; but I 
Should be sorry, such as I am, to behave in the way that is new com- 
| mon—I should just say.as it was common, in a parenthesis !—amongst 


| 
| 


our young men, not .merely amongst those who are fast, and conse- 
quently loose, but even amongst steadier ones. 
There is a growing indifference to the claims of woman, sir, which 


Wsasign of barbarical deterioration—Young England puffs tobacco, 


sir, in her face; he talks to her about subjects, the very mention of 
Which is an insult for'which an honest girl's brother would be quite 


| justified in knocking him down; the gentle courtesy of the past is 


ead ; and with the exeeption of a few cavaliers deda vieille roche—such 

48 Nicuouas himself—society is getting like a Cremorne with all the 
amusements left out. : 

These remarks, Sir, have been suggested to the Prophet by incidents 

‘Which ‘happened to him recently in Paris,,;where he thought himselt 

» being still a bachelor, in a little flirtation with a young lady at 

Spiers and Ponn’s, and which the fair one and him was getting along 


| 88 nicely ag possible, when who should step in but a young whipper- 


snapper, than whom I am sure his hat was only fit for a show, and as 
or his coat—well, the Prophet-weuld not advise him for to show him- 
to his old schoolmaster in such, since the temptation might be too 


‘Many for that pedagogue !—and which I could plainly hear him call- 


of'me “a pottering old-tout ;”’ and she laughed.at 
Nicuoxas! 





A Good Shillingsworth. 
Ira man is only as “right as ninepence” he can hardly describe 


elf as “pretty bobbish.” With threepence more,. up he goes to the 
required standard. rine ne 
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A GIANT’S DISCOMFORTS. 


Ou! RuvsKIRUSKHIBINGO 

He was a giant great— 
Outlandish was his lingo, 

llis height was furlongs eight. 


His boots were seven league, you 
Will guess—ani more besides ; 
It really would fatigue you 
Lo measure out his strides. 


He ate per day—his stomach 
From growing pangs to keep— 

A score of beeves, with some ac- 
Cidental pigs and sheep. 


Hach day a elub he'd pick him— 
An ouk-tree strong and sappy ; 

And nobody eould lick him— 
And still he wasn't happy. 


And yet you'd think a giant, 

Whom none to cross would dare— 
Of everything defiant— 

Would sure be free from care! 


But hapless Ruusxinvsxut 
Was nothing of the kind, 

His voice with grief was husky, 
His eyes with tears were blind. 


And you will all allow, sirs, 
He had no cause for smiles ; 

Of course his coats and trousers 
He wanted made by Miuzs. 


But Mixes he did gainsay hin— 
And sure a losing job 

It had been, to.array him 
In ‘‘ bags at sixteen bob.” 


And since they were unwilling 
To build this giant's bags 

For sixteen times one shilling — 
He had to go in rags. 


Next to supply his table 

With roasts and bakes and pies, 
He found himself unable, 

Though he did advertise 


for ** A Plain Cook;”’ for none were 
Prepared to store his maw ; 

So since his meals undone were, 
He had to eat them raw. 


And since both he and dinner 
Required a better dressing, 
The end of him, poor sinner, 
You'll speedily be guessing. 
For insufficient clothing 
Is bad beyond all question— 


Raw food produces loathing 
Which leads to indigestion. 


Now he had rheumatisem 
And indigestion. You 

Don’t think they’re pleasant—is ’em ? 
The giant thought so too! 


MORAL. 


You this conclusion fit ’ll 
Deduce from what I state— 
If grief attacks the little, 
It also stirs the great. 


ee 
‘¢ Houses Painted and Papered.”’ 


A cyYNIcal critic observes, a propos of the supposed success of specta- 
cular dramas, that a scene-painter ought to be ashamed of himself if 


he can’t draw a house—on canvas. 


Les Beaux Arts. 





Wek believe there is no ground for the report that M. Dv Cuamuiv | 


has been elected Honorary President of the Toxophilite Society, as a 
recognition of his long (bow) services in Africa. 
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Si TU SAVAIS. 


Sr rv savais, when you are asked to dine 
With half-a-dozen others, say, or eight, 
The master’s agonies about the wine, 
The mistress’ cares anent the glass and plate ; 
The winks, when some re/éve is running short, 
And all seem digging at a tiny dish ; 
The frowns when men, like water, swill old port, 
And flustered waiters help you twice to fish. 
Nuisance a dinner means 
When you're behind the scenes, 
Si tu savais. 


s 


Si tu savais, when haughty women scoff 
At fashion’s victims and the cares of dress, 
The ore through which they’ ve stitched their fingers off, 
The hours devoted to each wilful tress ; 
Si tu savais, what coils of plaits conceal, 
The pow’r of peplums and the tricks of fringe, 
The fraud an unpick'd “costume” will reveal, 
Or hair or eyebrows destitute of tinge, 
Dresses for showy belles 
Are but too often sells, 


Si tu savais, when you have turned your back 
Upon a house where all have welcomed you, 
How many people cultivate the knack 
Of sneering when they’ve nothing else to do ; 
Si tu savais, endeavours to amuse 
Are picked to bits by men and called absurd ; 
While women curl their lips and then abuse 
People with whom they’ve not exchanged a word, 
Really, ‘twixt you and me, 
There's little charity, 
Si tu savais. 





—_—— 


Si tu savais. 
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EXACTLY HITTING IT. 


Cheery Stable-keeper :—“ Now's your time, Sir! . . 
(Judkins thinks, from the expression of the brute’s eye and the action of his near hind leg, that is just what he is doing. 
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He’s WAITING FOR yov.” 
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Si tu savais the history of all 
That’s made into a dainty dish to eat ; 
Si tu savais what passes when we call 
A hard-worked servant from her hard-earned seat ; 
Si tu savais the fingers that run round 
The edges of your morning’s marmalade ; 
Si tu savais what life is, I'll be bound 
You’ll stick to love and friendship when they’re made. 
Grant what I’ve said is true, 
Tell me, what could you do, 
Si tu savais ? 
EEE——————————— 


Rather too Cwt. 
Ws clip this from the Liverpool Daily Post of the 19th instant :— 


WANTED, a respectable Young Man as Light Porter. One who fears the Lord, 
and can carry two hundredweight. A Wesleyan preferred. —Address D 135, 
office of this Paper. 
We beg seriously to protest against this combination of piety and por- 
terage, as calculated to bring solemn things into ridicule. The only 
excuse we can make for D 135 is that he is an idiot, who does not 
perceive his own folly, and thinks it possible that a man who could 
carry a couple of hundredweight might be apt to make light of graver 
things 


Looking at it ina New Light. 

Ir is not surprising that public feeling should be aroused at the 
daring street outrages which have lately been exposed in the papers ; 
it might reasonably have been expected that “daylight robberies” had 
ceased with the abolition of the Window Tax. 





Botanical Note. 


Ts man who wants a pint of beer immediately after breakfast must 
have been forced from a bed devoted to seek-ale. 
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fr must be ere. aI ABO. 1688 Ma iy mox ed over into | and a-botherin’ me, a-sayin’, * I can’t see,” 
eT aeg ot a) SN DLEY, 88 lived | begin?” I says, “My dear, there's a gent innin’ ° 
eats may I ask a favour?” I says, “ Mus. Cuawptey., | ~ 8 t can t make out.” So I says to a sour-lookin’ old thin 
(Brown mum, may I as : Bays,  *AKS. CHAWDLEY, | as set next me, “ Pray whatever is it?” Sh ; 
g, What is it, for my word’s my bond, so will never promise what I | “’Ush.” e only scowls and says, 
5 9 . ay 
sa perto ‘ P Well,’ Is ‘5 . ys 
# says, “Would you mind a-takin’ my Emmy for to see a play | my bottle out ol ay ela ‘cad tones : i dese, fk Toes | 
eT)» ta hi , i ‘a w hate ; e, and too e werry leas ¢ 
geagh bein’ ’er ret ; 7 ne for to 0, as w ould certainly | nearly stifled, and I give Emmy another aoe ae pai aa wild 
wok’er myself but for s e measles a-breakin’ out.” “Well,” I| you like a cake better?” for she ’adn’t took much vith h + 

v . _ i > © : v . v . a x uc Wi £ 

f she's got the measles, birthday or no birthday, she didn’t | Afore she could answer me, a feller put his ’and on my shouiites sexi 


and ‘“ When's it a-goin’ to 


a. FUN. 169 a 
: : a> | 
HES. BROWN AT EXETER HALL. | _ ee aa fresher. As to settin’ down in comfort I couldn’t, and | 
av poor child was pretty nigh stifled. She kep’ on a-whimperin’ 
} 
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i+tp g0,a8 18 & great risk, through bein’ liable for to check the | give : . | 
a and prove fatal through a-turnin’ in, as I’ve know’d ’appen | cairaes oe i a chatter agin, and says, “If you | 
Saif h a crack of the winde ' oe ae ia y like that I'll ’ave you out.” I says, “Me 
¢ andonly through a crack of the winder left open unawares. outrage decency! y low-liv 4! | 
“0h,” she says, “she ain’t got ’em ’erself as ’ad ’em favourable two that, a-pullin’ an a aheeh ike dat on han fia ian achert | 
? ; . E oa. ti. & a 5 ’ e é Tou lay v € . 
gg A BGR Ee a Fe ad yr cad 
gil ca 1m, g a night a 1a arties all said ‘‘Shame.” I says, ‘‘ Shame, indeed, a insol 
. t os body b dts Wan tel a ; haa ae ys, » indeed, a insolent old 
Seat ea wind a-takin’ on ss ye ont ‘t ee pe eh T only wish I could get at you; I'd pretty soon settle 
; ohn , 3 . 
a te says, “you'll excuse me, but in course ’er pa will pay all Pig. ye then on bust = = a yell as:made me pretty nigh 
_ ; ; out of my skin, as was all them childrema singin’ at once. I 
on : os = hag Ye _ 3 = rit a Pat * says, “ What a disgraceful noise for to make in a public place. Why 
sit be ce el oak Bak fic ae Oo ra oa : ougl I | we shan’t be able to ear nothink for them if they goes on like that.’ 
a a he log = deol geal W — : ~~ me the tickets | Jest then Emmy says, “Oh! Mrs. Brown, I’msobad.” Ob! and if 
dngat, a8 Te as B00 g ot oe : 00 ; and paid for. So she ’adn’t got ’old of my redicule, as she let drop with the cork out of 
BTSs Sen Carcrescet at wt Wire tot | banca ee 
; Cus 3 ; rust. you seed | a-lookin’ deadly pale. 
oe te son’ — a in to - with a clean muslin frock I says, ‘Let me out ; she’s ill.” ‘* Yes,”’ says the: sour-faced field- f 
oe - : > Ag c: ounces — er, with ’er ’air a mask of | male, “and no wonder. You ought to be downright ashamed of 
mda blue sash with a ’at as were a ] rosebuds, and a scarlet jacket | yourself to bring ’er up like that, as I see with ’er:mouth to your 
s] wouldn’t ’ave met a bull in was it ever so. She looked for all the | bottle myself.” 
oo a-goin’ to dance with the sweeps, and so I told ’er. I ’adn’t no time to say nothink, for they lifted Emmxy-out that rough 
We’ad a cup of tea and was off in good time, and_sorry I am as I | as’erskirt come right off, and a nice objec’ she looked, as no doubt ’ad 
idmy merino on, for the ’eat was jest a-settin’ in. I took my redi- | been at the bottle, for when we got into a little room where a party as 
nlewith afew cakes in and bought a orange or two for the child, and | looked arter the bonnets come to ’elp us, I smelt thechild of sperrits 
ia little drop of sperrits with me, as I don’t ever consider as it’s | dreadful. I do think as I was over a our afore that: gal was fit to be 
oe out without, for you never can tell what may ’appen. We moved through bein’ that bad; and as we was a-goim’ out, a-walkin’ 
a ong a-gettin’ of a ’bus, and of all the nuisances as ever I did | along a passage, a solemn-lookin’ man come up; and says, ‘“ My good 
win a buss it was that gal, as smelt werry foul of ’er ’air ile, and | friend, I am sorry to see such a respectable-lookin’ woman so far fo’ get 
ae - een Oe then see aoe antian = . we ee “Oh,” I says, “ drop your preachin’, I wants to get this 
and everythink else, and if she didn’t put | child ’ome. 
Vat sucked oranged on the seat as a party a-comin’ in all of a ’urry ‘“‘ Ah,” he says, “it’s werry sad—and sich a’ example—to come toa 
#tdown sudden on with a squash, as made ’im swear frightful, and | serious meetin’ and be’ave that scandalous.” I says, ‘“‘ What do you 
coe over my gownd as the colour is fled for ever. mean by sayin’ as I acted scandalous?’ ‘* Why,” he says, “ inter- 
way on tthink as we could ’ave been ’arf way there when if that child | ruptin’ of the prayer. 
. a sick and I was obligated for to get out of the bus just | I says, “Me interrupt the prayers? Why, I ain’t been at no 
tin te oblisk, and walk every step of the way to the theayter we | prayers. “ Yes,”’ says the old baboon as ’ad shook me a-comin’ up, 
— to, as were the ’Delphy, and when we got there the gent at | “I see you, and would give you in charge now if it wasn’t for this 
door says, “Mum, this ticket is not for ’ere but the next one as | worthy gentleman as wishes to use gentle means.” 
Wil come to on this side the way.” “ Now,” I says, “I tell you what it is, you've assaulted me, as I can 
io ot and cross, and ready to die with thirst so ’ad a glass | prove, and I could punish you.” “Ah!” he says to the other party, 
_ next door to that theayter, and give the gal a bottle of | ‘didn’t I tell you what she was, a downright disgrace to the meetin’.” 
om and walked on slow to the other theayter. We ’adn’t got I says, ‘I didn’t want none of your serious meetin’s. I thought it 


ardly from where we ’ad the refreshments, when Emmy, she | was a theayter.” ‘ Ah,” he groans, “ I thought so.”’ 
“You keep yourself to yourself, and don’t come a-talkin’ to 


a"“Oh!” TI says, “ What's the matter?’ She says, “ Why the I says, 
ae mother run through my musling frock’s been and busted and me.” And I goes to the door, and says to a policeman, “ Look out for 
skirt’s a-comin’ off.” a Waterloo ’bus for me,” as said he would ; but, bless you, three 
mab led round and sees a baker’s shop as I took ’er into, and the passed quite full ; and while we was a-waitin’, I says to ’im, ‘“‘ What- 
lays og 4 civil and ’elped me to set that skirt to rights, and | ever place " this . = ye All. le a lat de 
5 ow wha ; ou’ll be all t I says, “‘ It’s a theayter, ain t itr e says, ‘* No, quite different ; 
its in a instant,”? ener yon do: don't: Sages ot you —e and ‘ont then up come a ’bus with two places, as took us to the 
rewent along there was parties werry pressin’ with their oranges Elephant and Castle, where I was obliged to take a cab from, for that 
ud play bills as I didn’t pene none on, till we come to aplace where | gal couldn't ‘ardly crawl. And when I got ’er ’ome’er mother did 
Wasa-goin’ in by crowds and lots of children as was gettin’ | take on, a-sayin’ as I'd pisened ’er with my filthy sperrits. 
’ 8 and wans, and there was men a-standin’ about the door I says, “she put ’er mouth to the bottle as hadn’t more than a glass 
‘ama’ away bills. in it unawares.”’ She says “ It anne me nee or atoeee my child, 
>» Says to one party, “ Please can you tell me is this the theayter | as is a young lady all over, to a wulgar old cook lke you.” 
“I'm a-goin’ to,” He ‘pays “ It's ae better than any theayter, I says, “I'd adwise you to put your young lady under the pump, 
OW, ‘for a nice little gal like that.’’ as isa disgustin’ greedy little sp’ilt beast; and as to bein’ a cook, I 
he j at I says, “ if it’s anything for children I should like ’er to | says I never was, nor yet my mother kep a apple stall, as was ’er own 
meee will this ticket admit?” Law when I come to look for itin | aunt, I’ve ’eard say.” She says, “ better keep a apple stall than be a 
S0veit'was gone, I says, ‘‘ Whatever shall I do,” as must ‘ave wile deceiver; why didn’t you say ‘onest, a8 you wanted to go to 
a baker's shop. : Exeter ’All, and not inwiggle ny a iia ‘ii ee 
-Saysthe party, we oe ‘nd the ticket, we'll ect I says, “ Me want to go to xe ‘er All?” I says; nev e 
= without one.” a c Thank you Kindly . aa in I goes, but | speak of the place. But,” I says ; the next time as j - = your 
kep’ a-swarmin’ in, rude in their ways as I corrected them | child out, dress ’er decent, and teach ’er not to be a ’og for gree: inane, 
Byeelf, a-drivin’ at anyone like mad up a staircase. ' and spile her own things and everybody else 8, and out oan ue < 
wn We got into the place it were a fine large room, though lookin’ | walket, one ot spoke _— eee oS aerated o his so " 
. , en ee OG Eee c at me over the n : ’ 
,_ Says, “Look at the orgin, Emmy,’’ as says, Bother the | bes “A aa snoring that sp'ilt, as I don’t believe as ever I shall be 
















' ) ate & orein.’”’ | 
I ’ Tgin. I 

rte * Say nothin’, but kep’ a-movin’ on till we got right under a | able to match in this world. 

| was the only seat, and the ’ottest place as ever I were 1, THE REAL BANK OF Execance.—A Goodwood slope on the Cup Day. 
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SENSATION. 


Tet me not in penny numbers, 
Life is a distorted dream : 

For the soul your trash encumbers 
With too much of that same theme. 


Murder, misery, and madnsgss, 
Permeate your dreary text, 
Promise of still further sadness 

Is “ continued in our next.” 


Literature’s honour saving, 
Wipe that pen—in mercy wipe! 
Hence, too, with the coarse engraving— 
Hence, too, with the blunted type! 


Paper of which you're a splasher 
Better far employed will be 
Wrapping-up the savoury rasher, 
Or the humble ounce of tea. 
Yes! the paper you embellish (!) 
| Could not surely fall more low, 
Litt With the rasher’s rancid relish, 


crt " ni ai Or the tea that is but sloe ! 


/ | SS A 
} i —SS se "A 


A’ GUARDED REPROOF. 


. . © ° ° . ‘ ’ v . 
Guard (slily, to our friend, who is puffing his brier-root) :—“* ’8CUSE ME, SIR; 
BUT WHEN YOU'RE A-MAKING NOTES, DON’T YOU PUT YOUR PENCIL IN YOUR 


q*? 


MOUTH, OR SOME PARTIES MIGHT THINK IT WAS A PIPE 


SOFT NOTHINGS. 
By a Lorrgrer In THE Footsters oF THE LAUREATE. 
Soft—as the smooth sea, spread o’er level sands ; 
Balmy—as breeze that in the bright boughs breathes ; 
Kind—as the kissing touch of kindred hands 
When palm with palm enwreathe ; 


Warm—as the welcome winnowing of the West; 
Luscious—as labyrinths of lotos bloom ; 
Brisk—as the brine that curls the breaker’s crest ; 
Glad—as a gleam in gloom ; 
Mild—as the murmur of meandering rill ; 
Soft, balmy, kind, warm, sweet, brisk, glad as these, 
Illicit whiskey from an Irish still— 
Or—anything you please! 


Man and Horse. 


Tux Illustrated London News states that a gentleman lately deceased 
has left, among other charitable bequests, a sum of money ‘to Mrs. 
Ricu’s fund, towards carrying out her philanthropic object in strewing 
gravel to oy horses in ascending hills.” The writer of the paragraph 
18 in a logical fog evidently, and argues that, because some men are 
donkeys, all horses are men. He must be good enough to correct his 
blunder, for Mrs. Ricu, instead of doing the Philanthropic, has been 
indulging in Phil-hippics. 


‘© Oh, Day and Night, but this is Wondrous Strange !”’ 


Tue newspapers inform us that “the distinguished Indian, Hotz-mw- 
THE-DAY, has recently married a white wife at Washington.” We 
blush to think we never heard of the “distinguished Indian” before— 
unless he is the well-known “Top of the mornin’”’ 80 familiar to 
readers of Irish romance. 


The King of the Cannibal Isles. 


I’ve taken my snack 
Off white and off black, 
In every kind of cuisine ; 
I’ve swallowed whole troops 
Of Lord May’rs in soups 
Served up in a silver tureen. 


I'm getting a-weary 
Of mission-eery 
And traveller barbecue ; 
Of ‘' porridge of laddie ;"’ 
Of “‘ broth o’ boy’’—Paddy 
Served up in an Irish stew. 


So my way I intend 
To England to wend— 
To satisfy hunger’s ravages : 
For most strongly I feel 
That London-killed veal 
Is a dish that is fit for savages ! 


FROM OUR STALL. 

Wuen the Reverenp Mr. Townizy wrote a funny farce called 
High Life Below Stairs, he little thought that the honour of a transla- 
tion into the French tongue awaited him. Much less did the ingeniou 
adapter on the other side of the Channel imagine that a British play- 
wright would pounce upon the second version of the farce and build a 
third upon it. In Our Domestics, which is the work of Mr. FREDERIC 
Hay, the master of the house becomes a married man, with a daughter 
given to sentiment. The inhabitants of the drawing-room are placed, 
by characteristic indiscretions, completely at the mercy of the inhabi- 
tants of the kitchen ; consequently, the brazen orgies of the latter go 
unpunished. It is absurdly improbable that an entire family (husband, 
wife, and daughter) would rush off to dine at FraNcaTELLi's merely 
because an expected guest fails to keep his appointment at their own 
dinner-table. Nor is it very likely that the lady of the house would 
borrow fifty pounds of her cook; at all events, the cook would scarcely 
be such an idiot as to volunteer the loan of that sum. Mr. Fxeperic 
Hay can write rather lively dialogue, but he puns too much. People 
who pun so much as Mr. Hay should be locked up without food, and 
compelled to write burlesques ; that would either kill or cure them in 
about half a day. The performance of Our Domestics is very creditable 
to the Strand company. Mr. ParseLie makes up admirably, and acts 
with great spirit. Mr. James is more subdued than usual, and, there- 
fore, much more effective. The sacrifice of his moustache is a feather 
in hiscap. Mr. T. Tuorne plays a very fair partin a highly amusing 
way. Miss E. Jounstonz, Miss Weatuerspy, and Miss HARLAND 
are all that can be wished; the first-named lady is especially to be 
praised for her vivacity. The drawing-roem scene is very well 
arranged, but a little too red. 


The Fruit of a Route. 
Somenopy advertises that he will teach the French language to 
Englishmen going to Paris—the lesson to be given en route. We ehould 
say such lessons en root would be radically imperfect. 
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A MAN OF LETTERS. 


Ar the time when adyenturous Capmuvs, he 
Gave us the alphabet Greek, 

[often have wished that he had “‘ mussy ” 
Shown to the poor and the weak ! 

Think of the time when one little is, 
Connoing the book on one’s knee, 

Think of the rod that to “ tittle is”’ 
Those who can’t say A B C. 


Spelling at school somewhat later comes, 
“Up to six-syllable words ; 

Nextin the list A/ma Mater comes, 
Bringing examiners’ girds, 

Who, scanty credit allowing you, 
Sneer at whatever you say— 

Finish the matter by ‘‘ ploughing ” you, 
Stopping you short of B.A. 


Life with its cares next is vexing us— 
Letters 1t brings in its train— 
letters for ever perplexing us— 
Letters that fill us with pain— 
letters of duns, and on business—- 
Letters from lawyers, a few— 
letters:productive of dizziness, 
Namely, these three—1.0.U. 


Hunted by letters unceasingly, 
Whatcan one do to be free ?—- 
Troubles assemble increasingly, 
Comfort and happiness flee. 
I can see only one end to it, 
Straight to Death’s door I must go— 
And bidding farewell to Life, send to it, 
Wnit on my card—D.1.0. 








The Old-Faced Type. 


Iris reported that the negroes are about to start a 
“a1 . Kentucky. We presume it will be printed in 

ter. “Uncle Ned” will, of course, at once 
ee Enanltf as an (n)editor, though his well-known 
—T may be a drawback to his appointment, as fears 
4 spew without reason, entertained that he might 
()é-Wool-gathering occasionally, and an editor should 


reall his Wi ; 
ae ent him, even though he be not editor 








Waar bi 
tat birds are most pugnacious ?—Sparrers. " 


A Hint to the Song-Writers. 


we cclightful poets, who are for ever wishing themselves either 

Rie) ave a fine opening now. The Melbourne Age says, 
fe look-out ae entiful in that locality this year that “people are on 

te which on to eat up the quantities of peaches, apricots, 
“ters wil fe will not pay for the gathering for table.”” The song- 
heed is now, quite at home in Australia, which it will be remem- 
Sal! the eee with thistles, imported by an enthusiastic Scot. 
eaty of Corda ¢ silent when the rose is near? Where there is a 
Re? Forbig us benedictus shall the nightingale of British song be 

it heaven—and the music-publishing trade! 
“TI would I were a pig 
In far Austra-li-a! © 

) To eat plum, peach, and fig, 
Dhar! Shere’ And apricot all day !”’ 

8a start for them. 

am fa 
Draw it’mild! 

J > steam ship, “City of Cork,’ which lately arrived in 
ma? takes vagal York, can boast of an achievement which com- 

md Blue wind out of the sails of the “wee craft” the Red 
les oroy . @ was navigated across the Atlantic with a 
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lrig, st Hard Ware. 
: nd ae ir 8e that although you may procure tenpenny nails in 
‘a Cnmonger ever thinks of supplying you with income 
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(#4)-ra.— Epsom Downs without the races. 
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EXPERIENCE. 


Young Quiller (author of twenty-four hours’ standing) :—“ You HAVE NO IDEA 
Downie, OF THE SENSATION WHICH SEEING ONESELF IN PRINT PRODUCES.” 


Downie :-—“ Wet, I AIn’T 80 sURE 0’ THAT. 
PRINT ONCE—GAZETTE—LIST 0’ BANKRUPTS, YE KNOW 


ee 


I sEgE MY OWN NAME IN 
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Answers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accompanred 
by a stamped and directed envelope. | 

A CORRESPONDENT who writes to express his joy at hearing for the first 
time the old sell—‘*‘ Fine day for the race?” **‘ What race?’’ “The human 
race’’—is hereby congratulated. He must have a great many surprises and 
sensations to look forward to! 

Amor.—No more, please! 

T. G., Duke-street, Adelphi.—Too late for insertion. 

PALE ALE, does not exhibit a bit-o’-beer-able wit. 

P. Y., Trumpington-street.—Why do you call your six-line paragraph 
a nae ? To be sure the matter is heavy enough for three vols. 

W. P.S. N., Hetvitree.—Heavy, tree-mendously ! 

J. C. H., Benwell-road.—We fear that joke is not your own. 

A CALCULATING Boy should have sent us the newspaper referred to. 
We might have read that but we cannot decipher his letter. 

Capr.—A sketch, but not a Sepia sketch—non accepimus! 

NEMo.—“ Go, get thee to a None-ery !’”’ 

‘“‘ONE WHO WAS BORN YOUNG” might have added ‘‘ and foolish.’’ 

J. B., Glasgow—Decidedly not. 

SuEM.—Shem-fully bad of you to send an old joke like that! 

GLAD.—We’re sorry we don’t think your suggestions happy. _ 

Declined with thanks.—Ipse Dixit; Cuckoooo; A. H., Dannington; 
H. E. V. D.; X. X. X.;_ L’apostrophe; Humpty Dumpty; Tom, 
Glasgow ; ‘‘ Course of the Exchange ;” S. G., Liverpool; T. R., York ; 
J. W. Chadwell-street; W. E. T., Worcester; U. M., Pimlico; W. R., 
junr., Durham; C. S., Plymouth; Undergrad., Tadcaster; X. Q. R.; 
thewen' ‘To the Paris Exhibition” ; - O. Y. G.; Sigma; F. B., 
Aldersgate-street; J. C., Union-square; H. N., Kew; R.D.; J. H. C., 
Moorgate-street; The Wonderful Swimmer; A. B. X.; C. 8. B., Wal- 
worth-road; F, W. S., Caullowes-road; J. D.; T. H.. Hull; N. H, J.; 
R., Liverpool; Admirer, Bristol; Biddy Flanagan; P.’s and Q,’s; G. M 
Portman-square. 
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THE GREAT FRENCH EXHIBITION. 


Tus Omnisvus ResToRATION 
In tue Avenvug Rapp, Paris, FRANCE. 


Dear ’Liza,—I don’t know as I shall ever again talk contempshus 
of French kickshaws becos, after all, give me the thing as is native to 
the country where it grows, which if Bos hadn't been all for pale ale 
an’ Cheshire cheese with sallary and roasted surline of beef he wouldn't 
ha’ been—— but there, it was that gal as done it, FrexILiiNna, as he 
called her, which what do you think if she wasn’t well known to both 
of us after all, as one of the barmaids as used to be at the Three Bucks, 
which she’s been and died her head of ’air—as the French calls a she- 
voelure—a pale straw colour as with a false tooth where the one was 
knocked out through the sudden lettin’ go of the handle of the beer 
engine, reg’ lar disguised her. I found it out all of a sudden as I was 
a-settin’ waitin’ for Bos who would go in for his half-an'-half as 
we see nothing of the Exhibition in consequence: and up to her 
I goes and says, “ What's the last news from Gresham-strtet ?”’ 
as made her face change colour quicker than her ‘air had, I promise 
7 Bon's been as much agin’ the English sexion ever since as 

e was all for it before, and nothing does now but.we must dine at 
the Rooshian ane where they make tea in a urn that reminded me of 
the meetin’s that used to be in the Centenary Hall, Bishopsgate, when 
the Methodies Conferences was on. Now we come here every day. 
I fought shy for ever so long, for, says I, no more of your train oil and 
black bread for me, an’ espescialy when I see down on the cart, which 
is French for bill o’ fare, horse d’oofer. A cow-heel, I says, I have 
partook of in poor father’s time as was partial to ’em as well as petti- 
toes as I've fetched pretty frequent from Leadenhall, but none of your 
horse 'ooffers for me, I says, as this ain't the sort of a cart for to put a 
horse in. Bes he laughs and says as it was only another name for 
somethink substantial, and blest if he wasn’t right, for what should it 
be but biled beef and cabbage, not dear neither at half a franc; but 
there, I’m blessed if I care now what I eat and drink, nor see either, 
for that matter : Zo gen: tired of it, there’s such a precious lot of 
veeve I’ uproar and er rows, and such confusion. Where should I 

find myself yesterday but standin’ in a place before a thunderin’ big 
statue, and whether I dreamt it or not I fancied I was at Mapame 
Tvussavp’s, and that the Eurznor had got out o’ bed and was settin’ 
up in his easy chair. At any rate, there he was with his map on his 
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knee, and a whole host 0’ Frenchmen in hats, as seems to me to grow 
taller the shorter they are themselves, a-gruntin’ and hollerin’ with 
their ‘‘Grond’omms”’ and “Tea Corporals” and ‘‘ Glowrs,’’ and all 
the rest of it till I’m blest if I could stand it any longer, so I puts my 
thumb to my nose and sings out “Yah! Waterloo!” and a sourjohn 
devil, which is all one as a policeman in a cocked ’at, comes after me, 
and I had to dodge him under the legs of a statue as reminded me of 
a geography book as we used to have at school with a picture of the 
Coalossus ‘of Roads. I say I dodged him and so I did, but I was 
twigged afterwards, and now 1’m a marked man, leastways I should be 
if I didn’t go about disguised in a turban and top boots, as I'll perhaps 
tell you of in my next.—Your miserable Sam ‘TROTTLE. 


Theatre Boval, Haymarket, 
By Kind Permission of J. B. Bucxstone, Esa. 
A Mornino Perrormance for the Benefit of the Widowed Mother of 


THE LATE PAUL GRAY, 
Will take place at the above Theatre on Saturday, the 6th July, at 
Two o'clock p.m., when will be produced a New and original Comecy 
by Artuur SKETCHLEY, entitled 


ESTELLE’S BIRTHDAY. 


Characters by Miss Netty Moore, Miss Cartorta ADDISON, and 
Messrs H. J. Irvine, J. Hare, H. J. Monrtacue, and J. CLAYTON, 
who have kindly given their valuable services. 

To conclude with the New and Original Burlesque, 


ROBINSON CRUSOE. 


Supported by Miss Furtapo, Mas. Brown (her first and oaly A 
pearance), Messrs. ArcuerR, BrovcH, Brunton, BaRngs, FortTa > 
Grtpert, HoiimespeaD, Heniey, Hoop, Leicn, | MoLLoy, 
‘* Nicnoias,” O'Connor, Prowsz, Rosgertson, Scort, SKETCHLBY, 
A. Tuompson, J. G. Tuomson, THornsvury, THOMAS, and ote 
with power to add to their number, forming a list of well known nam 
so long that it is to be continued in our next. a 

Private boxes, £5 58., £3 3s., and £2 2s.; Stalls, 10s 64. ; shee 
circle, 7s. 6d.; Upper boxes, 5s.; Pit, 3s.; Gallery, 1s. Tickets may 
be obtained at the Fun Office. 


London : Printed by SDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew's il, Doctor’ Commons, end Punlished (Tor the Proprietoe) Uy W. ALDER, at 00, Fleet-etresh BO 
une 29, 1867. 
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DISILLUSIONED, 


By AN Ex-Entrnvsiast. 


I{! that my soul its gods could 
see 
As years ago they seemed 
to me 
When first I painted 
them ; 
Invested with the circum- 
stance 
Of old conventional 
mance, 
Exploded theorem! 


ro- 


The bard who could, all men 
above, 

TInflame my soul with songs 
of love, ? 

And, with his verse, in- 

spire 

The craven soul who feared 
to die, 

With all the glow of 
chivalry 

And old heroic fire. 








I found him in a beerhouse 
tap 
Awaking from a gin-born nap, 
With pipe and sloven dress: 
Amusing chums, who fooled his bent, 
With muddy maudlin sentiment, 
And tipsy foolishness ! 


The novelist, whose painting pen 
To legions of fictitious men 
A real existence lends, 
| Brain-people whom we rarely fail, 
Whene'er we hear their names, to hail 
| As old and welcome friends ; 


I found in clumsy snuffy suit, 

In seedy glove, and blucher boot, 
Uncomfortably big. 

Particularly commonplace, 

With vulgar, coarse stockbroking face, 
And spectacles and wig! 


My favourite actor who, at will 
With mimic woe my eyes could fill 
With unaccustomed brine : 

A being who appeared to me 
(Before I knew him well) to be 
A song incarnadine, 


I found a coarse unpleasant man 
With speckled chin—unhealthy, wan— 
_ Of self-importance full: 
Existing in an atmosphere 
That reeked of gin and pipes and beer— 
Conceited, fractious, dull! 


The warrior whose ennobled name 
Is woven with his country’s fame, 
| Triumphant over all, 
| I found weak, palsied, bloated, blear ; 
18 province seemed to be, to leer 
At bonnets in Pall Mall. 


| Would that ye always shone, who write, 
Bathed in your own innate lime-light, 
And ye who battles wage, 
Or that in darkness I had died 
efore my soul had ever sighed 
To see you off the stage! 
Se 


A wep Intolerance. 
i noderatic of the U. K. A., who thinks it wrong and sinful to sup 
rr” though one does not get a skinful, has forbidden his 
le night sate in the enjoyments of the cricket field, fearing that 
* Paralle] andle a bat that was sprung. It would be difficult to find 


: 18 piece of despotism, even in an Imperial U-K-A-se. 
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SPORTING INTELLIGENC 


Nicuoias on Britisx HospPIirTatiry. 


Rr 


ats 


OrrENTAL Repository (Limirep), Honrsrnaypown. 


My pEar younea Frrenp,—My relative, who is not a fool, whatevor 
else he may be, have suggested that remarks of & vaticinatory and even 
prophetic character might be applied to many other events besides 
those which are mixed up with my country’s Turf; and he have 
hinted that, at my time of life, Nicnotas has a right to express his 
Own opinion on any subject in the world, bar none. 

The Prophet is, therefore, game for to make the following announce- 
ment, which Messrs. Jupp and Grass will please for to put it in the 
customary form, it being 

Tue Otp Man’s Tip ror tue Nayar Review. 


Britannia, the Pride of the Ocean .. ei a i J 
The Rest of the Universe .. oy j re ci. © 


Nicuotas have likewise been requested for to lend his powerful and 
world-wide aid on behalf of British Hospitality to our Belgian visitors. 
The Old Man cannot say that he knows very much about the Belzians. 
nor yet about Belgia itself, he having only been there once, nor do you 
find him so again. No, no, my brave young Belgic visitors; never no 
more will the Prophet cross the stormy ocean, except it be to Paris 
direct. Nicnotas, however, is bound to say that when he was in 
Belgia he was treated with sumptuous hospitality and champagne 
wine all day ; and Nicnotas has great pleasure in coming forward, 
along-ide of H.R.H. and the noblest of the land, to vindicate his 
country’s character for hospitality. 

His country’s character for hospitality ain’t good. 

Nicuoxas will not pretend to know much about geography and the 
use of globes, though I will yield to no man of my age and weight, 
bar none, in estimating of the points of a horse; but Nicuo1as have 
been reading a good deal in the papers at the Repository, and rumours 
have reached him concerning of Pashas of ‘Turkey (where Constan- 
tinople is, as the song was wrote about), and the Sultans of the 
Egyptians, and Kine Tueoposivs of Abbeysinia, and other monarchs, 
all of whom are likely for to visit Britain’s shore. 

Gentlemen all, I have noticed that now these illustrious visitors are 
coming we don't know what to do with them. 

It is easy enough—though mean—to let ’’em all take lodgings at a 
respectable public, if any such will admit the heathen ; but seme kind 
of State notice ought to be taken of ’em, and something done for to 
improve their minds. Accordingly, 

NicHOLAS WILL GIVE THE EASTERN POTENTATES 
A Free Admission 
To View THE OrrentaL Repository (Limitep). 


And, my dear young Friend, representing—as you do on_this 
auspicious and momentuos occasion—the tax-paying public of Great 
Britain, I am sure that you will be only too delighted fur to make good 
any little expense to which I may be put. a 

Nor is even this the full extent of British Hospitality. 
prepared for to go further still, and to give 

An INTERNATIONAL SOIREE. 
Programme. - 

7 p.m.—March to Horselaydown by the Belgian Volunteers. N.B.— 
Any of the Belgian Volunteers as may like to bring their own provisions 
will be allowed to do so. 

8 p.m.—Opening of the Oriental Repository. 

8.15 p.m.—Arrival of the Belgians, Egyptians, Turkeys, and Abbey- 
sinias. N.B.—Any monarchs liking to come in their own carringes 
will be allowed for to do so. Gentlemen, the Repository 1s Lileviy 
Hall! Should any King prefer the threepenny ’bus, he will, be en- 
titled for to receive back his fare on producing, at the Rey ository, AY 
stamped receipt from the conductor—but Nicxowas truly hopes thet no 
foreign monarch will be quite so mean. 

8.20 p.m.—Anybody anxious to presen 
allowed to do so. 

8.30 p.m.—Public Opening of Two Bottles 0 ne 
The Corks will be Inaugurated by Sin WentwortH Dirke 

: YoLE, C.B. a 
Pee as Prophet will declare that the sherry wine ## open. 
N.B.—This will be considered as equivalent to a good deal. ea 

8.36 p.m.—The Foreign Visitors wil begin to wonder what it a 

, erving which, at exact re 
8.37 ee ees will offer the Sultan a tumbler of sherbet. 
Great enthusiasm. No charge will be made for the sherbet. eed 

9 p.m.—The Belgians will be allowed to send for what they like in 
the way ofliquor. No charge will be made for this permission. sia 

10 p.m.—Lhe Old Man will make a gracious valedictor} ¥ dr 
ending with the words, “ Don’t you think you'd better go e 7 rreater 
enthusiasm than ever. The ceremony will then conclude by Ni HOLAS 
singing of the National Anthem in the back parlour ; and ee ch ruc r 
of British Hospitality will THUS be redeemed ! NICHOLAS. 


t purses to Nicuoxas will be 


f Sherry Wine. N.B.— 


and Mr. 


| 


NICHOLASIS | 
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INDEED! 


It's all very well to talk about “ old and attached domestics,” but Frederick Fitzfipkin Jones, of B.N.C., Oxford, found it rather awkward to have 
his old nurse recognise him, and exclaim, “La! Master Freppy, How you be Grown !”’—especially as Miss Laura Binks could not repress a smile : 


Wuenre the trembling aspens quiver 
(As they always do in rhyme) 
I was floating down the river 
In the pleasant summer-time. 
With a book, perchance you know it, 
"Twas the ‘‘ Idylls of the King,” 
Of one Tennyson, a poet, 
With the sweetest, truest ring. 


And I thought if life for ever 

Could go on ’neath summer suns, 
With no toilsome work, and never 

E’en the slightest thought of duns. 
And no editors e’er asking 

For your “copy,’”’ what a dream 
Life would be of rapture, basking 

In a boat upon a stream. 


And I'd objurgate as ass him, 
Who would not in such a case 
Drink Love's wine (see CoLLtns, passim) 
And caress a pretty face. 
And could avian be sweeter 
Than to dream your life away, 
And to find the stream make metre 
For your thoughts through all the day. 


A Pall Mall Note o’mine. 
We hear that the proprietors of the Pall Mall Gazette have secured 
the valuable services of Mr. Oxe, Chief Clerk at the Mansion House 
Police Court, on account of his great experience in “ fine ”-writing. 


Ceeeeeeee rere reece 


FROM OUR STALL. 


Tue French company now performing at St. James’s Theatre 18 
well worth going to see; nevertheless, it hardly realizes our own 
private anticipations. We believe that a good many of its members 
have been brought from provincial towns; at all events, we miss some- 
thing of that admirable pull-all-togetherishness—we really cannot think 
of a shorter word for it—which has often delighted us in Parisian 
theatres. The list of pieces is varied and interesting ; M. Rave. and 
Mouiz. Descuamrs are the stars, and we think that Mop tz. 5. 
Brunzt also deserves to have her name printed in large letters. This 
lady’s performance in Les Idées de Madame Aubray is very dignified 
and graceful. The voice of Mniux. Descuampes is rather shrill, but 
she is pretty and ladylike. Both actresses dress magnificently. M. 
Ravet plays admirably in the comedy we have just named ; his continual 
bursts of passion on the subject of his conjugal misfortunes are delivered 
with great force and humour. A young actress, called La Pstitz 
GerarD, is highly promising. We cannot see much merit in Les Jdees 
de Madame Aubray ; there is too much talk about it, and the talk 1s 
generally improper. We fondly trust that nobody will be found 
audacious enough to adapt it for our own stage; we have no patience 
with mothers who are neither wives nor widows, when they sit calmly 
down to relate their adventures in speeches of sixty or seventy lines 
apiece. In the moral mirror which ALEXANDRE Dv™Mas, FILS, holds 
up to nature, the sides are as invariably reversed as they are 10 
common looking-glasses—whatever is really right, appears not right, 
and vice versi. We observe some far better and healthier pieces 10 
this French company's répertoire, and we shall decidedly take the 
present opportunity of seeing them. 


Sheer Nonsense from Sheffield. 
Wuart sort of blades were the Roman Emperors, AvGustTvUs and 
Trserivus ?—The blades that formed a pair of Caesars, of course. 


i. ee 








Se 
cc AA 


— 
“Jnr 6 1867.] 





THE THREE CRAZES AND THE THREE GRACES. 
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WAS in Greece, of all places, that first the Three Graces 
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.., Ruled woman in various phases ; 

But it is, you'll allow, Old England, that now 

Lies under the sway of Three Crazes. 
For the Bonnets they daily get tinier—tinier ! 
The CuiGNons grow yellower, bigger, and shinier! 
And Traws are as long as excursions to Chin-i-er 

Or penny-a-linier 
Phrases. | 


When the Graces did duty in this way, each beauty 
Of Greece was attired so divinely ! 
But the fashions, that sway our world of To-day, 
Are framed, to be plain, asininely ! 
For the Bonnets have really becomé microscopical ! 
The Curtenons are bulbous as jars chemist-shopical! 
And Trars are luxuriant as creeping-plants tropical, 
Whose fruits, when they drop, pickle 
Finely ! 













Complexions, and glances, and figures—ten chances 

To one as mere cheats may be chidden; 
For the minds of the fair, I grieve to declare, 

By follies and fancies are ridden ! 
And the Bonnets than brains that they cover minuter are ! | 
The Cuicnons far falser than shillings of pewter are! | 
The Trarss like the cares of a Chancery suitor are— 

Their ends in dim futur’ are 
Hidden ! 































Oh, would that some traces of Greece's Three Graces 
Could Fashion's last Fo//ets be read in! 
What improvement immense, could but mere common sense 
Be driv’n by some means, Beauty’s head in! 
For the Bonnets sufficient a single rose-bud it is! 
The Cu1cNons are what Mrs. Brown styles “ absuddities !”’ 
And Trains—why, their purpose to sweep up the mud it is, 
When an ankle-deep flood it is 
Spread in ! 





But Dress is a passion :—the Mirror of Fashion, 

The eyes of the weaker sex dazes! 
It blinds woman so that she seems not to know 

What a figure she’s made by The Crazes: 
And the Bonnets they daily get tiddier—tinier! 
The CuicNnons grow yellower, bulgier, shinier! 
The Trans are much longer than pigtails in Chin-i-er, 

Or penny-a-lin-i-er 

Phrases 
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Obirusive Merchant (to party going to the races) :— Buy A BEAK, GUV'NOR— 


MOS 


LUY A BEAK FOR A PENNY. 


will Big NESS WITH YER. 


en 


A DOMESTIC DIFFICULTY. 


Mus. Vivyan Vesey was lovely. She had golden hair and a golden 
purse. But she was not happy. 

I will tell you why! 

lor many years after her marriage she had been as happy as the 
days were short. Her husband was devoted to her, and gratified her 
every whim. He said it was the only way to manage whim-en, but 
she thought he was joking. 

_ Weary of her snug little villa at Putney, she at last prevailed on 
him to take a house in Belgravia. As is the custom of rural spots, 
she was immediately called upon by her neighbours. 

Among those neighbours was Mrs. Belyon—a spiteful cat. That 
spiteiul cat made herself very amiable to the fair beauty ; and the first 
tame she saw Vesey she started, and then, taking Mxs. V. V. aside, 
told her that she had a short time before seen Vesey constantly at the 
opera with a lovely woman—with dark hair and splendid eyes—and had 
noticcd that he was very attentive. She thought “her dear friend 
ht to know this!”’ 

Mus. Vivyan Vesey was miserable. 
She made Mn. Vyvyan Veszy miserable too 
‘This could not go on long! In fact, it didn't. 
Then came a day when, amid a flood of tears, she taxed her Vrvyan 
with his inconstancy. 
lie was furious. Mxs, Betron was sent for. He asked her to 
name the exact time when she saw him at the opera as she stated. 

Mus. B. did so—with pleasure. 

Mus. V. V. shricked! 

“I see it all—my be-te-beloved husband!" she sobbed, 
what a comfort !”’ 

“What!” said Mus. Betyon. 

“Oh, it was I,”"—said Mus. Veser—“ 
blanched !”’ 
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“ Oh, 





I sHOULD LIKE TO DO BIS’NESS WITH YER, 
(A pause.) TLL yER woTtT—lI’LL swor!” 
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I, before I had my hair ; appear for the “ Championship of the Light Weights.” 





i JULY 6, 1867, 


ci | 


LAUS ASTATIS. | 


(Apres Algernon.) 


ne 


Come! season of pic-nics and pleasure ; 
Come summery sunshine that gleams ; 

Long days we can loll out at leisure, 

| Long nights that can die into dreams. 

| We are sick of the desk and its dullness, 

We are sighing for salt of the sea ; 
| Of our hearts, we can cry, from the fullness, 
Oh! let us be free! 


Come! borage with blossoms that crop up, 
| Though cucumber’s equally nice, 
| Our draughts of delirium to stop up 
| With insolent inches of ice. 
Let oceans of Seltzer and cider, 
| And Moet and Roederer flow ; 
| Come, darling! no cup is denied her— 
| But add Curacoa. 
| 


Come, feminine croquet, and cricket 
Invented for muscles and men ; 

Come saunters and spoons in the thicket, 
And freedom from “ copy’’ and pen. 

Come, daytimes for yachting and yawning, 
And solitude wed to a skiff ; 

Come, hammocks with leaves for an awning, 
Hot sun on a cliff! 


Come pot-hats, and pewters, and flannels ; | 
Come fishing, and flirting, and fun ; | 

Come cosy canoes in sly channels, | 
When all that there is can be done! | 

Come season of laughter and longing, 
In which men and juveniles join ; 

Around you are energies thronging ;— 
But where is the coin ? 








Political. 

Mr. Disrakwi proposes to give a member to Hackney. 
Would it not be moe appropriate, considering how the 
seat was created, to call the new constituency that of 
Hackney- Wick ? 


The Latest from Paris. 
Wuaris the difference between a chignon and a glass 
of water ?—One is a load of ’air, and the other a verre de 
Peau, 
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A Hint in Print. 

We see it stated in the Press News, and the printing trade journals 
that the “‘ readers’’ are about to memorialize their employers for an in- 
crease of pay. We should think that novel-readers might make some 
such proposal to the libraries, for they really deserve to be paid for 
reading some of the three-voluminous trash they have to wade 
through ! 


| A CHARADE. 


| A soLpizR in a country town, 

| Wandered sadly up and down. 

| To him, an-hungered and a-thirst, 

A publican said, ‘‘ Here’s my first.”’ 
Mine host a lovely daughter had, 
Whose charms soon caught the soldier lad. 
Said he, “ My Mary, thanks to you, 
My first is now my second too.” 

Time passed away, till war's alarms 
Snatched the recruit from Mary’s arms. 
Then, of each other's kiss berett, 

My whole was all their comfort left. 


| 
} 
| 
| 
| 
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By Our Moke. 

It is to be hoped that visitors to the Paris Exhibition will, during 
their stay in France, learn the art of making a good cup of coffee; 45 
what is at present offered to the British public under the name of that 
beverage is nothing but a perfect Mocha-ry! 


Hit ’em Again } 


Ir is rumoured. in pugilistic circles, that a new candidate will shortly 
If we are 


| rightly informed, he hails from Lambeth. 


A 











Aff j ON | i A 
——— AA AN WN 
—————— EAA 
me 


a ) 


y iy 

Wu 

AnD if 
ce 


| 
i : 
Q ! 
LINER ROSE } | 


Foy 
K 


MISCELLAN 
STOC 


4 


mp 


GX 


SS 


~ PG} 
SOLS SN 


) 
Si 


= al 
el 
a —— 
SS 
a 
oa SS = 
~ . 


. 
S 


MK ul 


a 





-- 
ss “- ieee * ‘ aa neem ed” lee Fa Sn 
{ 


Wt 
tt 


Sh 


ee 


Vi 


: Ds 

SEGLLTELLLE 
g Tig (oreo Q 
LO lao 


I 
NT 
en 

Ta 



































JuiY 





are det 
| meeting 
' noble cl 
‘it) and 
dancing 
and lift 
Whig-v 
| Tuer 
Birmin; 
Me. W. 
displays 
igemen’ 
time the 
James's 
but in t 
ifthe } 
telused 
become 
fivoura 
and soci 
If that 
bon ra 
latred, 
tut a 
ingly g 


mith a ¢ 











FUN. 181 





————————————————— 


Gown Gulk. 


By THE SAUNTERER IN SoorrEry, 


the Reform Bill 





this agent ?” 





‘ij and the Ur-lo-Dar-bee (as Fexntmoxe Coorrer would write it) 


tuncing their dance of triumph. For they have gone on the war-path, 
ind lifted the scalps of their enemies, and there is consternation in the 


Whig-wams of their opponents ! 


| Tiere has been some pretty rioting of late; St. James’s Hall and 


Jimingham have both been the scenes of violence. Does it ever strike 
i. Watrotz, when he reads of these disturbances, that the taste for 
tiplays of physical force was first brought to life by his misman- 
wement of the Hyde Park affair? It really seems as if since that 
ime the rough element has lost no opportunity of a row. In the St. 
wes's Hall contest it is diflicult to say which side behaved worse ; 
bat in the Birmingham matter, I must say I think very small potatoes 
ithe Murphyites—and the fact that Mx. WHALLEY, who has so long 
refused to sing at the invitation of the House of Commons, should 
tecome the Tyrtzus of fanatical violence docs not incline me more 
‘voubly towards them. What a pity it is that with all our missions 
itd societies we have no society for the diffusion of gentle-manliness. 

tereed had more followers the world would have less bigotry- 
i rancours, and differences of religious opinion would not beget 

» © create coolnesses among friends. If any one would but 
“tta mission for “ the propagation of gentle-manliness,” I’d wil- 









md 8 quotation :-— 


“Ev’n the poor Pagan’s homage to the Sun 
I would not harshly scorn, lest even there 
I spurned some elements of Christian pray’r— 
An aim, tho’ erring, at ‘a world ayont’— 
Acknowledgment of good, of man’s futility— 
A sense of need and weakness, and indeed 
That very thing so many Christias want— 

Humility!’ 


le * . 
bi ‘\B received from Messrs. Waxne and Company a most taste- 











tl the wens: gives a very clear but modest explanation of its aim, 
b k certainly is what it professes to be~one that is a guide 
ough ; ents, as well as employments, for home. It is comprehensive 
S| i scope, beginning with directions for making flower-chains 
Ridin dolls, and finishing with engraving, wood-carving, and 
Sd eden Om? games, pastimes, and pursuits have all a share; 
Mok of th § and funcywork are not forgotten. No more complete 
Matien ° Sort has ever appeared. It is, moreover, well got up, and 

Te y illustrated by the Daze BroruErs. 
80 better Exhibition of National Portraits at South Kensington 
tia] }°* than the first, save that the catalogue is not such a dis- 
ungle a3 the last one. But the snobbish rule about ‘ cata- 
Neca eraits as described by owncrs”’ is still adhered to, so that 
Nigh po ot 23 Valueless, for the student has no means of ascertaining 
M@ are authentic and which forgeries, There are some 
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No! not Mz. Brient. It is the Grouse, that knowing bird! M.P.’s 
ae determined to be in time to meet Aim, if they don’t care about 
| meeting their constituents. So, ere long, we may expect to see those 
‘wble chiefs, “the handsome Youngman-Dizzy” (as Lonerettow has 


‘sy 80 round with the hat for it, and head the subscription list— | 


7 tumed-out volame— Te Home Book. In the preface, the editor, | 








fine pictures in the gallery, however ;—nothing more charming, to my 
mind, than Gainsborough’s portrait of his wife; as fresh as if it had 
been painted yesterday. When affection inspires genius, the results 
are imperishable! The gallery is utterly unsuited for pictures—espe- 
cially old and faded ones. It was just like the Boilers people to turn 
the Refreshment Rooms of the ’62 barn into picture galleries. The 


a — and furious windows look out on the Horticultural Gardens, which are quite like 
ecomes _ the | an unfinished burial-ground, catacombs included. They look terribly 
pace at which | bare and neglected ;—the grounds of the Crystal Palace are a Paradise 


the Commons | compared with them. Creditable that to the Horticultural Society ! 
are getting over 


I neep do no more, I am sure, than draw the attention of my 
. | readers to the announcement elsewhere in these columns of & per- 


Even the Shef- | formance for the benefit of the widowed mother of the late Paul Gray, 
field disclosures | whose graceful pencil has delighted so many in the early volumes of 
do not make | this series. Circumstances have arisen which necessitate a slight 
them pause and | change in the programme given last week; but the entertainment 
hesitate in their | will, I feel sure, repay those who “do so much for charity” as to 
rapid extension | take tickets for the 6th inst. 

of the franchise. 
The fact is, that | which contain most interesting papers on “ Japanese Fine Art.” 
there is a great | Verbum sap ! 

democratic 
agent at work, 
who induces 
legislators to 
hasten the bill 
—to breakdown 
all prudential 
barriers—to go 
in for universal 
suffrageifcalled 
upon. *f Who is 


Lovers of art should look at the recent numbers of the Chronicle, 





THE PROGRESS OF REFORM. 


WHEN the Bill began to pass 
GLADSTONE sneer'd at ‘l'ory tricks, 

Adverse journals sigh’d, ‘‘ Alas! 
Now the Whigs are in a fix.” 


Tories praised it long and loud, 
Liberals were stern and sore; 

Beaves harangued a gaping crowd, 
GLapsronz only sneer’d the more. 


Members throng’d the guilty cave, 
To the Tea-room Members came, 
And the Government to save 
There they played a tricksy game. 


To Hyde Park Reformers went, 
In the train of Beaues, M.A., 

WALPOLE giving sad consent 
To the rowdy holiday. 


Hopexktnson rose in his place, 
With a dire amendment fired ; 

Dizzy with a smiling face, 
Yielded all the Huuse desired. 


Mix with gallantry sincere, 
Would have giv’n the ladies votes, 
Could we to a shell-like ear 
Whisper such discordant notes, 


As election tricks would need, 
With the rough election fun ? 
Though with logic Mitt could plead, 
No majority was won. 


| Now new sleight of hand they try, 
While they redistribute seuts ; 
| Boroughs rise and Boroughs die, 
While they keep official sweets. 


| 

| Lowe looks on through all the years, 
Still democracy’s sworn foe. 

Draw a veil o’er GLADSTONE’s tears, 

| And the howls of BeaLes AND Co. 





; " a 
A Brewin’ that Bears Noble Fruit. 
. Ss A d win + in 
Mus. Brewin, of Tiverton, has given £500 to the en lowment fu i 
of the local infirmary. We trust those who may hereaiter be ailing 
there will not forget their Brewin’—a Brewin that deserves a place 
| among the local stars as a Nurser Major. 








-_—- 


Somu singers must be looking forward anxiously to the d ys when 
capital punishment will be abolished. At present they run daily risk 


| 
| 
| Musical Execution. 
ldom appear in public without murdering a 


of being hanged, for they se 

| song. hl acted 
| An Evergreen. 

. oe Ps 

| WE suppose that, a hundred years hence, our descem 

| charmed with the acting of CHARLES MarHews-ELaH, Esq. 


cendants will be 


Eon 


~s ———- ———y -- 


| 
f 
































f, 
 — ———— 
In act 
Away t! 
And ' 
Go!” | 
Wher 
‘“ Go ‘ 
To hi 
t “ Ago !. 
So m« 
| “A go ! 
| The t 
But wh 
mt In pl 
Ny You've 
o> | Buty 
= | 
"i | Weare bi 
Which : 
Of indi 
To none a 
As long as 
Whethe 
In deep: 
Is singula: 
But one cl 
Ever ex 
And will ¢ 
For he ] 
' Made it a 
| To take 
| A-MEWs 
a i | Wuittine 
A (K)NAIF REMARK. | 
Cook :—“ On, AND IF YOU PLEASE, M’, WILL YOU ORDER SOME NEW KITOHEN KNivEs? Peas 18 A-COMIN’ IN, YOU SEE, M, AND THE W 
| OLD ONES HAS GOT SO SHARP BEHIND THAT THEY CUT THE SERVANTS’ MOUTHS.” sane hay 
adn Sees = Be 
| ellgate 
DOUBLE ACROSTIC. | ~ | Dacre, w 
te Sweet maidens look love, with a shy light | Paocrer sui 
No. 17. In bright eyes, this time of the twilight. | We con 
SrranGe product of our boastful time, 6 | Northern | 
This terrible and secret crime ; \ . - | Reall 
And sadden’d every true man feels, cae tapsalteerio gae the whaflin weans ae d 
As avenue dent Gu in cae In there. You'll wonder what the first line means. | ri de 
When such societies hold rule, | 
= fans ~ - a ata school, AnsweER To Acrostic No. 16. | 
o do dark deeds, the Law’s strong hand d | Tuere j 
Should sweep su - ‘ Amaiae = & eon 
| § p such plague-spots from the land. C Cenci I that if you 
—_— A Anvil L attempted 
1. D Dalziel L | Missed his 
You draw to the table with satisfied heart, E Errata A | ee 
And call for the waiter to bring you the carte ; Mm Mi . | me | 
Mid all the good dishes no entrée you miss, Y Yes 8 | 
In French you may sum up the viands in this. Correct Sotvrions or Acrostic No. 15, RECEIVED June 26:— Niky amrepos | | 
2 Bumblepuppy; Cerevino; Two Happy Thoughts; Rosa L. B.; H. H. and R. R. H.j 
. Semi-Lunar; Sy: C.; The Select Few; Bitter Beer; Brains, Sir; Clapham Junc- 
He called with agonizing cry tion; Boooots; A, de M.; Two Cousins; Benhill; Samoth Egatton; Little | 
But lost hie ee +d htc P. Woman; Sciatica; Warming Pan; Mattybob; Et plui super unam civitatem ; 
And bl : y Gaugater ; J. H.B.; Old Trafford; E.A.M.F.; H. B.; Leal Robison; Snip; Hurlothrumbo; | | 
An b ame him for the rhyme for I Dies; W. D., Jockey Club; Y. Y. X., Thames Ditton; Tzatleco; Gyp; Bonetellis, 
Would never have used “ water.”’ L’pool; Galusheana; The Gov.; O. K., Brighton; A Voice from Bradbourne; | 
Mashed Turnips; A Horned Owl; Jibjobbey; Two Scotchmen; Coombes, Edgbas: ¥ 
3. ton; Tifey; Brick Court; Nem; Antonio Pilcher ; Cookil ; n PM. os ae = | A 
pea , . Sons; N. B.andM.; Birdham Mud-Cockle; Bankside; F. M.; Two Gals; — 7 
We know him, one of the Abbassides, Three Fools; Portobello; Nanny’s Pet; Ginger; E.T.; W.C.B.O.; Edie; P.Ri | Y 
Great swells und caliphs, who once lived at ease. F. W.; C.M.S.; F. J. G. W.; The Scaramouches; T. W. O.; Grophus; Con- | 
stance; RK. W. A.; Sergeant Marksman; Paravassa; No. 155; Right Again; | 
4. Three Nuffers; Singlewell Imperial; D. E. H. Lowe = ~— Re ey | 
on . ‘ . M. D. and M. C.; Lechuza; Snuffbox; A Clever Cockroach; 10 ; | 
She was fair of course, and stunning, Tsatlee; Blue-tailed Fly; Ruby; G. J. R. & H. H. R.; Tootle four; Mac and | Ta 
With a name like classic punning, Tommy; Te tane o te Piki; Hamish and Breakside; Fosco; Four Boobiesi | tf can 
And a great prince dared to leave her s. D. B. ee | ie Mer 
For I’ve school-boy recollections | Sans 
That she flopp’d her young affections “ Ou, I Sees !”—When the Isis changes its identity, is it by @ PF? “thes Gor 
On a very gay deceiver. cess of me- 7/ames-ychosis ? Tail 
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HERE’S A GO.! 


«go! ories the starter on the course, 
In accents loud and clear ; 
way they scurry, man and horse, 


iad wildly rings the cheer! 


“Qo!” cries the gallant to his page, 
When he would orders send ; 

“Go!” cries the victim, in a rage, 
To his perfidious friend ! 


« Ago !—too long ago, alas 
So mournful memory cries ; 
Wh go!”—whereby he means a glass— 


The brandy-drinker sighs. 


But when at cribbage twenty-two, 
In playing, scores your foe— 
| You've only tens—what can you do, 
But murmur—‘“‘ There’s a go ?”’ 
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SINGULARITY.  \ \ NSS 

| Weare but units in the mighty whole ! ANY 7 a 
Which aggregates to millions in the sum »\\ AWARE 
Ofindividual being: yet we come 

Tonone alike! but each, from pole to pole, 

As long as earth, or sun, or moon shall roll— | 
Whether in Heathen-ness or Christendom— 
In deepest life ; or being’s lightest scum, 

Issingular in body and in soul. 


But one chief form of singularity 
Ever existed underneath the sun— 
And will exist as long as man shall be— 
For he has ever since was earth begun 


' Made it a rule of livi ; 
SUEY entagl cone of Nessun Ons. | TAKING HIM, LITERALLY, 











Old Scrooby :—** You DON’T MIND SMOKING, I HOPE?” 








A-uews-INc.—What adventure made Dick | F 
: Polite Traveller :— WEtt, I pon’T USUALLY DO IT 89 EARLY—BUT I won’Tr REFUSE A 
| Warrtneton’s fortune ?—A purr-adventure. | GOOD OFFER !”’ [ Serooby, whose weeds stand him in eighteen-pence a-piece is charmed, 
| ite The Testimonial Mania. Answers to Correspondents. 
® havo just dropt upon this in an old ber of an Arbroath 
| paper :— - © Ole RUMber Of am ArEmaR [ We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accompanied 
by a stamped and directed envelope.] 


“ParsentaTion.—On Monda i i i 
TION. y evening, the workers in the preparing department ; : — 
Pawelgate Mill—Mr. Dovenas Fraser’s—presented their foreman, fan. Ricnanp | F. B. S.—Your joke upon “ Poor lean” and “ Pauline”’ is simply dread- 
ae silk handkerchiefs, as a token of their respect and esteem. Ma. | ful—it is Best-ial ! 

y acknowledged the unexpected compliment.” ‘‘Fitz-IvVAN WALKS IN’’—to the waste-paper basket. 


We cannot hel inki . . | Hum !—You are. 
ep thinking that the solemn manner, in which our | W.J.M.—“The Costermonger to his Donkey,’’ is Greek to us—or at all 


| N contem or ° a - 66 9 

Beall mporary records this, is just a sample of Scotch “wut.” | ,vonts He-bray-ic. 

ti i ho stimonial folly has been rampant long enough, and it is | « HigHBURY New Park.’’—Riddles should be new—those that have 
Papen dames were blown on, as it is by this grave registering of tho | sifted the dust of ages are of no use to us. 

| ; | R. C., Rochdale.— Your “ indisposed conundrum” is but an ill riddle. 

| A. P. E.—Please explain ! 


‘*Grattez le Russe.” R. L. P., Houghton.—You really Houghton-to do so, 
TuERe is a ‘¢ THE SECRET BY THE SEA”’ cannot be breathed by us. Weare ocean- 


that s qaying attributed to the First NAPOLEON which declares tht du ohana, 

attempted th Tif h a Russian you will find a Tartar a The Pole who ANON.—Shall be inserted—anon. Not before, that would be too much of 
“mised his ew’ Of the Czar may congratulate himself on having | anon-er. 

| Would-be aim 80 completely. Had the Czar received a scratch his G. A. P.—How could a G. A. P. expect to fill a corner in Fun ? 

assassin might have caught a Tartar, instead of one who was| &. K., Cambridge.—Might be inserted were E K-pable of writing comic 


geeroug enough to intercede for him with the French Emperor. 








copy: 
PH., Hampstead.— Very comic—but appeared in Fun some time since. 
O. S.—The “ Dholl’’ may be an Indian instrument, we only know it as 





| 
| Lines on a Low-crowned Hat. a Derby ornament. 
Ou, dear, who can that hatter be— Spes.—Being ’Ope you evidently won't be shut-up. 


Guost.—Clearly not the ghost of a joke. 

Dear, dear, who can that hatter be— J. B., Prospect Lodge.—Has no prospect of lodging in our columns, 
ear, who can that hatter be Garcon.—Which is French for “ Weighter’’—a little too heavy, but if 

Y Furnished that thing that you wear ? you will send, the MS. waits you. 

At the ai must part with that beaver to please me, W. Wi Illegible. torted 

ight of it i i oZY BacsHot.—Be comforted. 
ou'll orotnioe to San baker ee oe M. S. M., Great Portland-street.—A good idea, but too niggardly carried 
ile-i : t in the verse. 
#o tle-& your bonny brown hair. oY MANCHESTER X.—If you send us anything good enough. 

SeUede eer ces renee Declined with thanks,—R. . os Liverpoet ; = ~ Bue :G. Men 
ay iti i Dunkenfield; A Punster; J. R., Commercial-road; A. 1. A., Dublin; 
ee candid rong Intelligence. . S. F. CG. A Reader; H.; Tom Tite, Peckham; R. B., Sloane-street ; 
the en of Mr. Disraztt, delivered lately at the dinner | M. D., Clerkenwell; A. S. E.; “At your service ; C. J. C., Longdale ; 


» R. 8. ld ool; Pede; J. S.; H. R., Kilburn Priory; H. E. A.; 
WP. F, Hf. : S. Y., Dublin; O.E. R., Clapham Common ; G. B. K. : 
‘«¢ Tom—that’s me ;” R. S., Northampton; D. O. N., Upper Baker-street ; 


F, G, Ss. 


of Gove the was induced to enter thus minutely into the posi- 
~the T,3), ment by a desire to propitiate those important personages 


Es Taylors’ Company, has caused some wonder. We 
ailors of Tooley-street. 
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THE PARIS EXHIBITION. 


Wrote on A Bgencn IN THE JARDINS OF THE PatttaAss RoyAt, 
Paris. 


Dear *L1za,—Me and Bor is parted company since I’ve been going 
about in a turban and top-boots, which for baseness I don’t know 
Rorert’s equal, for to chaff me and say I looked like a Turkey rubub 
merchant as used to be in the Minories, when it was all his fault. 
Says I, pretty quick, “ Well, I ain’t a-goin’ to be a Turkey sponge, so 
you go your ways and I'll go mine.” It was all through him and his 
goins’ on with that young party as died her hair in the bitter beer bar, 
which, as I told you, he called her Nexritina, and was that sweet 
upon that one day, when he sees a old indiwiddle a-makin’ up to her, 
Ropert he behaved improper, a-speaking of the elderly person as a 
*“‘ potterin’ old tout,’ as the gal sets off gigglin’, and the party hisself 
uses language wot the Italians calls sort of vokey. i'm blest if I 


didn’t think I'd seen the old bloke before, and I remimber now as I'd | 
seen him about the ruins down in Farrin’don-street, where the sportin’ | 
publicans and that lot used to be a-waitin’ for Newcome—or else at | 
the place where the bloomin’ pork butcher giv the tips, by the name | 
of Nicuoxas; he'd giv an’ take the hods for shillin’s an’ sixpences, | 


but seems to have made a hat-full, or else what brings him here? 
Well it must ha’ been Nicnotas as revenged hisself by giving the office 
to the sowrjohndevils to make me a marked man, for calling out 


“ Waterloo ” in the face of Bonyparty's statute. Anyways, I’ve been | 


obliged to make my lucky for a time, and that disguised for all Box 


says it’s all rubbish, in a left-off turban as I give a quartern o’ rum for | 


to a Zoohalf, and the top boots as I borrowed of a chap as used to be 
at the horse repository in Barbican, and is now in the Rooshun stables 
a drinkin’ of his beer with his betters. These disguises, with a loose 


sort of a bedgown, which the French calls a pig-gnaw, and a false | 


beard, as hangs to my ears with a couple of wire hooks, is what I’m 


come to, and only go out of evenin’s forthe hair. Butlaw! I’m blest | 


if I ain’t better off than I've been since here I come; for I can git a 
bit o’ vittles now in quiet without havin’ to go to that blessed 
Exhibition every day, as was reg’lar slavery. This Palis Royle bangs 
it holler I can tell you, as is somethink like the Lowther Arcade put 
inside of the new park at Kennington, and as for shops, by Georce, 
there's more to see here than there is at the other place, for all as Mr. 
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out of a sarcer in Smithfield when I was a boy, but not to equal these, 
as I breakfast on reg’lar. The Pallis Royle’s the place for my money. 
as there’s lots o’ company, a military band, and no end of children with 
their nussmaids, as they call buns, goodness knows why, except because 
some of em’s so precious crummy. I must have my joke, you know.— 
Sam TROTTLE. 


SN cS 


A Tick against Hamlet. 


A FRIEND of ours, who is very much indebted to everybody, informs 
us that SHAKESPEARE is amongst his creditors. He says he owes him 
‘one for making Hamurr remark, “ Buy—and buy is easily said 
without stating where the money was to come from. 


After Faed. 


BItrEeRSwEET, whose judgment as a critic is unimpeachable, says, 
‘that when he sees Shoddy’s turn-out in the park — (Shoddy has 
_ lately made a good thing out of army contracts)—it reminds him of 
| * The First Break inthe Family.” 


Drop it, I say! 


WE understand that an eminent medical practitioner has discovered | 


an unfailing specific for the gout. In compliment to the Fart cr 
Dersy, he calls his discovery ‘‘ Rupert’s Drops.’’ 


On the Spot. 


| Gardens and caress the animals with perfect impunity. 





Why do the Upper Ten crowd so to the Prince of Wales's *— | 


| Because they’re afraid of losing Caste. 


— 
—_— 
—_——~ 
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Corr, Considerable Bumptious may think. As to grub, why there's | 
a place here by the name of Tissot—Coffee dell 0’ Regency they call 

it, where there’s alleymode beef as is as good as ever t eat at | 
Witrrams’ in the Old Bailey; and as for mussels—a many I've had | 


Mr. Rozerts, the champion billiard player, is so proficient in i | 
spot-stroke, that he can enter the den of leopards in the Zoological | 
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SECOND SIGHT. 
Agricultural Gentleman (who has just dined) to old Stableman, who has brought round the wrong horse :—‘ THAT 1sN’T MINE!” 


Old Stableman, decisively :—“ Ou, yes, 1T 18!” 
Agricultural Gentleman :—‘“*‘ WuY, CONFOUND YOU, DO you THINK I poN'T KNOW MY OWN HORSE ?” 


Old Stableman :—“ No, sm; BuT I THOUGHT P’R’APS YOU SAW {WO HORSES, AND WERE LOOKING AT THE OTHER!” 











v. 


THE SONG OF THE HONEST M.P. 


WE change our political fashions, 

As ladies change bonnet or dress ; 
We pander to popular passions, 

And feign the sincerest distress, 
When ancient Whig leaders turn Tory, 

Conservatives chum with the cad, 
And mighty reformers gain glory 

By sending Reform to the bad. 


There’s Dizzy, with dodges erratic, 
Is going in hot for Reforms ; 
And Bricut growing aristocratic 
Against a residuum storms. 
The troubles of Redistribution 
Will last to the end of July ; 
Till quite in a state of solution, 
With heat, to the moors we shall fly. 


We’ve work on the horrid Committees 
They mock us by calling “Select.” 
enever a club crony pities 
The Member electors reject, 
I sigh for that happy one’s freedom 
Who envies his senator friends, 
With agents to worry and bleed ’em, 
And nothing to make them amends. 


Men talk of the good of the nation, 
And prate of the patriot’s work, 
It’s strange if the queer legislation, 


Conduce to the national honour, 
How England the better can be 

For duffers thus foisted upon her 
By wholesale corruption—like me. 


The Dean’s English. 


WE have been rather amused to read, in a northern paper, an account 
of the distribution of prizes at the High School of Carlisle. The report 


winds up thus :— 
‘‘ The proceedings were brought to a close by the usual votes of thanks followed 
by the singing of the National Anthem, and the customary rounds of cheers. The 


jury returned a verdict of ‘ Accidental Death.’ ” 
We could not understand the incoherency of this until we noticed the 
phrase “ brought toa Cxiosg.”’ Of course the well-known Dean inspires 


the absurdity. 





Portugal-lantry. 

WE see it announced that the Kine or Portveat has started on a 
tour “having at last obtained the consent of the Cortes to leave the 
country.” Happy King! There are many monarchs who would have 
no difficulty in obtaining the consent of their people to their leaving 
the country for any length of time. Still we must say that we do nut 
envy His Majesty who can only get leave for a holiday as an act of 


Cortes-y. 





The Long and Short of it. 
Supposina Anak to be as he is stated the tallest man living, why 


is he like a daily contemporary ? ate 
Because he must have “the largest circulation in the world.’ 


| And all the dull duties I shirk, 
ON 
Vor, B 











TTT rrr 


‘i Poe FUN. [Jury 13, 1867. 





people into a sense of decency. Qnly the other day the body of a poor 

€ ty Galk fellow who was found drowned there was left in the beadle’s front 

OW e garden by the police, because they could not prevail on anyone to 
. Soo1rETy receive it for the coroner’s inquest. it is surprising to think that such | 
By THE SAUNTERER IN ¥O ; indecent ignorance and want of feeling should exist within so short 9 I 
| 


distance from London—in remote parts of the country we might ex- 
Q IlERE are likely to be some pect to meet with it. Apropos of the Hornet, I see that the Wimbledon 
changes in things dramatic. | 'p,...;7 is again spreading its wings to the gale of popular favour. No 
As im the.old game of | doubt the visit of the Belgian volunteers will supply its pages with 
“ Family Coach, when that plenty of fun. The numbers in which our Belgian friends propose to 
vehicle is named, all the | (omo'form a subject for alarm :—not that I fear our ability to enter- 
players have to jump up and | +: our hospitable invaders properly, for the Reception Committee 
change seats, so in the | pave secured Mr. Gzorcz Doxsy’s services, but there will be such a 
theatrical world, at times, drain on the little kingdom that I cannot but think it fortunate that 
there comes a general shift- |". certain Imperial party” has his hands full with his Exhibition, or 
ing of places; and it 18 a8 | 4, might be tempted to try annexation. Wimbledon will be as densely | 
well there should now and populated as ever this year, I hear. The weather seems likely to be 
then. The Adelphi, Olym- peculiarly favourable. Indeed, lately the clerk of that department i 
pic, and Holborn Theatres | },,. been unusually obliging. There has been a splendid time forthe | ) 
appear to be those where hay harvest, and now the rain has come not @ bit too soom to reftesh | 
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SS the chief changes will take | | 
~ SS 2 place. The Deamatio Fete | the earth, and give the green things new vigour. | | 
‘A aN at —— takes place _ commenl? | I 
7 eee and will no doubt be largely B 
A aie attended. I wish I could DOUBLE ACROSTIC. | 
c =e & = honestly say that I hope it No. 18. | 
> ae will succeed; but I have Ow the breeziest common the days of July | | 
Ra et Ge dacin on Will be ee we been a to spy | 
SSSA “" The tents in the distance in régular lines, | 
RSy “SY Y “al tives from the bazaar quite While the sum upon arms and accoutrements shines. | | 
\ — hs repays the cost of candles. | | 
ne S ‘Num’ 6 fear the profession some- 
a eT —- § what endangers its position 1. | | 
$ si by doing what it does once A mighty poet gave this place a name, | | 
: : _ © year at Sydenham. At For ever foremost on the roll of fame. | 
ere Se «ny rate, the ladies have to | 
Wha “submit to a very great deal 2. | | 
that is disagreeable, for the Tf you wanted to mention the place a man sat in | 
Dritish snob is always rampantly odious when he gets a chance of And say he sat there, you might use this in Latin. | | 
seeing an actress off the stage. I trust this hint in season may repress 3, ' 


him slightly, and shall be very glad if it does, for we of Fun owea 


debt of gratitude to the dramatic profession for the kindly aid it has How, happy thing, her darling fingers lie 


| 
lent us in the performance for the benefit of Mrs. Gray. Actors Within thy soft embrace: anon she’ll fly 
and actresses have given valuable time, and taken great trouble in the With scornful looks and laughter far away | 
cause. Managers have kindly placed their theatres at our disposal, Proclaiming you a word I dare not say. 
und, last not least, Mr. Roperr Sovrar has done unwearied service 4 1 


us stage-manager—no easy task with a large troupe of amateurs— 
«and Mr. Wauierstein arranged the music at short notice most 
admirably. 

Tue Sheffield revelations have taken everyone by surprise, and must 


| 

. | 
She stole an instant on my ravished sight, | 
‘hen swept away and left me sadly keeping, | 
My w.tch against the doorway all the night, ' 





not be taken as an example of what all Trades Unions would do. The At this, when I should have been soundly sleeping. a 
Sheffield saw-grinders were exceptionally unfortunate in falling under A. 
the despotism of a man like Bkroapnrap—one of the most un-English This, floating, her loveliness highly enh | 
and ig Yr ; . ° e . ? ’ v\ ghiy ennances, 
and ignorant < reatures possible—a fellow only fit to herd with Leicester- And tangles my feet in the midst of the dances. ' 
square assassins, and utterly unsuited to represent the British working | 
man. Of courseI don’t forget that the Societies adopted his crimes by 6. } 
silent acquiescence, but one should remember how great the influence A frown, a supercilious smile, | 
of one such active mind would be over an Association compelled to The forehead tapped: and then, } 
leave much of its work to be done by the discretion of a busy leader. We think him mad ; He’s this the while, 
It is to be hoped the Commission will do good, and that the germs of Like many other men. 
real usefulness to be found in Trades Unions will be fostered, and the 
ill weeds that choke them removed. 7. 3 | | 
I surpose the hot weather has affected the magazines this month, for What did the great bard who sang Astolat say, é 
they doseem—well,a trifle weak. The Cornhill has an exceptionally good When he found how,his poém was turned to a play I 
eae ee a who is better engraved than usual. Mx. 8 
,AWsoN’S illustration is pleasing in conception, but is spoilt in the pe . "4 
execution. The “Classics in Translation” ‘rel most pestilently like While speaking of all things, a popular book 
Mx. Hannay, and is, I need not say, thoroughly good—a delight to all Contains it, I think, as the name of a “dook.’ 
who love the English, as well as the Old World classics. Mr. Matruew ee ee ee 
AxnoLp is didactic, but occasionally forgets to be grammatical in his AnswER To Acrostic No. 16. g 
learned thesis. London Society seems a good number. There are some D Dactyl L 
clever drawings (notably to the ‘Servants’ Registry”), but Miss CLax- U Ulti : oO 
TON might have had the care, not tosay honesty, to adhere to the times R Rameed N 
specified in the “ Twenty-four Hours of the Season” she is supposed H Hyb “ D 
to illustrate. Her drawing i» searvely as artistic as a map; it might, A ae oO | 
| af all events, be as accurate. Some :ines entitled “Only a Year Ago” M Mormn WN | 
are charming. The Sunday Magazine sustains its position. Good . : Tifey; Old 
Words sts a delightful picture, by Pinw ; : Correct SoLvrions or AoRrosrio No. 16, r¥eKIvED Jety 3:—Ruby ; Ti 7) 
8 P » DY ELL, of a quiet bit of beach Trafford; Snuff-box; Frances Marian; Ledbury; J.J.; Four Boobies; Loot 
Villaee atte ne, = ee my I = pene Rnd **Shoemakers’ | four; Nelly and Bella; Greenhithe; J. A. P.; Kiss Polly Twice. 
e, ; ingly disconsolate. OUTLEDGR’s Boys’ 
Alagazine has a capital coloured picture this month, is light in on. 
_ and agreeable. Le Follet and the Gardener's Magazine are as fall of Must be Orphe-us Head. | 
valuable information for their respective publics, as usual. McToorier says that the next most musical thing to a fiddlestick, | x 


Hounsey certainly requires its Hornet to sting some of the parochial | is an umbrella—when it's a “ Sangster.” 
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SPORTING INTELLIGENCE, 
NICHOLAS ON THE University Marcu. 
THE OrtenTAL Repository (Limitep) Horseraypown. 


My Dear Youna Fxrenp,—You have desired me for to draw upon 
my recollections of my earlier years, and likewise for to give a vivid 


| and a life-like sketch of the late match at Lord’s between the kindred 
| Universities of the Isis and the Cam, than whom I am sure though a 
little too apt for to boast of being so, but youth will be served. 


Agreeable, honoured Employer, to your direction—which I do not 
mean your private address, you never having asked me for to meet 
ou on the footing of a man and of a Son of Toil whose head is whiter 
than the grisly avalanche—in accordance, respected Sir, with your in- 
structions, I proceed to the neighbourhood of St. John’s Wood. And, 
Sir, I paid for my admission. 
If, in your dying hour, my dear young Friend, at winge of remorse 
should suddenly strike across you like a toothache, it will be when 
ou reflect that you—blessed, as you are, with a palatial office and with 
numerous subscribers per weekum—allowed that grisly Son of Labour, 
meaning me, for to pay his own admission. But, perhaps, my wild 


| young Employer—for I can hardly believe as it was deliberate Guilt— 


perhaps we had better put it into a dramatic form, by which I do not 
meanone of them stage benchesas is often brought forward at the 


| theatres, but only a method of literary expression, such as Suaxes- 
| PEARE Was. 


Scene: Lorp’s. 


Present: Six Thousand People, more or less connected with the 
kindred of the Universities of Isis or of Cam. 

Enter : Nicwoias.— Which he has never been in the slightest degree 
connected either with the University of Cam nor yet with that of Isis. 

Preliminary Incident.—Your Prophet had long had a bad _ half- 
crown—which, his expenses not being allowed by the office, why 
should he endeavour not for to pass such on the present occasion ? 
This little misunderstanding, Sir, was not of long endurance. I pro- 
duces a different coin—and when the Inspector said as he would keep 
a eye upon me, it was like his impudence. 


Score. 


G ntlemen, and ye my Editor, there are a few things about which 
the eart of a laughing hyzna would rather trust itself with sup- 


_ pressed merriment than what it would explode into a guffaw. 


S-Series sts nt 


a 


Do you ask me for the Score—me, Nicnotas—me, the Propuer? 

Ask them as gave me eredit—the more fools they! 
DIALocue. 

Nicuouas (quite gay, so to speak).—Holhoa, my gallant young Canta- 
bonians? The old man’s heart, itis a-vorming up towards you, so for 
to speak. He wishes you victory and triumph, so for to speak! May 
an old man’s blessing—so for to speak—rest upon your flaxen heads! 

Chorus of Cantabonians.—Look here, old man, you've been having 
rather too much for to drink. Hast thou not prophesied, through 
m any years, the triumph of the Oxtabs ? 

TaBLEAvU.—NICHOLAS LEFT QuiTE ALONE. 

Tue Otp Man.—Thus has it ever been, from comparatively middle 
age’shour! ‘The moment I prophesy, that moment the people go and 
lay against me—against me, and my selection. I shall go aside—they 
often do such in the theatres—TI shall go aside, and I shall have—so 
fer to speak—a glass of sherry wine. 

TasLgEAv.—Dvet Between NicHoLas AND A Giass or SHERRY- 

Wiz. 

Stage Directions.—The glass of sherry-wine is brought to Nrcnoras 
by a brawny fisted menial; Nicnozas gazes at it. They approach 
each other. Nicnowas seizes the glass of sherry-wine in his brawny 
right arm; and swallows it. It is not the first which he has done so. 

Score. 
Exactly, my dear young Friend! Such is what I put it down to. 
DIaLOGues. 

Nienoxas (at the top of his voice, to the Oxford Eleven).—Hullo, my 

gallant young Oxtabs! Dost ye not know the aged man ? 


Sincu.ar PROCEEDINGS ON THE PART OF THE OxFrorD ELEVEN. 


Mr. Trirron.—Be off! Mr. Marritanp.—Leave the 

Mr. Casz.—Go away ! ground ! 

Mr. Boyiz.—Cut it! Mr. Diesy.—Kick you, if you 

Mr. Frepgricx.—Come, I say! | don’t ! 

Mr. Reww.—It won't do! Mr. Hmn—You really had 

Mr. Canrer.—Slope ! better move! 

Mr. Kennzy.—Fly ! Ma. Mires.—My dear Friend! 
NARRATIVE. 


Nico1as (resuming his observations, also at the top of his voice, to the 
Cambridge Eleven).—Hullo, my gallant young Cantibonians! Dost ye 
net know the aged man? 
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SINGULAR Procrepincs on THE PART oF THE CAMBRIDGE ELEVEN. 


_ Mr. A. H. Winter.—Lilke his | I’mayoungster; and so here goes : 
impertinence! | Bless you, old man! 

Ist Mr., RicHarpson.—Presum-| Mr. Green.—Good deal of truth 
tuous cove! 'in what Stow says! 

2nd Mr. Ricwarpson. — Pre- How. 8S. G. Lytretton.—NIc- 
suming individual ! HOLAS, sir, is a great man! 

Mr. Hoop (not you, sir !).—Au-| How. F. G. Petuam.—So he is! 
decious ereature ! | Noble old fellow! 


Mr. Apsotom. — Arrogant; Mr. Warner.—Quite one of | 
mortal! Nature's noblemen ! 
Mr. Stow.—Well, you know,! Mr. Baune.—itight you are! 


Resvutt. 

The cordial and encouraging reception which Nicnoras met with 
from the-Oxford Eleven was such (as it will be seen above) that he 
immediately prophesied as they would lose the match; which they 
did; and which it will be seen as the few young gentlemen which 
were civil to Nicuoxas on the side of the Cantabonians were likewise 
the most successful in the match. 

Morat. 

Always be civil to Nicnotas. 


ADDENDUM. 


The Old Man have a really good thing for the Derby of 1868. 
NICHOLAS. 
Ries 4 « + 4 a8 





THE SORROWS OF MAYBURY. 


Once on a time at the Palace of Sydenham, 
On a warm Saturday bornin July, 
Ladies with eyes which had powers to bid in ’em 
Clustered around us and begg d us to buy ; 
Then on a fete day of fun and frivolity 
Charity told us we ought to be teased; 
Voices we listened to ringing with jollity, 
What could we innocents do but be pleased ? 


Fortunate Maybury, thus to be pleaded for, 
Hopes both for peace and for comfort renew! 
Not a small doubt for the future was needed, for 
Sweet Mrs. Strruinec was begging for you! 
Old men and young golden sovereigns shelling out, 
Even old fools who the stage had abused, 
Yielded to one pretty merchandise telling out, 
Could Mus. Me.ton be ever refused ? 


These were the days when “ The Strand”’ could afford 
for us 
Popular Parry and Merry Marie, 
When near an obstinate counter was stored for us, 
One called Miss Herpert, and when we could sce 
Dear Mrs. Frank brimming over with merriment, 
Kate and her sister with glorious hair, 
Then, having tried, we enjoyed the experiment 
Granted to us by the fun of the fair! 


These were the days when ’twas easy to walk about 
Right through the thick of the holiday crowd, 

When we encountered no troubles to talk about, 
When silly “‘ oadging ’’ was never allowed, 

Then no enamelled girls ventured to bother one, 
Ladies, thank goodness, knew how to behave, 

Then no one dared with sweet essence to smother one, 
Then unmolested we walked down the nave. 


Now if we visit the scene of vulgarity, 
Left to the snobs who still haunt it in throngs, 
Can we experience any hilarity, 
Pestered by music-hall singers and songs ? 
Still we can think of the cause and can sigh for it, 
What we can do for it, we are perplexed, 
We should do wrong to let Maybury die for it ; 
Tell us, though, what can we do—but be vexed ? 


Charley over the Water. 

Tue Emperor or THE Frencn has written a letter to the Prefect 
of Police expressing his satisfaction with the zeal and excellent 
conduct of the service under his orders. It would be a graceful act 
were the Home Office to follow the Eaprror’s example ; the police 
of the metropolis have an unlimited erea for their services, and in 
justice to the force we are bound to admit that they bestow on it 
their almost undivided attention. 


review 


>} 
sina 
8 
te x 
he 
ER 
. 
a. 
.% 
i 
LG 
At 
’ eu 
: 
‘ 
: 
{ 


' 

, 
1) 
* 
a 
. 





“a aoa 
7 


fe: ent 
a pepo tj . 
* 


oe 


et on a 


carr 


A roth | 


a 


Tl me 


FOR 


(JuLy 13, 1867. 


HF 


Ru UTE 
* \ 


; sHUAENPEL TNR 
’ 4 Lj f } 
it! [i ==\ tla 


Ae 


| | ul sin | 1] 1 ) 
Wigi7 \\ Nh Misi: } i 
& gp) 
, NN Wiilhy. 
ML \ Hat 


TST 


rin 
Ni 


LU 
I 


EXHIBITION? 


Painter :—‘‘ Ou! THEY WON'T HANG IT, I KNOW—'’TIS OF NO USE SENDING_IT.’ 
Wife :—“ Wait, Micuagl, IF YOU KEEP IT HERE THEY WON’T HANG IT, WE KNOW—SEND IT AND TRY : THEY HANG BAD PICTURES SOMETIMES. 


BROKEN VOWS. 


Promisgs are lightly spoken ; 
Vows on which we blindly build 
(Uttered only to be broken) 
Go for ever unfulfilled. 
Oft betrayed, but still believing— 
Duped again and yet again— 
All our hoping, all our grieving 
Warns us, but it warns in vain. 


From the cradle and the coral— 
From the sunny days of youth— 

We are taught the simple mora), 
Still we doubt the moral’s truth. 

When a boy they found me rather 
Loth to do as I was bid. 

“T shall buy a birch,” said father. 
Broken vows! He never did. 


Grown extravagant, when youthful, 
In my tailor’s debt I ran; 
He appeared about as truthful 
In his talk as any man. 
Let me tell you how he sold me: 
“Look you, Mr. What’s-Your-Name, 
I shall summons you,’”’ he told me— 
But the summons never came ! 


Through the meadows, daisy-laden, 
Once it was my lot to stray, 
Talking to a lovely maiden 


In a very spooney way ; 


--—~ 


[ Michael is encouraged. 


SS 


And I stole a kiss—another— 
Then another—then a lot. 

“ Fie!’ she said, “I'll tell my mother.” 
Idle words; she told her not. 


When a party who dislikes me 
Promises to punch my head, 

*Tis an empty phrase, it strikes me, 
They are words too lightly said. 

Not since Disappointment schooled me, 
Have I credited the truth 

Of the promises that fooled me 


In my green and gushing youth. 


Roses in Crystal. 


Tue rose show at the Crystal Palace was as good as could be hoped 
for this year. But frost and blight have done such damage that the 
flowers were scarcely as fine as they were expected to be. But it was 
a treat to see how admirably the sort of anteroom behind the boxes, 
erected for the Royal visitors to the concert in aid of the re-building 
fund, had been decorated by Messrs. Carrer, the company’s per 
French taste could not have suggested anything more graceful, an 
the flowers which surrounded the central fountain were admirably 
arranged, and looked fairy-like in the subdued light shed through the 
velarium. No wonder the Royal visitors lingered here until a had 
to be informed that their presence was waited for, and the secon part 
of the programme could not be begun until they returned to the 
boxes. In short, they were dew when they were on the flowers. 


A Fly Note. 


Younec Creer, who is a devoted follower of the gentle art, tells us 
that the first rise of Spring is far preferable to the last rose of Summer. 
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A BROAD HINT FOR A BROAD-HEAD. 


*nlish Workman (crushing the viper) :—“ WE DON’T WANT MURDERING VERMIN LIKE YOU CRAWLING AMONG,US !” 
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mks. BROWN AND THE CLOTHES MAN. 


I pm say a8 I never would sell nothin’ to them Jews agin as goes 
_neddlin’ about, for though I’ve know’d them fair dealin’ in their 
Y vg, yet the way as that last one served me was downright swindlin,’ 
wy ey T am sure amore ’onorabler old party never lived than old 





though I ’d ’ave t¢ ted with es 
\[xs, ISAACS, 88 I'd ’ave trusted with untold gold, and did used to be 
in the second-’and line, and, I do believe, give a fair price for many 


og as 1 ’ad by me as once belonged to my missus, as said I was to 
' veer clothes through a-livin’ with ’er out Limehouse way, as ’ad a 
cottage, and ’er son, a captain, and me with ’er till ’er death, not as I 
ver got What she meant me to ’ave through that Mrs. Busser and 
r one-eyed daughter, as was friends to Mrs. Encxs, as were my 
nisguses name, and reglar plunderers, as I caught’em myself at ’er 
jrawers, and if that Mrs. BLIssET didn’t ’ave the face for to come to 
the ‘ouse the day of ’er funeral with Mrs. Epcxs own front on, as she 
must ’ave stole off the lookin’ glass, where it was ’angin’ when she 
was took, and many other things missin’, as I told the captain on my- 
«lf, but im that easy as he wouldn’t make that old woman disgorge 
not even the front, as didn’t become ’er, though new, and only come 
‘ome from the ’air-dresser’s two days afore she was took ill, in a blue 
jox, and never on ’er ’ead but one evenin’ as she ’ad friends to tea, 
and only lay three weeks, through water a-settin’ in on the chest, as 
[ know’d it would when I see ’er ankles, as was mill posts for size, and 
could ’ear er breathe down in the back kitchen with the doors shet. 
Well, as I was a-sayin’, Mrs. Isaacs she gave a fair price and paid 
ne onest, and certainly I never did taste anything more delicious than 
abit of almond puddin’ she brought me, as she gave me the receipt 
on as I’ve got somewheres, tho’ not a thing as I’m likely for to want 
thro’ bein’ only used at a weddin’. 
I do like their pickled ’errin’s, likewise their passover cakes, as ’ave 
took tea with ’er myself their ’oliday times, as is werry singler in 
their ways, partick’ler in wearin’ their ’ats in the ’ouse of a Friday 


evenin’ as is their Sunday, and, bless you, wouldn’t stir the fire nor 
As of course is right if that’s their 


snuff a candle was it ever so. 
ways, a8 every One did ought to act up to what they professes. 

But law, I’m a-talkin’ of twenty year ago, and things is much 
changed everywhere now, and no doubt Jews with the rest. 


‘Ow I come to ’ave anythin’ worth sellin’ was thro’ a gentleman as 


ad lodged with me, as went out to Indy and left a’ole ’eap behind, 
a3 I called in a Jew as kep’ a-standin’ opposite my parler winder, 


a-touchin’ ’is ’at that perseverin’ as is their characters and brings ’em 


riches no doubt. 

So I ’as’im in at last, and show ’im the clothes. ‘* Well,’’ he says, 
“ten shillin’s for the lot.’”” I sare ‘Go along with you, why there’s a 
jacket a8 is good as new, and three white waistcoats.” 
they aim’t worth two pounds they ain’t worth nothin’.” He says, 
“Two pounds! Bless the woman, why you'll ruin me.” I says, 
“T'msure I don’t want to, and you wouldn’t let me if I did.”’ 

Sowe goes on a’agglin’, im a-askin’ me if I ’adn’t nothin’ more 
'o sell, and at last he says, “I’ll give you two pounds for the lot, 
but,” he says, “I ain’t got the money with me. Here, I’ll tell you 
what I’ll do; here’s five shillin’ for this jacket’””—as he'd been and 
ae on ’is own back, a-sayin’ as he wanted it for his-self— and 
Tl you the money for the rest as I’ll come for in arf an ’our.” 

Well, he walks ’isself off, and there I kep’ them things a-kickin’ 
about my back parler three days and he never come for ’em, and I see 
| thro’ the trick as he’d got the best thing of the lot for five shillin’s and 

left the rest, 

The way as I was pestered by Jews a-comin’ arter clothes for a 
fortnight arter was downright surprisin’, as I think was all a gang as 
must ’ave told one another. 
| 1 was certainly werry savage over that Jew's behaviour, but didn’t 
much more of it after a week or so. ' 
| dbmust ’ave been three months arter as I was a-goin’ to see Mus. 

a as lives jest by Great Prescott-street, and was a-walkin’ along 
| a ¢ Minories I meets that Jew as’ad done me out of that jacket 

all < as the eayin is. ; 

says, “ You're a pretty impident wagabone, you are, to come 
ee cheat me out of hasten ray * that.” He says, ‘‘ Why, vat’s 
| Ye old woman a-talkin’ about? I never set eyes on you.” I says, 


| 


| wipe his ’ead. 

| it © says, “What's my ’at got to do with you?” ) 
co , Well,” he says, “there it is on, and now what do you 
nt P I says, “Do you mean to say as you never see me afore ?” 
| Tang know'd their ways. So he says, “ You're a werry foolish, igno- 
| of Woman as don’t know manners, and did ought to be ashamed 
nop atself to stop any one like this.” I says, “ You pay me one 
| from fifteen as you owes me, and come and away your rubbish 
‘a lot wy Place.” So he says, “‘ You're a nice one, you are, to sell me 
‘then g Ubbish for one pound fifteen! Why, you ought to be 

on yourself.”’ 


| spend agin’ with your ’at on,” for he’d been and took it off 


I says, “ You put 


| Well, there was gettin’ quite a crowd round us, and so I says, “ Go |, 
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I says, “If 





on, I was wrong to speak to sich a low character.” He says, “ Go on 
yourself, you wile old fish-fag.”” He says, “I remember you now. 
Why, if you ain’t old Motner Bossy, as was transported for robbing 
a sailor down Ratcliffe-highway. You've come back, ’ave you?” 

Law, I thought I should have dropped, for there was a parcel of 
low-lived characters all round as begun a-groanin’ at me. So I says, 
‘My name ain't no Mortuer ‘Bossys. I'm a respectable woman, and 
never lived in Ratcliff-highway, tho’ I certainly did ‘ave a aunt as 
did.” ‘Ah!’ he says, “all in the gang, no doubt. Why,"’ he says, 
“TI do believe you're the old woman as ‘tices children up courts and 
strips ’em.”’ 

If you'd ’eard the yell as them fellars give, and a wild-lookin’ dirty 
wretch of a woman says, ‘“‘ Let me get at ’er,”’ for she says, ‘‘ I’m 
sure she ’ad a ’and in takin’ my Tommy’s boots,’”’ and if she wasn’t a- 
goin’ to rush at me, as I could see were in liquor. 

What to doI didn’t know, and quite give myself up, for I were 
that wedged in that I ’’adn’t even got free use of my umbrella, but I 
got my back agin a street door as to keep them wretches at bay, least- 
ways, would ’ave done so, only all of a sudden it opened through a 
little gal a-comin’ out, with a jug in ’er ’and, and in I went flop on my 
back in that passage. 

I don’t know what would ’ave been the end on it if I’d not ’ad the 
presence of mind for to say, “ Fetch Mrs. Oxns, as lives in Great 
Prescott-street, as knows as I’m a respectable woman,” for all them 
wagabones round the door kep a-sayin’ I was a old thief. 

“Do you know Mrs. Onss ?” says a wery nice speaking woman, as 
proved to be the mother to the broken jug. “ Yes,’ says I: “and been 
acquainted over five-and-twenty years.” 

Then says she, ‘‘ Come in,”’ and banged the door in the face of them 
blackguards, as knocked and rung for a minute or two, and then 
lewanted, no doubt, through the police. 

It took a good ’arf-’our for to set me to rights, and as to my welwet 
cape, it was dreadful to see. 

I'd ’ad my redicule cut off my arm, and my umbrella was gone, and 
I never could ’ave gone on to Mrs. Oxss’s if it ’adn’t been for that 
good woman, as was named WaALtcot, a-goin’ with me, for I was 
afraid of being mobbed. 

But law, it come ’ome to that Jew beautiful, for I was a stayin’ up 
with my cousin near the Marble Arch, as ’ad a lot of things as she 
wanted to dispose on; as the family ’d left behind, and was perquisites 
to the servants, and ’ad left ’em for Mrs. Papwick to dispose on, 
through a-goin’ off to the Continong all of a ’urry. 

It was a ’eap, and some lovely things, as many a gentleman would 
be glad to jump at. 

So one mornin’ she says to me, “I'm a-goin’ to sell all them things, 
and a party is a-comin’ to look at em, as is the ’Ebrer perswasion.”’ 

“Oh,” I says, ‘‘ Indeed,’ and was just a-tellin’’er ’ow I'd been 
served, a describin’ of the feller. 

She says, “I shouldn’t wonder if it was the same,” and just then a 
knock come at the kitchen-door, and I gets a peep at ’im, and if it 
wasn’t the wery identical. 

Mrs. Papwick wanted to send ’im off about ’is business, but I says, 
‘“‘ Not afore he’s see the things,’”’ as I know’d would make ’is mouth 
water. 

In he come to the room where the things was all ’eaped up, me a- 
keepin’ in the butler’s pantry, as is next it, with a glass door, as I kep 
open. . 

— begun a runnin’ the things down at first, but was wery much 
took with them, partiklar a lot of shirts, and ’ad just said as he’d give 
six pounds for the lot. 

Mrs. Papwiex she says, “I must ask a lady fust if she'll let you 


“7, 
"ave em.”’ 


So she says, ‘‘ Step in Mrs. Brown, will yer? ; 

In I walks, jest as he was a-beginnin’ to gether up the things, a- 
lookin’ on them as’is own. I says, ‘‘ You let them things alone this 
instant, and walk your chalks.’”’ Law, he was took aback, and only 
stared. I says, ‘‘Here Brewer,’ I says, a-callin’ to the odd man, 
as was cleanin’ out a cellar, I says, “ show this feller out.’’ So the 
clothes man he says, “ My good lady, whatever do you mean?” “Why,” 
I says, “‘ I mean to turn you out, and if you don’t go I'll ’ave a police- 
man in.”’ 

He sees as I was in earnest, so 7idn t say no more, but was off in a 
jiffey, and it’s lucky as I was tiecre, sor if Mrs. Papwick didn’t sell 
them werry things for eleven pounds fifteen to a werry respectable 
man, 2s proves there is fair dealin’s with them, but wherever I falls 
in with that one I'll show ’im up, and make him repent the ‘day as he 


insulted me. 








Very like a Wail. 

Typuavs, a colt in the French stable, is one of the prominent 
candidates for Derby honours next year; we trust that the public 
will not become possessed of the idea that he is a second Gladiateur, 
or there will be a fearful amount of Typh(ce)us Fever throughout 


the country during the winter. 
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“Tue Fiesx 1s Harr Too.’’—Hamlet. 








A WORD FROM A WOMAN. 


Dear Fun,—Mamma is inexorable, and refuses to listen to reason. 
I do so hope that you will take my part, and that of the rest of the 
female prisoners in London, and gain us our liberty. I know, my dear 
old friend, that you have got some sense about you, and I have a 
notion that if you could get away you would not object to green fields, 
smooth lawns, fresh air, and nature. I think I can see you stretched 
out full length on a grass cliff, your cap and bells flung aside, and your 
legs kicking in the air! I would not envy you your liberty. Plead for 
ours! 


If there were any reason for our staying in town, I should not so 
much mind. There are no amusements, no excitement, no dancing, no 
flirting, no anything. 

The other day Mamma was actually unkind enough to take me to a 
drawing-room, and I had the humiliation of driving down St. James's- 
street in a string of about thirty of the most miserable hack-flies you 
ever set eyes on. Everyone turned out to see the “drawing-room 
farce,”’ as CoarLey Courtown calls it, andthe remarks made upon the 
seedy cortége would have shocked even you. Don’t talk about the 
State ball! I never was at such a slow entertainment in my life. No 
one to talk to, no one to dance with, old fogies and stuck-up dowagers 
and everybody looking as bored and out of temper as possible. And 
now they a oe we are to stay in town because the Suran is 


coming, and use some nepnnes pam ders o be given at Bucking- 
ham Palace, and we girls are wanted to teach the Sutran how to play 


uet. Fancy playing croquet with a Suttan in a back en at 
Pimlico! The fe is absurd. Bother the Suttan and his nce 
and croquet! My ear friend, the place for croquet is the lawn at 
Heatherleigh, and if you will come down there—when we do get 
away—I will give you five hoops, and pass you in a canter. 


Yours, 
Fro Fursetow. 
Would you believe it? Mamma made me sit out Le Corporal et 1 
Pays at the French oe the other night. I was so shocked, ind did 


not know where to but Mamma scolded me, and said that my 
modesty was all affectation. I don’t know what I shall come to in 








Lit TERALLY aND Mitrrany.—The JateCuarces. 


ILLUSTRATION OF SHAKESPEARE. 





[Jury 13, 1867, 








EVENING, 


Yz birds, beneath your little wings 
Go hide your little heads ; 
For oh! the pleasantest of things 
—— On earth are feather-beds. 
Go, seek your pens, my little sheop, 
‘eee And slumber while ye may; 
aie as My own will rob me of my sleep 
Until the purple day. 


So Shine on above the chimney-pots, 

Smee Oh placid Evening Star ; 

While, gazing at you a Ja Warts, 
*T wonder what you are.”’ 

You rose on Eden, happy place! 
And still your smiles relieve 

The woes and wants of ApAm’s race, 
Delightful Star of Eve. 
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The nightingales are all about— 
Their song is everywhere— 

Their notes are lovely (though they’re out 
So often in the air). 

The zephyr, dancing through the tops 
Of ash and poplar, weaves 

Low melodies, and scarcely stops 
To murmur, “ By your leaves!” 


Night steeps the passions of the day 
In quiet, peace and love. 

Pale Dian, in her tranquil way, 
Kicks up a shine above. 

Oh, I could bless the hour that brings 
All deep and dear delight, 

Unless I had a lot of things 
To polish off to-night. 


An Amey-able Couple. 

A man named Amey was recently charged at Marlborough-street 
with a brutal attack on his wife. He was ill-using the poor woman, 
whom he had knocked down, jumped on, and nearly strangled, when 
a favourite cat, named Topsy, jumped on him, and fixed with tooth 
and claw on his face. He was obliged to implore his wife to 
remove the animal. This is a startling example of a crime getting 
punishment. Men who ill-treat their wives deserve the cat—AMEY 
got it! Puss passed a bill for his punishment containing ten 

WB-€8. 


Ass-ass-ination. 

Tue police statistics of Paris return 226 horses and fifty-nine 23308 
as killed in March. In April, the donkeys were only twenty-nine, 
and in May nineteen; while the horses consumed were nearly the 
same in number each month. If “dog doesn’t eat dog,” it is evident, 
oe though hippophagists flourish, the donkeys don’t eat their 

rothers. 


Charlie is my darling. 
Napier was not only a great military hero, but also, as turned out 
after his death, a “‘ Poot (?)’’ as well. He was not, however, as has 
been suggested, the author of “ Campaign Charlie is my Name.’ 


ee 


Roasted with his Jacket on. 


Now that the excitement attending the Birmingham Riots has 
subsided, we would counsel Mr. Munpuy, if he WHALLEY’s his pel- 
sonal comfort, not to deliver his lectures in other large towns, a8 W¢ 


have no wish to hear of his being received with a WHALLBY, of 


stones. 


Wanted, a Cesar. 
Tue “ Young Men,” who belong to a well-known Limendraper 
establishment, and who are members of a Rifle Corps, have recently 
hada “ Sham Fight” between themselves. Can no modern Cxsar ibe 
— » immortalize the affair under the title of ‘‘De Bello’ — 
ico 


Our “ Mure ’’-you-att-Frrenp: The Undertaker ! 


SS 
———— 








Dean 
| Jory 13, 1867.] 


OUR BIOGRAPHICAL DICTIONARY. | 


| 
| By Most or our Eminent AvTHorSs. 


Everson, RatpH Watpo. By Ratra Watpo Emerson. 


Asx not when the Poet’s eyes, 

Under grey Atlantic skies, 
Opening wildly ’neath the morn, 
Soapless, silent, and forlorn, 
Token gave that a Bard was born 
A Bard at the sight of whose seeking, 
The Grizzly grew silent and dumb ; 
At the sound of whose musical speaking, | 
The bee flew away with a hum. 
Listen: I tell you an oracle: 
Puny beginnings we had : 
| Look; ante-Czesarean coracle | 
| Leads to the last iron-clad! 
Hither bring the Orphic runes, 
Set to the latest Yankee tunes, 
And I tell you the secret the pines told me— 
Whispered it, whilst I was sleeping— 
Far in the woodland where gummy secretions 
Slowly exuded, 
As Nature concluded 
That the type of the pine should approach its completions 
Only by weeping 
Gum from the tree! 
Hist! an acorn fell! 
Wonderful miracle ! 
What a deal there is, to be sure, 
In most of the things about us! 





| 





While the piny secretions endure, 
And the orthodox heathen doubt us ! 
| Hark: a wonderful mystery! 
There is a honey-bee, 
| Which never read ancient history, 
Knows not its A, B, C: 
And here is a titmouse, making 
As much of a row as it can— 
| And my spirit with wonder shaking, 
Out of its bonds awaking, 
Blushes, 
Flushes, 
But candidly rushes, 
| To own it belongs t’ a man! 
| Far in the sacred groves of Rome 
{ 
| 


| 
| 
And ain’t it a lark, to be pure, 


Numa Pompitivs had his home ; 
ManomeEt’s native land 

Was but a waste of sand ; 

And there’s a smack of SocraTEs 
Amongst Athenian olive-trees ! 
But, lo! what a man am I! 


I, who have filled several pages 
With the often recurring cry, 
** Lord, what a man am [!”’ 
For hither the Muses led 

Over Atlantic waves, 


Humanity, Asian-bred ! 

Out from Asia they came ; 

Into Europe they rushed ; 

Out of it did the same ; 

Later, in Boston, gushed! .. . 

They say I am like CARLYLE: 

I’ve a hearty respect for Mr. C. ; 

Yet do but listen a-while 

While the titmouse whiddles ‘‘ Whee, whee!”’ 
And twiddles again, ‘‘ Whee, whee!” 

With the greatest respect for Tuomas CarLyYLE 
The style that belongs to me 

Is the style of the frantic 

And urgent Atlantic 

Over whose troublesome sea 

Came oracular fitmouses bringing 

The voice of the Agesto me ; 

It is only “*‘ Whee, whee!” 

“Whee, whee! ”’ 

w3B.— 


R. W. E. 
——— 
Tux Suerrretp Ocre.—BroapueaD and bloody-bones. 


To Kentuckian Mammoth-caves, | 
| 
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I, the last-born of the ages ! | 
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An Artless Statement. 

Tue Wanchester Guardian supplies us with the following curiosity :— 
A\{ATRIMONY.—WANTED, a LADY, with a heart; widows need not apply.— 
- Address H 90, at the printer’s. 

It is clear the Man-chest-er is on the look-out for a female bosom that 
will reciprocate sentiment, but why he should refuse to treat with 
widows puzzles us. We have generally heard that widows were parti- 


_cularly remarkable for the number of (he)arts they possess. Should 
| the advertiser meet with a lady without a heart, we are requested to 
_ State that the College of Surgeons will be happy to treat for the 


anatomical curiosity. 


Thunderer or Blunder. 


Come, now, really the Times is a little too bad. It stated the other 
day that ‘ Monsieur Hern, the Swiss envoy, was about to visit Munich 
to pay his respects to the Kine or Bavarra.”’ What nonsense! Un- 
less the Swiss envoy is the direct descendant of Str Borie Rocue’s 
bird, how, we ask, can he be both Heer and there at the same time ? 
It’s impossible. (Loud cries of “Heer! Heer!” from our readers.) 


A Stroke of the Imagination. 


Recent explorations of the Gorilla country fail to confirm the early 
accounts of the animal given us by M. pu Cuartiv. The wonderful 
statement as to its beating its breast when enraged, producing terrify- 
ing sounds, must certainly be regarded as a coup mangué. 


Our Tupper. 


Tue Proverbial Philosopher in his latest published work, declares 
that— 

A book is in no sort like a cable, to be judged by its weakest inch, 

Neither has a hedge, nor has a wall, to be measured for its usefulness by gaps. 
This, we admit, is true. But a book may be measured for its tedious- 
ness by gapes, Mr. M. F. T, ; a writer may keep on too long “rythemic- 
harping’ on one string. 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[ We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches wnless they are accom- 
panted by a stamped and directed envelope. ] 
D. O. N., Upper Baker-street.—D. O. N.—T! an answer that suits you 


MonkEY GEorcE.—We are not in the habit of joking about religious 
questions ; nor are you, to judge from the contribution you sent us about St. 
Alban’s, Holborn. 

W. L. Skimmery, Oxford.—Your jokes about “ cheese’’ and “ cream ”’ 
suggest the thinnest of skim milk. You were evidently trying to makea 
butt-o’-milk, but like many dairymen have been too self-reliant, and de- 
pended on the pump. 

ConweEs.—Not suited to fill-a-mental corner. 

A FRENCHMAN, Manchester.— We suppose from the broken English that 
you were trying to crack a joke. 

QUALIFIED.— With a D.—I.—S., with a Dis!’’ as the song says. 

In Cop1a Cautus.—But you haven’t caught us, and you won't catch us 


| putting those jokes in! 


W. J. S., Queen-street, Black friars-read.—See notice at head of answers. 

BEGINNE&.—Should begin by being original. 

R. H., Seymour-street.—It is not worth noticing. 

Box 27.—Thanks. 

A HorNED Ow.L.—Your tu-whits are not a double meaning. 

A ToxtTeTH RANGER, evidently has only a limited range for he is 
wandering in his mind. 

A. 8. D.—Thanks. 

Tur SHADE OF Mars.—You are right; we did tamper with the quota- 
tion, but you see we could ne more think of rhyming *‘ Fortunatos”’ with 
“‘ potatoes’ than we could of allowing the line to run as you suggest, “ Sud 
st bona norint.”’ 

ComeT.—A coineidence. 

E. J. M., Osborne Terrace,—M.S. awaits you at the office. 

‘‘ Tue Force or Farte.’’—Butunfortunately we don’t see the furce of it! 

R. E. F.—Declinet—no, we beg n—you won't be R. E. F. used! 

J. B. W.—We are not in the habit of buying our pigs in pokes, or of 
taking wit on thrust, as the Irish would say. 

S. M. C., Wandsworth-road.— We shall be happy to give you our opinion. 


F. M. F.—In-F-ably stupid! 

KNIGHT CoOMMANDER.—The suggestion had already reached us. 

Declined with thanks.—Billy; D. N. D., mn, Liverpool; Lobby ; 
J.C. R. P., Dalston; Colonel P. P.; E. H.S., Camden-town; A. D. B., 
Queen’s-road; I.M.; P. P.; ASufferer;,J.A.M., Borth; W.G., Uxbridge ; 
b.; J. H. W., “Our Own Lion ;’”’ Trivial ; X.Q. R.; E. J. Little, Alie-street ; 
S. G., Liverpool; A. G.S.; O. M. T.; J.G. L., Stanley-street; Serapbina 
Piralus; J. M‘C., Glasgow; H. A., Berners-street; A. Z., Durham; P. Y., 
‘'rumpington-street ; W. J. K., Gray’s-inn; D. 8., Liverpool ; Geo. H., 
Dover; M., Aberdeen; U. X. M., Halesowen; Lunatick. 
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A DAY AT MARGATE. 


For our part we never cared much for Brighton, with its salt-water 
Serpentine. But with Margate it is quite another thing. There we 
can wander by the brink of the ocean and “ gather shells,’’ as the poet 
remarks, ‘‘ from youth to hage’’—we always say hage at Margate— 
and aro reminded pleasantly of the Cockayne of our birth. Undiluted 
Nature—the seaside with the chill on—would be too unusual a diet. 
We must have it mixed with a cockney flavour. A grog, composed of 
briny water, the spirit of cockneydom, and the sweets of a holiday, is 
a refreshing bev " 

Well, we admit that we have heard fastidious people call Margate 
vulgar. But as Popkins most justly suggests (he has just run up to 
town from Margate on business), ‘‘ What do we care for ’ideous fast 
people!” They are welcome to their opinion, and we shall stick to 
ours. Liberty of thought is the palladium of British liberty. Why 
did our ancestors met at Runnymede? Why did our forefathers 
fight on Bosworth Plain? Why? In order that we might be free to 


| have any opinions we choose as to whether Margate is vulgar or not. 


Hang the vulgarity !—(that is Popkins again)—Margate is a very 
jolly, a very healthy, and a very pleasant place. We were once tra- 
volling in a first-class railway carriage, in which there were two 
persons who evidently knew each other tolerably well. Said A to B, 
“‘T hope goin’ to Margate did your hankle good!” Said B to A, “I’m 
much obliged to you for advising me to go there—I was well in a 
week.” Said A, apologetically, “ Ah, it’s a ’ealthy place, is Margate, 


| only it’s so ’orrid vulgar!” To which responded B. “ Well, now, Hi 


didn't hobserve that!’ And B was in the right, and A was like the 
man spoker of by the bard,— : 
** He, who, in search of silence, “ silence !’’ hoots, 
Is apt to make the hubbub he imputes.”” 
A was guilty of vulgarity in condemning Margate as vulgar. 
. We—[Note to Eo. Look here, you know,—I can’t ire “we” ing 
in this way. If you can’t let me in the first person, you may 
ey a of the article yourself. There!) 
res, I did goto Margate the other day, and enjoyed myself 
much ; and if the absurd scruples of an editorial suai ee when 
I will not further allude—would allow, I would i interest the public 
and witch the world with a description of my wanderings. I’m sure 
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some people would be more interested in that than in disquisitions and 
generalities about what “we”’ think. 
A youth of middle stature and pleasing exterior, in a light-brown 
coat, blue tie, sprigged vest, and mauve unmentionables, might have 
been observed about the latter half of the nineteenth century and 
near the end of the Margate pier. He attracted the attention of the 
old and young—particularly of the fair sex. His manners were easy 
and engaging. He took the air until it was time to dine. And then 
he dined—frugally, but tastefully—wisely, but not too well. The 
post-prandial Pickwick (it was a Havannah, but alliteration is the 
thing nowadays) graced his manly brow. (It is possible that “mouth 
would be more correct, but it would not be so elegant as “brow 10 
that connection.) In the evening he went to the opening of the Hall 
by the Sea, and listened with evident delight to the concert. He was 
heard to express an opinion that Mr. a is an admirable chef- 
d’orchestre ; that MapemorsgLL LiesHart, if she wishes to cultivate an 
engaging and attractive manner of singing, should study MapaMe 
LeMMeNs-SHERRINGTON’S style in preference to Miss ANNIE ADAMS ; 
that Mr. Epwarp Murray sings “ Ruddier than the cherry — 
charmingly ; that OrrEnBacu’s music is delightful; and that the H 
this year is even more charmingly decorated than it was last oonnoe 
Later in the evening his manly form was seen gliding through t ‘: 
giddy mazes of the dance. Save that he whirled his partner -—r' 
once in the Lancers with such celerity that her necklace broke, * 
the beads, by centrifugal force, were shot in all directions, like shel’s 
from the American Pivot-Continuous-Fire-Cannon, his Terpsichorea? 
career was one brilliant success. . t 
That youth of middle stature, pleasing exterior, and light but “ 
fantastic toe—(toes, ten of ’em, to be strictly correct)—that doe” 
was Popkins. Popkins is charmed with Margate—and really Popkin 
is quite right. I agree with him—and we agree with him. 


A Pint of Honour. 


Mr. M. T. Bass should have no empty honours for giving the good 
| people of Derby six acres of recreation-ground. To empty hogsheat® 
in his honour would be perhaps the most appropriate way of — 
ledging his generosity. We hope the Derbyites—we don’t mean 
| government—will record the itt | by a fitting Bass-o relievo. 
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BEESLEY ON BROADHEAD. 


Is murder in the fashion, / VV 
When our Bees.ey in a passion, | 7 
With a bloated aristocracy declares, | _— 
That the ruler of Jamaica, ie 2 
With propriety should take a puegee 8 fs. 
Place by Broasueap and the infamy he bears ? S- _ 


Of the workman’s wrongs redressor, | wie 

Oh! illogical professor, : 
You have rather made a mess of it this time ; 

You're a pretty sort of teacher, 

Of such rampant bosh the preacher, 
When you cannot see there are degrees in erime. 


The workman at your blunder, 
Must have stared aghast in wonder, 
And from cachinnation scarcely could refrain : 
When for all your education, 
With your blatant declamation, -—<—— 
You were suffering from nigger on the brain. 
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That Broapueap, wretched sinner, 
Should so publicly be winner, 

Of excuses made by Bexstey’s a disgrace ; 
And the artisan, disgusted, 
With the teacher that he trusted, 

From his leaders the professor should efface. 






————————— 
| 
’Mong the pious men of Wadham, 
As of old in sinful Sodom, 
Are there ten just men and upright to be found ¢ 
When we've Berstey from that college, 
Who abuses so his knowledge, 
’Mid the working men who stare and shout around. 
With Concreve who's a Comtist, 
Freperic Harrison the promptest 
To declare Trade Unions must from guilt be free ; s 
Will the Radicals say spilling [ (| 4 | a 
Berstey’s blood would not be killing, Wai iii 
If some Broapueap was to “ pot”” Proressor B. ? WL ty! 
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THE LATEST FROM WEATHER-COCKAIGNE. 


Wuar entertainment are you reminded of by the A Cockney friend wishes to know whether we consider this a beauty that is on 





Taihu! 
Wh Dun att 
He 











opening day at Wimbledon? The Monday Pop. the wane. 
FROM OUR STALL. | MAYBURY. 
We are always pleased with Mr. Bccxstone when he digs up one In the midst of an airy 
of the old comedies and puts it on table at the Haymarket. The And vast cemetary 


O’errun by gorse, bramble, and blackberry, 
Stands a building alone, 
Which is thereabouts known 

As the College—Dramatic—of Maybury. 


revived comedy of Who Wants a Guinea ? is hardly up to the second 
Cotman’s usual standard; but, though inferior to the Heir at Law, 
John Bull, and the Poor Gentleman, it is racily written and full of 
broad fun. Gzorce Cotman dashes off dialogue as easily and spon- 
taneously as Farquuak or Sam Foore. It is horse-play, no doubt, 
beside the polished sentences of ConcrEvE or SuERtDAN, but, at least, 
it is off-hand, and suggests no painful racking of the brain, and no 
rulnous expenditure of the midnight oil. Compressed into three acts, 

€ comedy goes very well. Its story is not one of absorbing interest, 
but its leading characters—or caricatures—are well represented by the 

aymarket company. Mr. Kenpat played the part of a dashing 
Irish baronet, Sir Larry McMurragh ; Mr. Buckstong was a village 
busybody, one Solomon Gundy; Mx. RoTPERs ase one - ce sda 
personated respectively a boorish but benevolent cockney tradesman scene, ; , 
and a ete ee it aree and very well they all acted. Messrs. One aie grey 4 I eee in this way bury! 
ae Rocers, and Cxarx also contributed to the general efficiency a. eee sum 

€ performance. 

Of The Coquette we cannot speak half so highly; indeed, we can So far out of London as Maybury. 
hardly speak of it all, as we have only seen the last act. ‘Che dialogue, Oh, Council, in season 

judge from the specimen which came under our notice, is of the iste Gaal sete. 
meanest kind—full of the baldest platitudes and Tupperisms imagin- Mo mene these oll aula i the vier bury. 
able; and the versified “tae”? which brings the curtain down 1s Where they like let them live— 

ughably innocent of point or epigram. Miss Amy Senewicx did all Gaal candies ee 
she could with a French countess, who goes as mad as Tilburina, but And shut up the College of Maybury. 
ultimately recovers her senses, and speaks in rhyme to prove her 
Sanity; but all the talent in London might have striven in vain 
oo a overwhelming weight of such dialogue. The last scene Over Sensitive. 

Fae Oe i rded in his remarks, lest he should 

Ar th . , vived. The chief cha-| We know a gentleman so gua ; sh 
racter is ep ae cg oreo _— Be ee a spirit, Mr. G. wound anybody s feelings, that he will not even use a JLersonal 

INCENT and Miss Maria Hagais also appear in the resuscitated farce. | Pronoun! 


= 


It’s really past joking 
To live there at Woking, 
Where someone they day after day bury. 
Such a brilliant look-out 
Must be pleasant, no doubt, 
For the people residing at Maybury. 


Men, whose lives have all been 
Of excitement the scene, 
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tingle night upon hearing that the gigantic s 
Pero, Betts, and others, has kindly consented to allow itself to be 
conducted through the Court of Bankruptcy by a body of friends. 
‘The benkrupts’ solicitor set the ball rolling. 
Tenavann, and Co. are accountants in the matter—it being a con- 
venience, of course, that Ma. CoLeman is one of the auditors of the 
L.C.and D R. The official assignee is Mr. E. W. Epwarps—late 
director of the L. C. and D. R. The first meeting of creditors will be 
held in Commissioner Hotroyp's Court—a Mr. G. F. Hotroyn, said 
- _ the Commissioner's son, being also late director of the L. C. and 

. . 
ee, which directs people not to wash their dirty linen in 
public. 
that this very private and select laundry will “wash” is a thing that 
remains to be seen. 


language. 
crease of Pay in the Army.” It is given at “our’ Court of St. 
James's, and signed, “John 8. Pakington.” 
4s. 4d. and 2s. 9}d., and 2s. Od. It treats discursively of troop corporal 
major, and kettle drummer, saddler corporal, and shocing smith. It is 
altogether a diffuse and delightful document. 
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a twopenny-halfpenny increase of pay with the utter lack of care ang 
decency, which left the poor fellows at Hounslow from morn till night 
without provisions, yet within easy distance of London. Nor is that 
the only thing. Some one belonging toa. crack regiment wrote recent] 
to the United Service Gazette, and here 1s a summary of what he 
says:— 

“If any vindictive underling will put a man’s name down in the ‘Minors’ every 
day, the strange result may be ob:ained of a good, obedient soldier kept at punish- 
ment-drill all the year round. A towel or blanket with a wrinkle in it, a brush 
placed on the wrong side of the boots under the cot—these are samples of the 
‘minor irregularities’ which, if reported, sudject a man to so much punishment 
drill, or club drill, or third-class drill. The writer has seen aman with twenty 
vears’ service, and four goud-conduct badges, at club arill. He has seen men who 
had volunteered into the regiment, with seven and eighteen years’ service 
sespectively, at reeruits’ drill, ‘which consists principally of abuse.’ Such is tho 
dread of this martiuet system that, we are teld, nut tea men, on the average, in this 
unhappy regiment, undid their beds at night through a whole winter, for fear they 
should net have time to fold them properly before turn ng out to drill before 
daybreak.” 

My dear Sir Joun Paxincton—‘if he will allow me to call him 
so’”’—we may give all sorts of increase of pay at “‘our”’ Court of St. 
James's, but as sure as our name is “ Joun S. Pakixeton,” while this 
neglect and this cruelty are permitted, we may whistle for recruits. 

‘Tue Emperor or THE FRENCH has gilt his gingerbread with infinite 
trouble, and at no small expense. His gingerbread doll, made in the 
image of Peace and all a-flutter with Dutch metal, must have had a 
good deal ot the gilding rubbed off by the news of Maxtmiuian’s 
death. If ever aman was placed in the midst of a gang of assassins 
and left to be murdered, that man was the late Emperor or Mexico. 
Experiments in civilization are charming and interesting, but your 
civilizing chemist when he shuts up his laboratory, should at least be 
careful to remove his utensils. The French Emperor with a French 
army placed MaximiL1an—who did not seek the Mexican crown—on 
the throne of Mexico, and the French Emperor should never have 
withdrawn the French army without also withdrawing MaxiMILian 
from the false position into which he had seduced him. That is the 
plain state of the case, I take it! 

So “ Bart.” is simply a synonym for barter—the “oper hand” of 
the Baronetcy nothing better than the greedy claw of ambitious 
snobbism. Mx. Coxx is to be raised to the Baronetcy—or rather that 
(in spite of some esc/andres) noble order is to be dragged down to him. 
Talk of your Bricurs and Bsaesxs who want to degrade the aris- 
tocracy of which we are all at heart proud, though we may grumble 
at times; they do not—cannot inflict on it one tithe of the harm that 
is done when toadyism gets promoted in this way. Lord Mayors who 
do infinitely bettcr things than the Beadle of the Boilers, have to be 
contented with a knighthood. Would not an upper footman’s place at 
Buckingham Palace have met the case ? 


























“ROBINSON CRUSOE" AT THE HAYMARKET. 


Ovr readers will, we feel sure, be glad to learn that the performance 
on the 6th instant was complctely successful, and that a handsome sum 
has been realised for Mus. Gray. Of the merits or demerits of the 
burlesque or its actors we cannot of course speak, but we have to 
acknowledge the most kindly reesgnition of our efforts by the Press 
generally. Fux, as a comic paper, has occasionally to say sharp 
things about its contemporaries, whieh might well beget enmities; but 
to the honour of journalism in every instance we have met with more 
than fairness—with generosity ! 

Our labour of love over, we have only to express our gratitude to 
those who assisted us in it. The idea of a performance was mooted at 
Christmas, but circumstances to which we need not further allude 
interfered; and in the end'the burlesque had to be written and pro- 
duced in three weeks. Our readers will judge from this how in- 
defatigably Mr. Ronext Sovrar must have worked as stage manager, 
and what an amount of labour Mr. WaterstEtn must have bestowed 
on the arrangement of the music. We were—and ever shall be— 
indebted to Mn. O Connorand his assistants for the scenery he painted 
for us; the Island was a masterpiece of scenic humour. Mxssus. 
May, Simmons, and Natuan must also have our warm thanks for the 
gorgeous dresses, and Mr. CLranxson for the miraculous head-gear, 
which gave such grotesque efiect to a performance to which Miss 
Iurtapo so charmingly lent the redeeming graces. 

To thore members of the theatrical profession who generously gave 
us their services in Gur Wife and The Goose with the Golden Eggs, we 
owe a debt of gratitude for allowing us “to'slip our little bit o’ 
nonsense under their honours’ kiver,’”’ as WinirrepD JENKINS puts it. 
We would also record our sincere acknowledgments of the zealous 
co-operation afforded by all connected with the Haymarket, both in 
front of the house and behind the scenes. 


Coton Calh. 


By tar SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 





NAVAL REVIEW, a Great 
Invasion of Belgian Volun- 
teers, a Sultan, “ with which is 
incorporated”’ an unprecedented 
display of fireworks at the 
Crystal Palace, with I should 
be afraid to say how many 
more brilliant dissinations con- 
nected with each and all of 
these! I rather fancy this is 
enough to finish up the season 
with brilliancy, not to mention 
that we have a ‘ory Govern- 
ment passing a Reform Bill of 
such wildly democratic tenden- 
cies that the advanced Liberals 
are all shaking in their shoes. 
Such times may well be he- 
ralded by portents, and no one, 
it is to be presumed under the 
circumstances, turned grey in a 

no, I mean, firm of 


ODE TO THE COUNTRY. 
By a Comic WuiTER. 


Tor pensive bards it’s very well 
To sing of wooded hill and dell, 
The cornland’s scarlet poppy, 
The hedgerow elm, the trysting tree, 
The prattling brook—but then you see 
It isn’t comic copy. 


You praise the serious poet's words 
When in his lay the song of birds 
He tenderly rehearses. 
The soaring warbler, who the dark 
Disperses, is not quite the lark 
You want in comic verses. 





Messrs. CoLEMAN, 
His muse can chant the moos of cows, 
As in the pasture-land they browse, 
And give you deep enjoyment. 
Though cattle-language low may be, 
It's not low comedy, you see, 
And that is my employment. 


The bankrupts evidently desire to act in accordance with the 
The country may be very well, 


And suit your grand, pectic swell, 
But if by cruel fate you're 
A comic writer driven to be— 
No joke, I fancy, will you see 
In poking fun at nature. 


Whether the creditors of the firm will be as well satisfied 


A royat warrant is always a pleasant study for lovers of the English 
There has just been issued such a decument touching * In- 





It deals minutely with 5 
Sy epieea ed Hai-reemarkably Good ! 
Tae Sultan has made a joke! Passing the shop of a well-known 


g But when one reads it, | coiffeur, where chignons were exposed for sale, he inquired if it was 4 


parallel passages will suggest themselves. One cannot help contrasting | hair-’em. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 19. 


Try come with glecful faces, 
And with military graces, 
From an independent country o’er the foam; 
And our welcome must be hearty, 
To this stalwart little party, 
And we'll send them back rejoicing to their home. 





1. 


Bitty, the Norman, who licked us we know, 

At Hastings some hundreds of summers ago; 

Had a soul above war and did good in his time, 

Where, as here, they owed to him the pleasant kirk-chime. 


2. 
Durrez we know first sang this part, 
‘That since has thrilled and moved each heart ; 
A Scottish author shares the fame, 
That brightens the musician's name. 


3 


T hate and detest agricultural toil 
Though it’s pleasant to work in so fruitful a soil. 


4, 


Surely an object for much contemplation, 

Here come the people of every nation. 

Say you confuse both your grammar and tenses, 
This in an editor’s eyes the offence is. 


5. 


A swell barbario in an ancient play, 
Who was brought over in a curious way, 
‘To all the joys of educated life, 
And, happy chieftain, also got a wife. 
6. 
A herald’s seroll unfold, 
And these things you see there, 
Of argent. or of gold, 
Of azure: or of vair. 


ee ee 


Answer To. Acrostic No. 17. 


M Menu U 
U Uilin NW 
R  Rahdi I 
D Dido Oo 
E Even NW 
R Reels Ss 


Soturions or Acrostic No. 17, received 10th July.—None correct: 





OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


TxeERE is not a more charming book in its way than Boswell’s Life 
of Johnsen. Itis not a book to sit down and read through, but. a 
“companion volume,” one to keep on your bedroom table, where you 
can take it up for an odd half-hour, or during that mawvais quart 
@’heure, when sleep will not come at your call. To say nothing of the 
interest one takes in reading about the literary society of the times, and 
the wonderful tyranny the Doctor exercised over his circle, there is 
something peculiarly attractive for the student of character, in the part 
Bosws.u plays. No writer ever won such suicidal immortality as Bozzy 
Few would gibbet themselves as fools in order to ensure posthumous 
recognition—-would rather be kicked by posterity than allowed to pass 
unnoticed. And Boswell’s Johnson being such a book as we have de- 
scribed, we are glad to see that a cheap edition of it has been issued by 

essrs. RourtepGe and Sons. More than five hundred pages, good 
type, capital paper, neat binding, and illustrations—and all for the 
small charge of three-and-sixpence! ‘The same firm also publishes a 
sixpenny edition of Uncle Tom’s Cabin, and Mr. Mecui’s Farm Balance 
Sheets and Lectures, as one of their ‘‘ books for the country,” and a most 
useful one, too, to those who are agriculturally inclined. But it con- 
tains a good deal of sound sense, and so its perusal will benefit those 
who are not on agriculture bent. Of Ars. Brown's Visit to the Paris 
Exhibition what need we say more than that that estimable lady is as 
pleasantly communicative as ever, and quite as prone to buy experience 
m the dearest market and sell it in the cheapest. In Miss Zomkins's 
Intended, Mr. Skercuuxey strikes out a new line, in which he succeeds 
admirably, telling a story with quiet humour, heightened here and 
ae with homely pathos in a way that will commend the book to all 

ers, 





FUN (1% 


ANOTHER new magazine, Tinsley’s Magazine, is announced. It is to 
open with a story by Dr. Rvssexy, and a story by Mr. Yates, who, we 
believe, is to be editor. If he conducts it as well as he has Temple 
Bar, the proprietor will not have to complain of want of popularity. 
The writers whose names are mentioned in connection with the new 
venture are another guarantee of excellence. It is announced that 
Fashion and work plates will be given with it to propitiate the ladies— 
a bold experiment. Good literature has never been tried with these 
supplements, the magazines which supply such feminine requisites 
being as a rule contemptible from a literary point of view. 

“Bow.ep, Sir, bowled!” ‘Hit, Sir—oh, finely hit, Sir!’ 
“Fielded!” Does the reader recollect these war-cries of Eton and 
Harrow contending on the classic arena of Lord’s? If not, he has 
missed, during all that has yet elapsed of his shockingly incomplete 
and uncultivated existence, one of the prettiest sights that England 
has to show him. If, however, like a sensible man and an honest 
cricketer, he has gone up to the School Match every year, he will be 
glad to hear of a pleasantly gossipping little book on the subject. 
‘The Public School Matches and Those we Meet There”’ is published 
by Messrs. Rovuttgpcr. The author, “An Old Wykehamist,” pre- 
fers to be anonymous; but he gives his initials, “ F. G.,” and those 
who are specially interested in the matter may easily hunt him down 
by looking at the list of Wykehamist elevens some six-and-twenty 
years ago. ‘T’o less ardent inquirers after truth, we may simply say 
that the book is one of the pleasantest of its kind that has been pub- 
lished for many a day. Its humour is genial, unforced, and eminently 
sympathetic; the author’s thorough knowledge of the grand old 
game is shown by incidental touches much more effectively than by 
any formal or pedantic preachments ; and no good cricketer will like 
it the less because the author gushes into Latin verses at the end. 
Cricketing and scholarship have gone well together in many other 
cases than that of “F.G.” A better book for these glorious old 
country parsons who come up to Town to see the School Match could 
hardly be desired ; and as there can scarcely be less than three thou- 
sand British parsons present at Lord’s on the great days, the mere 
clerical circulation of the book should be something enormous. Apart 
from its cricketing chapters, there are some sketches of school-life at 
Winchester in the old days which are eminently bright, fresh, and 
readable. Ina word, the book is one by a clever and genial gentle- 
man en an unhackneyed and most interesting theme. 


COVENT-GARDEN. 
By a Loven or Por-rtry. 


A aarven of gardens, it teaches 
The bard, ever blatant, to bless 

The pumpkins, the plums, and the peaches, 
The salads:not easy to dress ;— 

Pears, pumpkins, and pulpiert peaches, 
Camellia, and cabbage, and cress, 

The pumpkins, the pippins, the peaches, 
Cutieabbage, and crisply-curled cress! 


Oh, of Inscious luxurious lunches, 

The poet loves one lunch, and that’s 
Of bananas in bountiful bunches, 

And melons as big as your hats, 
Black currants, bananas in bunches, 

And cocoa-nuts, mothers of mats— 
For of science if you are a lover 

You'll know they’re the mothers of mats, 
That the cocoa-nut’s cortical cover 

Machinery makes into mats, 

Into fuscous and fibre-fringed mats. 


—— 





Painful Nonsense. 


Art the opening of the Alexandra Orphanage, we read that after the 
déjetiner :— 

‘‘Other toasts were given and speeches made. Mr. Tite, the honorary architect, 
and Judge Payne, were among the speakers —the latter proposing * Toe Ladies,’ ana 
reciting one of the humorous rhymes of which he has, on similar occasions, com- 
posed and delivered more than two thousand.” 

Really the Humane Society, or the Society for the Prevention of 
Cruelty to Animals, ought to prosecute such a bad Judge as he must 
be who has so often inflicted Payne on his fellow-creatures! 





A Chip. 

Ir is a well-known fact that in America the greatest amount of 
drunkenness prevails in those States where the Maine Liquor Law is 
in force. This is doubtless owing to the number of unlicensed ‘“‘ whit- 
tlers’’ there. 
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To Arms. 
Tur Court Journal states that “eight of the senior Generals of 
our army ure bedridden—three speechless, all well past eighty,” 








City Intelligence. 
We see that there are to be great “ Fez’’-tivities in Guildhall on the 
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occasion of the Sultan’s visit. We do not believe, however, that it 1s What docs that matter? If the old boys were called on they wovid 


the intention of his Highness, as has been rumoured, to present the 
| Lord Mayor with the Order of the “ Turkish Bath! 





LLL EL LL LE 


| Jedburgh Justice. | 


JzepBuRGH has been 
doing justice to the 
good which Sabbata- | 
rianism and the | 
Forbes-Mackenzie Act | 
have donein Scotland. | 

| A meeting has been | 
held there to consider 
what steps can be 
taken to repress the 
immorality of the 
young people of the 
town. It was stated 
there, over and over 
again, that boys— 
mere lads—were seen 
reeling about the 
streets on Sunday in 
a horrible state of in- 
toxication, and using 
the worst language. 
One speaker, who was, | 
by the way, the most | 
sensible and practical 
man at the meeting, 
oe the im- ee 
morality in Jedburgh 
was very bad, but he gpanyey- nan 
did not think it was | 
worse than other | 
towns! This is a/| 
charming admission | 


i  —————————— _ 
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for an “unco’ guid”’ | oe N 
conten Tie Scotland! | | 
Are Scotch boys | 7 i \ 
carboys of whiskey ? | Ja \ 
Latest from the. " 
Lords. | \ 


Ir is believed that | fa 
the Peers will reject | | 
the lodger franchise 
when the Reform Bill 
comes before them. 
If so, they will have 
a difficulty with Joun 
Burt, who is the 
lodger—of many com- 
plaints against them 
already. 





Ree 
Really Wanted. | 
To ne from re- | < 
cent disclosures, we 
should think that 
Railway Companies 
might copy theatrical 
companies, and insert, 
with the difference in 
one syllable only, an | 
advertisement often | 
seen in the Era. | 
They should adver- 
tise, “ Wanted, Prin- 


ciples.” AN EYE TO BUSINESS. 


Painter (addressing fellow-visitor to the “ Zoo”) :— Lon, Britt, WHAT A STUNNER HE’D BE 





UN Parr Accomp. : ‘ i 
The Dramatic Féte. TO DO DOWN THE SIDE OF A ‘OUSE! 


Vich must be Perfection. 
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appear “in arms,” —it’s their second childhood with them, 
ee 


The Tale of as 
Tub. ™ 


WE read that the 
REVEREND Mor ry 
PunsHon has _ guc- 
ceeded in raising 
within the last five 
years £10,000 towards 
building new chapels 
at favourite watering. 
places. He is clearly 
a punshon that doesn’t 
want a head, for he ig 
sharp enough to select 
a pleasant sphere for 
his labours, We 
should have fancied 
that there were lots 
of places in greater 
need of spiritual aid 


1 4 than watering-places. 





French Leave. 


Master’ Freppy, 
being directed the 
other morning to go 
and study the French 
language, was de- 
tected immediately 
afterwards at the 
strawberry bed. His 
excuse was that he 
wished to pick up a 
few fraise-es. 





Et tu, Brute-ey. 


Arter the late 
speech made by 4 
‘‘learned professor”’ 
at Exeter Hall, we 
suppose the manners 
and customs of the 
Sheffield savages may 
be described in the 
old fashion—viz., that 
they have no man- 
ners, and ‘‘ their cus- 
toms is Bersuey !” 





Alteration of 
Name. 


Some members of 
the Reform League 
who have _ lately 
visited the Paris Ex- 
hibition, and also the 
Jardin de Mabille, 
propose that the Lon- 
don Parks shall be 
henceforth called by 
all Reformers, Jar 
de M.-A.-Beales. 





A Worp FoR A 
Blow.— Half-a-crown 
—to Sheerness and 
back. 


sin i 85, A, eas 
The Game of Goose. 


Messrs. Verrcu anp Sons, the well-known Chelsea nurserymen,| THe Minister of Agriculture has addressed a circular to the mayors 


have introduced a new pea this season. In recognition of the eminent | of France, enjoining them to punish all 


people caught destroying 


services of our well-beloved Cote anp Co., and to preserve a name the | small birds. He is quite ri parr r defence 
nye ; ’ ; ; quite right. The sparrow-clubs have no 
world would not willingly let die, they have named their new variety | for their destructiveness. ‘They cannot even plead that the anserines 


Tus Brompron Borers. 


po ap 


(for a sparrow-club is but a goose-club) prey upon small birds. 
elie 
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SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


NiIcHOLASs ON THE Recent Fgsrrvities. 





My pear YouNG Frrenp,—Had I the arms of a Brianevs, or even 
of a MonPuEUS, combined with the eyes of an Arcus (by whom I do 
got mean the sportive correspondent of the Morning Post, though 
here is wishing him no harm)—and if you were likewise for to endow 
the Old Man with as many legs as used to meet in the Ruins, it would 
still be utterly impossible for NicHouas to cope with the rush of events, 
4]] demanding of either sportive or prophetic treatment. 

Nicuoxas, Sir, is a Prophet, and the best as ever prophesied, bar 
nore; but I am likewise a British citizen, and—especially since the 
etablishment of the Repository, than which I am gure a more 
excellent emporium though a little not so much _patronised 
as it ought to be—I have taken a warm interest in public 
afairs. I have as much right to do so as any other man, bar 
none. I contribute to the burdens of the State. I pay rates 
and taxes—or, to speak more accurately, the collector have twice 
threatened to summons me for not doing so, and I really believe as he 
would have done such had it not been for my timely stratagem of 
going to a foreign shore, meaning the Exposition. I am eligible for 
to sit as a jury; and which, my time being valuable, it is the firm in- 
tention of Nicnouas for to find every man guilty right off. Under the 
new Reform Bill, I am not at all sure as I shall not stand for Parlia- 
ment—either for the London University, or Hackney Wick, which I 


_am told by the public prints as they are two of the new constituencies. 


There are many Turf topics upon which Nicnoxas have keep his 


_ eyes—not meaning that the Prophet takes out his orbs every night, 


like false teeth, and puts them down on a turf topic, but only imply- 
ing that the gaze of the Old Man, which is not unlike that of an eagle, 


has been hovering, so for to speak, over Goodwood and such. In 
cricket, again, the heart of Nicuoxas have been filled with honest joy 


by the way in which we Gentlemen beat the Players, and will do so 
again. Come on, ye Mercenaries! The ancient aristocracy of Great 
Britain, with their fine Old Prophet for to back ’em up, are ready and 
eager for the fray. 

I pass, Sir, to a theme of more general interest. 


NICHOLAS AND THE BELGIANS. 
(Irom the Prophet's own Penny-a-liner.) 
Considerable excitement was recently occasioned, not a hundred 


miles from the neighbourhood of the Oriental Repository, kept by the 
well-known Mr. Nicuowas, in Horselaydown, by the appearance of a 


| large number of the Belgian Volunteers. From circumstances which 
_ have since transpired, it is fully believed that had an alarming con- 


flagration broken out at this moment, the flames would have lit up in 
bright relief the steeples of the neighbouring religious edifices, and 
that much praise would also have been due to the police fur keeping 
ofthe pressure of the crowd. Fortunately, the devouring element 
was otherwise employed. 

[Norz ny Nicuotas.—Of course it was. There was a dinner at the 
Mansion House. at's the place that really stood in danger from 


_ the “devouring ” element, not the Repository, where it is but little as 
Teat, goodness knows. Goon with the account now, Messrs, Jupp 


AND Grass. ] 

Q arriving at the Oriental Repository—a spacious building in no 
Particular order of architecture—the Belgians were most warmly 
Teceived by their entertainer, who addressed them in the French 


| anguage with great fluency, and which, when it was interpreted to 


em, they expressed themselves much pleased with his truly intro- 


_ Rational sentiments. ‘The distinguished host stated his regret that he 


| could not entertain them all at once; but added, that if they would go 


tound to the “Admiral Keppel” in three distinct bodies, he would 
Personally accompany each detachment, and make sure that the liquor 


_ a8 good by tasting it himself. 


._ 18 proposition being received with enthusiastic cheers, the first 
: ct body set out upon its march, accompanied by Nicoxas and 
your Reporter. The proceedings at the “ Admiral Keppel” were of a 


Very satisfac ind—very satisfac ind— lally - 
| a kind—very satisfactory kind—especially the rum 


a Second distinct body was equally fortunate, and the proceedings 
® “Admiral Keppel’’ were still satisfactory—still most satisfactory 


| —— Where is he who can deny such, especially the whiskey-toddy ? 
| Where is he who can deny whiskey-toddy? but it made the 


élgians as tight—as—a—drum, you know—tightsadrum. Me and old 


| NicwOLas, being used to it, wasn't even touched—even touched. But 
100 should have seen the third distinct body. Why, they were twice 


aan as the others; and not a man of ’em sober, except me 
old Nicuoxas, in the third distinct—distinctive body. 
Org BY Nicuotas.—The account, allowing for a little ex ti 
. : y : xaggeration, 
substantially correct; but where it says that Ae wasn’t “even 
wouched, why, I had—being a houscholder—to bail him out !] 
Nicuo.as. 








SELF-POSSESSION. 


Wuart a painful thing is shyness 
An endowment to deplore, 

To a beggar or a Highness 
It is equally a bore. 

It produces a depression 
Very difficult to raise, 

And this want of Self-possession 
Is embittering my days! 


It would really be delicious 
To be otherwise than shy, 
Opportunities propitious 
I have passed unheeded by! 
At the Bar—my own profession— 
People ‘‘ write me down an ags,”’ 
For I want that self-possession 
Which is designated ‘ brass.” 


Tomxrns came for an opinion, 
On a very simple point ; 
Whether ‘‘ Cowcamber and inion ”’ 
Should be eaten with ‘the joint.” 
I’ve a sort of an impression 
Which develops by degrees, 
That my want of Self-possessien 
Made my answer not “the cheese.” 


Would I win at public meetings 
Oratorical renown, 

Groans and hisses are my greetings 
And directions to “ sit down !”’ 

Of caloric an accession 
Makes me hot as in Cabool, 

For my want of Self-possession 
Quite prevents my being “cool.” 


Once I ventured to the Derby— 
I had never been before— 
Could I Emperor or Czar be, 

I would never venture more ! 
Drag and cart in quick succes-ion 
At me always raised a laugh, 

For my want of Self-possession 
Makes me impotent to “chaff.” 


a 
LE LL nT 


With a contumacious “ cabby”’ 
If I get into a row, 

I'm as helpless as a ‘‘ babby,”’ 
And I pay him—anyhow ! 

For my power of expression, 
Is so miserably weak 

From my want of Self-possession, 
And my insufficient ‘‘ cheek !’’ 


itt tt ttt 


I’m in awful trepidation, 
For I dote on dearest Roser, 
And on every next occasion 
I determine to propose. 
But, alas, for my confession, 
I can never get it said: 
And my want of Self-possession 
May prevent my being wed. 


I’ve been very shy this season, 
And not self-possessed at all! 
Ts it sHz who is the reason ?— 
For I’m wholly in her thrall! 
I will plead for a concession 
Of her self to me; and then 
I may get my Self-possession— 
With hers added !—back again! 
———————————— 
Laying the First Stone. 
has often struck us as being rather mean on the part of a dis- 
wate individual to “‘ walk off”’ with the trowel after he or she has 
laid the first stone of some charitable institution. What would be said 
of anyone presiding at a public meeting or dinner, were he, on leaving, 
as well as on arriving, “‘ to take the chair ? 
<eceeeenterenteestesinetamceatacamnncatis 


Anacram (specially applicable to Sheffield).—Trades Unions, ‘‘ Red 


stain on us.’ 
S————— 
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THE PARIS EXHIBITION. 


Wrore in THE Morgen Aqueeryum, Parc DBL XPOSITION, 
Paris, FRANCE, 


Dear 'L1za,—Never, except in the “Arabian Nights,” has anythink 


* like my adventures been wrote since my last letter, and all along of 


my having dressed myself in a cognishow, as the Italians, or some of 
them confounded foreigners, call it; though in my case it was a sort 
of Eastern disguise of a turban and settrer, as I told you before. The 
fact is that this place is a reg’lar maskorade, more so than ever I see at 
Highbury Barn that night as it was a benefit, when uncle took tickets 
for us; and as to what used to be at the Old Eagle in the City-road 
before it was altered to the Grecian, why it’s nothing to the seens one 
takes part in here. Before I can git any answer at the Post Restorong 
I shall be in Aldersgate again—me and the Sultan of Turkey and the 
Bashaw of Egypt, which Iam in h's swt—not in his clothes I don’t 
mean, I only just wish I was, for they’re covered with gold and pearls; 
his best is—grander a precious sight than the Sheriffs’ liveries, or 
even the Lord Mayor’s, as I'm proud to say I've seen here a-talkin’ to 
the Suttan himself like one o'clock, and him reg’ lar knockin’ under and 
as polite as though butter wouldn't melt in his mouth. Which he’s to 
be at a bankwet at the Guildhall, but that’s neither here nor there. 
What I mean by bein’ in the suit of their Highnesses is, that when I 
thought things had blown over and I shouldn't be reckonized, I went 
to Bee the Xposition again, and where should I find myself but in the 
Grant Vestibule, when a short fat dark portly sort of a gent, in a red 
skull-cap and a tight buttoned-up blue frock, goes by, and all the 
people looks at him and me, as I've let my beard grow and got up my 
complexion with warnut ketchup since to add to the delusion. Says I 
to myself, “‘Sam Trotrtg, now's your game,” for I see what the 
people thought, and hears. that the name of the short party was the 
Viceroy or Ecypr, and others with him as was Bays—and precious 
green baize too I reckon, for they looked reg'lar comfoozled. Now 
there was no law against my being a bay too if I liked, and so I jist 
follows ‘em about, and everywhere that we goes the people makes way 
for us. Lor’ I've seen everythink,—and more than that; there was 

amongst the nobs when the Empgror give away the prizes, for I had 
my turban washed, and put on a string o° beads like a mountebank, 
and takes my place close to the entrance, so as when the SvuLTan 
comes up I mixes up with a lot of other chaps, and when the feller in 


| 





-_— - SS 





| uniform as was M, C. looks hard at me I shakes my head an’ hollers 





| out “ Peoweit Bay!” and he grins and bows and in I goes. If it — 


| hadn’t a-been for that Jew Arizs we should have had no end of fates, 


what I’m equal to, as he’s been glad to come round, I can tell you, 
when he finds I've got the entry ; and if we didn’t meet old Bortir- 
yack and his daughter Ametia in the Grand Vestibule the other day, 
as was bein’ reg’lar crowed over by a French corporal as old Bortts- 
sack hollered at a good one, but couldn’t make him understand. 
Bon’s rather low, becos that gal I told you of, Tre»eLiria, has run 
away with one of the waiters at the Iooshian tea counter, and he 
spends a good deal of time here along of me and the Suttan, I mean 
in the Moreen Aqueeryum, which it reminds me of ‘ Here in cool 
grot,’’ as they used to sing at the Aldersgate Harmonic Union. It's 
pleasant, though a little too dull for my money, to set here and look 
at the sea fishes a-swimmin’ about in plate-glass tanks such as I never 
knowd anywheres, except in the cellar at ParnTer’s in Leadenhall- 
street, where they keeps the live turtle. But lor’ I shall be home s00n, 
and then we'll show these precious Bashaws and such what the City 
can do.—Yours, as you won't know when you see me, 
Sam TROTTLE. 

P.S.—I should ha’ liked to ha’ seen Lewis N.’s face when he was 
introduced to Alderman WarTERLO0o ! 


All’s Fish that comes to the Net. 

Ir appears that the Hudson river has become so full of gold fish 
that they are taken by the waggon-load. Why don't our a 
Transatlantic cousins put them into circulation? Such net-pro ls 
would be better than greenbacks. 


A Light Comedian? 


We observe in the Era that a Glasgow manager wants a gentleman 
of ability as ‘‘ Heavy Lead.’’ We are led to believe—or perhaps we 
should say, we “‘zinc’”’ he wants a man of metal. 





Ecco ! 
Ir we may judge from the fact that the two principal objec 
wrapper of a new journal are heralds, we should imagine tha 
Srom the Clubs are trumps. 
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THE BELGIAN INVASION. 


‘A Letrer From Berta 1n Town to Mavup w THe 
. CountTrRY. 


Drar Mavp, we've just come from the City— 
Uncle Porxrns is one of the Livery— 
| And your poor little Betua you'd pity 
If you made of her now the “ diskivery.” 
It was crowded, and dusty, and heated. 
Well! our Cits may be excellent traders, 
| But I don’t think quite mieely they treated 
| The Belgians, our friendly invaders. 


They came in such numbers immense, 
That to count one was wholly unable; 
| But our Cits did not show a true sense 
Of doing the honours at table. 
They took all the sests that were good, 
And declined to become retrograders, 
So left just to shift how they could, 
The Belgians, our friendly invaders. 
| 


You'll want to know what they are like! 
They are most of them portly and ruddy, 
And scarcely a sculptor would strike 
With ideas for a classical study. 
Their appearance is far from romantic— 
They none of them look Abd-el-Kaders : 
So your Bella for love won't go frantic 
Of the Belgians, our friendly invaders ! 


Balsam or Balm. 
Herz isa charming story ready to the hand of Hans Curist1an 
ANDERSEN :— 


“The garden of the Middlesex Hospital was thrown open for the flower show of 


the window-grown plants in the parish of St. Andrew’s, Wells-street, on Tuesday. 
On this occasion the flower show for Christ Church, Down-street, was combined 


with it. The display of plants was very good, considering the badness of the 
reason, and the show was crowded all the afternoon with the poor of the neigh- 
bourhood. The prizes were distributed by Lady Mildred Beresford-Hope and the 
Hon. Mrs. William Cowper—two out of a long list of patronesses. Among the 
prize-holders was one of the hespital nurses; and a prize was also adjudged toa 


balsam grown by a poor crippled boy by his bed-side iu the Pepys Ward.” 


Even old Perys himself might have been touched by this simple 
recital! Such peeps into the diaries of the life of the poor should do 
good. Let us hope our quotation of the paragraph will benefit so 


excellent a movement as that of “‘ Window-grown Plant Shows.” 


AT THE CAMP. 


It's pleasant to get from the dust of the City 
That smothers the Park in the days of July; 
Though Wua.uey be tuneful and Oszorne be witty, 
We'll leave the dull bores who still speak in Committee, 
And * bulls’? made by members, to seek the bull’s-eye. 


We'll see at the Camp how a shop-keeping nation 
Can put up the shutters, and go out to play ; 

And our Belgian friends a tremendous ovation 

We'll give, till the Camp ’mid the glad demonstration 
Is brighter with banners than meadows in May. 


Away with the spells of the fairest and sweetest, 
The eyes of Germander far bluer than Heaven ; 

O’er ravishing dottines the nicest and neatest, 

Our “Running Deer’ now has a charm the completest 
At Wimbledon Camp in the year Sixty-seven. 





An Excuse. 


Prorrsson Bersitey has written to the papers trying to explain 
away the fmpression conveyed in his speech about the Sheffield out- 
tages. When we remember at what college he was educated, we can 
quite understand that he occasionally is guilty of what Dundreary 
Would.call a little senseless Wadham-ontade. 


A FORCED ONE. 


Pr . ° ° 
: Wuexfa man is as “cool as a cucumber,’’ may he be said to be in 
/“ Cueumber-frame of mind ? 


Morro FOR THE Monry-Boxzs ar ovr Hosrrrars.—‘ When you're 
my way—drop in.” 


I ccmmtasiiiemmaaaiiiiiamenne 
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THE WARBLING WARRIOR OF WIMBLEDON. 


A merry life the Volunteer 
Upon the Common leads ; 

His fare it is the best of cheer, 
His talk ’s of martial deeds. 
He fashion’s luxuries despises,— 

And heavily goes-in for prizes! 


He deals in bores both great and small— 
Im bores of every kind. : 
(Putting out lights at bugle-call 
Is one of them, you'll find) ; 
And like a child, that’s fond of sweets, 
Considers bull’s-eyes mighty treats. 
How happy is this soldier's lot, 
In tented field to dwell ; 
And if a prize but pays his shot, 
Qh, isn’t he a swell, 
With wreaths of laurel on his head, 
And lots of earwigsin his bed ! 


A Poser for the C. S. Examiners. 


Q. Name the first work on horology. 
A, Marcetuvs and Bernarvo on the Watch.—See Suakesrmanrs. 


A Spy-see Remark. 


Wuy does a satirist treat his victims like telesoopes f—Because he 
draws them out—sces through them—and then shuts them up! 


A Mister-y.—Why Snosk1ns will insist’on calling himself Esquire. 








Answers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accompanied 
by a stamped and directed envelope. | 

No Artist.—The subject won't draw. ae 

MapGr.—The queer English to which you draw our attention is not quite 
our own Madge-estic language, but we cannot give the parties an advertise- 
ment gratis, voyez vous ? 

“THe APOSTLE OF THE Mormons.’’—As you say you are More-money 
you may be some slight yee. but you are of no value to us. 

Detta (Liverpool).—Your Deltoid muscle is not a risible one. 

Sanpy McPuUN cannot mak’ any phun that we care about. ; 

X. L.—Your joke would be X. L.-lent if ye had not borrowed it. 

ReEFLEcTOR.—A chap-we don’t understand. 

Jacos Scup.—We can’t find room for your ruminations, for you have 
been chewing someone else’s (s)cud of sweet and bitterfancy. Those “‘ little 
bills all over dew’’ which you take up as your own have been accepted as an 
old joke long since. 

AGGIE.—Aggie-ravating ! 

A. B. (Manchester-street.)—Must look at our rules. We do not return 
M.S. save under the circumstances mentioned. ; 

L. Y. (Post-office, Edgware-road.)—Your ‘‘ Popular Parodies’ are to 
hand, but ‘‘ Sham Complexion’”’ was done long ago in “‘ ‘Lhe Elixir of Love’’ 
at the St. James’s. ; , 

Her A-Dora.—The only mystery we can see in the case is the lady's 
friends suffering such twaddle. We see no mystery about the dramatist’s 
puffing. 

J. G. A. (Swindon.)—Thanks. 

S. H. (Post-office, Croydon) has done one of the fanniest things we have 
met with of late. He writes that he ‘‘ forwards the enclosed in hopes of 
insertion; any reply can be addressed to S. H., Post-office, Croydon.’’ The 
enclosure is, “ Dear Sir, I forward the enclosed in hopes of its being inserted 
in your paper. Any reply can be addressed to S. D., Post-office, Croydon.”’ 
The dates and handwritings are identical, but the second letter is addressed 
to the editor of a contemporary, who no doubt reseived the joke in dupli- 
cate! 

R. B. W.—MS. awaits you at the office. 

‘‘Harr! Harn! Hark!’’—Wants cutting considerably. 

GEorGE.—T hat joke, by George, won't do at all! 

G. S. (Crewkerne).—We canuot lend ourselves to your local squabbles. 

Declined with thanks :—M. A. L. R.; W. P.; S. M.; Veritas; Billy; 
F. M., Sheffield; J. H. G., Putney; W. Brussels; W. Stoke; F. G.C., 
West Brompton; W. G., Cheapside; T. E., Kent; J. H. T., Liverpool; 
W. G. S., Stanley-strect; Vinegar Works; J. H., P——; S. W. L., 
Wallbrook; H.E., Islington; W. T. Lythan; P. W.; A. H. Donnington; 
A.C. Alloa; A. J., Mark-lane; J. C. P.; A. B.C.; Sarah Ann, Mino- 
ries; R. V. S.; Rich-berd Robins-son; Fox-dog; W. A. B.; C. Me., 
Liverpool; A Student; E. S., Bridgewater; Poste Restante; J. H. N.; 
J. B. W., Spalding; G. R. G., St. Andrews; A Poor Spinster ; X. X. X.; 





C. J. C., Birkenhead; A Punster; Bill Brown; Bone Femme; Quali- , 


fied ; E. G. C., Bedford-row. 
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THE CUT DIRECT-ED. 





Elevated Being :—“ Z1s'way 1T Litt’ Drort’n ?”’ | Matron :—“ Yx8, 8tR; STRAIGHT ON AS EVER YOU CAN GO. 
E. B. (musingly) :—“ Ou; Srrar’onzgv’R1caANco! THA’s NOT SAYIN’ MUSH.” [Exit serpentiningly. | 
' 
A night for Islington’s “ kick-up,” 
URBS REDIVIVA. Where all the world is going ; | 
Or. leaden - 1 again, A night with E. T. Seren to sup, | 
wi y “-morrow, Where Tamesis is flowing. 
~~ poet 9 tly cups es quaff champagne, A gorgeous day on Sydenham Height, | 
ns of sups of sorrow. | With songs and ice in mountains. 
If ieee) ean for ao hours And then a ad delicious night, 
r aches—more’s the pity, Illuminated fountains ! 
Belgravia scatters fruit and flow’rs 
And calipash the City. + oan oe been . qpents - ms | 
. ince all the guests have ed, | 
re © re goes oe and board I never take my gaiety 
The Viceroy's tumbled on “ag Warp,” A mae ym, sony ogee 
A palace shields the Suttan. 


Most fascinating fetter— 
A word, a look from IsotiInr— 
There's nothing suits me better ! 


The Belgian Volunteers have come, 
All spruce and in high feather, 
We've found some cosy beds for some, 











While some sleep on the heather. ny ee 
From day-dawn till the night is dark, 
Ne time for care I'm thinking, Queue-ery ! 
To-day a feed in Windsor Park, Wuen is a foraing-frame like a pigtail that always gets in your | 
To-morrow lots of drinking. way ?—When it’s a-queue-cumbering you. N.B. This joke, raised | 
The next day off to Highgate-hill, from a frame, is naturally a little forced. 
Where waits the Lodge's lady, ——— | 
| Their time in gardens shady. | NOTICE.—Now ready, price 1s., and may be obtained at the Fuw Office, Lacy ® | 
A day for Woolwich and its guns, Theatrical Warehouse, and all booksellers, 
| Its forges and its stewings ; ROBINSON CRUSOE; | 
A day for Spithead, ships in tons, Or, THe InJuN Brive AND THE INJURED WIFE. | 
| And nautical reviewings. A Burlesque by H. J. Byron, W.S. Gilbert, T. Hood, H.S. Leigh, Arthwr Sketchley, | 
A day at Kew, with time to bait, and ‘* Nicholas.” 
| And “ tramp o’er moss and fell, oh !”’ | Performed at Theatre Royal Haymarket, on Saturday, July 6th. 
An opera visit paid in state, | ".B.—The 1h ee eer ane f the 
. ; -B.— roceeds of the sale will be added to the Fund for the benefit © 
To witness Masanielo. | widowed ssaeiier of the late Paul Gray. 





Leadon :—Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Pheonix Woks, St. Andrew's Hill, Destear Semmens, and Published (for the Proprietor) by W. ALDER, at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.— 
y 20, 1867, 





sees seems = 





_ — ——————— SU 


Jory 27, 1867.] 





THE HUNGRY BRIGADE. 


Hatr a loif! halfa loaf! 
Riding to town slow, 
Fainting for rations rode 
Regiments to Hounslow. 
Forward, the starv’d brigade! 
Ride for your loaves, he said. 
Fainting for rations rode 
Regiments to Hounslow. 


Forward! said Gengrat Hopae, 

Longing his men to lodge. 

How could the soldiers know 
Somers had blunder’d. 

Then came the awful rub, 

Vile Commissariat cub ! 

Theirs but to die for grub, 

All on the desert heath, 
Wretched six hundred! 


Eating to right of them, 
ating to lett of them, 
Eating in front of them, 

Not a man plunder’d. 
Fainting for bread and meat, 
Ah! what atoothsome treat, 
On to the horrid Heath, 
Into the empty street 

Stroli’d the six hundred! 


Yell’d all their voices there, 

Giving the morning air 

Wild oaths—by no means rare, 

Cursing their rulers— well, 
Who could have wonder'd ? 

Longing to kill the bloke 

Who had denied them “ toke,”’ 
Pall Mall and Horse Guards! 

List to the words they spoke, 
All who have blunder’d, y 

Know they strode back—at heart 7 
Not the six hundred! 


When can their sorrows fade ? 
Oh! what a row was made 
Not a soul wondered ; 
Honour the words they said, | 
Pity their cry for bread, 
Wretched six hundred! 


FROM OUR STALL. 


A pomestic drama from the pen of Mr. Henry Fannie has been 
brought out at the Sirand. The piece—by name Leverses—is in two 
acts; neatly written, and well constructed as far as the plot goes— 
which is not very far. ‘Three or four of the sentences are quite 
epigrammatic, and three or four epigrams form a very fair allowance for 
a domestic drama nowadays. Mr. Emery, Miss ApA SWANBOKOUGH, 
and Miss E. Jounstone are the principal performers in Reverses. Mr. 
Emery is powerful, but coarse; his character is a brutal one, but he 


the enormous chiguvon which becomes her so admirably in the first act 
is utterly out of place in the second. Chignon, perhaps, is not the term 
to apply to a head of hair which we have reason to believe natural ; 
but the exuberance of locks which befits a drawing-room is rather too 
showy for a poverty-stricken cottage. Apart from this trifling in- 
congruity, the ledy’s performance is charming. Muss Exiza JouN- 
STONE plays admirably as a stilted and Pharisaical ‘companion ;’”’ and 
Mr. F. Rosson—who reminds us more and more of his father every 
time we look at him—throws plenty of humour into the part of a 
servant. The first scene of the piece is very nicely set. Mr. Byron’s 
ie Diavolo has been revived at this theatre, and follows the new 
ma. 

We never grow tired of the Critic, though the satire of it is mostly 
inapplicable to present theatrical circumstances. ‘The breed of tragic 
authors, like that of spotted dogs, is rapidly becoming extinct; and 
few people have taken the trouble to read any of the precious produc- 
tions that passed for tragedy in the days of Suermpan. But the wit 
of the first scene remains as fresh as ever when a few judicious altera- 
tions in the text have been made. By the way, Mr. Cuarves 
Matuews—whose doubling of Puff and Sir Fretful Plagiary is a real 
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THE BELGIAN RECEPTION. 


It is pleasant to reflect, when one remembers how very badly matters have been 
managed generally during their stay, that our Belyian friends must have been 
flattered by their visit to the Alhambra, where, as they supposed, real Cavatry 
Colonels had been expressly engaged to receive them! 


treat—should not, in the Year of Grace 1867, allude to the preas-gang 
'and the Morning Chronicle as existing facts. ‘The performance of the 





to put Sueripan at the end of the bill and play people out with him ? 
Mr. Horace Wi1Gan was the Sneer, Mr. Crayton the Dangle. Messxrs. 
D. Murray, Vincent, and Montacvue, played the leading parts in the 
tragedy; and Miss Farnen fell in love—went mad—and wore the 
prettiest imaginable dresses—as ‘lilburina. 

Miss M. Outiver, who has persevered through two long and laborious 


| itic at the Olympic is, on the whole, satisfactory ; but is it quite fair 
| 


exaggerates its brutality to a painful pitch. We dislike making personal | parts for the last eight or nine months, has at last found it necessary 


allusions, but Miss ApA SwansoxouGuH must allow us to suggest that | ( a 
'we feel sure that Miss Oxiven is too firmly established in her position 


to yield her part in Jfeq’s Dirersions to Mtss Cartotra Appison, and 


as a foremost London favourite to feel that we pass any slight upon 
her when we say that the piece has neither benefited nor suffered by 
the substitution. Miss Appison plays the part in every respect as 
well as Miss Otiver—she does not play it better, because it would be 
simply impossible fur anyone to do that. Miss Cartorta AppIson is 
rapidly rising to an important place in her profession, and we venture 





to predict that she will, before many months have passed over her 
| head, take a leading position in it. There is a fund of quiet fun in her 
| comedy, and of deep, earnest feeling in her pathetic situations—a com- 
| bination which is rare indeed, nowadays. Muss Ovtver has it, Miss 
| Netty Moone has it, Miss Marie WI Ton has it (as all who saw her 
| play in the balcony scene from Romeo and Juliet, at the Strand, some 

years since, must admit), and Miss Caritotra Appison has it—and 


| who besides ¢ 





“ Common’’ Sensz.—What Sia T. M. Wirson is not troubled 
with. 
Tue Srraicut Tie vox Faxmers.—Tip-Tree Hall. 
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Coton Talk. 


Br Tnz SAUNTERER IN SOOIETY. 








TT 


Dy E have not had very brilliant 
weather for our distinguished 
guests these last few days. 
Belgians, Sultan, and Viceroy 
alike must be pretty well ac- 
quainted with the sight of the 
British umbrella by this time, 
and I dare say take it to be 
that palladium of our liberties 
about which so much is written 
and spoken. Wimbledon must 
be particularly delicious just 
now. Its soil has been con- 
verted into, a wet sponge, and 
the only way in which the 
warrior can centrive to keep 
himself dry is to construct his 
tent on the principle of a well- 
dish. It must be cheerful work, 
too, to shoot lying oa your 
stomach in slush. Of course, 
the rain is very good—for young 
ducks, green peas, and other 
fruits, but sumwer is beginning 
to rum short, and as it did not 
begin till very late, one would rather not have it come to an end too 
early. 
‘Tae Reform: Bill passed its third reading in a strange fashion. The 
discussion om it was purely personal; member after member rising, 
not to speals of the measure so much as to explain and vindicate his 
own position. To be eure, one or two of the speakers gave Mr. 
Disrak1i a rating ; but he is used to that, and happeis to be in the 
position of those whom the proverb bids laugh. Most of us, when 
young, must have passed through Seven Dials with some oid gentle- 
man, who-has told us to shut our eyes, has turned us round once or 
twice, and then asked us to look and see which was tie road we had 
come along. Mr. Disraztt has served his party in much the same 
way—he has persuaded them to shut their eves, has twirled them 
round till they grew giddy, and then taken them ecown the wrong 
turning while they thought they were still standing super antiquas vias. 
Tuts is the age of advertising, and one, of course, is not surprised 
to find that the City, our great commercial centre, is fully aware of 
the value of advertising, and the best way of doing it. The Lorp 
Mayor is not behind any one in his knowledge of the fact, or the 
method of putting it in force. The invitation cards to the reception 
of the Sutran at Guildhall were about the size of a young poster, and 
consisted of a small coupon to be given up at the hall, and a large 
ticket “for preservation.” In other words, our City Magnates ex- 
pected those they honoured with invitations to frame these cards and 
| hang them up for the benefit of future generations. Of course the 
| names of the civic dignitaries were not omitted, and would therefore 
| be enshrined for the admiration of our children’s children. It is, 
| perhaps, fortunate for the civic reputation that no such memorial of 
_ the Belgian reception was put forth, for one would not care to have 
| the recollection of such a fiasco perpetuated. 
_ There is a funny paper in the Atheneum on “ Engraving and Etch- 
ing on Glass.” Its author has evidently just learnt that the technical 
| term in the trade for glass is “metal,” and he is so delighted with the 
discovery that he uses it half a dozen times in the first half dozen 
_ sentences. He decries Satviati's beautiful glass, which he calls 
| “vile Venetian metal,” and goes into raptures over our modern manu- 
| 
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facture. But before he has finished his paper he forgets what he has 

said, and mentions some one who deserves praise “for his reproduc- 

tion of the old Venetian jewel glass.” That is consistent, is it not ? 

But the loveliest bit of all is where, speaking of one London trades- 
man, he winds up a paragraph sensationally thus :— 

“He had an exquisitely engraved water- -j ° 3 
and Ducuess of esmetiene that ais ener rete — 
Fortunate readers of the Atheneum ! when next the editorials of that 
journal are dated “‘ Kimbolton Castle,” you will have the satisfaction 
of thinking that the beatified editorial lips have been touching that 

| exquisitely engraved water service, or drawing inspiration from that 
claret-jug! Really, the Atheneum ought to take out a patent for the 
Dvuxe and Ducuess of Mancunster. 

Poor Rorsvcx! Has it come to this? Has the once terrible 
Tzar’em fallen so low as to go snarling at the heels of a common 
working man? Well, it is really a pitiuble sight. Vanity and dis- 
appointment can work wonders. They can transmute metals—turn 
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the once keen, trenchant Sheffield blade of stecl into a lump of lead, | 
But, joking apart, it is a melancholy sight to see a man, who hag | 
pushed freedom of speech as far as possible, turning round and com. | 
pelling the Royal Commission to bully Conotty for speaking of him | 
in not very strong terms at a public mecting. CoNnoLiy said, in | 
reference to the Sheffield disclosures, that “ anything might be cx. 
pected of a town that returned Mr. _Rorsvck.” If Mx. Rornvcx | 
had never said anything worse than this in his life, he would not have | 
the reputation he has for a shrewish tongue. Tear’rm must be suffer- 
ing from distemper if his hide has become so sensitive that he snaps 
at every finger that touches him. 

A rumour having been set afloat to the effect that the Vicenoy or | 
Ecypt was turned out of the Royal box at Her Majesty's, Coroner, | 
Srymqur, who was in attendance on the Viceroy, has written to the | 
Times to explain. It appears that Mr. Marizson was requested to | 
provide a box, and notified his having done so, without saying it was | 
the Prince or WALEs’s. So, when GeneraL Kno.tys offered the | 
Prrnce’s box to the Viceroy it was naturally declined, the Vicrxoy | 
not being a bird, and consequently being unable to sit in two boxes at | 
once. When the Viceroy’s suite discovered that Mr. Mapreson had | 
appropriated the Prrxce’s box they, having just before declined it, | 
very properly felt that if they took it embarassments might arise, and | 
so placed his Egyptian Highness in Lord Dupiry’s box. Hence the | 
rumour. Well, in my opinion, when there was Covent Garden to go | 
to, it “sarved ’em right’’ for going to that dingy old place in the 
Haymarket, where the management never puts an opera on the stage | 
properly, and muddle and meanness seem the order of the day. | 





DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 20. 


Ir my first does my second the nation rejoices, 
And now hard-worked members have finished their toil 
The result will be welcomed by jubilant voices 
Of sons of the city and sons of the soil. 
In case of my first now to compass my second, 
Has cost a great leader some trouble and time, | 
And little Conservative gentlemen reckon’d, 
On principles left, with a daring sublime. 





1. 
When the sunshine was fair on each loch and each “ Ben,” 
A Scottish prefix to the mountains ; 
Our tourists were hungry like active young men, 
Who have bathed in the stream’s freshest fountains. 
They came in to breakfast with appetites keen, 
From the air that blew over the heather ; 
And walk’d into something, you’d know what I mean 
If we travelled in Scotland together. 
2. 
You feel this, giving in a classic tongue 
Vent to your feelings: when your heart is wrung, 
At secing by a charlatan of fame 
Men gulled, and call him by his Christian name. 
3 


We mourn it too often, 

When come troops of friends ; 
In vain hope to soften, 

But can’t make amends, 


4 


It hardly does, I think, to boast of one, 

As some vzinglorious foolish men have done; 
To greater numbers some things do incline, 
And one they say can even boast of nine. 


Answer TO Acrostic No. 18. 


W Wiemar Rr 
I Ibi I 
MI Muff F 
B Ball L 
L Lace E 
E Eccentric Cc 
D Dora A 
O Omnium IM 
N Nap Ps 


Correct Sonvtions or Acrostic No. 19, RECEIVED Jury 17 :—*‘ Puzzled’”’ on y 
who sent us all except the last word ‘‘ NaP,” the couplet embodying which was 
, accidentally omitted, much, we fear, to the bewilderment of our readers. 


—— 
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SPORTING INTELLIGENCE, 


Nicuouas Bros Our Guests Aprev. 


Tue Ortentat Repository (Limitep) HorseLaypown. 


My Dzan Youna F'r1enp,—When the fortunes of Nicnotas wore | 
much more palatial and Belgravian than what they are at present in 
this here miserable old hole—and when the prosperous Prophct had 
been entertaining a party of his friends, nothing used to please me 
better when they had gone away than to sit down with some particu- 
| larly old chum, a long clay, and a glass of something good for my 
inside, and then for to talk over the character of them which had just 
left. You can hardly imagine, my dear and ingenious young friend, 
how candid we used to become in those free and happy moments, 
than which I am sure if they would only come again. 
Well, Sir, o«r visiters are gone or going; the Belgians, and the 
Viesroy of the Egyptians, and the Suttan of All the Turkeys. Let 
us speak our mind with British freedom concerning of all these gen- 
tlemen, for such they many of them were, though unhappily none 
Protestant, such as were not Papists being heathens, and I daresay as 
the Egyptians really went to the Zvo. merely for the purpose of wor- 
shipping of the-crocodiles, and camels, and other idols. 
Perhaps, Sir, we had better put it into the form of a Farewell 
Address, and if I occasionally get mixed up it is no wonder, there 
being such a variety of visitors. 
Belgians: Ye have opened the Old Man's heart—not literally speak- 
ing, for ho would knock you down rather than permit of such a 
dangerous liberty ; but ye have warmed its cockles—and do not go 
away with the mistaken notion derived from dictionaries that NicuoLas 
| means shell ‘fish. It have done him good to see ye in The Crowded 

Street, The Tented Field, and likewise Out upon the Big Drink. Ye 
| drink well, all things considered. Years must pass away, and ye must 
| materially alter all your habits, before ye can take your liquor like a 


































| Nicwotas; but ye did far better than what the Aged Man expected 
| from ye. Vive le Roi des Delges, heep! heep ! 
| Belgians: Do not imagine that the Corporation of London in any 
| way represents tho great merchants and professional men of the City. It 
| represents linendrapery, lawstationery, cheese and pickles—excellent 
| things in their way, no doubt. The Greedy Gang of Guzzling Gor- 
| mandizers who robbed you of your dinner at the Guildhall would—if 
| that is any eonsolation—have behaved quite as badly to any body else 
| —aye, even to Nicuotas himself. They are what we call, in a play- 
| fully poetic phrase, “‘ howling cads.” 
| Belgians: [ am afraid ye found us a little rough. Come over again, 
| and we will try to keep you out ef the hands of dishonest cabmen and 
| greedy Common Councillors. Ye are good boys. I like ye. Fare- 
well. Au revoir ! 
| Your Worshipful Viceroy! you are one of the right sort. You 
| are flee with your money. When we visit any of your Egyptian 
Viceroyalties, of which I understand you have several, you treat us 
like a prince. Pray forgive us for having originally meant to send 
| you toa public house. It was not the people who would have put that 
slight upon you; and it may perhaps console ye for to know that 
even had Earn Duptey not come forward in the way he did, the man- 
sion of another eminent person would have been thrown freely open 
_| to your Hicuness. I allude, Srrp, to the Repository, where we would 
| have made you up a spare bed with the greatest of pleasure, and no 
objection to your smoking. Farewell! 
Illustrious Suttan of All the Turkeys! Nuicuonas admires—he 
; Teverences—he loves you. He regards your Masesty as quite a 
Sportive Character. Never in all history has a Royal visit been done 
at such a splendid pace as yours to Windsor Castle. In two hours 
| you got from Paddington to Windsor and back again, after receiving 
| the warm-hearted hospitality of Britain’s Queen in the meanwhile— 
& warm-hearted hospitality which lasted for nearly five-and-twenty 
minutes. It was a great feat !—it will be remembered. 
Iilustrious PappysHaw! More power to your elbow! May your 
shadow never be less! ALLAH bismillah hooroo! May thy slave 
Nicuouas find favour in thy sight! May everybody else’s lives be 
burnt up black! Farowell, distinguished Mussulman! Return— 
return. Go and play Turkish Marches upon your favourite Golden 
Horn, which I have read of such, on the blooming banks of the 
Phosphorus. Reflect upon the warmth of Royal hospitality in Great 


Britain ; leave off worshipping crocodiles ; and all may yet be well. 
Yoars, NICHOLAS. 


P.S.—Take another glass of sherry wine before you go ? } 
N.B.—Any Belgian or Pagan sending £25 to the Repository shall 
receive, by return, my tip for the Derby of 1868. 

















A Mem. for Mr. Halliwell. 
A corrEsPonDENT, who has been taking a holiday down the river, 
Says he has inquired everywhere for “the Greenhythe Monster, 
ealousy, mentioned by SHAKESPEARE, but must confess he was beaten, 
for he couldn’t find him. 
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WHAT IT MUST COME TO. 


Srr,—I enclose a specimen of my notion of a good burlesque. I 
can turn these things out at five shillinvs each. A large supply always 
on hand. Country orders executed with promptness and despatch. 

Yours, Kine Aurnor. 
ELECTRA; OR, TILE LOST PLEIAD. 
Sceng 1.—Cardens of AGAMEMNON's Country House. 
Enter AGaMeMNoN, hopping. (Chorus of AGAMEMNON.) 
Air—* Dead March in Saul.” 


Acau.— True, true, true, 
. ’Tis difficult indeed to do— 
Q-0-0-0-0-0-h! (Mugied drums in Orchestra.) 
[ and of, 


Enter Evectra, CLytemnestra, end (None. 
Execrara (to her friends).—Superfluous drapery we all will dof, 
And then we— 
What? 
— Will have a “‘ dance and off.” 
[Dance and of’. 
Sceng 2,—Arabia Feliz. Proecssion of Mocha Coffee Planters. Lallet of 
Arabian Knights. Then enter AGAMEMNON, hopping. 
AcaM.— Electra’s love I seek—and to enhance 
Success—+.ill have a song, and then a dance. 
Concerted Picce——AGAMBMNON. 
Are—“ Oh where, and oh where.’”’ 
Aware, and aware that I love her she is not. 


Ob where and oh where ever can the gal Lave got? 
[Dance and of. 


ALL.— 
Evxecrra.— 


Enter Excxcrra, attended by everybody. 
E.zerra.—My Agamemnon should be hereabouts— 
Appear, my Aggie—solve these dreadful doubts ! 
AGAMEMNON appears, hopping, and solves her dreadful doubts, R. 


Evretra.—I knew you couldn’t keep from Lecky long, 
(suddenly) Lets have a dance! 
Aca. (bright idea).— Preceded by a sung! 
Duet and chorus—AGamemxon and Evxcraa, 
Arr—‘‘ In my cottage near a weed.” 
Aca. (dolefully).—In my cortéze to Norwood 
Chiefest mourner you shall be! 
Exec. (cheerfully).—If survive you, deur, I should, 
Ill, with pleasure, follow thee. 
Aaa. (cheerfully).—P raps I shall survivor be, 
That reflection does me good. 
Exec. (dolefully).— Yes—then you will follow me, 
In my cortéye to Norwood! 
General dance. Coloured fire. 
CURTAIN. 
Norr.—If all the songs get a treble encore, and all the dances are 
properly spun out, this ought to play an hour and a half. K. A. 








‘PLEASE, SIR! IT WASN'T I.” 


Tue celebrated hungry march to Hounslow shows up in the strongest 
light the meanness of the heads of official departments. A mistake 
was made; the House of Commons took it up; and a Secretary of 
State was called on for an explanation. Somebody must, of course, be 
hanged. Any reasonable person would have imagined that the head 
of the Commissariat Department would have taken en his shoulders 
the blame attaching to one of his subordinates. But this ‘ much re- 
spected and highly-valued”’ officer hus not the pluck to do anything 
of the kind. He first of all gives Sik Jounw Packineoron utterly false 
information ; misleading his chief, and misleading the House of 
Commons; and then proceeds to hang his subordinate who gave Jim 
wrong information. It was clearly Sik Witut1am Powen’s duty, in so 
serious a matter, to go down to Aldershot and Hounslow and find out 
who was right and who was wrong. As head of the Commissariat 
Department, he is responsible for the facts he gives. But this “much 
respected and highly-valaed”’ ofiicer does not consider it mean to 
sneak up to his principal and say 1t wasnt his fault, while, most 
probably, some unfortunate copying clerk is really responsible for the 
blunder, who will, no doubt, be turned adrift on the world with a 
wife and family. Had Sim Wittiam Power ever been to a public 
school, he would have been taught the difference between “ honour” 


and ‘* sneaking.” 








Wise-acrzes.—Land reclaimed from the sea. 
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Young Lady :—“ Ou, DEAR, NO! 
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ODE TO THE RAIN. 


ALL HAIL, sweet rain, 
Unto the thirsting plain— 
The parched earth drinks of thy refreshing shower, 
Thy flood of flashing drops 
That never stops 
Is welcomed warmly by both bud and flower. 


The scanty brooks 

That steal by quiet nooks, 

Swelled by thy gifts, assume their ancient looks ; 
And earth grows green again, 

And smiles afresh, sweet rain ! 

Thy copious kindly dews 

Seem life to re-infuse 

Into the happy bird’s enraptured strain 


The evening skies 
Thou fill’st with pageantries ; 
Thou lendest newer beauty and perfume 
To every opening bloom ; 
And at thy presence I hear none complain 
Except, oh ! rain, 
The drenched and dripping riflemen at Wimbledon, 
To whom thy show’rs have mischiefs very nimble done 
Swamping the lands until they turn to bogs— 
Drowing the ear-wigs—introducing frogs— 
Down-pouring fast through fissures, rags, and rents, 
Spite of each dodge experience invents, 
Flooding the plain, 

_ To put it briefly, rain, 

Until the canvas huts are only discon-tents ! 


? 





Tue Reavy “ Garpner's Lamps.”—The moon and stars. 


THE SMALL BONNET QUESTION. 


THAT BONNET WON’T DO AT ALL. Why, I CAN SEE IT DISTINCTLY WITH THE NAKED EYE!”’ 


[Jury 27, 1867, 
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A Mem. for Memnon. 


At the Lorp Mayor’s banquet to the Viceroy or Eeypt, the Most 
Worshipful, in proposing his guest’s health, burstinto poetry. Here’s 
a sample :— 


‘*By mears of its 600 miles of railway and the mighty canal now forming, the 
polished civilization of the West must make way rapidly in Egypt, and we may live 
to see the wires of the te egraph supported on the sides of tne Pyramids, aud the 
murmurings of the Sphynx made utterances of political economy.” 
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Now a Lord Mayor is a thing of beauty, but if he wishes to be a joy | 
for ever, the less often he opens his mouth the better. Of course, the | 
poor dear City Magnate did not mean the Sphynx—he was thinking | 


of the Vocal Memnon when he made a blunder, to correct which the 
City Re-Memnon-bracer ought to have been at his elbow. 





Accidents will Happen. 

Nor necessarily, nous avons changé tout cela!—A company now 
advertises “ Accidents insured against!’ If they can carry out their 
profession—of which we entertain grave doubts—they must certainly 
be classed among the greatest benefactors of the human race. 





Musical Mem. 


Since the establishment of bands in connection with the various | 


divisions of the Police Force, it is pleasing to note that a taste for 4 
higher class of music has developed itself among domestic servants. 
The favourite melody now in the kitchen is Robert, toi gue j'aime! 
(with a knife and fork accompaniment); senseless Ethiopian songs, 
such as “ Bobdy-in around” being no longer heard in these times 0 
refinement below stairs. 


What’s Your Little Game? ; 
A GENTLEMAN writes to enquire whether the strike of working 


masons threatened in Paris may be correctly described as the game of 


‘* hhod-man out.” 
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Rolla. —Mr. D*1s**LI. 
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“CARRIED.” 


(A New VERSION OF PIZARRO.) 











Cora.—Mr. Br*GHT. . 
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MRS. BROWN AND THE EGGS. 


‘spn’r been over the door, as the sayin’ is, for more than three 
geeks, and thought as the air were that balmy as I’d take a turn, not 
a3 ever I trusts them mild days in March, as is not to be trusted, as 
comes in like a lion o’ pork and goes out like a quarter of lamb, as I 
remember did used to be said; though I ’ave heerd say as arter illness 
in spring you didn't ought to go out afore you can put your foot on six 
daisies at Once, a8 I’m sure you can’t do nowhere near London now, 
through the pavin’-stones as covers the place; but, law, if you waits 
for them things you'll never get outat all. So I dresses myself warm, 
and out I goes, and called in at Mrs. Cuanpiis, as only lives round 
the corner, for to speak about the milk, as was what I call reg’lar sky- 
hue; but, bless you, she were as short as pie-crust, as the sayin’ is, 
snd says, “If you don't like the milk as I sends get it else- 

eres.” 
= I says, “ Mus. CHANDLIS, it’s ’igh time as you give up a milk- 
wik and kep’ your carriage, as can’t speak civil to a customer, for 
though it is only ’arf a pint in the mornin’ and a haporth of a arter- 
noon, with a little extra now and then for a puddin’, it’s not to be 
despised, for we all knows as the sca itself is only made up of drops,”’ 
Isays; “and as to your eggs, there was three musty and one down- 
right addled ; so,” I says, ‘‘ you do not ought to talk, for we've ’ad 
more milk lately, through Mxs. Mucermer a-stoppin’, and ’avin’ ’ad 
two or three to tea.” Not as 1 means to go on like this, for a spare 
room is a down-right nuisance, and ’ave it no more I won’t. Notas I 
wants to move, though the drains is downright pison at times, and I 
don’t fancy the ’ouse somehow, yet, bein’ our own, don’t like to part 
with it. 

Well, Mrs. Cuanpiis, she said somethin’ about a grumblin’ old fool, 
and walks into ’er back parler; so I thought as I were out, I’d look 
out for a fresh egg myself, and walks down the road to where the 
shops is. I come to a cheesemonger’s where there was chests of eggs 
put out with eighteen and twenty a shillin’ marked. 

Isays, “They must be rubbish ; but,” I says, “’ave you got any 
fresh?” The young man, he says, “‘ There’s beauties at twelve a shil- 
ling, new laid.’* ‘ Ah,’’ I says, “‘ with a chicken in ’em no doubt.” 

He turns away for to speak to another customer, and I takes up a 
egg in my ’and for to look at it, when a feller inside the shop hollers | 
out tome, “ Put them eggs down, none of that.’’ ‘‘ None of what ?” 
saysI, “ None of your purloinin’ ways ’ere.” 

I says, “ You’re a’ insultin’ blackguard. Who’s a purloinin’ your 
eggs? as wouldn’t be worth stealin’ ; as is a rotten lot, any one can 
xe with ’arfa eye.” Out he comes a bustlin’, and says, “Now you 
walk on; you’re sent here by my wixen of a wife to annoy me.” 


I says, “ Me sent by your wife? Why, I never set eyes on your | 








em bein’ a-readin’. But he never paid a farthin’ through it bein’ 
agin the laws for to ’ave them things on the pavement at all. 

I went into a baker's shop as were close by, and a very civil woman 
she was, as did the best she could in wipin’ of me down, as told me 
that old rascal of a cheesemonger was a downright bad’un, and ’ad 


SS 


turned his young wife, as’ad been fool enough to marry ’im, out of | 


doors, and would ’ave left erto starve but for the parish as interfered. 

I was that savage that I says to Brown “I'll ’ave the law of that 
feller.” He says, “’Ave you got any witnesses?” I says, “That 
young man and the lady as lives opposite as was lookin’ out of ’er 
parler winder.” 

_“ Well,” he says, “do as yon like, but I don’t like law myself.’’ 
Says I “No, more don’t I, but,” I says, “one can’t stand to be trod 
under foot by cheesemongers.”” ‘ Well,’’ he says, “do as you please.”’ 

I don’t know as I should ’ave toek no further steps about it, for I 
sent my cape to be cleaned, as wasn't much ’urt, and the gownd as I’d 
got on wasn’t of no great walue, but about ten days arter I was 
a-walkin’ past that shop and if the boy didn’t holler out “There she 
goes. Who stole the bacon ?”’ a-jeerin’at me. 

So I turns back and goes into the shop and there was that old 
wagerbone as was that bad with the gout as he couldn't move, a-settin’ 
there a-grinnin’ like a Cheshire cheese, as the sayin’ is. 

So I says, “I ain’t thought it worth my while for to make you pay 
for them clothes as you spilte with your rotten eggs, but as you sets 
that boy on to insult me now I will be downon you.” He says, “ Get 
out of my shop, you old bladder of lard, or,’ he says, “I'll give you 
one for yourself with the butter spatters.’’ 

I says, “I ain’t a-goin’ to waste no breath on such a low-lived 
party, but,” I says, ‘“‘ you shall ’ear from my lawyer,’’ and out I walks 
and crosses the road for to call on the lady as lives oppersite as ’ad 
been a watchin’ through the winder the day as I fell into the eggs. 
She come to the door’erself and says, ‘‘ What is it ?” 

I say’s “ What’s what?” ‘“ Why,” she says, “ your business.’ 
“Well,” I says, “‘my business is to ask you for to speak up as to 
what you see about a fortnight ago; when I was treated shameful 
and knocked back’ards into a box of eggs by that old thief of a cheese- 
monger oppersite.”’ 

**Oh,’’ she says, “‘ you’re the old woman, are you, as was that dis- 
graceful intosticated as was downright scandalous, and made all the 
row oppersite, as did ought to be ashamed of yourself ?”’ 

I was that took a-back as I didn’t know what to say, and afore I 
could get my breath she slammed the door in my face. I see the good 
lady at the bakers as ’ad been that civil, a-beckonin’ to me and went 
across. 

‘‘ Law,” she says, “why ever did you go there? ‘ Why,” I says, 
‘‘T see ’er a-watchin’ everythink as ’appened the week afore last, and 


wife, nor you neither, afore.”” He says, “I knows better; you're the | wanted ‘er for a witness, as I means to ‘ave the law agin that old 
‘ld woman where she lodges.” | feller.’”’ ‘* Law,’’ she says, “ that’s Mrs. Winpus the publican’s widder 


_ I says, “Me a’ old woman; you must be a born fool, as well as a’ 
insultin’ blackguard, to talk like that. I don’t let no lodgin’s to the 
likes of your wife; as must be a beauty if she’s anythink like ’er hus- 
band.” “ Now,” he says, ‘“‘I won’t ’ave you a-comin’ ’ere, so walk ;”’ 
and if he didn’t take and give me a shove. 

Well, I'm a ’ot temper when provoked, so turns round sudden and 
fetched ’im a good swipe across the legs with my umbreller, as come 
down pretty sharp on ’is foot, as were a gouty one, with the shoe all 
cut, as I didn’t see afore. ‘The roar as he give lions was a fool to, and 

® give me a wiolent back’ander in the chest, as knocked me backards 
‘lap into that chest of eggs. -I heard ‘em a-crackin’ and a-crashin’ 
under me, and the more as I struggled to get up, in course, the more 
they breke. ‘There was that young shopman and a boy a-laughin’ 
like mad, and couldn’t pull me up; and that old cheesemonger 

| &-stampin’ and swearin’ like mad. 

I thought as my back was broke through a-comin’ with that force 
‘gm the division as there is in them egg-chests; I give another 

_ Struggle and if I didn’t slip chest and all on to the pavement, and if it 
adn’t been for two ladies as pulled at me with all their strength, I 

| don’t know where I might not ’ave gone to. 
ys that cheesemonger, “ Oh, you wile old’ussy, you did it for the 
Purpose.” “Did it for the purpose,” says them ladies, “ and ruin a 
beantiful welwet cape like this,’’ as was eovered with ’is beastly eggs. 


0 it,” 
Well, up come the police as said he didn’t see the assault, and 
@ t do nothink. I says, ‘‘Of course you can’t, policeman, but I 
| otra will too, for I knows the law as you ain’t no right for to go 
sayin’ your eggs all over the pavement like this, and I'li make you 
pay for itas sure as eggs is eggs.” For I know’'d it well, through a 
day wt of mine as was a-walkin’ through by London-road with a 
inp foot, and was that unmanageable as he kicked over a preambu- 
™ and two children into a lot of crockery as was spread all over the 
rent, and: @ pretty smash it was, and a mercy as the children 
| "40't smashed as: well, through the drab of a gal as was a-drivin’ of 


a 








I says, “ Ladies, don’t say a word to the «ld reprobate as I'll punish.” | 
He says, “I’ve sent for a policeman.” I says, ‘Ave you, I’m glad | 


as ’as caused all the words atween old Haseiwoop and ’is wife, for she 
| wanted to ’ave’im ’erself. So,” she says, ‘you did go and wake up 
| the wrong passenger, as the sayin’ is.’’ 

I says “I'll wake ’em all up afore I'm done, and they shall rue the 
| day as they ever insulted me that gross, for to dare to say as I was 
| intosticated.” She says, “I can swear, mum, as you was as sober as 
| a judge, and will do so with pleasure anytime.” 

I says, “So you shall,” and wishes ’er a good day and ’ome I goes, 
| a-wowin’ wengeance agin that old Hase.woop and the widder too, as 
| is a foul-mouthed couple, and did ought to be ’ung by the ’eels to 
| teach ’em not to be a-lyin’ and a-slanderin’ as is ways I don’t ’old 
| with and never gives in to. 


| The Poet ‘*‘ Bartholomew.”’ 


| Sivce the publication of the celebrated Sultan’s Ode, lately sung on 
the oceasion of the State visit to the Opera, Lorp Derby has been 


inundated with letters recommending Mx. Bauruotomew for the next 


Tbe author of the lines :— 


‘*O, may thou continue great, 
Of thy nation’s love secure, 
| On thee may all blessings wait, 


And remain for ever sure !”’ 


| Civil Pension. 


| And 
‘- Gop of all glory, 
Power and renown, 
Grant he before Thee 
May still wear a crown.” 
| will surely not be forgotten when the next promotion 1s made to the 


| regi 





Wuen did Hamuet intimate that he should be armed to the teeth? 


An Inci-dental Allusion. 


When he said, “I will speak daggers.” 


LE 


‘ment in which Ciose and the Orange Poet have so worthily served. 
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THE SULTAN AT SYDENHAM. 


Tue gatheriag at Sydenham to see the Suttan or the fireworks, or 
both, was a wonderful sight, and must have brought grist to the mill 
of the People’s Palace, since it was a day on which season-ticket- 
holders even had to pay for admission. The weather behaved very 
queerly in the morning, but it cleared off towards evening, so that 
Beauty could display her rarest toilette, though not without occasional 
imploring glances at the doubtful sky. 

‘Lhe Suttan, with the composure of a despotic potentate, kept every- 
body waiting about three hours beyond the appointed time; and the 
crush inside the Palace was tremendous. As the crowd was a well- 
dressed crowd, with a large proportion of ladies, we need hardly say 
that it squeezed and pushed, and behaved with more than ordinary ill- 
temper and rudeness. Very few, comparatively, listened to the con- 
cert—indeed, the noise and stir of so large a concourse rendered it an 
impossibility to hear the music. 

The Royal party entered the Palace vid the ruins—an arrangement 
to which the Crvstal Palace Company is probably indebted for its gift 
of one thousand pounds. It was rather hard upon those who had paid 
for a peep at the Sutran that barriers were erected cutting off the 
whole of the space from the first courts to the ruins; for standing- 
ground was terribly limited in consequence, nor was that all! When 
the Royal party arrived they turned aside into the courts when so far 
off that not a third of those present obtained more than a glance of a 
rei fez, or of the powdered heads of the Parnces's footmen. 

The Royal Visitors proceeded to the R>yal box, the ante-room of 
| which was, if possible, more charmingly decorated than at the time of 
_ the Restoration Concert, although we cannot speak of our own know- 
_ ledge. We had the requisite authority to view the decorations, but 
were stopped by the ignorant obstinacy of the usual Sergeant o/ the 
A Division. 

The concert over, the Sutran took his place in the gallery over- 
looking the gardens, an} as soon as such darkness as a most brilliant 
moon would permit, set in, there was a most magnificent display of 
fireworks. In number and novelty the pyrotechnics surpassed any- 
thing that has hitherto been done at Sydenham. 

Unfortunately, when the fireworks were over, and the public re- 
entered the Palace, it was found that the chairs placed in the body of 
the building for the concert-reserved-seats had not been removed. 
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| This rendered impossible the usual promenade, and caused an imme- 


diate push for the doors, and then commenced a scene of the wildest 
confusion! The enormous number of carriages rendered it almost 
impossible for those who had vehicles, to find them; quite impossible 
for those who had not, to procure them. Inextricable confusion and 
lamentable delay were the results, and we fear many a lady will owe 
a severe illness to this long wait on a cold and dampish evening on the 
brow of Sydenham-hill. The confusion and delay were chiefly due 
to the inefficiency and bungling of the police. Anything more dis- 
graceful than the blundering stupidity which characterised the whole 
of the police arrangements we never saw. 

Within the Palace, the constables were in every place where they 





were not wanted ; without the Palace, they were not in any place where | 


cult corner, there you were sure to find one or two burly fellows 
blocking up space, but not assisting the traffic; and this was specially 
the case at the doors, which the departing crowd found beset with 
grinning policemen incapable of giving either information or al. 
Outside, there was scurrying to and fro of mounted police, and muc 
gesticulation and purposeless running about of men on foot, all giviz 
different orders, and all leaving the one thing which alone cou! 
really dissipate the assemblage—the calling of carriages—to loafers 
and boys. The police idea of getting the crowd cleared off seemed to 
consist, first, in trying to prevent people from getting into their car- 
riages when found ; and, second, in preventing their driving off oye 
they were in them. We may also add that in too many instances = 
“active and intelligent officer”’ treated ladies who were compelled ° 
wait by the road-side for their carriages, as it is his delight to = 
the unhappy creatures who people Regeat-street after nightfall. Ss = 
foreigner who happened to be detained (as every one was) for a 1% i 
hour or so outside the Palace, must have been rather startled to eae 
that the chief characteristics of our much-lauded civil force are 18° 
rance, insolence, and brutality. ; ; the 

As we are in the mood for candour, we will close with a hint to = 
Crystal Palace authorities. The British public is a much-endurns 
one, but it does not forget any apparent impositions played on ge nd 
doubt if it be good policy to run the reserved-seats system too j all 
When Butt, after paying the price demanded for admission, fin : re 
the best places railed off, and further pulls made upon his pooke 


'they were wanted. Inside, if there was a narrow passage or 4 diffi- | 
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THE 
Fut oft I’ve made a fuss, 
A modern Tantalus 


And in simplicity, 
Have dar’d to breathe a sigh, 


For thoughts that hipp'd one. 


Once in the nursery, 
They told me not to cry 
For Clara Luna ; 

That may be very well, 
But I've a tale to tell, 
Degraded spoon, ah! 


From this old window-seat, 
I watch the crowded street, 
Four greys! a carriage! 


Blue boys with whips in hand? 


Idlers! a German band! 
By Jove, a marriage ! 


Wild eecentricities 
Are woman’s wicked eyes 
When full of fun, for 
Tam distracted quite, 
My neighbour opposite 
Is really dene for! 


Ah, yes! I see her face 
Peeping from Brussels lace 
And gloss of satin. 
Married! a heartless joke, 
Is it? You want to smoke? 
Your pipe put that in. 


Out on the balcony 


See the eight bridesmaids cry, 


Maids fill the rumble. 
Coming! I hear the shout, 
Old shoes! but how about . 

Your servant humble ? 


Old friend, take my advice, 

Girl’s eyes are very nice 
But often wary, 

She'll have departed soon, 

So, if you want to spoon 
There’s her canary ! 


| 
| 
When joys have slipp’d one ; 
| 


LAST LOOK. 
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‘“WEAR ARE WE NOW ?”? 


Swell :—‘* Comsr, SNIP, WHAT’S WORN Now ?” 

Snip :—* WELL, SIR, TO TELL YE THE TRUTH—IF YOU WANT TO KNOW 
WHAT IS WORN, I SHOULD SAY OLD CLOTHES—OWING TO THE STRIKE, SIR. 
SoME OF ’EM IS VERY MUCH WORN—ALMOST THREADBARF, SIR!” 


the privilege of seeing that for a sight of which he has paid at the 

» he is apt to grumble; he is not very demonstrative, but he 
crumbles—an¢ doesn’t come again. 
vantages—waiters and such persons imitate it. and have established a 
reserved-seat system of their own. letting out chairs at prices 


sort of 


vhich would mak 
the evil does not 


ce a concessionaire at the Paris Exhibition sich. 
end here—people who let out chairs in this way fall 


The system has further disad- 


And 


into away of thinking that everything must be paid for, and have to 


into mere civility. 


We wish so well to the Crystal Palace 


=e cannot help speaking plainly on these points, and we have ro 


ohen expressed our 
Cannot be 


4 LADY having given Mr. Spurcron £20,000 for a charitable 
» has since sold her plate for the same effort. SprurGron says, 
an example to those who have surplus and unused gold and 


Purpose 
aon 
nee ought to be put to better use.” 


(Submitted 


A . 
Gathorne at the Brighton flower Show is thus described: “‘ The 
| Cherry,» ardy, a new flower, being something between a rose and a 
We bet 


questioned. 


hopes for its success that our motives in speaking 


Soe 
A Collection Plate. 


How about people with 


tous brass? and to whom do they set an example ? 





A Quotation Slightly Altered. 


with the most profound disgust to the Srequenters of 


‘ Broapuean’s tavern.) 
Know ye the land where the Broapugapd and Txvrrery 


emblems of deeds that are 


done in the clime :”’ 





What is It? 


We can conceive there being a very great many things that 


wee : $ . 
7 @ rose and a cherry—small pumpkins for instance. 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope. | 

E. R. W. says, “If you think the enclosed worthy of insertion please 
do so, and oblige yours, &c.’’ Unfortunately, we don’t do so. 

SMALLEOY ought to feel very little. 

A. W. (Silkstone).—It is coal’d comfort to tell you your MS. is scrcened 
from observation. 

W. H.—tThe ideas are comic, but the execution is downright murder. 

O. D. V. (Broadwinch).—Your acrostic is not a Co(g)n-ac-cepted. 

L. D. Le Mans.—You can send a sketch if you like. 

Ye MANNE ovr BENGAULE.—Will not doe at aule! 

EyrGiass.—Your communication is illegible, even with the aid of a 
microscope. 

Cc. F. H. 8. (Isle of Ely).—Your course was quite correct, but we have 
no opening for the article, being fully supplied. 

Bu_ipoG.—In that line we are catered-for already. 

W. H. R. (Talke art aged Talkey-talkee is not original. 

A Looxex-on probably sees most of the game he is after, we suppose, 


for we can't see his drift at all. 
J. E. P. (Kilburn.)—Parody good—but can't be inserted for obvious 


reasons. 

A Portvevrset has already been answered. 

Declined with thanks :—Etah; D. Q.; C. 8., Notting-bill; G. D. E. P.; 
W.R.S.; G. BR. J.; J. ¥., Lamb's Conduit-street ; H. C., Erith; T.N., 
Liverpool; J. F. C., Glasgow; J. B., Newcastie-on-Tyne; C. W., Hol- 
loway; Hi. B., Ashford; C. T., Guernsey; X. U. Y.; H. B., Kensing- 





| ton: Sultan; Mr. R., New Broad-street; Aladdin; F. W. F., Bristol; 


K. W. F., Cambridge; F. H.; Civie; Joss; T. 5. D., Cheapside; W. P. ; 
Sigma; A. B. C.; W. T. R.; J. T., Birmingham; H. P., Bradford; 
Mensmans, Aberdeen; Slippery Sam; C. H. M.; HM. C.; Rismenz; 
Ineszita; B. 06,669, Manchester; J. R., Rotherbithe; G. Modderst ; 
F. A. F., Seaforth; G. F. 8., Eversholt-street; F. H. N., Laurel-grove, 


Penge; R. 8. C., Euston-road. 
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THE PROOF OF THE PUDDING, ETC. 


Irascible Party :—“ By Jove, str, HE sAID I TOLD A LIB! 
HIM PROVE HIS WORDS !”’ 

Cool Party :—*‘ Quitg so! 
about that!” 








OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


The Story of Doom (Lonomans, Green, and Co.), by Miss Jean Incr- 
Low, is a more lofty and sustained essay in the regions of poetry than she 
has hitherto attempted. It is welcome asa sign of growing powers 
and a ripening reputation. It abounds in passages of exquisite fancy 
and happily-expressed thoughts. The story is the story of the Deluge, 
and is woven-up of three interests—the human, as shown in the iove 
of Jaruer and Amarantu; the Divine, in Noaun's mission and his 
wrestlings with it; and the supernatural, in the imaginative treatment 
of the old serpent and the diabolical machinery. ‘This last element is, 
perhaps, the most difficult to manage:—it is not the least successful 
part, however, of Miss IncgLtow’s poem. In only one passage can we 


remember her making a mistake in its treatment—the passage in | 


which, when the evil spirits seek an interview with the snake :— 


*‘ A thunder-cloud stooped low and swathed the place 
In its black swirls, and out of it they rushed.” 
This, it seems to us, is either making them rulers of Natura, or is 
making her their accomplice. To make thunder an evil power instead 
of a heavenly phenomenon is scarcely worthy of poetry. The language 
1s at times a little grating, owing to the studied introduction of 
archaisms and biblical expressions, such as, “ Well is thee!’ How 
far Miss Incgtow’s liberties with the character of MetuvseLan are 


warranted we cannot say, but they are calculated to startle even | 


Dr. CoLenso. 
Of the other poems in the volume, “Gladys and her Island” is far 


I SHOULD SAY THERE WILL BE NO DIFFICULTY 








THE NAVAL REVIEW. 


TueEre are some things we can’t have enough of :— 
‘‘ Da capo,”’ of them is our cry ; 
While others we get quantum suff: of, 
With only one taste, just to try. 
Above all there one thing of this kind is 
That “ once in a lifetime” will do— 
And that, as you'll very soon find, is 
A trip to a Naval Review! 


At four in the morning awaking, 
You dress and rush off to the train, 
Scarce daring your fast to be breaking, 
So you fast while you hasten amain. 
Then off by the railroad they bowl you,— 
A wearisome journey, say you, 
But you have as a thing to console you, 
The thought of the Naval Review. 


The steamer! on board you must hurry, 
For fear of your missing the treat— 

But you can’t quite o’erlook, in the flurry, 
The fact—you want something to eat. 
But the ship they’va provided no meal in— 
Of course, there’s a mess for the crew, 
But not the same mess that you feel in, 
Thus bound for the Naval Review. 


Steam’s up! there's no tim3 for providing 
A bit of a snack by the way— 

Frem the harbour you're speedily gliding, 
And wishing ’twere finer to-day— 

The sea, from the land, appeared calmish, 
But isn’t :—your ship is a screw! 

And before very long you feel qualmish, 
And sick of the Naval Review. 


In the offing some vessels are lying— 
They tell you that that is the fleet : 

And you smile at the news, for you're trying 
To think it’s a very great treat. 

The firing commences—and quickly 
You're gazing, your telescope through, 

On a great cloud of smoke, hanging thickly— 
And that is the Naval Review ! 
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I'LL MAKE 


Wuy does a man with a wooden leg limp ?—Because 
he’s hobbly-gaited. 


rhymes are true ones, and her lines musical. It is because they are so 


(Jury 27, 1867. 
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musical, indeed, that our attention is the more attracted when she falls | 


into the error of making “ fire’’ and “hour’”’ dissyllables. 
has resolved to avoid this, and the repetition of some jet phrases—a 
“sea-bight’’ for instance—the author of ‘‘ Gladys and her Island 
will have taken her stand indisputably among the long grasses and 
sweet thyme on the goodly mount—“ It is the hill Parnassus.” 
Tur “Cuartes Dickens” edition of the works of Boz, published 


When she | 


by Messrs. CuapmMan and Hatt, has reached its second volume— | 


Who will not be glad to meet Pecksniff again, 


Martin Chuzzlewit. 
f Eden—or, best of all, 


and to wander with Mark Tapley in the city o 


to drink fair with Sairey Gamp once more? It is like living one’s — 


youth over again to re-peruse such a book as this. 





To be taken on Trust. 


“Commerce and Liberty,” says the Lord Mayor at the Guildball , 


| Banquet to the Belgian Volunteers, “are the watchwords of the 
day.”” A West-end tailor writes to us to say that so far as his = | 
perience goes, the watchword of the present generation is—Zich . | 








Theatrical Warehouse, and all booksellers, 


ROBINSON CRUSOE; 


Oa, THE InJUN BRIDE AND THE INJURED WIFE. 


the finest. The “moral” reminds us of Mrs. BarownineG, and shows | A Burlesque by H. J. Byron, W.S. Gilbert, T. Hood, H.S. Leigh, Arthur Sketchley, 


flashes of a keen humour that is unusual in women. 


are full of beauty. 
We are glad to record that with scarcely an exception Miss InczLow’s 


**Remonstrance” | 
is a gem of the purest water ; and “Songs of the Voices of the Birds” | 


and *‘ Nicholas.”’ 
Performed at Theatre Royal Haymarket, on Saturday, July 6th. 





N.B.—The proceeds of the sale will be added to the Fund for the benefit of the 


widowed mother of the late Paul Gray. 


SS 
tendon ; Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phomnix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) by W. ALDER, at 80, Fleet-street, B.C-— 


July 27, 1867. 


NOTICE.—Now ready, price 1s., and may be obtained at the Fun Office, Lacys | 
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LITTLE ADDRESSES TO BIG NAMES. 


| Let folks about to marry 
Hear Joun Parry! 


What a jingling and a tingling 
Of the bells, bells, bells, bells ; 
What a meeting and a mingling 
Of the tip-top swells! 
What a murmur in the air, 
Of the “ Gushington affair’ ; 
Pek a rushing 
a crus 
Of the ——e 
(Happy mortals) 
To the portals 
Of a building with a steeple 
Near a fashionable square. 


Over at last—the register signed— 
The whole of the congregation 
Rather impressed, and quite inclired 
For something nice (of the Gunter kind) 
In the way of a cold collation. 
Speeches—crackers—and sobs and sighs— 
And a carriage and pair to Dover ; 
Farewell kisses—and last good-byes, 
And the little affair is over. 


Who painted us the wedding-day— 
The bridegroom, bride, and déeuner ; 
Who brought it all before us, pray ? 
My Parry. 


Who trotted Mrs. Roserear out 


ho told us what she talked about ? 
My Parry. 
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To give a party or a rout) ; | 
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PARRY. 


Who sang to us in sharps and flats, 
Of Blue Beards, Whittingtons and Cats, 
And Cinderellas? Bless you, that’s 

My Parry. 


I like you best, I beg to say, 
Of all the men who try to play 
On Co.iaxrp’s at the present day, 
My Parry. 


Let Meyer, Hensext, Runinsterm, 
And Liszt and THALBERG all combine— 
They’ve not a better touch than thine, 

My Parry. 





‘¢ Not so Black,” Etc. 


A LEecTuRE on “‘ Jamaica and the Late Outbreak’”’ has been, so the 
Star reports, delivered at King-street Hall, Long-acre, by a Negro, 
G. W. Crarxe by name. This “black gentleman” is reported to 
have described “ with some piquancy”’ his own seizure and the Pro- 
vost’s “‘un-English”’ conduct. Of course our friend in the dark was 
anxious to give the whites a touch with the tarring brush, to bring his 
hearers to a similarity of view, or of hue, with himself. But we must 
be allowed to consider his statements as coloured ones. 


The South-Western Serenaders. 


| We observe that those well-known public entertainers, the Directors 
| of the South-Western Railway, took the epportunity of the Review at 
| Wimbledon for a display of their unpopular divertissement—a break- 
| down—which they performed with their usual aplomb. ‘The spectacle 
| was viewed by hundreds who were supplied with tickets—in the shape 
| of the halves of return tickets to town, which were of no use for the 
| purpose for which they were intended, but admitted their bearers to 


| see the break-down. 





A Pamce or Goop Ferranus.—The Viceroy. 
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Coton Galh. 


By tHE SAUNTERER IN SocrErTy. 





E are rapidly approaching 
' that bourne from which 
every traveller sets out 
for his or her autumn 
trip. The park is thin- 
ning. The opera is closing. 
The Houses of Parliament 
will shortly put mp their 
figurative shuttexs, and 
the dead season will be- 
gin. Well, we have had 
quite a surfeit of novelty, 
pleasure and excitement 
in the last few days. So 
let us, by all means, 
have the meditation and 
quiet of the blank season 
for reflection. We have 
one or two things to reflect upon. We may recall to memory the 
greediness and snobvbishness of our Corporation, as exemplified,imprimses, 
by the spectacle of gorging Common Councilmen and hungry guests 
at the Belgian reception. Then we may chew the cud of bitter fancy 
at the utter breakdown of our beasted police-system before the least 
extra pressure of an unusual kind, as was shown on every possible 
oceasion during the last fortnight or so. The City police, whom Si 
Ricuarp Mayne treated so ungenerously at the time of the arrival of 
the Prixcess or Wass, are avenged. Scotland-yard, which was so 
nearly swallowing them bodily, has “ bust up,”’ like the veriest bubble 
that ever registered itself as a joint-stock company. In the last place, 
we may dwell, with what admiration he deserves, on the “‘rough’’ who 
has so distinguished himself of late. I mean not only the Whitechapel 
rough, or the rough of Seven Dials. I mean the rough who wears 
cheap gloves and a low-crowned hat; who carries a sixpenny cane, 
and smokes a three-halfpenny cuba; who makes it impossible for a 
woman to walk out alone, and renders it unsafe for her to travel by 
rail by herself. It is this rough who, by example, encourages the 
rough in corduroy, urtil the result is the disgraceful scene that took 
place at Wimbledon after the Sutran’s review. Ani here permit me 
to take off my hat and make alow bow to Lorp Granvitte. His 
minute and a-half’s set-to with the ruffian he polished off so nicely 
has cleared the atmosphere gonsiderably. Nobody can chaff our 








! 
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two’’ of his lordship’s survives. There can’t be very much wrong— | 

| there can be very little decay and deterioration—when a nobleman, | 

| who was—well, considerably more than one-and-twenty on his last | 

_ birthday—can polish cff a man as briskly as if he had but yesterday | 
quitted Eton, and was fresh from practice on the copora vilia of bargees. | 
If anything more is wanted to bring back the, of late, somewhat de- 
parted lustre of our peers, it will be found in the polished and splendid 
speeches which have marked the progress of the Reform Bill through 
the Upper House. The old boys can talk like the scholars and orators 
of the past, though they are a little inclined to sleep on their fame. 

Tue Tichnorne case which has for some time past been winding its 
slow length like a wounded snake along, has latterly raised a collateral 
issue or two. Not the least interesting side-case was the application 

_ touching the publication of some of the affidavits by several daily and 

| weekly journals, with comments upon them in anticipation of the trial. 

| The course was certainly unusual, and more than questionable. It is 
impossible to avoid a suspicion that this was nothing less than an 

| attempt to influence a case while it was yet sub judice. Rumour assigns 
the origin of the esclandre to a writer who has more than once figured 
in similar transactions in the Times and the Cornhill, and who has been 
distinguished rather for brilliance and boldness than for accuracy and 
impartiality. But I don’t blame bim so much as the editor who allowed 
him to play his fantastic tricks to the injury of the paper's credit. 

I surrosz we shall hear no more about the expenses of the ball at 
the India House. Somehow, whenever a very flagrant bit of jobbery 
or injustice crops up, it 18 sure to be spirited away with a rapidity that 
would make Ronin sigh with en But is it not a shame that the 
Indian revenues should be taxed for this very agreeable entertainment 
ef a select few? Why should a people which has nothing in common 
with Turkey—whose race and ae are indeed inimical and opposed 
to those of the Suttax—be called upon to bleed—by which I mean 
shed their shillings—for that potentate? It is oneof the very clearest 
cases of putting the saddle on the wrong horse that it has ever been 
my fate to — with. 

ATHER iGNATIUS, or rather the young gentleman who masque 
under that title, has been expressing himself about the nenenaiate of 3 
| Suutay. He was pleased to consider it abominable that the bells of 
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hereditary aristocracy very happily while the memory of that “one- ; 
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Christian churches should ring a welcome to a heathen monarch. The 
young gentleman, in my humble opinion, is talking nonsense—but that 
doesn’t surprise any one. There is no reason why the bells should not 
peal for a distinguished Royal visitor as well as for a successful election 
or the news of a victory. A peal of bells can scarcely be looked upon 
as a religious ceremony. An objection to the investiture of the Garter 


in the SuLTAN’s case would have some foundation of sense, or a logical | 
person might with sufficient show of reason press the question how far | 
the Christian Times carried out its programme by giving a portrait of | 


the SutTan, who is not quite one’s deau-ideal of a representative 


“clergyman of the Christian Church,”’ such as the C. 7. promised at | 


its outset to present to its readers. 


Mr. H. J. Montacve, who is, beyond doubt, one of the best jeunes | 


premiers on the stage, and who shows promise of yet better things, 
takes his benefit to-day at the Olympic. The bill of fare isa tempting 
one indeed:—A new comedy, the Liar, Cool as a Cucumber, the last act 
of the Critic, and the farce of the Trumpeter’s Daughter. If that does 
not satisfy a playgoer of more than ordinary assimilative powers, I 
don’t know what will. I can only say I hope the public will liberally 
support so earnest and conscientious an actor as Mr. Monracve always 
shows himself to be. 

Mr. Cuartes Watkins, of the firm of J. anp C. Watkins, of 
Parliament-street, has opened a studio at 40, Charing-cross, and is 
about to start in business alone. I have seen some sample cartes which 
are turned out with taste, and will, I doubt not, secure extensive 
patronage for a business conducted by a photographer of such long 
practical experience. 





DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 21. 
’T1s strange kow a prelate in ages gone by, 
Can rule by his birthday the smiles of the sky ; 


Can give us fine weather or quite the reverse, 
With promise for forty days after of worse. 





1, 
I thought myself a happy man, 
For she was such a lovely creature, 
And never since the world began 
Was greater excellence of feature. 
An economic habit too, 
She had, and did it most divinely ; 
"Twas pleasant when I went to woo, 
To sve it executed finely. 
2. 

I went straight down upon my knees, 
And dusty was the Brussels carpet, 
said, will you be something, please, 
For dear to me you surely ave, pet: 


3. 
She granted all I asked, and then, 
I wish’d my own canoe I'd paddled ; 
She hadn’t one of these and when 
I tried her brains I found them addled. 
4, 
An appetite for these she had, 
And ate them fast in every season ; 
5. 
Her base restrictions drove me mad, 
Just one at night’s not out of reason. 
6. 
Her hair as every one confessed, 
E’en to this day in colour this is ; 
fa 


But what I like about her best, 
Is what accompanies her kisses. 


le 





AnswER TO Acrostic No. 19. 


Bec 
Edgardo 
Loam 
Grave 
Ingomar 
Chevrons 


So._vutions oF Acrostic No. 19, received 24th July.—None correct. 


QHae hw 
abtiRoa 
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SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


Tux Orrentat Reposrrory (Limirep), Horsrtaypown. 
Nicwo~as oN A Brotuer Propuer. 


My dear young Friend,— What with my own trip to the Paris Ex- 
hibition, and what with the numerous visitations in our own free and 
happy land, Nicos have not been able of late to consecrate so much 
of his time and of your own valuable space, you never giving me 
sufficient room, to the discussion of coming events and to forwarding 

the latest’‘tips to his tried supporters, the athletic men of merry, merry 


Eagland. ae 
kad yet, Gentlemen, after all it is not much as ye have lost thereby. 
etic instinct of the Old Man isstill in good form, and equal to 


_ any other sportive writer of the age, bar none ;—but there are things, 
| Gentlemen, with which not even Nicuonas can always be familiar. I 


know'a horse—in point of fact, of course, says you, I know a many 


_ horses—but what I mean is that I know a horse when I see one, and 
| gan give you a fair and a valuable opinion on his merits. But, Sir, 


with all my intimate knowledge ot the human heart, I will not pre- 


| tend to say off-hand whether or no that horse’s- owner is a swindler. 


being the-case are by no means the Viceroy or Eeyrt's cash-box toa 
| bad fourpenny-bit. 


that one has now to study ; and at times I get so sick of this wicked 


| 
| 


| school 


All I wilé say is; that in nine cases out of ten the odds against such 














No, Gentlemen—it is the owners, and the trainers, and the jockeys 


world, especially after dropping a little of the ready on a favourite, 
that I feel inclined ‘to retire altogether from the pollooted Turf. 
Ifme and the Admiral really was to do so, farewell the racing glory 
of old England ! 
Before resolving, however, om a step which might impoverish 
hundreds of families, not to speak of bringing down the National 
Funds, N:c#oLas will introduce ye all to a racing prophet of the new 


This is. Mrs Riewanp Woop, which he is obviously a scholar and a 
gentleman, forche have a crest’; and a very rum crest, teo. Around a 
lion’s: head, assis: grinning on the tep of a crown—by which I mean 
not-five bob, but.a diadem—there is this here remarkable inscription, 
“ Deus mthi soi,’’ 

Well, Sir, I thought as it could not be right, so I consulted a friend 
of mine-as was once in the Church, though now driving a cab owing to 
intemperate habits; and which he said as it was utterly ridicolas; 
ee _ of Latin and French, like, ‘‘Non est inventus encore 
plait-il 2” 

But Mr. Woon, Sir, he has a “Turf Commission Agency,” like me 
with my Repository, only he is a deal more definite in his address than 
what I have hitherto found to be prudent in my own individual case 
personally ; he lives—or perhaps he only has his letters left ?—at 59, 
Wilson-street, Finsbury-square, London. 

It was in the year 1863—when we was most of us four years younger 

what it is our actual lot to be now, just at present—that Mr. 
Ricuarp Woop discovered “a principle of backing horses by which 
winning to any amount is reduced to a certainty.” | 

Well, Sir, so have I, only it is rather dangerous. You get all the 
money they will give you, from all the fools you can gull; and under 
pretence of “ backing horses” you put it in your own unmentionables 
pocket. But there are two objections to this course—and both are 
serious. In the first place, it's robbery; but, what is worse, in the 
second place, you are decidedly apt to get lynched, like a welsher. 

He says, does Mr. Woon, that he “started with £100 capital.’’ I 
have no doubt he would—just try him, gentle public, with £100—and 
he twill start, for New York. 

Also does Mr. Woop remark, that in 1864 he won £30,600; in 
1865 he won £28,400; in 1866 he won £29,000. Well, Sir, then all I 
Say 18, that he is a greedy old hunks for to want any more. He have 
Won, he says, £88,000 in three years; can’t he live upon that? Why, 
of course he can. I could do it myself ! 

He is, however, ready to tell anybody the whole secret for £100. 

erhaps-ye would like to speculate, my dear young Friend ? And 
yetI wrong ye. No! 

But if you will trust him with £10, he promises you £60; if you will 

him with £60, he promises £700. 

Now then, men of England, than whom, I am sure, a more specu- 

ve set, but not guite such fools as Mr. Woop seems to think, here's 


‘chance for ye; but do not, oh, do not, all speak at once! 
NICHOLAS. 





EH An Anecdote. ; 
i OPKINS was dining with Popkins the other day. Popkins fell 
talking to Hopkins about his cigars, which, he said, were of a 
fenliar brand. Hopkins wished to know if Popkins got his wine at 
«}, “ame place where he bought his cigars, since he noticed it was 
Poses , 100: Mopkins, who chanced to be present, laughed; but 
*pkins didn’t see the point. Do you? 
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CHOR-I-US AND CURIOUS. 


Srr,—A good song should always have a chorus. Unfortunately, 
most choruses—the sing-able ones, at least—bave no meaning what- 
ever, and no connection with the song they are attached to. But 
nous avons changé tout cela, a8 we French scholars say—and when I say 
nous, I mean myself, “I alone did it, boy !’"—meaning, without any 
disrespect, that the author of the following ‘‘ Song-and-chorus " is— 
Your obedient servant, Vaeuus ViaTor. 


There once was a man at whose birth 
The Parc to miseries fated him ;— 
He had more of misfortune than mirth 
From the hour when they first ‘‘ waccinated”” him. 
Chorus—Bang, folderiddle lot whack! 
Bang, folderiddle diddle, didum, whack ! 
—cinated him! 


Good Fortune deserted him quite, 
So the World (which I’m told its character is) 
Would treat him with scorning and slight, 
And turn up its sneering olfactories ! 
Chorus—Ii tol lol, diddy iddy dol lob! 
Ri tol lol, diddy dol 4o# / 
—factories ! 


Though, when money he lent people, they 
Ne’er would pay—as they’d solemnly vow if kime!— 
To him, e’en when paying bis way, 
As for credit !—they ne'er did allow it hime! 
Chorus—F al lal, de diddle diddle, 
l’al lal, de diddle liddile, liddde diddle ! 
—low it him! 


But at last, seeing nothing at all 
He by being obliging and humble got, 
He grew proud+—and, since pride has its fall, 
He a most undesirable tumble got ! 
Chorus—Rum tum, ti tum, tam, ti tem! 
Rum tum, ti tum tum, tum tae! 
-ble got! 
Strunge things heroes:do, I am told,—mine 
Not singular was-—({yet not plural)— 
I*or he bolted away with a gold-mine 
From the mountains, best known as the Ural! 
Chorus—Ri tooral looral, lal looral! 
Ri,—tooral leoral, /aé ! 
Ural! 


Ife was caught—tried—condemned to be hung ; 
Sut he said to Jack Ketcu, *“*’Ere thou donnest tie, 
Just allow me to say to the young— 
The best policy's found but in honesty !” 
Choruws—Sing hey nonny nonny, hey nonino ; 
Hey nonny, nonny, nonny, nonny 
-n honesty ! 


MORAL. 


Gentle reader, you're greatly my debtor, 
For the moral this lay lays before us is, 
That this new style of song is much better 
Than those idiotic old choruses. 
‘orus—Ri tum, tiddy iddy, tiddy iddy, tiddy iddy, 
Ri tum, tiddy iddy, tiddy iddy 
-otie old choruses ! 








Deedalus Secundus. 


Tue following extraordinary advertisement has appeared in several 
daily papers. ‘The advertiser, having little of the estimable quality 
himself, wishes to guide and control balloons of “common sense. 


See what he says :— 
OCOMOTION IN AIR.— Means having been devised and proved for effectually 
L controlling and guiding balloons ona priaciple of common sense, being pressure 
produced by their motion, the author will confer with a representative of any 
association or joint-stock company formed to promote their rise. Desiring no 
undue or unfair advantage if failing in this last endeavour to engage attention of 
his countrymen, it will be offered to foreigners. “It is as vain to try to check the 
progress of art as it were to attempt to stay the course of nature.”’—H. H., Author’s 
Agent, &c., &c., &c. ; | 
“A principle of common sense being pressure produced by ‘heir 
motion” is good—very good indeed ; and we can only hope the adver- 
tiser will get un his company. He may be an excellent aeronaut ; but, 


,*? 


as regards English composition, he “‘atr a naughty man! 
Tire GREATEST ATTRACTION IN Hyrpe-rparx.—The “ Ladie-s’ Mile,” 
of course 
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Porter (excitedly) :—“ Prease Sirk, THE WAREHOUSE IS ON FIRE !”’ 


””? 
City man :—“* WELL, DON’T BOTHER ME, I’m InsuRED! Go To THE D—— Dvuxz or SUTHERLAND, PERHAPS HE’D LIKE TO KNOW. 
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THE LAST GUEST OF ENGLAND. 


Dear Fun,—Some hours after the Serapis had set sail from our 
rainy shores with its load of soaked Belgians, I happened to be passing 
through Leicester Square and there came across—the last Belgian. He 
had evidently been left behind. He looked utterly wretched and dis- 
consolate, but was singing. I managed to catch the words of his song, 
and here it is :— 


I'm the last guest of land 
Left wandering cae 

All my martial companions 
Have left me and gone. 

No soldiers of Belgium 
To walk with remain, 

And they’ve given up cheering 
And standing champagne! 


I'll not rest here, thou London, 


Minis-tear-ial. 

However lightly Government may treat the claims of woman to 
the rights of the franchise, it is an indisputable fact that when that 
important event—an appeal to the country—occurs, a thoroughly 
feminine trait is displayed in the Ministerial character—they inva- 
riably get up “a good cry.”” We have no doubt that the Right Hon. 
Gentleman, the Ex-Home Secretary, will fully corroborate our asser- 
tion. 

'For Building Purposes. 

We read in a contemporary that it is the custom in Nevada to throw 
silver bricks on the stage when a favourite actress plays. We suppose 
a mistake has arisen in the translation of bric-d-brac, though doubtless 


few actresses would object to laying the foundation of their fame and 
fertune with the building materials in question. 


Broaching a Queer Subject. 


To pine in my togs, : a 
In thy climate unlovely sae acts Glasgo esterday, aSilver-mounted Pebble Brooch. By 
And partial to fogs. L,°?: e streets gow, y y, as 


"Tis useless to flatter, 
Thou art ériste and a bore, 
Now my mates of dear Brussels 


returning it to Mr. S., Druggist, —— Koad, they will be rewarded. 
The streets, it appears, are to be rewarded if “they” return the lost 
property. But we fear the offer, like the brooch, will be lost on 
them. 


Have sailed from thy shore. | 
So soon let me follow, The Fete-al Mistake. | 
What reason to wait ? We believe there is no truth in the report that next year the orga- 


Thy theatres vex me, 
Thy Sundays I hate. 

When balls, fétes, and concerts, 
And dinners are done, 

Oh! who would inhabit 


This London alone ? 
Not a bad parody! Yours, 
EAVESDROFPER. 


nisers of the Dramatic Féte will supplement the Music Hall attractions 
” booth. A rumour that they would be pro- 
RD Camppeti’s Act for the sale of certain 
But we do believe that there 


by a “Judge and J 
ceeded against under 
photographs is also without foundation. 

will be no Dramatic Féte at all next year. 


A Hit rrom Dr. Cumminc To Lapres anout To Marny.—Bee- 
master. 


ASSURANCE. | 
| 
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A NEEDED REBUKE 


T TIME WE HAVE VISITORS, YOU WILL 
OLICE INCAPACITY—NO MORE WIMBLEDO 


BEHAVE BETTER— 
N ROUGH-RIOTS!” || 


Britannia :—‘ NOW, YOU THREE, I HOPE, NEX 
NO MORE GUILDHALL GREEDINESS~NO MORE P 
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THE MAN O’ AIRLIE. 


ACT I.—Drawing-Room in Lord Steelman’s Country House. 
Miss STEELMAN and Grorae Branvon discovered. 


Miss S.—George Brandon, we are engaged. I alwa 
, re en . ys hated you 
but for some reason or other, which isn’t clear] 
ed to marry rons ’ Clearly made out, I am 
Geo. B. (aside).—She is rich and will pay my debts! 
Steelman, you love Sir Gerald Hope! a 
Miss S.—Perhaps! 
Enter Lorp Steriman, 
Lorp S.—I wear brass buttons because I am a nobleman.” Such 
are the vagaries of rank ! 
Miss S.—James Harebell, a local poet, has come to see you, to beg 
our name for his title-page. n 
Lorp 8.—Oh, bother. Send him up, and have done with him. 
Enter JAMES HaneseE , dressed like Burns. 
James H.—My lord, I will sing you a little thing of my own! 
Lorp 8. (a/arined.)—Oh, don’t trouble yourself, 
James H.—Nay, but it’s nae trouble at a’! 
[Sings a little thing of his own. 


(Aloud.) Miss 


Lorp 8.—Thanks. Now go. 

James H.—Nay ; but I'll just sing thee anither. 

sd a 0, please don't. F id 

ames H.—Then you will gi’e me your name for my title- 

Lorp §8.—Yes. Anything fora ae lite. oa 

James H.—Then I relent. (Zo Branpon.)—Here are twa hundred 
pound in notes, and the manuscript of my songs. Get them published 
for me, and I promise never to sing to you again. 

Geo. B. (jumping at the bargain.)—Done, with you! [Pockets notes. 


(Exit HarEKELL, humming a little thing of his own, followed by Lorp 
STEELMAN and Miss Steximan.) 


Inter Sin Geratp Horr. 

Sir G.—Pay me the five hundred pounds you owe me, or I will 

denounce you to Lord Steelman as a beggar, and marry Miss Steelman 

— Bg bre = a contemptibly mean thing to do, but no matter. 
. B. (givin AREBELL’s notes).—H —y 

shall have the Siloam tomorrow! a eee 
Sin. G. (aside).—Confusion! 


Enter HAREBELL. 
Gzo. B.—Harebell, lend me three hundred pounds. 
James H.—I am only a poor Highland cottager, but certainly. 
[ Writes him a cheque for the amount. 


ACT II.—Larebell’s Cottage. 
Mrs. Harepew discovered, with SaunvzERs, a servant. 


Mrs. H.—A’weel, a’weel, a’weel! , c ickle i’ th’ 
aihie viskio' el, a’weel, a’weel! There’s a muckle mickle i’ th 
ipatxpans.—Eh ! t’ gowerin’ bairn a nicht wi’ Burns gin a body 
auld lang syne cockaleekie haggis ! [ Bveunt. 
Enter HARERELL. 
James H.—My book’s nae published yet ! 
Enter BRanpon. 
Gro. B.—Your three hundred pounds are lost! 
ag: H.—Enh, then I'm just ruined ! 
£0. B.—Not so; I can offer you Lord Stcelman’s secretaryship. 
€ it, and be happy ! 
M Enter Mus. Haresert and SAUNDERS. 
S ks, H,—A’ weel, a’ weel, a’ weel! 
peEas.—Eh, ilka lassie has a laddie o’er the hills to Gowrie. 
? PRANDON)—Cam’ ye by Athol ? 
£0. B.—No. [ Tableau. 


ACT IIl.— Library in Lord Steelman’s House, Enter Harenett. 


James H.—My wife is dead. I sang to her too much. The jur 
returned a verdict of “accidental death.” —" 
ter Lorp SteELMAN, Miss Srretman, and Sin Geratp Hore. 
Le 8.—I will not marry Brandon, to-morrow. 
g RD S.—Ha! You might have mentioned that before. 
m G.—Brandon is an embezzler. | 
- _ . Enter Brannon. 
a S.—Brandon, is this true? Are you an embezzler ? 
=. B. (guéltizy.)—I am! 
t RD 8.—Then go! [He goes. 
4més H.—My Brandon an embezzler! Then I will go mad! 
Act [ Zableau—HanEBEL going mad. 
IV.— View of Highland Loch. Statue to James Harebell, covered 
up, 1s seen, (Ever so many years have elapsed.) 


8 Enter Saunvers and Crown. 
AUNDERS.—Scots wha hae hi wha wi’ pae wi’ wha, wi’ Wallace 


Staggers out, 


FUN. 
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bled in ta tapsalteerie Cotter’s Saturday Nicht wi’ eerie drone and 
eldritch croon the bonnie blink o’ Mary’s e’e ! 
ALL.—Perhaps! 
[They intimate to each other that SaunpeErs is breaking rapidly. 


Enter Lonp Sreetman, Sm Geratp Horr, Lapy Hore (late Miss 
STEELMAN), and Soy F'arenps. 


Lonp S. anv nis Frienps.—We always wear lavender gloves, tall 
hats, and patent leather boots in the Wilds of the Western Highlands, 
because we are such aristocrats. 

_ Lorp S.—Say, wasn’t James Harebell a great nuisance, with his 
infernal songs ? 

ALL.—He was! 

Lorp §.—Didn’t he bore our life out with his confounded rhymes ? 

ALL.—He did! 

Lorp S.—Was he even worthy of a pension from the Givil List ? 

Att.—He was not! 

Lorp S.—Then does it not serve him right to give him a statue / 

A.u.—It is a just retribution ! 

Lorp S.—Uncover it! [ They uncover the statue. Derisive cheers. 

Sir G. (with a good deal of proper feeling).— Well, really, the poor 
man is dead and gone, and it's too bad to publish that caricature of the 
unfortunate old bore. It is indeed ! 


Enter James HanREBELL, an idiot, and altogether a good deal fallen off 
since the last act. 


James H.—Eh! It’s my statue! 

A.tL.—Ha! It is James Harebell, gone daft! 

James H.—Eh, yes, it’s Jimmy Harebell, gone daft from reading 
his own poems. 

Sir G. (te Lorp Sreztman).—If we keep his poems from him he 
may yet recover. 

Lorp S.—He may; nay (re-assuringly to audience), he will! 

James H.—I am better already (recovers his intellect by a violent 
effort), and if our friends in front will explain to us why this piece is 
called the ‘Man o’ Airlie,” a painful feeling of doubt will be removed 
from our minds, and there won’t be a happier party jin all Scotland 
than 

Sir. G.—The lover, 

Lavy H.—The lady, 

James H.—and the lunatic. 

CuRTAIN. 


OunsgLves.—It’s a remarkably well written piece, rather clumsy in 
construction, much too long, and much too Scotch; but with a good 
deal of thinking in it; and, on the whole, immeasurably superior to 
the general run of modern dramas, original or adapted. Admirably 
played by Mr. Vezmy and Miss Moone, very well played by Mx. 
Forresrer and Mr. Maciran. 














Treason Felony. 


TE Belfast News Letter has hitherto borne an excellent character as 
a loyal and respectable journal. Itis with deep regret, therefore, that 
we bring against it a charge of treason committed in its columns of 
the 17th ultimo. We quote the paragraph, under protest :— 
THE QUEEN 0. M’GURK. 


‘This was a case of alleged robbery. The prosecutrix admitted on crosé- 
examination by the prisoner that she was a returned convict, which led the jury to 
regard her evidence with less favour than they otherwise would have done, and they 
accordingly acquitted the prisoner of robbery. They found him, however, — of 
a common assault, which formed the subject of a different indictment not then 
before them. 

‘“'The result was received with much laughter.” 


Out of the Frying-Pan, &c 
Some days ago the Iorning Star contained the following extra- 
ordinary apology :— 
‘¢ By a typographical error in our impres 
feel ‘annoyed’ at the Christmas revels. 
‘amused.’” 


We had no idea the worthy Pasha had been amongst us for so many 
months. If the excellent writer is not responsible for the fact that the 
Viceroy was “annoyed” at the Crystal Palace, what bright luminary 
of the Star is accountable for the blunder of asserting that he has been 
at Sydenham—hidden in the Egyptian Court, we imagine—ever since 


Christmas ¢ 





sion of yesterday, the Viceroy is made to 
The word employed by the writer was 





Charitable Ends. : 
A soctety has been formed at Munich for the collection of cigar-ends. 
It puts forth an address to all smokers in Bavaria, and begs them to 
give their cigar-ends to the society, as means to the end it has in view, 
for it means to apply the proceeds of the sale of these unconsidered 
trifles to the clothing of poor children. It is calculated that upwards 
of £500,000 a-year may be obtained in this way. This is making 
smokers “stump” up with a vengeance. 
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JOHN AND FREDDY. 


Joun courted lovely Mary Ann, 
So likewise did his brother, Fxeppy. 
Frep was a very soft young man, 
While Joun, though quick, was most unsteady. 


F rep was a graceful kind of cove, 
But Joun was very much the strongest. 
“Oh! dance,” said she, “ to win my love— 
I'll marry him;who dances longest! ”’ 


Joun tries the maiden’s taste to strike 
With gay, grotesque, outrageous dresses, 

And dances comically, like ahs 
Cropocur anv Co., at the Princess's. 
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But Freppy tries another style, 

He knows some graceful steps and does ’em— 
A breathing Poem—Woman’s smile— 

A man all poesy and buzzem. 


Now Freppy’s operatic pas— 

Now Jounny’s hornpipe seems entrapping: 
Now Freppy’s graceful entrechats— 

Now Jounny’s skilful ‘‘ cellar-flapping.”’ 


For many hours—for many days— 

For many weeks performed each brother, 
For each was active in his ways, 
. And neither would give in to t’other. 


After a month of this, they say 

(The maid was getting bored and moody) 
A wandering curate passed that way 

And talked a lot of goody-goody. 


‘Oh, my!” said he, with solemn frown, 
“I tremble for each dancing frater, 
Like unregenerated clown 
And harlequin at some the-ayter!’’ 





He showed that men, in dancing do 
Both impiously and absurdly, 

And proved his proposition true, 
With Firstly, Secondly, and Thirdly 





————— 
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At length they bowed to Nature’s rule— 
Their steps grew feeble and unsteady, 
Till Freppy fainted on a stool, 
And Jounny on the top of 'uzppy. 





** Decide !’”’ quoth they, “let him be named, 
Who henceforth as his wife may rank you.’’— 
“ T’ve changed my views,’’ the maiden said, 
“TI only marry curates, thank you!” 


Says Freppy, “ Here is goings-on ! 
To bust myself with rage I’m ready.” 
“T’ll be a curate!’’ whispers Joun— 
«And I,’’ exclaimed poetic I’reddy. 





But while they read for it, these chaps, 
The curate booked the maiden bonny— 

And when she’s buried him, perhaps, 
She’ll marry Freperick or Jounny. 





_ Mol-Asinine! 


Tue British Medical Journal states that ‘“‘ Royal letters patent ” have — 


been granted to M. Zrmaizr as the inventor of a method of producing 
vital force. M. Zrecxer asserts that a vital fluid is disengaged when- 
ever azote and carbon are brought in contact, and gives the following 
arrangement for generating it :— 

** A porous cell containing caustic ammonia is y:mmersed in molasses. The end of 
a silk thread connects the treacle with the ammonia, and then, the ctrcuit being 


closed, the current of vital fluid passes. It produces on an animated being VeTY 
considerable effects.”? 


_This is interesting! After all, the true Fountain of Perpetual | 
Youth is a jar of Golden Syrup! Its waters do not trickle—they | 


treacle! We are inclined to think that the experiment might be 
simplified considerably. 
asses without the “‘mol"’ with quite as much effect, we fancy. 





A Hacxneyep Expression.—“ Riding the high horse.” 


A caustic remark might be dropt on the | 


| 

For months both Joun and Freppy danced, 
The curate’s protests little heeding ; 

For months the curate’s words enhanced 
The sinfulness of their proceeding. 


= 








Avoust 3, 1867.] 


0 
FROM OUR STALL. 


Ar the Princess’s—which theatre is for a time under the control of 
Mz. HprMann VEzin—a four-act piece called The Mano’ Airlie has 
peen produced. Its author, Mr. W. G. Wixts, made an enormous 
mistake in Scotticising his drama; the scene should have been laid 
anywhere but where it is. To see a canny Scotchman lend three 
hundred pounds without any security whatever is to see a miracle ; 
and when have Scotchmen raised a statue to any poet but Burns and 
Seotr? Some of the characters discourse in such broad Caledonian, 
that it is difficult for a Southron to understand what they say. In 

of the play this is not much to be deplored, as the talk now and 
then becomes tediously prolix. Three acts, or even a couple, would 
have been enough to tell the story in. With all its faults, though, Zhe 
Han o Airle is interesting, and has the advantages of pretty 
scenery and good acting. Mr. Hermann Vezin completely took us by 
surprise ; we never believed him capable of such a masterly perform- 
anee. His James Harebell reminded us, in the fourth act, of Mr. 
Jerrerson’s Rip Van Winkle; can we give much higher praise than 
that? Min. Mactean was admirable as a dry and cautious old ser- 
vant ; he made a complete picture of him, and came near sharing the 
honours-with Mn. Vezin. Miss Netty Moorsz had little to do beyond 
looking excessively pretty and graceful—and that never gives her the 
least trouble. Messrs. Forrester, Price, and GRrEsHAM played small 
parts effectively. We hope Zhe Man o’ Airlie will run, but it wants 
the pruning knife sadly. 

A two-act adaptation from the French was produced the other even- 
ing at the Olympic, whem Misses Maria and Netty Harris took a 
benefit. The piece is called Human Nature, and illustrates the ald 
saying that we go a long way to look for what is close at hand. It 
was briskly played by Messrs. Horace Wican, 'Ronerr Sovrar 
(glad to see you back in Wych-street, Mr. Sourar), and H. J. Mon- 
mucuz. The two Missrs Harris and Miss Amy SHERIDAN looked 
bewitching as brides in esse and in posse. 
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‘¢ Hi’ve an Idea!” 


A vew days'since a hive of bees was being conveyed through the 
High-street at Winchester, in a South-Western delivery cart, when 
the cover of the hive was by accident shifted. The bees in escaping 
enraged and stung the driver of the cart, and he, being enraged 
inturn, turned the hive into the street, where the bees stung a number 
of passers-by, who fled in all directions. 

It is very evident that if the bees did not know how to be-hive 
themselves, the driver didn’t in the least know how to behave him- 
self, as behove, or he would not have allowed the bee-hive to be 
heaved into the street as described behuve—we beg pardon, above! 


Very Likely! 
Loox here, what we’ve found in the papers :— 
A Buspectstile Family want PLACE, RENT, and FIRING free, in return for looking 
it.—Address. 
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We know a great many respectable families who have been looking 
after something of the sort fora long time. We fancy when the ad- 
vertisers ‘have looked after it till they have found it, they will pro- 
bably get it, but not before, however much they may wish. 


‘‘The Poet.” 
Ws suppose the Zimes, with that marvellous adaptability it pos- 
sestes, sent a gentleman of thoroughly “corporate” mind to notice 
the Corporation display at the Guildhall. As of course City magnates 
know more about turtle soup than about Heliconian springs, prefer 
green fat to green bays, and think a poet a very inferior composer to 
4 cook, the Times reporter left his literature at home, and we are ac- 
cordingly indebted to him for the following charming novelty :— 
** The poet Wordsworth has somewhere said— 
‘ A thing of beauty is of joy for ever.’ ” 

We area little afraid that if ‘the Poet Worpswerru” ever said 
anything at all like that line anywhere, it must have been in Kzars’s 
Endymion, which is generally believed to have been written by “ the 
wg, Rua,” not “the Poet WorpswortH.” At any rate, Keats 


‘‘ A thing of beauty is a joy for ever.” 
What a pity that the picturesque reporters of the Times are not always 
‘Of beauty ! | 


things 





Similia Similibus Curantur. 
Pe Principle is now accepted by the most eminent professors in 
ay rrench school of medicine. When the health of the Emrzror is 
| Jahy, they invariably prescribe Vichy waters for its restoration. 


Tur Roox Awran 
; .—What a young husband foresees when the 
Sadle ig brought home. mes 
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A GOOD IDEA. 


Or all proverbial twaddle 
That vexed our youthful days— 
(Confound that sage, whose noddle 
Gave birth to such a phrase !)— 
Commend me to the fiction 
Whereby folks urge you should 
Not wince ‘neath some infliction— 
“They mean it for your good !”’ 


They said so when they plied you 
With drugs of nauseous taste— 

When something they denied you, 
Whereon your hopes were placed— 

They always urged the fact, you 
Must count it understood, 

That when the masters whacked you, 
‘They meant it for your good!” 


My landlord, but this morning— 
Most practical of jokers— 

My prayers for patience scorning, 
Put in a brace of brokers. 

“Why seize with greed abhorrent, 
Poor people’s livelihoods ?”’ 

I cried. They showed their warrant— 
‘They meant it for our goods!”’ 


A Divided House. 
Here’s a strange announcement from the Hackney Gazette :— 

[FURNISHED or UNFURNISHED.—A front room in a small Christian family. 

Suitable for an elderly lady. Pleasantly situated.—13, B—— Cottages, M—— 
road, Dalston. Convenient for Omnibus. 
Of course, if there’s a front room, there must be a back room; and 
then, as a natural consequence, there must be divisions in the family. 
But if there are divisions in the family, how can it be a Christian 
family? In the name of the elderly Christian lady for whom this 
trap is laid we pause for a reply. 


Buswers te Correspondents. 


[ We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are aceompanied 
by a stamped and directed envelope.] 

J. B. B. (Woodridings, Pinner).—We fear that we should be more 
likely to be “soon shut up” by printing your contributions than by your 
sending them elsewhere. 

S. F. C. O.—You were right to head your contribution “ Feeble attempt 
to make a pun.” We should not have known it was that, even, without the 
light thus supplied. ; 

A ForeiIGNeER is evidently no stranger to our back numbers, from which 
he reproduces the figures in his sketch. 

TEA-CHEST.— Your notions are sloe. 5 

J. F. C. (Glasgow).—The advertisement you send is a local personality, 
and, therefore, of no use to us. 

“ Jamigz PRINGLE.”’—Declined with thanks. We can see nothing mar- 
vellous in the fact that your writings have not ‘‘ seen light Saree pees ~ 
ink.’ It would puzzle you or any other man to see light a it. 

SpERANS.—Your lines to A. Patti seem to be inspired rather by a pastry- 
cook than by Apollo. , 

“An IN-DOOR PATIENT IN THE HyDROPHOBIA ESTABLISHMENT 
(Redcar) should have his discharge at once and be sent to Earlswoed. . 

Lorp Horse (Wolverhampton).—Surely some relation to Baron Hase' 

Maro.—Such licences are permitted to give variety to blank verse only. 

D. A. S. (Mincing-lane).—You have contrived to get more old jokes 
into ten lines of copy than we should have thought possible. 

Cato.—Evidently not Cato the (Common) Sense-er, or he would have 
known that the “vile and helpless deformity”’ was only am artist's Jay- 

ure. : 
"eT M. F. sends us a “ joke!’’ and says we may send anything we think 
it is worth enclosed in an envelope to Eton. But we can’t put nothing in 

e ! 2 >”? 
“— er M. says, “if we like this mad effusion we are welcome to it. 
We consider it simply idiotic; to be mad it must have had some sense to 


lose. 

eclined with thanks :—H. 8., Bonnie; J. G. H.; Cc. N. Fulbam- 
Bo I. B.; A. C. H., Richmond ; W. T., Fisherton ; 4. i. Waterloo ; 
P. W.H.J.; The Foxhunter; Doubtful ; Shamus, Cork; M. R., Ostend ; 
A. I., Buxton; J. R. C. F.; Bumptious; Bromley; J. M. T, Tredegar ; 
D. E. E. W., Portamonts 2 ee a street; Thomas Treacle ; 
J. W. B., Godalming; W. G. . D.; Edj urne; C. F.C, 
Bri oe C. M., Bloomsbury; Borra Bungalee Boo i (1, 2, 9) —: 
L. e. D., Birkenhead; J. Y., West Bromwich; F. H. W.; abby 
H. L. H.; E.; R. T., Manchester; H. B., Henrietta-street; Armstrong 


Gun, Warley; Greek; K. R.; J. W., Cursitor-street. 
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After a month of this, they say 








JOHN AND FREDDY. 


Joun courted lovely Mary Ann, 
So likewise did his brother, Fxzeppy. 
Frep was a very soft young man, 
While Joun, though quick, was most unsteady. 


F rep was a graceful kind of cove, 
But Joun was very much the strongest. 
“Qh! dance,” said she, “ to win my love— 
I'll marry him;who dances longest !’’ 


Joun tries the maiden’s taste to strike 
With gay, grotesque, outrageous dresses, 
And dances comically, like 
CLopocur anv Co., at the Princess's. 





But Freppy tries another style, 


He knows some graceful steps and docs ’em— 


A breathing Poem—Woman’s smile— 


A man all poesy and buzzem. 


Now Freppy’s operatic pas— 


Now Jounny’s hornpipe seems entrapping : 


Now Freppy’s graceful entrechats— 


Now Jounny’s skilful “ cellar-flapping.”’ 


For many hours—for many days— 


For many weeks performed each brother, 


For each was active in his ways, 


- And neither would give in to t’other. 


(The maid was getting bored and moody) 


A wandering curate passed that way 


And talked a lot of goody-goody. 


“Oh, my!”’ said he, with solemn frown, 


“TI tremble for each dancing frater, 


Like unregenerated clown 


And harlequin at some the-ayter!”’ 
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He showed that men, in dancing do 


Both impiously and absurdly, 


And proved his proposition true, 


With Firstly, Secondly, and Thirdly 
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For months both Joun and Freppy danced, 
The curate’s protests little heeding ; 

For months the curate’s words enhanced 
The sinfulness of their proceeding. 


At length they bowed to Nature’s rule— 
Their steps grew feeble and unsteady, 
Till Freppy fainted on a stool, 
And Jounny on the top of 'uszppy. 





“ Decide !’’ quoth they, “let him be named, 

Who henceforth as his wife may rank you.’’— 
“ T’ve changed my views,’’ the maiden said, 

*‘T only marry curates, thank you!” 
Says Freppy, “ Here is goings-on ! 

To bust myself with rage I’m ready.” 
“T’ll be a curate!” whispers Joun— 

«‘ And I,”’ exclaimed poetic I'reddy. 





But while they read for it, these chaps, 
The curate booked the maiden bonny— 

And when she’s buried him, perhaps, 
She'll marry Freperick or Jounny. 


_ Mol-Asinine ! 


A 


FUN. 





ll | 


Tue British Medical Journal states that ‘ Royal letters patent have | 


been granted to M. Zreaier as the inventor of a method of producing 
vital force. M. Zrecier asserts that a vital fluid is disengaged when- 
ever azote and carbon are brought in contact, and gives the following 
arrangement for generating it :— 

“A porous cell containing caustic ammonia is :mmersed in molasses. The end of 
a silk thread connects the treacle with the ammonia, and then, the ctreuit being 


closed, the current of vital fluid passes. It produces on an animated being véTY 


considerable effects.’’ 


This is interesting! After all, the true Fountain of Perpetual | 


fouth is a jar of Golden Syrup! Its waters do not trickle—they 
treacle! We are inclined to think that the experiment might be 
simplified considerably. 
asses without the “‘mol” with quite as much effect, we fancy. 


A Hacxneyep Expression.—“ Riding the high horse.” 


Seatiieionich Nanded eiN ki ee lll 


A caustic remark might be dropt on the | 
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FROM OUR STALL. 


Ar the Princess’s—which theatre is for a time under the control of 
Mz. Hermann VeEzIn—a four-act piece called The Mano’ Airlie has 
peen produced. Its author, Mr. W. G. Wits, made an enormous 
mistake in Scotticising his drama; the scene should have been laid 
anywhere but where it 18. To see a canny Scotchman lend three 
hundred pounds without any security whatever is to see a miracle; 
and when have Scotchmen raised a statue to any poet but Burns and 

? Some of the characters discourse in such broad Caledonian, 
that it is difficult for a Southron to understand what they say. In 

of the play this is not much to be deplored, as the talk now and 
then becomes tediously prolix. Three acts, or even a couple, would 
have been enough to tell the storyin. With all its faults, though, Zhe 
Hen o Airlie is interesting, and has the advantages of pretty 
scenery and good acting. Mr. Hermann Vezin completely took us by 
surprise ; we never believed him capable of such a masterly perform- 
anee. His James Harebell reminded us, in the fourth act, of Mr. 
Jerrerson’s Rip Van Winkle; can we give much higher praise than 
that? Min. Mactean was admirable as a dry and cautious old ser- 
vant ; he made a complete picture of him, and came near sharing the 
honours-with Mr. Vgezin. Miss Netty Moors had little to do beyond 
looking excessively pretty and graceful—and that never gives her fhe 
least trouble. Messrs. Forrester, Price, and GresHam played small 

effectively. We hope Zhe Man o’ Airlie will run, but it wants 

e pruning knife sadly. 

A two-act adaptation from the French was produced the other even- 
ing at the Olympic, whem Misses Mania and Netty Harris took a 
benefit. The piece is called Human Nature, and illustrates the ald 
saying that we go a long way to look for what is close at hand. It 
was briskly played by Messrs. Honace Wican, ‘Roserr Sovrar 
(glad to see you back in Wych-street, Mr. Sovrar), and H. J. Mon- 
mucus. The two Missrs Harris and Miss Amy SHERIDAN looked 
bewitching as brides in esse and in posse. 


‘‘ Hi’ve an Idea!’ 


A vew dayssince a hive of bees was being conveyed through the 
High+street at Winchester, in a South-Western delivery cart, when 
the over of the hive was by accident shifted. The bees in escaping 
became enraged and stung the driver of the cart, and he, being enraged 
intarn, turned the hive into the street, where the bees stung a number 
of enee-by, who fled in all directions. 

t is very evident that if the bees did not know how to be-hive 
themselves, the driver didn’t in the least know how to behave him- 
self, as behove, or he would not have allowed the bee-hive to be 
heaved into the street as described behuve—we beg pardon, above! 


Very Likely ! 
Loox here, what we've found in the papers :— 
A aaputitile Family want PLACE, RENT, and FIRING free, in return for looking 


We know a great many respectable families who have been looking 
after something of the sort fora long time. We fancy when the ad- 
vertisers ‘have looked after it till they have found it, they will pro- 
bably get it, but not before, however much they may wish. 


‘‘The Poet.” 

Wa suppose the Times, with that marvellous adaptability it pos- 
sesées, sent a gentleman of thoroughly “corporate” mind to notice 
the Corporation display at the Guildhall. As of course City magnates 

more about turtle soup than about Heliconian springs, prefer 
green fat to green bays, and think a poet a very inferior composer to 
4 cook, the Times reporter left his literature at home, and we are ac- 
cordingly indebted to him for the following charming novelty :— 

** The poet Wordsworth has somewhere said— 
‘ A thing of beauty is of joy for ever.’ ”’ 

We area little afraid that if ‘the Poet WorpswerTH” ever said 
anything at all like that line anywhere, it must have been in Kzars’s 
Endymion, which is generally believed to have been written by “ the 
a Ts,” not “the Poet WorpswortH.” At any rate, Kzats 


‘‘ A thing of beauty is a joy for ever.” 
What « pity that the picturesque reporters of the Times are not always 
things of beauty ! | 


Similia Similibus Curantur. 
Pa Principle is now accepted by the most eminent professors in 
all French school of medicine. When the health of the EmPsRor 18 
Jahy, they invariably prescribe Vichy waters for its restoration. 


Tx — hen the 
eadleis bron, Ari me What a young husband foresees when 








A GOOD IDEA. 


Or all proverbial twaddle 
That vexed our youthful days— 
(Confound that sage, whose noddle 
Gave birth to such a phrase !)— 
Commend me to the fiction 
Whereby folks urge you should 
Not wince ’neath some infliction— 
“They mean it for your good!” 


They said so when they plied you 
With drugs of nauseous taste— 

When something they denied you, 
Whereon your hopes were plaeed— 

They always urged the fact, you 
Must count it understood, 

That when the masters whacked you, 
“They meant it for your good! ”’ 


My landlord, but this morning— 
Most practical of jokerse— 

My prayers for patience scorning, 
Put in a brace of brokers. 

“Why seize with greed abhorrent, 
Poor people’s livelifioods ?”’ 

I cried. They showed their warrant— 
‘They meant it for our goods!” 





A Divided House. 
Herr’s a strange announcement from the Hackney Gazette :— 

[FURNISHED or UNFURNISHED.—A front room in a small Christian family. 

Suitable for an elderly lady. Pleasantly situated.—13, B—— Cottages, M—— 
road, Dalston. Convenient for Omnibus. 
Of course, if there’s a front room, there must be a back room ; and 
then, as a natural consequence, there must be divisions in the family. 
But if there are divisions in the family, how can it be a Christian 
family? In the name of the elderly Christian lady for whom this 
trap is laid we pause for a reply. 


auswers te Correspondents. 


[ We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketohes unless they are acoompanied 
by a stamped and directed envelope. | 

J. B. B. (Woodridings, Pinner).—We fear that we should be more 
likely to be “soon shut up” by printing your contributions than by your 


sending them elsewhere. 
S. F. C. O.—You were right to head your contribution “ Feeble attempt 


to make a pun.” We should not have known it was that, even, without the 
light thus supplied. ; 

A ForeiIGNeErR is evidently no stranger to our back numbers, from which 
he reproduces the figures in his sketch. 

TEA-CHEST.— Your notions are sloe. 

J. F. C. (Glasgow).—The advertisement you send is a local peraonality, 
and, therefore, of no use to us. 

“ Jamiz PRINGLE.’’—Declined with thanks. We can see nothing mar- 
vellous in the fact that your writings have not ‘seen light oon printer's 
ink.” It would puzzle you or any other man to see light — it. 

SpEeRans.—Your lines to A. Patti seem to be inspired rather by a pastry- 
cook than by Apollo. ‘ 

“An In-DOOR PATIENT IN THE HypROPHOBIA ESTABLISHMENT 
(Redcar) should have his discharge at once and be sent to Karlswood. 

Lorp Horse (Wolverhampton).—Surely some relation to Baron Hase' 

Maro.—Such licences are permitted to give variety to blank verse only. 

D. A. S. (Mincing-lane).—You have contrived to get more old jokes 
into ten lines of copy than we should have thought possible. 

Cato.—Evidently not Cato the (Common) Sense-er, or he would have 
known that the “vile and helpless deformity’’ was only am artist's day- 
figure. : 

er M. F. sends us a “ joke!”’ and says we may send anything we think 
it is worth enclosed in an envelope to Eton. But we can’t put nothing in 


an envelope! ; ; Pi 
B. J. M. M. says, “if we like this mad effusion we are welcome to it. 

We consider it simply idiotic; to be mad it must have had some semse to 

] 





ose. 

Declined with thanks :—H. 8., Bonnie; J. G. H.; C. N. Fulbam- 
lace ; L B.; A. C. H., Richmond; W. T., Fisherton ; A. H., Waterloo ; 
P W. H.J.; The Foxhunter; Doubtful; Shamus,Cork; M. R., Ostend ; 


A. L., Buxton; J. R. C. F.; Bumptious; Bromley; J. M. T, Tredegar ; 


bert-street ; Thomas Treacle; 


D. E. E. W., Pertamouth; W. E. G., ; é 
J. W.B., Godalming; W. G. & H. D.; Eljadee, Eastbourne; C. F.C., 
Brighton; C. M., Bloomsbury ; Borra Bungalee mee 22; a: 
L. é. D., Birkenhead; J. Y., West Bromwich; F. H. W.; Cabby ; 
H. L. H.; E.; R. T., Manchester; H. B., Henrietta-street ; Armstsope 


Gun, Warley; Greek; R. R.; J. W., Cursitor-street. 
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THE BELGIANS IN LONDON. 
OPINIONS OF THE PRESS—MEANING THE CROWD. 
Tus Srreet Aras. 


“ Hooray ! 

** Here’s a foreign cove. Let’s shake ’ands with ’im 
** Hooray ! 

“* T say, guv'ner, buy a box o’lights ? 

** Hooray ! 


“ Chuck us a a’p’ny ! 

Brrrish VOLUNTEER. 

“ Humph! Nota bad set of men. Some of ’em really fine fellows. 
But I doubt whether that uniform is quite the thing for business. I 
suppose they have better weather than we have. A week or two of 
rain at Wimbledon would take the shine out of those silver epaulettes, 
rather, I’m thinking. 

“TI wonder whether they’re good shots? Anyhow, here goes— 
Hooray !” 

Cynic. 

“Why, on earth, all this row about the Belgians? What, on 
earth, have they done that we should go into a frenzy? Don’t re- 
member anything about them, except that they—well, they didn’t 
win the battle of Waterloo for us. 

“Don’t know of any other reason for this enthusiasm, except that 
ye bd in difficulties go over to Ostend—that’'s an Ostend-sible reason, 


PoLicEMAN. 
“Now, then, move on! 
“"Andsome uniform, them furreners. Why don’t they dress us 
somethin’ in the same aty le. Lor, wouldn't the girls admire us then! 
“ Strange-lookin’ lot—don’t know English a’ course. So, though I 
never see ‘em afore, I shall have to be a semaphore by way of showin’ 


*em their ways about. 

“It's no easy job to ae a cha to ‘take the first to the right, then 
to the left, cross over by the railway arch, turn down by the chapel, 
| then ask again,’ without sayin’ a word, by help of your arms 


“Come, now, you boys, ’ook it !”’ 
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BELGIAN VOLUNTEER. 


‘‘ Heep, Heep, Hurrah! 

“What a many’s of peoples. What funny peoples! ‘ 

“They is very hospitables—especially to themselves. I did not ge 

very mosh to eat in the Hotel de Guild, but there was a very fine 
banquet there—for themselves. Oh, they is very hospitables! 

“ ‘The little boy Britannique seems very fond of us. He is mais 2 
ragged little boy, not too mosh wash! He climb about my legs, an 
wish to shake hands! 

‘‘Shake hands! Oh, yees! It is the entente cordiale ! 

‘“‘T am welcome to England by the little boy Britannique, 
short, and does not quite tall enough to reach up to my heep— 

* Heep, Hurrah !” 


who is 


Fireworks. 


Tue Pall Mall Gazette says, with reference to the rumoured mission 
of Parnce Gortscwakorr, on affairs in Ireland, that the report origi 
nally appeared in a new weekly journal called "Echoes of the ome = 
‘is merely a squib.” We think our contemporary would have 
better to call it ‘‘a cracker.” 





Proud of his Post. . 
A BILL-sTICKER in Dublin has dignified his profession by 4 as 
title. He advertises himself as the ‘‘ Champion Dead-wall Decora .. 
This is neat! We suppose our posters will soon be enrolled 28 
Honourable Company of Hoardings-Hiders. 





Sporting Note. i 
WE regret to hear such bad accounts of the grouse. A yreengen 
broken out among them which destroys them more rapidly than 
the usual moor-tality that commences on the 12th of August. 





Hitting It. the 
Tuere is a good deal in a taking title, publishers aay: If As a. 
new Yeddo paper ought to attract attention, for it is to be — for 
Ban-Kok-Shin-Bur-Shi. Of course it will be called the Kos 
short. 


August 3, 1967. 
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LORENZO DE LARDY. 


DatitaAH DE Darpy adored, 
The very correctest of cards, 
LoRENzO DE Larpy, a lord— 
He was one of Her Masesty’s Guards, 


DALILAH DE Darpy was fat, 
DaiLaAH DE Darpy was old— 

(No doubt in the world about that)— 
But Davitan pe Darpy had gold. 


LORENZO DE Larpy was tall, 
The flower of maidenly pets, 
Young ladies would love at his call, 
But Lorenzo pg Larpy had debts. 


His money-position was queer, 
And one of his favourite freaks 

Was to hide himself three times a year 
In Paris, for several weeks. 


Many days didn’t pass him before 
He fanned himself into a flame, 

For a beautiful ‘‘ Dam pu Comptworg,”’ 
And this was her singular name : 


Avicg EviaAtre CorALINE 
HKurxrosinE CoLomBiIna THERESE 
JULIETTE STEPHANIE CELESTINE 
CHARLOTTE RussE De 1a Sauce MAYONNAISE. 


She booked all the orders and tin, 
Accoutred in showy fal-lal, 

At a two-fifty Restaurant, in 
The glittering Palais Royal. 





He’d gaze in her orbit of blue, 
Her hand he would tenderly squeeze, 
But the words of her tongue that he knew 
Were limited strictly to these : 


**CoRALINE CELESTINE EvLALIE, 
Houp 1a! Je vous aime, oui mossoo, 
Combien donnez moi aujourd’ hui 
Bonjour, Mademoiselle, parlez voo.”’ 


MADEMOISELLE DE LA Sacce MAYONNAISE 
Was a witty and beautiful miss, 
Extremely correct in her ways, | 
But her English consisted of this : 


“Oh my, pretty man, if you please, 
Blom boodin, biftek, currie lamb, 
Bouldogue, two franc half, quite ze cheese, 
Rosbif, me spik Angleesh godam !”’ 





FUN. 


He'd gaze in her eyes all the day, 
Admiring their sparkle and dance, 
And list, while she rattled away 
In the musical accents of France. 


A waiter, for seasons before, 

Had basked in her beautiful gaze, 
And burnt to dismember Mrong, 

He loved pz tA Sauce MAyonnalrse! 


He said to her, ‘‘ Méchante Tuérész, 
Avec désespoir tu m’accables! 

Pense tu, pz LA Sauce Mayonnaise, 
Ses intentions sont honorables ? 


‘* Flirtez toujours, ma belle, si tu dses— 
Je me vengerai ainsi, ma chére, 

Je le dirai de quoi on compose 
Vol au vent a la Finamesére! 


Lorp Larpy knew nething-of this, 
The waiter’s devotion , 

But he gazed on the beautiful miss, 
And never seemed weary or bored. 





The waiter would screw up his nerve, 
His fingers he'd snap and he’d dance— 
And Lorp Larpy would smile and observe, 
** How strange are the customs of France!”’ 


Well, after delaying a space, 

His tradesmen no longer would wait: 
Returning to England apace, 

He yielded himself to his fate. 


Lorp Larpy espoused, with a groan, 
Miss Darpy's developing charms, 
And agreed to tag on to his own, 
Her name and her newly found arms. 


The waiter he knelt at the toes 
Of an ugly and thin coryphée, 
Who danced in the hindermost rows 
At the Théatre des Variétés. 


BIADEMOISELLE DE LA SAvce MAYonNAIS2 
Didn't yield to a gnawing despair, 
But married a soldier, and pays 
As a pretty and pert Vivandiere. 
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Ir is announced that Proressor Cuares Du Cann is giving magical 


soirées in the Isle of Wight. If he will come to Town we may 


able to say what Prorgsson Cuaries Cann Du in London. 














Coton Calk. 


By Tuoxe SAUNTERER IN SOOIETY. 


YANCY the consternation 
of those sportive M.P.’s 
who are anxiously look- 
ing forward to the 12th, 
when they see how the 
Upper House is manipu- 
lating the Reform Bull! 
Same people declare that 
their Lordships would 
have dealt more leni- 
ently with the Bill, if 
the reports of the grouse- 
digease had not augured 
bad sport on the moors. 
The extraordinary po- 
sition of the Ministry 
was never more apparent 
than when it had to 
oppose an amendment 
brought forward by one 
of its most powerful 
supporters, and backed 
by the party which 
Government is supposed 
to represent ; and when 
it had to seek the aid 
of its political enemies to 
save, or rather try to 
save, it from its friends! 
It is. greatly to be re- 
gretted that at so im- 
portant a crisis Lokrp 
Degrpy should have been 
kept from the House by 
that most Conservative and respectable ajlment, the gout. Had he 
been present, the debate might have taken another turn, and the 
chances of a renewed agitation, which now seems imminent, might 
have been removed. 

Hownovrs are beginning to flow eastwards. The Lorp Mayor and 
the Suertrrs are to be knighted, and a tardy recognition of ALDERMAN 
Ross’s Mayoralty is to be made. If the first-named three gentlemen 
are to receive the accolade, I must say I think the last deserves it, but 


| it must be somewhat the worse for keeping. Knighthood is not like 


<_< i ta le et ct tt tt 


venison, it does not become any higher for being hung-up for a time! 

I sxe it is announced that Eanst Scuvtz will close his first season 
at the Egyptian Hall on the 17th, and I am glad to hear that his 
efforts to amuse and instruct have been thoroughly appreciated. The 
exhibition is a very curious and interesting one, and I can honestly 
recommend those who have not seen it, to seize the opportunity before 
the Hall closes. I presume the Herr will take a tour of the provinces 
before he opens again. His representation of “Joy and Sorrow ’”’— 
one-half of his face sad and the other merry—is one of the most re- 
markable things I ever saw. 

Tue Court Journal, I suppose, did not mean to be as uncomplimentary 
as it read, when it said the other day that Prineess Mary or Cam- 
BRIDGE, when attending the requiem for Maximmuian, “ behaved with 
porenenes ae een pap ee the service.” As if that popular 
and amiable lady were in the habit of displaying levity in church! 
Our friend the C. J. should be more aaa eae a 

_ Now for the magazines. The Cornhill is very weak in its illustra- 
tions, but has an interesting paper of recollections of Captain Marryart. 
“ Breech-loading Rifles ” will, no doubt, be eagerly read by riflemen. 
“La Colonna Infame” is curious, and “ Ave Maria,” a too close imita- 
tion of BrowninG, has some merit, In London Society, “* Mary Eagie- 
stone” has one good illustration, but the landscape heading is very 
poor—the foreground reminds one of “new and beautiful scenery by 
Gates,” at the Adelphi. “Dinner in the City” is good, and so are 
Cranence Caputet’s “ Three Furies,” the iNustratfon to which is 
pony jean bad. The cuts to a very dull article called “* Upstairs 
and Down” are also horrible. The lines called “Cheap at a Guinea” 
deserve a better drawing, and Mr. Pasquren’s illustration of “Mon- 
sieur Rossuet’s Ghost” deserves better printing and a better story 
than that weak imitation of GeoxrceSanp. “ Beautiful Miss Johnson” 
opens well, und has a ted drawing of Pinweuu's. In the Argosy 
there's-a clever picture by Smaxx, an amusing paper “ Mooning in St. 
James's Park,” a eapital bit of “ Linuvrenanr Foozy’’-ness, and a 
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most interesting article by Mr. Maccaty entitled “ A Paris Diogenes,” 
The Argosy verse is susceptible of improvement. The last lines of 


| “My Love and 1”’ run thus :— 


¢¢ His love is mine, and mine is his ; 
We're ours—my love and .” 
This reminds one of the poet (not “the Poet Worpswortn,” who 
wrote “athing of beauty is of joy for ever,’’) who propounded the 
puzzling query— 
‘‘Supposin’ I was you, and supposin’ you was me, 

And sapposiay we both was somebody else—I wonder who we should be!” 
Good Words contains some good illustrations—but why are they not 
better printed? ‘The best work is thrown away when printed as the 
drawing to “ Grace’s Fortune,” for instance, is printed. The literature 
is good of its kind, though the verse is weak. ‘The same may be said 
of the Sunday Magazine. Where was Expis’s sense of humour when 
he wrote in his serieus “ autumn poem ’’— 

‘¢ And greens are tender in the dawning light 1”’ 


I suppose he does mot mean cabbages, lettuces, and cauliflowers. 
“ Job’s Son” is a readable little sketch, but J. C. Knox is too chary of 
rhymes and too careless of rhythm in “Philip’s Mission,” the illus- 
tration to which is fine. That to “‘Helmsvale Sunday School”’ is also 
good. ‘Last come, last served’’—the first number of Tinsley’s 
Magazine. It is never fair to judge by first numbers, and the editor of 
T. M. has won his editorial spurs, and may be relied on to turn out an 
amusing periodical. The two leading stories open well, and the verse 
in this number is good, though I doubt if the general public will be 
much interested about “‘ Dear Y ” and “the sins of ‘T——’”’ as set 
forth in “‘ The Recluse.”” The “Belgian Ball’ and “Spithead Review” 
papers are not quite the things for a first number, as I daresay the 
editor thought. Only when an editor relies on one or two of his “ best 
writers” for his first number, they are pretty sure to send him just 
exactly what he doesn’t want. Let’s hope 7. M. will improve. 








THE STORY OF A REFORMER. 


Boxsvuti Cuuneut Bay 
Was the cook of the Caribees; 
And dressed in the regular way 
Whatever they chawse to cheese — 
(I should say, chose to.chew)— 
And that way !|—why this. was it,. 
The regular barbarous style 
They ran a chap through with his spit 
And left him to fry in his ile— 
And he took two hours-to do. 


Bonvurt Cuuncut Bay 
Was a little before his time— 
He wished a new dish to purvey 
For the king of that cannibal clime— 
(Kine Hokey WuaneG THE TH1np). 
He invented the barbecue, 
And likewise the friccassee, 
And a sort of an Irish stew, 
And a filet de Vv homme réti— 
Such a carte seems quite absurd ! 


Bonvui1,Cucnent Bay 
When his cooking reform he tried 
Found obstacles many la 
In the path that to tread he sighed. 
They called him democrat ! 
For though folks did not object 
To be burnt by way of a feast ; 
When garnished or otherwise deckt, 
They did not approve in the least : 
Perhaps there was reason in that! 


Bornvutr Cuuncur Bay 
Was far too stanch a Reformer 
To mind being cooked in his gra- 
Vy; his zeal growing warmer and warmer, 
When people opposed him most. 
So he offered himself fur the trial, 
And begged they would cook and eat him— 
He wouldn’t allow a denial, 
And pointed out how they should treat him— 
Boil, stew, broil, bake, and roast. 


They must scollop his fingers and toes— 
And make of his head a ragout— 
Of his ears in a curry dispose— 
And devil his drumsticks two— 
Then daintily roast his chine. 
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But he suddenly came to a sto 
At this point in the bill of fare, 
And sadly a tear let drop 
As he said with a hungry air, 
*‘ T should like to be there to dine!” 


Bosvutt Cuuncnui Bay 
As a banquet proved really great, 
At three they sat down, they say, 
And they did not leave off till eight— 
(A really long dinner, by George t) 
And many of those who were there 
By Bosvur Cuuncut's wish, 
Full justice to do to the fare, 
Partook of each single dish, 
And committed a friendly gorge. 


When Bonu Caunenr Bay 

Was dead—and was eaten too, 
The Caribee people, they 

Came:reund to their‘Cxuncnt’s view, 

‘That theart of the cook is great! 

‘His wisdem‘they all admitted, 

And speaking with warm approbation, 
Declared he was:thoroughly fitted 

To be king oftthe Caribee nation— 


YMORAL. 
But, you see, it was then too late. 


——oo—————————— 
SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 
Nienonas at Goopwoop. 
Bricuton, Sours - Coast. 

My DEAR YOUNG Frrenp,—It is all of no use. Me andthe Turf 
; were made for one another, and we cannot be long divided. Business 
at the Repository would have got along tolerably well, I dare say, if I 
could have consented for to put my Pegasus in harmess—and would 
back ‘that animal, weight for age, against any other Pegasuses 
of the time, bar none; if I could have eramped my soaring aspira- 
‘tions, bottled up my ardent love: for good society, and sunk to the level 
of a-réetail trader. 

It was not to be. I did think of going in for civic honours at one 
time, but I am told as the Common Council is a low lot; and the sale 
| of newspapers over a counter, my dear young Friend, although it may 

have tendencies for to improve the mind and such, yet it is very trving 
when the boys come in of a morning, and begin for to chivy you, so 
| for to speak, than whom I am sure as one of them called me a blear- 
bors old leg, which is not merely insulting, but anatomically impos- 
sible. 

The Repository, however, has its uses. Between ourselves, of course, 
Betting-houses have been long abolished, by the strong arm of the law ; 
| oh certainly, yes, my dear young Friend; and quite right, too. Bet- 
ting, as we all know, is immoral—ain’t it, Sir? Twig? 

There are lists at the Repository, gentlemen all; and the market rates 
strictly observed. You may trust Mr. Nicnoias with any amount. 
He pledges himself for to let you to do so—and when he says “ pledges 
himself,” he do not mean as he is in the habit of putting himself up the 
spout when in tempory embarrassment, but like signing your name 
when you write to a newspaper, “asa guarantee of good faith.” 

The Prophet does not—like Mx. Ricuarp Woop—promise ye £60 for 
every £10 invested; he only offers ye the best advice that age and ex- 
| perience can give. He may be wrong, now and then; such things 
have occurred ; but Nicuoias do not pretend to be infallible; he only 
pretends to be gifted, sagacious, and good. Chorus, “‘ Fer he’s a jolly 
good fellow, for he’s a jolly good fellow,” &c., &c., &c., and soon. 

The advent, Sir, of glorious Goodwood brought matters to a crisis. 
Your aged man shut up the Repository for aday or two—several de- 
| Posits having been made there—and he rigged himself up with the 
funds thus obtained in a style which, he flatters himself, was tolerably 
“down the road.” When you are a public character you must manage 

eep up appearances. It’s all very well to say that beauty when 
| UWnadorned is adorned the most; and the old man will honestly con- 
} fess that he likes to see the dears in their low dresses; but then, per- 
sonally, I am more remarkable for intellect than what I am for beauty, 
though still a good-looking old chap for my period, if I may say so 
without being vanityglorious, and have never been done justice by the 
| ‘@ttises, they always representing NieHo.as as though he had been par- 

taking of too much for to drink. an 

But oh, my dear young Friend, what trials awaited my proud spirit ! 
was once, as you are.well aware, hand-in-hand with my country s 
j Youthful aristocracy, than whom I am surea finer set of young fellows, 
theugh a little gay; but the noblemen and gents which gladly frater- 
nised with Mz. Nicuoxas the eminent Turfite, would have nothing for 
t say to Mr. Nicuoxas the honest retail Trader, and the proprictor of 










a Repository than which I am sure anything more truly an empo- 
rium. 

The Doox or Ricumonp himself was at first detained in London on 
account of that precious Reform Bill, a fact which may perhaps account 
for Nicos not receiving of an invitation for to stay with the family ; 
but Iam bound to say that even when he arrived he did not offer 
your Representative that cordial hospitality which one eminent public 
character has a right to expect from another. In fact, my dear young 
Friend, he cut me dead; and so did a set of youngsters which, though 
bearing them no malice, I am glad to observe as they lost heavy 
during the meet, and pleased for to know as some of them will soon 
have to get rid of the ancestral hoax, and probably go through the Court. 

H.R.H. himself—my once bosom friend—still gave me a friendly 
nod as I lifted off my hat: but the Camuriwczs never meticed me at 
all, nor yet did Teck. 

This comes, Sir, of being lured by wily Relatives irito compromising 
of my position as a gentleman on the Turf, and a man, ome of whose 
ancestors was under Government in the Custom Hense iteélf—com- 
promising of my ‘position, Sir, and entering into trale. Ber it is, 
after all, Sir, a satisfactory thing to a man who loves'his ceuntry,!that 


‘princes and nobles will have nething to say to traders, suchas mer- 


chants and Repositorians; but that they will sit down withibetting- 
men, and hob and nob with money-lenders, and smoke withitraimers, 
and slap boy-jockeys on the back as they ply them with » 
I think, my dear young Friend, as I shall have fortto cut ‘the shep, 
and get: back into socicty. Nreroenas. 
P5.—I am stopping here at a very comfortable hotél, andawhich I 


‘have ‘told them as Iam your Representative, and they will semilitho 
| bill to the office according. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 22. 

He plucked it, as, together, 

On one day westrolled. The weather 
Had invited us to leave a country henae : 

It was very jolly, certes, 

Each man in a flannel shirt, he's 
But a duffer who won't fly to pot the grouse. 





1. 
Though in loose togs «arrayed, 
Quoth, my friend, *‘ I'm atraid 
I'll experience a something ’ere dinner ;” 
‘If you do,”’ I replied, 
‘“*’'T'will be better ;’’ and 
His proportions, and vowed he'd get thinner. 
2. 
‘* Of these rather rough ways 
I've enough,” in old phrase 
So he spoke as straight onward he panted ; 


3. 
‘“‘ For this draught,” in reply, 
** You'll be better,’’ said I, 
And a song to the something I chanted. 
4. 
He returned with disdain, 
“Sir, your offer brings pain, 
“ For you know how I'm beund to refuse it.” 


A. 
While a most equal share 
My division was fair) 
Still I offered, he never would use it. 


6. 
Then I said, ‘‘ You'll do this,” 
There was nought came amiss, 
Hiis carnivorous efforts were able. 


‘‘T could not do as well,” 
Said he then, “If a swell 
In Sarawak had spread me the table.” 


Answer To Acrostic No. 20. 
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20, recrrvep Jury 31 :— Ipws "Aveaws : 
Four Lively Fleas; Jibjobbey; A Vic; 
; , ee : . . galey; W.C. B. O.; Kiss Polly Twice; 
s sh William; Two Marine Doctors; Bogaley ; U.; 4 uy ; 
a aelelieat Fiddling vag 4, Annie G. J.; Chosé and Mamie; Nem; Constance; 
i. 


; Edgely; No. 1 Sunny; N. N.N. 
eee your address and you shall have what you require. 


Correct SOLUTIONS OF Acrostic No. 
Cigarette; Ruby; Hog; Four Boobies ; 
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Potter :—“ Tuart’s My Fisu!”’ 
Totter :—“T say ’B’s MINE!” 
Potter :—“ Anp I say as HE’s mine! Wot v’YE COME INTERFERIN’ ’ERE FOR? I COME ’ERE FUST, AND I've SPENT A BOX 0’ GENTLES, 
A BAG ’0 WORMS, A POUND 0’ GRAVES, A LOT 0’ BRAN, AND A ’ARF QUARTEN LOAF ON ‘IM. I CALL IT REG’LAR UNSPORTSMANLIKE ;_ AND 


199 


IF YOU WANTS THAT GUDGIN, YER’LL ’AVE TO GIT "IM OVER MY CORPSE—THERE 





Before one picture I stood still— 

With every excellence ’twas teeming! 
The Catalogue! By PickErsGILu? 

Well, that convinced me I was dreaming! 


DREAMS. 


Dreams are the very strangest things, 
Sometimes so lifelike and so real— 

Sometimes woes Fancy tries her wing) 
So wild, fantastic and ideal. 

Oh! many—many a dream of mine 
Has been so truthful in its seeming 

That—but for some betraying sign— 
I ne’er had known that I was dreaming. 


I dreamt that I was in the House— 
Heard Giapstone’s arguments discerning, 
Heard Bricut’s declaiming, Dizzy’s nous, 
Mit’s logic, and Lowe's classic learning. | 
I listened with delight intense, Les Braves Belges. 
Ne’er thinking ’twas but fancy’s scheming— A CONTEMPORARY informs us that:— 


* - b aot W ee ee —- a ‘¢ The Belgians have been better treated in England than is generally supposed. 
gu at once that I was dreaming! L’ Escaut announces that a lieutenant ef the Garde Civique has secured during his 


I dreamt I was in Mupre’s shop, 
That a)l the last new books were brought me— 
The season’s largest, latest crop! 
Its quantity well nigh distraught me! 
A volume ’twas my luck to choose 
With poetry’s rare jewels gleaming! 
True poetry—and Tuprer’s muse? 
I felt assured that I was dreaming. 


Yj 
THE GENTLE CRAFT. 
| 
| 








i i i housand a year. This matrimonial nugget 

I dreamt that I was at the play— Was discovered by the fortunate Belgian whilst snaking his cigar in Kensington 
ardens. 

We fancy people are more likely to take the air than the heiress in 
Kensington Gardens. We would warn our Belgian friend that he will 
do well, before he marries, to make quite sure that he has acted on the 
old recipe and “first caught his hare’’-ess. It would be a sell if his 
expectations of the matrimonial nugget should prove to be nugget-ory- 


The piece’s int’rest was unflagging, 
The language faultless in its ig 
From first to last no sign of dragging. 
In stall or box, on gallery bench, 
The audience with delight were screaming. 
Tom Taytor's !—and not from the French ? 
I felt at once that I was dreaming ! 


I dreamt a picture gallery then 
I wandered Senne exhibition 
Where Marks showed medieval men, 
And Waxp showed stagey composition. 





Hoop de Dooden do! 


Ir may not be generally known that the barrels in the Government 
powder magazines are bound with war-whoops. 
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A FITTING QUESTION. 


Nurse Dizzy :— OH YES! TT MAY LOOK BEAUTIFUL—BUT I DON'T THINK OUR PEOPLE AT THE OTHER 
SE WILL LET OUR BILL WEAR IT.” 
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MRS. BROWN’S BOTTLE-JACK, 


‘OWEVER parties can bring their minds for to be that false puzzles 
eas am not one as is took in easy neither, through a-scein’ as far into 
, stone wall as my neighbours, but when any one comes for to speak 
tp you fair, face to face, why you do not look for falsehood in every 
word the same as that feller told me about my bottle-jack. I've ’ad 
+ now over seventeen years, and bought it second-’and a recular 
ain at a broker’s shop in the Mile-End road, in the name of 
Jacxson as I think were the Ebrer persuasion, but a fair dealin’ man I 
will say, for I ad a good many things on ’im as I was a-pickin’ up 
cheap through ‘avin’ moved as’ll always require new things, and I’m 
sure I quite dreads the thought on, though the drains in our place is 
low fever at every breath you takes, and Rrown a-goin’ on as he 
can’t smell nothink, but’ll get a buster some day. 

Well, as I was a-sayin’ about the bottle-jack, I was reg'lar put out 
with it, for I was left alone with a bit of chump end of the loin of weal, 
aswe was a-goin’ to ’ave for dinner on the Sunday, and as the fruit pie 
were gone to the oven, I let the gal go to chapel; and said as I'd mind 
the jint, with only a summer cabbage to bile as is a thing I’m partial 
to afore they gets too strong. 

The gal she left the weal all ready, but puttin’ it on to the bottle- 
jack as I did with my own hands and winds it up; but there it stood 
stock still as the sayin’ is, so I give it another turn and ’eard it give a 
dick and then it would not turn no more at all, so I’ad to go and 

_ get a skein of worsted and dangle that weal, and a nice time I ’ad 
_a-watchin’ as it didn’t burn as it would ’ave done if I’adn’t kep on a 
| twistin’ of it constant, and the weather that ’ot I were pretty nigh 
_ sweltered to death, and glad I was when the beer come round, as I 
took ina pint, a-orderin’ the boy to bring two pots at half-past one 
| precise, when we was a-goin’ to dine. 
| Mr.and Mrs. Opirn was a comin’, bein’ old friends, as I ain’t see 
for over nine years through their a-takin’ a public ’ouse out near 
| Aldershot. 
_ Iwish as I’d been behind that minister as were a-preachin’, and 
| keepin’ that gal till past one o’clock and nota bit of cloth laid, as I 
| couldn’t do it myself through a-watchin’ that weal, and Brown 
| &comin’ in a-botherin’ about all manner, as is ’is ways whenever 
_ you've got your ’ands full a-ready, and wanted ’is welweteen coat out 
as 18 put away in my ’air trunk under the bed in the back room. 
| Isays “ You don’t want it to-day.” 
| Hesays “I do, and if you can’t fetch it I will.” 

Se I says “I'll go,” for I don’t old with a-lettin’ ’im go a-pullin’ 

my places about, so I asks him to give a eye to the weal and goes up 
| for ‘is coat as in course he let burn in that instant, and is a nasty 
| avy thing to wear, but that’s ’is contrary ways. 
| Mr. and Mrs. Opin they come afore the gal was in an’ me not got 
_ my gownd on, as I were a-waitin’ for ’er to fasten through its bein’ a 
| black silk as I’ve ’ad by me for years and put on out of respect to 
| ats. Opuin as ’ad buried ’er mother the day before, as is what 

brought them up to town, not as the old Jady cut up well, as the sayin’ 

's, though over ninety and bedridden into the bargain. 

We ’ad a werry nice ’omely dinner, and I must say as Opitn is 

werry pleasant company, but she’ve a nasty ’abit of fallin’ asleep the 
| Moment as she sets down arter dinner and aggrawates me by a-swearin’ 
he = ain't asleep but only a-listenin’, as ’er snores proves to be false- 
aay was a-goin’ to dine with us agin the next Sunday through 
| “PLIN a-promisin’ me a suckin’-pig, as is a thing as a little on goes a 
| teat way, as the sayin’ is, so I says, ‘The fust thing as I'll do is to 
| ” that bottle-jack set to rights,’’ and as it ’appened the werry next 
| nin’ who should come round but a knives and scissors to grind as 
! 


m 


Td seen about the place afore. 
ni was in the front gardin’ and he says to me over the railin’s, “Any 
“i or scissors te grind ?” 
Yim rb “No;” and then I theught about the bottle-jack and says to 
| 2 f you was a bottle-jack maker I could talk to you.” 
- © says, “That's what I were brought up to as is my trade.” J 
wit Oh indeed 1 ” then I says, “‘ You can tell me what's the matter 
| — as “ave got its inside out of order.” 
| to eee ‘I'll tell you in a minit, if you'll Jet me sec it.’’ So I ollers 
good oe to give it me, and ’ands it to that feller, as shakes it about a 
nag and listens to it, and then says, “‘If you'll let me take it 
| een. with me, I'll bring it back the day arter to morrer as good as 


| tings but ” I says, “’Ow much will it come to ?”—for I knows as 
| to — t made as good as new for nothink.” He says, “It'll come 
He {27% “Then I wan't ’ave it done, for it only cost ten sbillins.” 
ys, “T'll do it for ’arf-a-crown, for work is slack with me jest 


Rew,” 


I gaye 
for that.” “No. _ I can buy a commen spindle 2s ‘Il answer my purpose 
Well,” he saya, “ Say eighteenpence, that won't’urt you.” 


I didn’t like ¢o beat ’im down ne amore, 80 he took the bottle-jaek, | 


———  —— 











a-promisin’ it back the day arter to-morrow. Well, more than three 
ae and he never come, and I was in a bit of a fidget up to Friday, 

> pig come that werry evenin’, and Brown, &-goin’ On a-sayin’ 
as the jack were gone for ever. 

It was the middle of the day, Saturday, as that chap brought it 
back, and I give ’im a bit of my mind over it, keepin’ it so long. So 
he says, “I’ve ’ad a nice job with it, and I’m gute eighte ‘ 

, » anc » eighteen pence don’t 
pay me nor arf pay me; but,’”’ he says, “I don’t ask no more, and 
you'll find it'll act beautiful.” . 

Brown, he wanted me to send that pig to the oven, but I can’t 
a-bear no baked wittles, as always tastes of the oven, so I got the pig 
ready in good time, and told the gal to pnt it dowm exaet by the clock, 
so as not to ‘ave it done too much, nor yet too little. 

She come up to my room in less than ten mitite; and @iys, as sho 
could’nt do nothink with that bottle-jack, as wowldn’t ever turn. So 
down I goes and puts the key in it, and sure enough it was reglar use- 
less. I don’t think as ever I did ’ave such @ job as roastin’ of that 
pig, as would burn one side and keep quite pale the other, and when 
it come to table I was quite ashamed on it; tho’ both Mr. and Mrs. 
Opin praised it, but Brown’s sister Jane and her gal, ’ad come over, 
and they kep’ a-snecrin’ at that pig all dinner. 

Altogether I couldn’t;enjoy myself a bit, and was glad When they 
was all gone, for OLIN and ’is wife got to words over her mother’s bit 
of property as she'd been and left some away fo ’er servant as ‘ad 
nussed ’er faithful, and quite right too; bué Opi was put out because 
they ’adn’t nussed the old lady theirsélvés, a# Wouldn't ave thé trouble 
of ’er, and in course lost some of the money. 

The werry first thing Monday mort¥itt, I goes off to the irontitioxger'’s 
shop with that bottle-jack, and asks the man in the shop whatéver was 
the matter with it. ‘‘ Matter with it,” says he, “‘ matter enough; why 
whatever ’ave you been up to with it.” 

I says, “ Nothink only ’avin’ it repaired.” “ Repaired,’ says he, “ it 
is —? why every bit of the imside ’s been took out, it’s reglar 
gu _ 

I says, “ pr’aps the party ’ave took it to répair it and ave forgot to 
put it back agin.” He says, ‘‘ That he have, but who is he?” 

I says, “ A party as comes round with @ barrer, a-grindin’ knives 
with a wheel, an’ a pot of fire a-’angin’. im front.” ‘ Oh,” he says, 
‘vou give it to’im to repair did you. Well, then he’s been and took 
out the works as was worth somethink.”’ 

‘Why,’ I says, “I’ve paid ’im eighteen perice to do it.”’ ‘* Well 
then,” he says, ‘he’s made about four shillin’#etit of the job, as ain't 
a bad day's work for one of them trampin’ wagabones.”’ 

‘“‘ Why,”’ he says, “ you could ’ave ‘ad a new one for a pound, and 
I’d ’ave allowed you what’s reasonable for the old one; but that’s jest 
like people, they won’t give a respectable shopkeeper a chanee to live, 
an’ ’ad rather be robbed by them costers.” 

I says, ‘he ain’t no coster.” ‘* Well,” he says, “ Never mind what 
he is, he’s been and done you,” and give a laugh as aggrawated me. 

I could ’ave cried with wexation, for I'd been a pitchin’ into Brown, 
Saturday night, for sayin’ as the feller wouldn’t bring it back, and 
when I told ‘im ’ow I'd been served, he nearly choked ‘isself a-larfin’, 
and I ‘eard say as that two-faced Mrs. Opirw went away and said, as 
the old sayin’ was true about the devil a-sendin’ the cooks for I'd been 
and spilt a reglar picter of a suckin’-pig, as I’d been and sent up like 
a reglar burnt sacrifice, as did put me out, but I shall ketch that chap 
some day, and then let ’im look out. 
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BRAVO, CHARLEY. 


THanks, CHarzzy, for the splendid treat 
You gave us this dramatic dull time, 
The pluck of your last Protean feat, 
Will echo to your praise in full-time. 
What! play in French and English too, 
Within alittle hour—not more, sir, 
What Englishman talks French like you ? 
In English who is less a bore, sir ? 


No energy for you ’s too great, 
Away through twenty plays you travel, 
The ‘Olympic Games ”’ you ope at eight, 
At nine you’re hand-in-hand with Rave. 
Your face was never known to frown, 
To find your equal is a stumper, - 
There's only one thing licks your “‘ Brown, . 
And that, friend CuaRxey, is your “ Plumper. 





Strike, but Hear! 


A rRIEND of ours possesses such a patent safety disposition, that 
nothing short of a blow will disturb his equanimity ; in short, he 


“ignites only on the box.” 
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What comfort, too, ’mid wants and woes 
| To snatch a moment of repose— 

In slumber’s arms to find relief 

From fading joy and growing grief! 


And, ah, when sickness racks the brain, 

How sweet is slumber after. pain, 

What strength renewed such slumber brings, 
That comes with healing on its wings! 


Nay, passing sweet in autumn weather, 
After a day-long tramp through heather, 
Tired limbs upon a couch to drop, 

And fall asleep like any top. | 


Ah, sweet is this—and sweet are those 
Fore-mentioned manners of repose, 
But sweeter far, as I’m a sinner, 

Are forty winks just after dinner ! 


| 232 . 

} 

| | 

| | SLEEPS. | 
| Axove his fellows is he blest 

| Who wins by working welcome rest, . 

| | When life’s accomplished labour bids = 
| Sweet sleep descend on weary lids! T 
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WHY ? 


I wit not sing to thee to-night, 
My song would be in vain: 

And yet ’twould give my soul delight 
To breathe a tender strain. 
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Why should I sing a loving lay ? 
| Why tune the minstrel’s lyre? 


iW 


’T were throwing melody away, 
A thing I don’t admire. 


Why should I sing a song in vain ? 
Thou would’st not note my song. 
And in that case it’s very piain 
To sing to thee were wrong: 


Indeed, I should but seem beroft 
Of sense #o carol thus, 
Because you're deaf, love, and you left 
Your trumpet in the ’bus. t. 





AN ARDUOUS TASK! 


™~ Fair Invalid :—“ Lor, Janz, I po Feet that nap! Do, PLEASE, MAKE ME 
A TUMBLER 0’ BRANDY-AND-WATER, AS HOT AND STRONG AS YOU CAN—AND— 
AND just make me take it whether I wili or no!” 








a sensation the other night by playing in “Cool as a Cucumber” at the 








FROM OUR STALL. y paying , . d 
Was Yosdood tn of Yas ‘Abani ; Olympic, and in “ Un Anglais Timide” at the St. James s. He shoul 
& looked in at the Ade phi a few evenings ago to see “Much Ado| have wound up his evening by running over to Paris and giving 
About Nothing,” and we came away very much disappointed in the | « L’Homme Blasé”’ at the Vaudeville. We shall not be able to die Ye 
ormance. Mr. CLARKE’Ss Dogberry struck us as the best bit of act- happy until we have seen CuarLtes MATHEWS in one of Go.pont'’s of | 
ing in the play, and Mr. Srvarr’s Leonato as the worst. The | comedies. Why doesn’t he set about it? He can speak Italian quite Bay 
remainder of the gentlemen employed in it may be termed—for want | as fluently as the tongue of his fathers. da 
of a better word—“ conscientious ;”” they were neither an inch below | . | ba 
nor an inch above what we had expected them to be. Mzssrs. NEVILLE, Eee Gre 
Brituinoton, Puriiies, and AsHLEy are exactly the same in Messina Pa 
as anywhere else ; not one of them went a step out of his way to look RECOLLECTIONS OF COOPER. doe 
for character—or, if he did, the step was wasted and the character not I LIKE vour manner, FENNIMORE— rel 
found. Miss Kare Terry (who is a very good actress in spite of the Tis = and open-airy. _ 
a who tell her that she is a very great one) played Beatrice With you I've pete he and o’er 
= spirit and tenderness ; but she missed a fine point. When the a and the prairie 
ac iy has confessed her love in a sweet speech, Benedict bursts out Your tales have led — here and there 
— . Pea bid me do anything for thee ;’’ and Beatrice accepts the | Since long ago, by Jingo: 
— 0 service in a couple of words, “Kill Claudio.” In our opinion And still It e th 0 ] . _ 
iss TERRY pronounced this little sentence as though she were sug- ah 1 The . yo yay al 
et some exceedingly humorous practical joke. She might have will 1 hate the Mingo. Jag 
ee Make Claudio an apple-pie bed,” or “ Give Clandio a cold pig | Methinks I hear the crack again, 
er a in the same tone. It was not the utterance of a Of Leatherstocking’s rifle ; 
—- who risks the life of a lover to avenge the slander of a sister. I laugh at peril and at pain, ] 
8 Terry startled us also by one or two repetitions which we have And fancy death a trifle. hot 
The stage management | I breathe a freer, fresher air, If 


not met with in any edition of SuaxespEare. 


of this house continues as awful as ever. Dogberry yr | *3 li 
. ; . gberry and Verges, | I speak the redman’s lingo; 
accompanied by the watch, hold their first conference in front bs a | And ill I love the Delaware 
stuccoed house that might have been finished yesterday at the corner | And still I hate the Min go. 
of a new square ; and Leonato gives a grand entertainment on the 

strength of possessing three or four settees (apparently second-hand), d 

~ ‘an dragget, nearly as full of patches as the mainsail of | A Circular Note. hay 

th 2 Ad elphi Chen aoe B Aone little failings are always expected at | An eminent mathematician, who has solved the problem of “squaring a 

Tha _ dv SPeOTTTe SONNE 1000 GUETE. the circle,” is now engaged in defining the exact circumference of . 

t vivacious and volatile being, Cuartes Maruews, created quite | “the round of the papers " fn 
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RECIPROCAL TERMS. 


Dear F un.—The following strange advertisement 
caught my eye the other day :— 
—0 BUTCHERS.—The principal of an Establishment for Young 
T Ladies wishes to receive one or two daughters of the above on 
reciprocal terms.— Address » Post Office, Bow-road, E. 

[ have expressed my views on the subject in 

Yours always, 
tHYME, 





Tue eccentricities of ‘‘ shop’’ 
To nicer feelings show road, 
We find young girls thought worth “a chop,” 
By principals at Bow-road. 
A sirloin’s all that Fo will fetch, 
And Mitty scare a button! 
She’s only worth say, at a stretch, 
A neck or leg of mutton. 


Miss CaRoLineE will yield some string 
For tying up a dumpling, 
An¢ VioLeT a net will bring 
To keep girls’ hair from crumpling. 
And as to pretty IsaneEt, 
Who always loves to frisk it, 
She'll stand her principal some—well, 
Some pickles and a brisket. 


There’s Manet, with the lustrous eyes, 
The pretty baker's daughter, — 
Will bring materials for pies, 
And Amy, Cologne water. 
While little Loo will surely do 
To fill with Bass a chalice, 
And Mary Jane will stand champagne, 
And butter, little Arice. 


Each little one will bring a bun— 
Girls eating is a tall-work— 

And parlour boarders jam afiord, 
Blacklead the maid of all work. 

When each has brought her complement, 
Although to teach her fate is, 
@ governess will be content 
To keep the household “ gratis.’ 


_ Twa Rear “ Gamer Cuicken.”—The one who romained 
m his. shell till it was chipped at the breakfast-table. 








Tom's cousin :—“* Wuo’s Tug Suttan, Tom 


Tom :—“ Don’t SPEAK 80 LOUD, YOU HIGNORANT GURL : 
BELGIAN Prince 0’ Waxes!” 


Sj 
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LY 


/ 


HISTORICAL. 


9» 
. 


WHY, ’E'8 THE 








Courtly Language. 


ee time that courtly language should be looked to. In the Early 
eee the Prince Consort we find a distinguished personage speaking 
& mutual grandmother,’ because, we suppose, it would be rude to 
ie, @ “common grandmother,” like an ordinary mortal. The other 
re too, the Court Circular, in one of its leaders, stated that it would 
ve an unprofitable occupation for “the Attorney or Solicitor- 
Poh to have employed their time in conducting actions,” &e. 
ps the editor of the C. C. or the leader-writer will profitably 
eupy their time in studying English grammar, or, at least, the part 


to disjunctive conjunctions. 





The Reform Bill. 


Pin Disrazty’s democratic measure of Reform is already bearing 

latinos e elections at Birmingham and Coventry show that revo- 

, oe ed already at work. The electors of those boroughs were offered 

ain? mae Seeeaum—they rejected them for the sons of Dicx and 
: next { 





Br A Bright-’un. 

not IND Tom is announced as giving concerts at Brighton. We are 
If he prised, for of course in visiting Brighton he goes there to sea. 
gaa but get on the sea-side of his public no doubt he would be 





A A Calculation. 
lens I TEMPORARY states that “forty-four Arabs, with their wives, 
‘rived in Paris, where they intend to give musical entertain- 


Mente, 


Count © programme is not given, but as the wives will of course 
‘hy s Dalves (better or worse, as the case may be), by the simplest 


effort. we may reekon that forty-four Arabs, with forty- | Centsept ; 
: ; | bury ; FR. D. M., Liverpool: H. J. A., Felixstowe. 


Ves, will probably find themselves equal to “Sixty-Six.” 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches wnless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped ond directed envelope. | 

Bookworm cannot be permitted to bore through our pages. 

W. G. (Cheapside.)—You may think your lines verse, but they are the 
re-verse. - : 

E. M. (Dublin).—The dodge is a little too transparent. We recognised 
the style and hand, though you sign “‘E. W., Bloomsbury,” this time 

Drama (Reform Club) is referred to the Zimes supplement of this day. 

ConsTANT READER.— We don’t see our way to doing it. 

Rk. B.—We cannot agree to an R. B.-tration. 

‘‘ Lines BY Fitz-JAMEsS’’ are not poetic fyttes. _ 

S.— Sung” doesn't rhyme with “done,” nor does “ yearning rhyme 
with “swearing ;’’—but indeed there are not three real rhymes in the who'e 
<“ ” 

. E. (Islington.)—You surely did not mean the paragraph for us! 

G. H. (London.)—Are you sure that’s your own ? ve 

“4 SHINFUL MAN” writes that he “inflicts the subjoined on our 
editorial ear.’’ Singularly enough, we read with our eyes, not our care. 

JONATHAN.—Blocks returned :—no, thank you. : es’ 

Sporrs writes, ‘I have nothing at hand but envelopes.”” He clearly has 

thing to put in them. 
no mt G. Re—Unless your “ verses ’’ are meant for blank verses, we cannot 
see our way to such “rhymes” as “India” and “din there. " 

G. H. (Beacon-lane).—You have written most of your MS. in pene.) on 
both sides of the sheet. ‘The first legible sentence we met with was, Bow 
wow, said the fox ’’—which is neither natural nor funny. ees 

Declined with thanks:—J. T. ; C. W., Wolverhampton : A. B. ( 1m. 
D. K. L., Commercial-road ; Turk; Z. Z.; Ursa Major; T. B., ——— 
on-Tyne; L. M. S.; Benedict; G. D. E. P.; 8. W., Motting-bill soe Yes 
Holborn; “ Silentia;’’ C. — : woes ol eee Tee : = 4. 

nnah E.; A. S., Liverpool ; . A., Newoastle-on-iyne; o- Wes 
Norfolk Road:” A. B.C. St. John’s Wood; T. T., Vauxhall; W. C. B. . 
H. B., Walsall; F. H. K.; “ Abdul Medjid” ©. D., Siadua- 
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UP THE RIVER TO NOAKES'S. 


(By oun own Workine May.) 


I says to Joz Waker, which he’s my missises brother, ‘ Look 
here,”’ I says, “Jog; I don’t see, now that the Reform Bill’s passed, as 
we can do any pertickler good at them meetin’s. What with one 
thing an’ another,’’ I says, “I’ve reg’lar done myself out of the little 
bit of a change as I looks forward to of a Saturday afternoon. And 
there’s Potty an’ the little uns, as all looks reg’lar peekin’ through 
missin’ a breath of fresh air, as we’ve not been even so far as Victoria 
Park, except twice on a Sunday, for all the summer. What's more,” 
I says, “ talking o’ Sunday, there ain’t much good to be got a listenin’ 
to a many of them as puts theirselves forrard about Reform, and goes 
in for a good deal that Reform hasn't nothing to do with; like your 
High-Park-Corner-clasts, and such as goes in for doin’ away with 
everythink, except speakin’ from a platform about the equality o’ 
labour and ridin’.on horseback, for to uphold the dignity o’ the 
workin’ man. ‘I'ere’s a lot, Jor,” I says, “as ain’t likely to do no 
good to sech as us, as gocs in to abolish law and order; an’ if you ain’t 
a bigger fool than I take you for,” I says, “you'll come along of us 
instead 0’ goin’ to listen to them as won't belie theirselves when they 
leave you in the lurch, becos their motter always is, ‘Every man for 
himself and Gop ain’t nothing to do with it.’ Why,” I says, “there’s 
one of ’em—the last thing out in speakin’—as is a lady, which she 
screams that venomous against the marriage service, an’ the marriage 
state, too, for what I know, that it’s to be hoped her own ’usban’ ain’t 
there to hear her, poor man. Do you think, Joz,” I says, “ that I, 
or, for the matter o’ that, any decent feller, ’ud take his Potty for to 
hear sugh talk f You know you wouldn’t take Jemima Ann,” I says 
(which it’s the young person he’s keepin’ company with). And so I 
says, “ You bring her up to our place on Saturday at two thirty, when 
you've ‘knocked off an’ cleaned yourself,” I says, “and let's have a 
wholesome arternoon.”” And, Joz, who I will say is mostly amiable to 
reason, though too much give to argufy in a general way, he come an’ 
brings the young woman; and me and the missis locks up, and 
Brine the door-key with a neighbour, and off we starts to Lea 

Ti ° , : 

It was quite like old times, a-walkin’ over the field by the water- 
works down to the place where they let out the boats; and onan te 

went into the big reom in the public-house there, and I ordered in 
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some biscuits and cheese and half-and-half, Potry, I see the tears was 
in her eyes, for she says, “Jt’s like when we was a-courtin’, Sam, and 
you used to bring me down here for a row on the water, and then up 
to the Ferry Boat at Tottenham to tea, with that beautiful farm-house 
butter and the fresh cream,” she says, “and the milk that fresh and 
sweet as never was, and the skittle ground and the haystack, an’ pigs 
an’ ducks, an’ lots o’ people a-fishin’,—and where you could sit by the 
river-side under the trees and smoke your pipe quite pleasant ; and the 
tea-gardens as is laid out quite beautiful, with a band, and water-lilies, 
and farmhouse and public-house, and all in one, jest like them pictures 
as we did used to have when we was children, as turned from winter 
to summer when you held ’em afore the fire.” 

“ Well,” I says, “ Poxty, you're a-runnin’ on, you are, as the half- 
an’-half,” I says, “didn’t used to be that heady ;” but she only laughs, 
Poxty does, and she says, “I’m so happy, Sam, an’ it’s such a while 
since we had a out together.” 

“ Well,” I says, “my dear, we'll do just what you’ye been a-talkin 
about; an’ if Joun Green round the corner’s got a good steady boat 
disengaged, with a high rail for the little ’uns, and cushions for you 
an’ JeMIMA, Joz and me can pull you up to Tottenham, or else we ll 
know the reason why ; and I dessay you ain't forgot how to steer. | 

I do own to a smell or two here and there on the river Lea, as will, 
perhaps, be put an end to next year when the Parliament meets; but, 
apart from that, we had a reg’lar half holiday—and beautiful it was 
round by Horse-shoe Point and under the bridge—as PoLLy steered 
splendid—and along to the fust lock, where we got out and walked 
along the bank. The young ’uns was that delighted that we had al 
our work to do to keep ’em out of the water, where they see the chaps 
a-fishin’, a-pullin’ up a roach every two hours. But when we got 50 
the Ferry Boat, as is the name of the old place, and Mr. Noakes he 
came out an’ reckognised me an’ Potty, an’ we all went into the farm- 
yard, and the gardens, as they’re laid out like a Dutch pleasure-gr0W" 
in an old picter as I’ve got at home, we felt as the Saturday 24 
holiday was the realest blessin’ to the workin’ man, if he only — 
what he’s up to. Jog an’ Jemma Ann, they lost us for a little — 
as I was showing the little ’uns the big otter in a glass case in the 
parlour; but they comes back presently, and Joz must be that = 
as he’d ordered tea in the big long room upstairs—a reg’ lar fine © ; 
fashioned place, as lays in shadder even on the hottest day, and mus 
be a pride to Noaxgs I should say. 
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By THE SAUNTERER IN Soorrty. 


! i 

| GREAT many windy words and no ac- 
' tion as the result. That is the way in 
which we carry out nowadays the 
Civis Romanus principle which poor 
gallantold Pamupheld so well. If the 
omnipresent W. H. Smrrn and Sons 
have a bookstall at the terminus of 
the Avernian and Stygian Railway, 
and the late Premier’s shade still 
takes in the Morning Post, how dis- 
gusted it must have been to read the 
talk about the Abyssinian captives. 
In the days when Griapstonz was 
till M.P. for Alma Mater, and be- 
fore Derzy, Disrazti, and Co. had 
become ultra-Radical Reformers, 
harm—nay, insult even—to a British 
subject was not allowed to pass un- 
atoned for even though the most 
powerful state in Europe was the 
offender. And now QuasHEr—not a King of the Cannibal Islands, 
but the leader of a band of nigger minstrels—is allowed to snap his 
fingérs at the nose of the British Lion, and keep British subjects in 
the most cruel and dégradiig captivity. What is to become of our 
prestige? Upon my word, I on’t know, unless wé turn to account 
that very commercial spirit which threatens it. Can’t some spirited 
promoter get up a Joint-Stock Company (Limited) for the Maintenance 
of the Dignity of Great Britain? 

I suppose one ought not to look a gift horse in the mouth. It may 
seem ungracious to estimate too nicely offerings, which are intended 
as honours, howéver small they may seem. Jat pira, dat poma, qui 
non habet alia dona! But still it does seem absurd that the Baltimore 
Female College should offer the degree of M.E.L.; or Mistress of 
English Literature, to the highly-gifted lady who is known to the 
world by the nom de plume of Grorek Ettor. She has won, in 4 field 
where honours are not lightly awarded to women, the title of Master 
of English Literature by the acclamation of the world; and after that 
trumpet-note of fame the penny whistle on the other side of the 
Atlantic does sound a little faint. I am so proud to think our age has 
produced such a genius, so jealous for her fame, that I cannot but 
express my dissatisfaction at the Baltimore business. Such an intel- 
lect is much too big to be approached in this way. The people of 
Stratford-on-Avon have as much right to expect to be knighted 
because SHAKESPFARE was born there, as Female Colleges have to be 
in any the most indirect manner trying to mix up Georce E trot's 
name with the petty squabbles about “‘ Woman’s Rights’’ and “the 
Intellectual Position of the Sex.” 

What odd things religious fanatics will do! Imagine the British 
and Foreign Bible Society presenting the Suttan with a handsomely- 
béurid Bible, translated into Turkish. What an outcry there would 
have been if the Pors had presented a Missal to the Prince of Wars 
when hé visited Rome! What would have been said if the Surrax 
had given the Queen a Koran! But fanatics will never see that fair 

lay is a jewel, anid always go on the principle of “heads, I win; 
tale, you lose.” They like the reciprocity to be all on their side. If the 
B. and F. B. S. wishes, by all means let it send missions to Turkey, 
but don’t let it take advantage of the SuLTan’s being our guest to 
offer him an insult. It’s like asking a man to dinner, and then, when 





- he’s going away, presenting him with a tract that implies that he is a 


robber, 4 drunkard, or a liar: it isn’t polite—it isn’t, really! 

I suppose it is out of compliment to the newly-enfranchised that 
Sm Ricnarp Mayne has selected this time to notify that, “ with a 
view to rendering the action of the Metropolitan police-force more 
efficient and combined, it has been determined to extend its military 
organization to battalion as well as divisional drill.” And yet people 
wonder that the police are unpopular! Of course they are; and will 
be more and more while the “military organization” is extended. 
Englishmen don’t like to be dragooned, and prefer civil force to mili- 
a by way of police. — 

ow that our young friends are home for the holidays, I will remind 
paterfamilias, in their interest, that the Holborn Amphitheatre will 
afford them—and him too, for that matter—a very pleasant evenifig’s 
entertainment. The horsemanship is much above the average, and 
the Danrezs are a great treat. The only improvement I can suggest 
in the entertainment is that Mr. Friis, the clown, should be funny. 

Act last of the Jamaica Committee. Their solicitors quietly request 
the Attorney-General to prosecute Govsrnor Errg=in other words, 
to cut the same ridiculous figure as the Committee had cnt already. 
In their letter to Str Joun Roxit, Messrs. SHazn and Roscon say, 





voL. VY. 
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“' We venture to send you with this a copy of the charge of the Lord 
Chief Justice in the case of Regina v. Nelson and Brand, as the latest 
and most complete authority upon the law involved in these proceed- 
ings.” To which replies Str Joun briefly, ‘‘ With the charge of the 
Lord Chief Justice to the jury in the case of Regina v. Nelson I was, 
of course, previously familiar.” Unless firms of solicitors are like 
corporations as defined by Sypnry Suitn, I should think Mussrs. 
Suazn and Roscoz are “sorry they spoke.’ They might as well 
write to the Arcunisnor of Canternvry on the Ritualist question and 
enclose a copy of the Catechism for his information. 

_ Oan any one tell me why it is that critics, whenever a bust or statue 
is put up, wrl/ say, “‘ Although modern costume has been éhosen, the 
sculptor has entirely overcome the difficulty of treating it?’ They're 
all saying this now about Woorner’s Connen, in the Abbéy. Of 
course it 18 the usual thing, no better or worse than 4 thousand Others. 





DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 23. 


TuHeEy’Rs out of his clutches at last, 
At least if the telegram’s true, 
Their time of captivity’s past, 
A time I don’t envy, do you? 





1. 


She always hated my maiden aunt 

I’ vé tried to lové her for long, but can’t ; 
My sweetheart’s fast and she goes the pace, 
And aunt she called het this to her face. 


2. 
A dark-hued nurse I had to watch my child, 
Of bland canoodling manners calm and mild ; 
Although sometimes the spirit of her race, 
Showed through the dusky eolour of her face 
8. 
Worn alike by lady and by knight, 
When in days of chivalry, the fight, 
Raged round the Queen of Beauty's throne, 
And the true knight knalt to one alone. 


4. 

He sings like an angel, at least so I've heard, 

In an opera of Gounon’s, I'll pledge you my word— 
6. 


That as soon as you've ’cutely discovered hia name, 
You'll try number five and declare it’s the same. 


6. 
If not this, I’ve heard Italians state, it 
Would be “ ben trovato’’—don’t translate it. 


fe 


It gave the sufferer release 

From pain, inducing perfect peace ; 

And now a very pleasant ey 

From tiny pipes will on you play. 
8. 


Oh! hideous convulsion my agonized frame 
Is torn like Dundreary’s at hearing thy name. 


Answer To Aorostic No. 21. 


8S Sew 

W Wife 

I Idea 

T Trout 

H Havannah 

U Unique 

N Nectar 
Corrgctr SéiuTion or Acsostic No. 21, neeziven 7tm Avevust :—" Peri." 
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‘s Here we go Up—up—ap!”’ 

Ir is reported that the present rage among our American cousins is 
for spending honeymoons in balloons. : 
wives into the upper atmosphete im the hope of their becoming Rarer- 
fied like the air, wé cannot say, but we should think it probable that 


the only safe time for 2 marri 





Whether husbands teke their | 


couple to go ballooning together must | 


be the honeymoon. Later in wedded life such 2 trip might be — 


dangerous, for there is always a chance of man and wife falling out. 
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AN AUNT-ICLIMAX. 


Husband :-—“ Weir, Mary, your AuNT TABITHA’S GONE AT LAST, POOR s0UL!” 
Wife :—“ Pook THING—OF COURSE YOU'LL GO TO THE FUNERAL, GEORGB, AS A MARK OF RESPECT—BESIDES, THE SCARF AND HATBAND 


WILL MAKE UP FOR BABY.”’ 


ECHOES. 


Tue hopes that I have seen depart 
My visions only can renew: 
Ah Siete freshness of the heart 
That fell upon me like a dew, 
Adieu! 


I flung my golden time away 
In dreams, and never felt it pass : 
I wake and find myself to-day 
A silly sentimental ass, 
Alas! 


The high desires of other days 
Are dead ;—Ambition’s reign is o’er : 
The heart that once beat high for praise 
Beats high (to quote a line o’ Moore) 
No more! 


Il suo Surrey-so. 


We understand that, in consequence of the expiration of the lease 
of the temporary hospital of St. Thomas, the old transpontine Zoo- 
logical Gardens are likely to be converted into something like their 
original state—only worse, because the part of the beasts is likely to 
be performed by human beings. In short, we are to have a Surrey 


Cremorne—and we are very surry to hear it! 


Literary Note. 
_ Ir we may judge from a peep into the Family Pen, we should be 
inclined to think it a pity that its author ever escaped from that mild 
durance; but he musn’t look sheepish, because we are of opinion that 
he is suited to live in and not by his pen. 


‘¢ Brave ’orts!” 


We learn from‘a scientific work sent us for review, that EckHARD 
agrees with Savory,* Crarx, and Scuuuz, that “ striated muscular 
fibre is not developed from cells, but from a nucleated: blastema.” We 
always thought so, because the agglomerated prevascular axidemosis 
of the periphrastic exagerosetic of the seriocardamomic crasistertiary 
endemyasis was consentaneous and thoroughly impervious under the 
antiphlogistic and phagedenic triasmus of the cochlearii dimidium 
sumendum. 


Women’s Swimmin’. 


Tue other day a Mr. McKenna, of Castletown, took two young 
ladies out for a sail. After returning to the pier, where he landed 
them, he fell into the water, and would have been drowned but for 
the fact that one of the ladies, who was an excellent swimmer, } umped 
in and saved him. If he is wise, Mr. McKenna will refrain from 
McKenna-nother excursion on the water till he has learned to swim 
like a duck—say, the particular duck who saved his life on this 
occasion. 


The Less-eps said the Soonest Mended. 

A GoLp medal has been awarded to M. pz Lessers by the jurors 
of the Paris Exhibition for his labours in the promotion of the Sue2 
Canal. It seems but a scant compliment to England, to confer this 
a on one who is doing all he can to give “the cut direct to 

n 


Note by our Naturalist. 
g home 


It is a fallacy to suppose that a fox is jubilant when carryin em 
a fat goose to his larder ; on the contrary, he never feels more * ¢0W 
in the mouth.” 
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HE end of the season is clearly approaching, 
They are quitting the Commons to fly to the Moors: 
The Row lacks its riding—the Ride lacks its coaching ; 
And folks are all planning their various tours. 
Last night the Vexe’s ball was— 
Which last one of all was— 
‘The Company small was, 
And Emity V. 
Was compelled to put up with— 
And go down to sup with— 
And drink Moselle cup with 
A poor chap like me! 




















Last week at her feet she’d a marquis, a viscount, 
A rich City merchant, a swell in the Guards : 
In their absence last night as a beau well might J count! 
When trumps are all out you must trust common cards. 
I’ve their country-house been to— Am 
And thought all serene too— ate cs 7 f 
But now they don’t mean to oN A ome 
Invite me, I see! Boi welt OT 
Once she called me by name—Mar ! 
But now laughs my flame at— 
She flies higher game at 
Does Emity V.! 


Ah, well! it’s no use to be sighing and moping ; 
To cry for the moon’s not a habit of mine! 
i shall pack up my traps and ere long shall be sloping 
To Norway or Spain—to the Alps or the Rhine. 
Forget Mitty’s gammon 
And worship of Mammon, 
In fishing for salmen 
Or stalking for stags, 
In toiling through passes, 
Or leaping crevasses, 
Or riding on asses 
O'er Rhinelandish crags 


And yet—I’m a fool! For wherever I wander 
I’m sure to remember the season’s last ball, 
On moments to ponder when Mitty seemed fonder. 
Her smile, and her voice and her touch I recall— 
EhP What's that? A letter— 
From Mitty! Id better 
Just burn it, forget her, 
And—what’s this I see ? 
“Dear Mar at the Grange’ll 
Be welcomed—the change’ll 
Be nice. There's an angel, se 
Do, come! Yours, E, V. 





- 
et LLL LL LLL LL 7 








SSR YF etree 


——— 





_—e= 


— i 


ES OO oe = 
—~ - 


Avaust 17, 1867, 





et re — —-- 





ee ae ae 








THE BISHOP AND THE BUSMAN.| 





let ee ~ we ews + 
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‘¢ His name is Hasn Baz Ben, 
And JepEp1axH too, 
This bus-directing Jew!” 


But though at first amused, 
Yet after seven years, 


| 
Ir was a Bishop bold, 
And London was his see, 
He was shert and stout and roundabout, 
| 


And Sotomon and ZasvLon— 
And zealous as could be. 
This Hebrew child got awful riled, 
It also was a Jow And busted into tears. 
Who drove a Putney bus— 
For flesh of swine however fine He really almost feared 
He did not care a cuss. To leave his poor abode, 
is home ens Maan Bis Bow His nose, and name, ond Tyan became | 
Lad Tanase bee, A byword on that road. | 
And Sotomoyw and Zasvion— At length he swore an oath, 
This irecting Jew. The reason he would know— | 
The Bishop said, said “‘T’ll call and see why ever he 
“ Til sec what Tt ne he 6 Does perseoute me so!” ! 
To Christianize and make you wise, The good old bishop sat | 
On his ancestral chair, 
| The busman came, sent up his nine, | 


You poor benighted Jew |” 
as And laid his grievance bare. 





l day 


Bo greet 
That rode outside, 
From Fulham town, both up and down, « Benighted Jew,” he said, | 


And loudly thas he cried :— 


* His name is Hasa Baz Bun, 
And Jepsp1ax too, 


(The good old bishop did) 
“ Be Christian, you, instead of Jew,— 
Become a Christian kid ! 


<a SSE <aeemnaenes 


And Sotomon and Zanvutoy— . , 
This bus-directing Jew!” **T'll ne’er annoy you more— — 
us-direc , You poor benighted Jew,” 

At first the busman snuteu, * Shall I be freed ?”’ “‘ You will, indeed!” 
And rather liked the fun— Then “ Done!”’ said he ** with you!” | 
46 cue The organ which, in man, | 
Eccentric oxo | Between the eyebrows grows | 
Fell from his face, and in its place, 

He found a Christian nose! 


His tangled Hebrew beard 
Which to his waist came down, 
Was now a pair of whiskers fair—- 
His name ApoiPxus Brown | 


ie w child he merely smfled 
| 


oom 





| 
vargas 
fo hawt he Babooern ee ee } ae 
He wedded in a year, 


” Be rare it oatly eae 
is race it shows, 
we os no nyo in. —_ or pork— wane prelates phahior Jase, 
erve, my friends, his nose! ’’ fore q air—hag auburn hair— 
: Hig wife ots from plain. 
' i 
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4S DRAWN BY NATIVE ARTISTS, 


THE LION 
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JOPKINS’S GHOST, 


AN IRREGULAR Batuap. 


OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


Tux four worthies who fi 
gure on the wrapper of Macmillan's Magazine 
ae boas pussled to account for the interest they have exeled 
io tae ca’ ey must have wondered what there was behind them 
a2 ie many fresh faces to bend over the ges they preface. It 
ot that there is a neat little essay on “The rophet of Culture,”’ in 




















bi 


Mo OUNG JOPKINS 
; dD was @ waiter, 
A Alt Fa A waiter good was 


a he! which Matruzw Arno. gets a few well earned ra 

y eaea o : on the knt 8. 
(; One . fae — or oa Me oe ve Koreas ‘* Silcote of Sileotes ” is so vividl y 
. r id. No! ecause the magazi i - ing 
yee Niagars : and After!" magazine contains a paper called “ Shooting 
did see. ast writer is grand old Tuomas Carty ez, the Philosopher of Chelsea 
He wore g suit of € man to whom so many of usowe so much. Past and Present ig 
ohn one of the best books one would give to a young man beginning tho 
From Berlin came struggle of life. Sartor Resartus—The French olution— Heroes and 
his glove; Hero Worship—there are many more in the Jist of noble books he has 
But he was quite un- written for us. But what about “ Shooting Niagara?’ Well, it really 
able pains us to write it down, but it is mere rant. Rant! But it is a 
To overcomo his | hing not to be laughed at—rather to be pondered over as showing how 

lave. a grand intellect may be thrown out of gear by a great sorrow. 


he long-promised Broadway is out. First numbers, as has been 
before remarked in these columns, are not fair things to judge from, 


He loved a i 7 
maid | and this is a first number. The best things in the magagine ara 


called Berry— 


A pleasing damsel " Dramatic Critics Criticised ’’ (we reserve the point of the proprict 
- ! g * | of naming the critics,) and “ Sve Fortune,” which is cepitel. Tho 
80 pretty— but co- leading story, “ Brakespeare,” promises to be full of stirring events. 
quette-y | Charmian” is musical, but not as deep as Mr. Bucmanan’s best 
He knew not what moods. The “ International ’” papers—an English writer on American 
to do! poetry, and an American writer on English stabilities—will, I suppose, 


answer their purpose. ‘Holland House” is mere inventory work. 
In “ Falling in Love” the writer has fallen into error. He doesn’t 
know his Tuackgray (why didn’t he avoid that inelegant “like Mx. 
TaacxeErayY did’’f). The Fotheringay did not marry ‘“‘ My Lord Pan,”’ 


But she to be his 
love 
Declaredshe would 


ot 8 
So oe hea or “My Lord” anybody. ‘In the Season”’ is a sparkling paper by 
ands Berlin! ® shrewd observer, though the disguises of some of the characters are, 
glove— perhaps, a trifle too thin, The turn-out of the whole magazine is 
In the Mulliga- good:—clear type in pleasantly-sized pages, and a telling cover, 
tawny sou augur well for Broadway. There are four illustrations, one from the 
. P- skilful pencil of Mr. Pasquizx, four pages full of Mr. Griset’s 


oddities, a view of Holland House, and a scene in the Park by G. B., 
who only wants a knowledge of drawing to be an artist. Altogether, 
the Broadway is a big sixpennyworth, and not a bad first number as 
first numbers go. 


He pined and grew so thin, he 
Was scarce fit for his post ; 

uike a ninny, he got skinny, 
And as pale as any ghost. 

His reckoning death was summing, 
And that reckoning was his last ; 
For though he still said, ‘‘Coming,”’ 

He was going very fast. 


Till one day on the table, 
Dead suddenly he drops ! 
They were able from a label 
To identify his copse ; 
For observing he was growing 
Much toe thin for folks to see 
He affixed a label, showing— 
(T wasn’t grammar)—“ ‘his ig me!”’ 





—— + - ~- —) 
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TURF CONTRADICTIONS. 


Don’'r put your faith in thoroughbreds— 
In luck they turn out crosses : 

For tips, tip up for tails or heads— 
Turf prophets all are losses. 

[If you’d shun frosts just note my rhyme 
Its warning don’t forget: 

Don't gamble, or you'll learn in time 
Miss-Fortune’s name is Ber. 


| 
| 
| 


Strange ! 

A PROVINCIAL paper the other day informed its readers that during 
the recent storm— 

Three fine horses which had been turned out to graze upon the land of Mr. John 
wart, of Newington, were struck by the electric fuid, and killed. On di-covering 
them soon after, one of them was ound to have been very severely injured. 

This extraordinary animal, we believe, came into ‘the hands of its 
present owner after the melancholy end of its original proprietor, who 
met with an accident by which he was killed on the spot, and died 


shortly afterwards ! 


But soon there was a talking 

That his ghost was seen at night, 
A-walking and a-stalking, 

An attenuated sprite ! 
But when the cock doth crow, 

t answers, “‘ Coming—coming!”’ 

Adding, “ Youths, be warned, and know 

The inconstancy of Wumming!” 


SS 
Ay A Query. 

a) Re ian of our acquaintance writes to inquire whether the 
| tof the showery season is called St. Swithin because he 
“ eng etin doors? ‘We think our friend is a little out, as well 

A Devout Wish. 


Min 4 Grymarry, spinster, aged forty,* on seeing it announced that 
Proposes,” 0” of the aymarket, is selling engravings called “Man 
Peseut a, she should like to have an impression of it in her 


— — 


A Decided Bore. 

A xew machine, invented by M. Picugr for the piercing of rocks, 
ig described as consisting of a steel ring thickly set with diamonds, 
which is made to rotate rapidly, being at the same time pressed against 
the surface it is intended to perforate. Our lady-readera will no 
doubt protest against such a misapplication of diamonds. We beg to 


—— 





the g 


strument known to housebreakers as the “ Gem-my.” 





Horrible, if True! | 

pem p implores us to memorialise the Cattle Plague Commis- 
ant Alpen-stock ae the following grounds. The well-known ‘ Spotted Dog 
: in the Strand hes been recently undergoing repairs, and our informant 


watt BaaRber is arrived at by doybling the age at which assures us that the animal has been painted in distemper. 


: 
ee ae 









@ TO Acuiovirunists.—The cattle disease has not yet 


she states sho bas 
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‘ugrgest that they may, if they wish, proceed against M. Pichet, on | 
ty round that he encourages burglaries by tius perfecting an in- | 
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OUR NATIONAL PORTRAIT GALLERY.—No, 2. CHARLES DICKENS. 


‘ ee nd BS 


LITTLE ADDRESSES TO BIG NAMES. 


Post in prose, 
How many a heart hath shaken off awhile 
Its weight of woes ; 
How many a tear hath melted in a smile— 
How many a selfish sigh and sorrow, 
Diverted from our own distress, 
Hath pow’r been given thee to borrow 
By very force of gentleness! 


Sam Weller, Pecksniff, Quilp, and Richard Swiveller, 
Are all before us where to choose a favourite. 

Sweet Nelly, and that grand-paternal driveller, 
Whose folly has a tender touch to flavour it. 

Uriah Heep, the sentimental sniveller, 
Whose name requires a sea of scents to savour it — 

The dental Carker, too, our soul’s abhorrence— 

Dear Captain Cuttle, Paul, and little Florence, 


Yes, well may one excuse us, 
With such a stock-in-trade upon our shelves, 

For laughing or for crying as you choose us, 
And quite forgetting all about ourselves. 

e picture, as we wander 

On sunn days about the Temple Garden, 

John Chester smiling at a window yonder, 
And then we dream of Hugh and Dolly Varden. 


For a moment of his f 
After knowing Peerybingle 
And his darling of a wife ? 
© can watch the coming coldly 
Of the merry Christmas times, 
That has followed Trotty boldly 
To the belfry and the chimes ? 


Who could think of stopping single 
ife 


leis 


We will not blame you if your pen is idle, 
Or goes to sleep on such a reputation ; 
The fault is Time's if Time has put a bridle 
Upon your fancy and imagination. 
We leave it for the critics to complain, | 
And say your early novels were the greater ones ; 
But, as you cannot give us those again, 
We wish to see the /atest of your later ones. 


———SS 
Door, e mi, fa, sol, etc. 


Tue gentleman who inserted the following advertisement in the 
Times the other day must have strange tastes and habits:— = A 

BED ROOM WANTED, a little way out of town, with breakfast pee pote 
A Sundays. Folding-Joors preferred, as the gentleman would ta . an the piane- 
occasionally. The advertiser would like to hear a little enered wane - Apply, by 
forte before we . — From 2ls. to 30s. will be paid weekly 
letter only, to Mr. A. G., &e. . me 
Thank goodness we are not Mr. A. G.’s friend * me yg ho 
occasionally on Sundays when he prefers folding- oe own front 
Is he any relation to the voracious party who bolte ms music bas 
door every night of his life? However, it “< r he wishes t0 
charms to soothe his savage and peculiar appetite, r est. But is it 
have a few sacred tunes played to him ere he retires to ao to thirty 
not rather too much to expect to pay only from ot de his landlo 
shillings a week for such unusual requirements—un those who wish 
is permitted to take money at the folding-doors from 


to see them eaten ? 





Good Skewer-ity- 


mns of a 
Tue Court Journal gives an announcement from, te a are told 
paper published in our north-western colony. ms Mp. ——>.4 
that sermons will be preached on a certain evening > .d darts into 
butcher from Notting-hill, whose words sink like — oe Skewers 
the souls of his hearers,’”’ Surely there is a om ne the rhetoric 
with tips hardened by burning, must be intended ¢ 


weapons of the beatified butcher. 
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DITES LUI! 


“Pires vi,” a trifle from La Grande Duchesse, 

I seem to hear the matchless ScHNEIDER singing, 
Flinging one fancies which I’d dare express, 

If cloaks of OrprENBACH were round me clinging ; 
If I could sit again in cosy stall, 

Round me a sea of girls, and music swelling, 
Sweet fascination’s wand would on me fall, 

And this is what I think one would be telling. 


“Dites lui!”’ if he would think to win my hand, 
To bring me powder for my face, and washes, 
For either fore-arm a dead golden band, 
And be prepared for kettle-drums and squashes. 
Bid him remember I don’t care a rap 
If women sigh and clever people féte him, 
For so that I may guard against mishap, 
[ll ruin him and after that I’ll hate him.” 


_ ‘* Dites lui,” another with simplicity, 

Would lisp in tones as mild as bread and butter, 
‘I’ve only just left boarding-school and I 

Have got ideas ’twere far best not to utter. 
My head is full of poems and romance, | 

My mind diseased with Ouida’s beoks and folly, | 
No man I tolerate if he can’t dance, 

Unless his whiskers curl he can’t be jolly.” 


‘* Dites lui,’’ another with a horsey air, 

Brazen of face, in grating tones would bellow, 
**T’ll wait awhile'to hear if he can swear, 

Before I say if he’s a plucky fellow. 
If he can box, and bet, and chaff and slang, 

Drink brandy, smoke a pipe, and as to running, 
If he can beat young Teppy Mi11s or Lane, 

‘Why then upon my word he must be stunning.”’ 


** Dites lui,” a fourth with disagreeable lips 
Would sneer in tones sarcastic and unpleasant, 

“That men are all alike, some take to ‘ nips,’ 
Some centre their existence in a pheasant: 

Why should we slave? and why are women weak 
Enough to toil for merely fellow-creatures ? 

What can they do that we can’t? Let them speak 
Or hide for ever their diminished features !”’ 


‘* Dites lui,” the last and very far the best 
Would sigh in tones as sweet as virgin honey, 
**T’m but a poor, weak woman,—for the rest 
I love him—for himself alone, not money ; 
Dites lui— but when you tell him, whisper low 
How I have watched the dangers that surround him; 
Dites lui—he’s full of faults, but then you know 
Tis easier to cure them, now I’ve found them 


? 
. 


A Brute’s Opinions. 

THERE are complaints from the Natal Caffres that they cannot 
purchase wives, owing to the rise of prices in the matrimonial market. 
Formerly they could purchase wives at ten cows a-head—a superior 
article only costing fifteen. Now, twenty cows are the minimum cost. 
A married friend of ours is of opinion that this prohibitive price is a 
blessing that the untutored savage ought to recognise. He says he 
wouldn’t give one cow for a wife, but would gladly hand over a 
herd of cattle to anybody who would get rid of the one he has. 


Not quite so Black as they are Painted. 


We believe there is no foundation for the report that the late 
Jamaica Committee has revived, and that it is taking steps to prosecute 
Lorp Sranuzy if he takes any steps to persecute or threaten that 
amiable and Christian black, the Emrgror of Anysstnta. We would, 
however, suggest that the gentlemen forming the Committee in ques- 
tion, who were so hard upon GoveRNOR eres § policy, should be sent 
out to see what an easy task it is to deal with rebellious and blood- 
thirsty blacks. Now, then, Gentlemen of the Jamaica Committee, 
which of you will go as envoy to the benignant Tueoporus? Don't 


all speak at once! 





66 H.” 


Pgorte troubled with disease of the respiratory organs are sent to 
Ems. Could not those who suffer from defective aspiration be sent to 


Aitches—if there be such a spot. 


Wuart is the secret of Mr. Ropert CHAMBERS’S success P—He has 
always worked with a “ WILL.” 


OOOO ew 





WOULDN'T I WASH THE BOTTLE OUT AFORE I PUTT THE BEER IN? 





BUN. 245 
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COMPLETELY BOTTLED. 


Scene.—An Trish inn. 





Traveller (who has ordered bottled beer) :—“ THI8s BEER IS VERY warm, 


WAITER!” 
Waiter (with an air of conscious virtue):—“ Sure, YER HONOUR, AND 


“99 





oushers te Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accompanied 
by a stamped and directed envelope.]} 

S. J. L. (Bristol.)—You are not too presumptuous when yon *¢ presume 
that the following is not up to the standard of excellence looked for in our 
columns.’’ As Shakespeare says, or rather doesn’t say— 

** Thou wretched, rash’’—presumptuous party—‘ farewell.”’ 
We cannot ‘‘ take thee for thy betters.” 

A CORRESPONDENT (whose envelope bears the official stamp of the Court 
of Bankruptcy) sends usa joke about “‘ property.’’ Of course people are 
accustomed to trifle with property there, but we can’t award him a first-class 
certificate. 

MAXWELL (Belfast).— What does the bard remark ? 

** Maxwell— brays are not bonny.’’ 

a R. (Moorgate-street).— We cannot waste time or space on mere mis- 
prints. 

C. M. (Bloomsbury).—We should be glad to encourage you, if we 
thought it would do you, or us, any . 

H. W. C. (Terrace, Worcester).—No, thank you. 

An Anxious MoTHEeR.—We never heard of such a place. 

J. W. H. (East Sheen).—The ideas are good, but the execution isn't. 

R. H. (Lowestoft).—We may be able to make something out of the 
suggestion, for which thanks. 

Declined with thanks:—W. G. W.; F. K., Edinburgh; J. H. McK. ; 
J. T., Penzance; B.; H. E. H., Jersey; D.; I. ©.; J.L., Liverpool 5 
P. F. D., Sheffield; Peter Q.; R. M.; C. F. C., Brighton; how 
F. G. H. (H. R.); W. R. B.; R. M., Hercules-buildings; ’ ’ 
’Ackney; Stiggins, Bishop’s Waltham; J. 8.; D. F., Dalston; Photo- 
ro" A Wren; Crab : ds d, F., Blairgowrie ; Mister Brown; 
J. W., Liverpool; Horseshoe; H. P.; W. G. T., Deptford. 
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THE JOLLY MARINER. 
A Letrer rrom Tuomas To unis Wire Mo tty. 


Dear Orv Gat,—When I think of you and of the time when we 
fuet parted at Wapping Old Stairs, I do somehow wish either as we 
hadn't a been married, or else as I'd turned to anything except a 
seafarin’ life afore we met, for it stands to reason, dont you see, that 
a sailor ain't no sort o' business to take a wife and have young fry 
about him when he comes ashore—bless their little hearts, how I long 
to see 'em all three—or four, which is it? Now I’m off on another 
tack and must get into my course agin. What was I a-sayin’ of? 
Oh, sailors don't ought to marry, that’s my argyment, seein’ that while 
times is altered for everybody else, there don't seem to be no partickler 
alteration for us—leastways not in the merchant service, as we often 
say it's a dog's life without a dog's rations, when you've got a captai 
as thinks o' nothing but how to save expenses for his owner, an 
owners as looks to the captain to get a crew and make the v’yage on 
the cheap. It ain’t as I'm a goin’ to begin to be a grumbler at this 
time o’ day, Mott, nor yet as I think the times was better in the old 
wars that l've heard tell of when them as set foot ashore at Wapping 
sent off there and then for a fiddler, and ate, as I've heard tell, bani 
notes between bread-and-butter, and fried their watches. That was 
what was called jollity in them times, and if a few racketty chaps 
lands now and gets to the drink and makes away with their pay, that's 
what's called jollity now. The times is changed, but not the way 
that people looks at the sailors. We're all supposed to be jolly, bless 
you, and mayhap we be so, but it’s only by short spells and while the 
money lasts—then, up to America-square and ship again—outward 
bound ; and sing heave ho for another year or more after a month at 
home, and robbed of éverything but the very rig that you stand 
upright in ‘ Why. there's one of my mates aboard here 4s his wife and 
two young ‘uns lives only about sixteen mile in the country, and he’s 
never been to see hier for two voyages, and for why? When we get 
ashore we must wait and hang about before we get our pay, and then 
there's the pub'ic house and the lodgin’ and what not, where we're in 
debt, and some of us get the dtink ahoard, and a week 6f more goes 
by before wé can touch our pay. Moré than that, there's always a 
ehoal of land-sharks a-waitin’ for Jack directly he warps the shi 
into dock, and a@foré he sets a foot on shore, they're down upon hirh, 


ee, 
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Touts and Jews and women as I won’t name to you, Morty, as we've 
been ever true to one another, and the poor fellows are all behind the 
lighter and deep in debt before ever they know what’s ‘come to ‘em. 
Why, there’s a man a-writin’ a letter opposite to me now—we v6 
turned a chest topsy-turvy and it makes a table good enough for the 
like of us—he’s a single chap, and as good a seaman as ever stepped, 
and he ain’t seen no further than the top of the Minories one way, and 
Shadwell Basin another way, for four years that he’s been beatin’ about 
alloverthe world. Once he gets asbore he has to wait and wait for his 
pay till the sharks that looks after us sailors get him in their debt for 
pretty well all the lot, and hé’s ended every time with having to get 
his advance notes cashed for a new rig. Theré ain't more reckless 
chaps than us going, they say, and perhaps it’s true, but what's made 
us soP Ye the man that’s alwars at sea to be cast away ashore 
without a heélpin’ hand? Talk about life- boats; Mor, to save crews 
from the wrecks afloat! ‘There’s life-boats and good, honest créws of 


landsmen wanted to save us as are left to drift ashore without chart or | 
compass and with one rudder carried away through our ignorance of | 


ee 
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the shoals. No wonder that sailors o’ the steady sort smiles to them- — 


selves when they hear talk o’ jollity. There ain’t more melancholy 
men goin’ than some of our merchant service, and why? They ve 
nothing to look forward to. 
song says :— 
' “ The London Docks, 

Where we shall meet the girls in flocks; 

Ove to thé other they do say, 

Here comes Jack with his two years’ pay; 

For he is homeward bound.”’ 


I didn’t ought to be talkin’ to you like this, Motty; but you see our 
poor fellows know what's waitin’ for ’em, but they’re io a trap pt 
can’t get quit of Tower-hill, and Ratcliff, and the Docks, till the dec 
bell rings ’em aboard again for another voyage. This wouldn t he - 
bad, Mo tty, if there was more Suilors’ Homes; and more particklerly 
if there was homes for the wives and thé young ‘uns, where cic 
could easy pay their way, and the lass as Joves a sailor could live lke 
an honest woman and wait respectable till her husband come from &¢& 
a ught home bis pay faithful like your own : 

BP reg eae eee : Tom wishes to do if the 


owners and captain will only let him. 


> 


Land ho! means as the old foke’sle | 
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BABETTE’S LOVE. 


BasETTE she was a fisher gal, 
With jupon striped and cap in crimps, 
She passed her days inside the Halle, 
Or collaring of little shrimps. 
Yet she was sweet as flowers in May, 
With no professional bouquet. 


JAcoT was, of the Customs bold, 
: An officer, at gay Boulogne, 
He loved Basetre—his love he told 
And sighed, ‘Oh, soyez vous ma own!” 
But “‘ Non!”’ said she, “‘ Jacot, my pet, 
Vous étes trop scraggy pour Banertte. 





‘‘ Of one alone I nightly dream, 
An able mariner is he, 

And gaily, serves the Gen’ral Steam- 
Boat Navigation Companee. 

I'll marry him, if he but will— 

His name, I rather think, is Brit. 


‘‘ T see him when he’s not aware, 
Upon our hospitable coast, 
Reclining with an easy air, 
Upon the port against a post, 
A-thinking of, I'll dare to say, 
RR 


His native Chelsea far away !”’ 





“Oh, mon!”’ exclaimed the Customs bold, 
‘* Mes yeux !”’ he said, which means, “my eye!”’ 
«< Oh, chére!”’ he also cried, I’m told, 
‘* Par Jove,” he added with a sigh. 
“Oh, mon! oh, chére! mes yeux! par Jove! 
Je n’aime pas cet enticing cove! 


The Panther’s Captain stood hard by, 
He was a man of morals strict, 
If ere a sailor winked hiseye, + 
Straightway he had that sailor licked. 
Mast-headed all (such was his code) 
Who dashed or jiggered, blessed or blowed. 


He wept to think a tar of his, 
Should lean so gracefully on posts, 
He sighed and sobbed to think of this, 
On foreign, French, and friendly coasts. 
‘‘Tts human natur, p’raps—if so, 
- Oh, isn’t human natur low!” 


He called his Brit, who pulled his curl, 
He said, “‘ My Bit, I understand 
You've captivated some young gurl 
On this here French and foreign land. 
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Her tender heart your beauties jor— 
They do, you know they do, you dog! 


** You have a graceful way I learn | 
Of leaning airily on posts, i 
By which you've been and caused to burn, 
A tender flame on these here coasts. 
A fisher gurl, I much regret,— 
Her age, sixteen—her name, Banette. 


‘You'll marry her, you gentle tar— 

Your union I myself will bless, 
And when you matrimonied are, 

I will appoint her stewardess.”’ 
But Wixuiam hitched himself and sighed, a 
And cleared his throat and thus replied :— 


“Not so! Unless you're fond of strife, 
You'd better mind your own affairs, 
I have an able-bodied wife 
Awaiting me at Wapping Stairs, 
If all this here to her I tell, 
She’ll larrup me and you as well! 


“Skin-deep, and valued at a pin, : 
Is beauty such as Vexus owns— ; 
Her beauty is beneath her skin, 
And lies in Jayers on her bones. 
Tn face, I'm told, she’s thought by some 
Not unlike Mister Wrippicoms.”’ ! 


ae 





*“Oho!"’ the Captain said, “I see! 
And is she then so very strong?” 

‘**She’d take your honour’s scruff,” said he, 
*‘ And pitch you over to Bolong!”’ 

‘I pardon you,’’ the Captain said, 

“The fair Banette you needn't wed.”’ 


Perhaps the Customs had his will, 
And coaxed the scornful girl to wed, 
Perhaps the Captain and his Bixt, 
And Witu1am’s little wife are dead ; 
Or p’raps they’re all alive and well: 
I cannot, cannot, cannot tell. 
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Coton Tall 


By Toe SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 
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ELCOME indeed must the 
whitebait have proved to 
the weary Ministers last 
Wednesday! Their fishy 
proceedings during the 
Session had earned the 
fishy recognition. When 
they remembered how 
they came to be partakers 
of the banquet last year, 
they must have felt very 
unsafe until the little crisp 
fishets were crunched be- 
tween their teeth. Last 
year the banquet was 
spread far the Liberal 
Ministry, but Dr. Resig- 
nation #tept in just as 
the Governors of British 
Barataria were sitting 
down, and with a wave of 
his.rod disappointed them 
of ‘their dinner. To be 
sure, it i¢late inthe season, 
and whitebait have con- 
siderably enlarged —like 
the ‘Tories’ views — but 
these who were to eat 
them had swallowed some 
bigger things during the 
Session. And no doubt 
they did mot enjoy their 
whitebait the worse for 


i 3 MV} 
having got rid of their 


bete noir, Reform. 


I hope nobody omitted to read the particulars of an inquest held 
the other day at Bethnal-green on the body of a pauper named 
Rosomonp, who had, with the contumacious ingratitude usual to the 
pauper, been impertinent enough to die from cold and exposure, to 
which he was considerately subjected by the Superintendent of Labour 
at the Bethnal-green Workhouse. The official, when reprimanded for 
compelling an old man of seventy-six (who, by the doctor’s orders was 
to be exempt from hard labour) to work in the wet and cold, very 
nobly threw up his appointment; and then the Board—also very 
nobly—gave him “ testimonials”” to enable him to carry his gentle 
system out in other quarters! A bad case, from beginning to end! 
And what does Mr. Haxupy gay to it? Well, I suppose he is off 
shooting somewhere; but then one can’t help recalling his lavish 
promises when he entered on offiee. Where are the improvements 
and alterations in our Poor Law Administration which he promised 
us? Gone to form pavement “in another place,” as they say in the 
House! Well, if the Reformed Parliament will only re-organise our 
Poor Law system, I will readily forgive it the alarm it has caused in 
the bosom of the Philosopher of Chelsea, the tears. it has wrung from 
Mx. Watpote, and the amonnt of frothy oratory it has cost us in 
Hyde-park and the Palace of Westminster. 

Orissa is a long way off, and its inhabitants are a lot ot wretched 
Hindoos—that’s the general feeling about it. But when seven hun- 
dred thousand people are starved to death, whether wretched Hindoos 
or not, and no matter how far off, one does feel a little uncomfortable, 
and begins to ask who is responsible for the deaths. Well, first of all 
there’s a Board of Revenue, and then there's Sir Crcit Beapon, and 
then there's Mr. Ravensyaw—and so the blame gets shifted and 
sifted. But the real fault lies in the redtape system we have adopted 
in India. It is strange that with our experience of its working at 
home, we should venture to try it in remote dominions. Here in 
England we are not always in time to prevent it from strangling the 
victims whomeit gets into its toils, so of course in distant places it is as 
destructive as the fabulous dragons, devouring whole nations, with 
their flocks and herds. There ought to have been something done for 
India this session; but what do our senators care for Hindoos—ain’t 
there the Moors waiting them ?—or what is the decimation of starving 
blacks to compare with the ravages committed by the grouse-disease ? 
So the Indian question is hung up with the Speaker’s three-cornered 
hat, and the mace, and the silver wine-label worn by the gentleman 
who keeps the Speaker’s gallery in order and looks like a decanter. 

The Concerts at the Agricultural Hall have been a very great suc- 
cess. During the recent hot weather, I should fancy the Islington 
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building was the coolest place of entertainment in all London. It hes 
one disadvantage in common with the Crystal Palace—it is a little to 
big for solo music. ‘There has, however, been a good selection both of 
music and artistes, and the place has been crowded. During the hot 
weather there has been a rush on the refreshment bar for coo] 
drinks, and I am confidently informed that a whole iceberg has been 
chartered each night for the Hall, and has disappeared im the course 
of a few hours. The programme has been judiciously varied from 
time to time, and new artistes are being constantly brought forward. 
Among the latest is Miss Resecca Isaacs, who will doubtless be wel- 
comed. 

I have received Routledge’s Magazine for Boys for August. A capital 
number, without anything from Mr. Ross's pencil—that is, if it is a 
pencil—and with a humorous illustration of the first of a series of 
historical burlesques, intended, I suppose, to give our boys an un- 
usually thorough knowledge of history—or should I say thoroughly 
unusual? I can’t help wishing the writer of the burlesque had taken 





more pains to supply the lads with a model of correct versification. 


An excellent English Dictionary by NutTTAtu reaches me from the same 
publishers, and a book called Life Among the Squirrels, the illustra- 


tions by M. Griszt, and very spirited. I havn't read the story for 


it is rather long—perhaps too long for a child's book, and perhaps too 
“goody ;”’ but it may improve on acquaintance. 

Mr. Cuartes Warkins, of 40, Charing-cross, has lost no time in 
levelling his camera at the celebrities of the day. I have before me 


as I write a series of admirable photographs of Mr. Hermann Vezin 


in Zhe Man o’ Airlie. The one which represents Harebell in the last 


act reflects credit on operator and subject—the latter for his clever 
assumption of character and expression, the former for clearness and 


cleanness. The photos are “ untouched”’—a great advantage! Too 


many photographers stipple and niggle over their cartes, and then in 

a short time either the paint or the photo fades, aud blots and blurs 

stand confessed. A word to the wise :—Always hold your photographs 

up and look along the glazed surface against the light ; it any rough 

— show the brush has been at work, sooner or later there will be a 
efect. 





THE SENSES. 
By an INVALID. 


Wiru ardent love, though humble, 
Art’s treasures I exalt : 

Impasto, stipple, scumble, 
Brewn madder, ochre, smalt, 

But now by Fate’s harsh strictures, 
Debarred from all I sigh— 

You can’t see much.of pictures 
With leeches on your eye. 


I love my country’s writings, 
The novelist’s wild tales, 
The essayist’s inditings, 
‘ The poet's tender wails ; 
o read ’twere useless trying— 
I cannot hear them read, . 
There are, as here I’m lying, 
Such noises in my head. 


For music I’ve a passion— 
Mozart and Bacu and Spronr, 
For Gounop (who's the fashion) 
And twenty thousand more. 
But yet—just now, precisely— 
Unpleasant do I fird ’em, 
For ears won't listen nicely 
With blisters stuck behind ‘em! 


I love the taste of peaches, 
Of grapes adust with bloom, 
For, ah, their flavour reaches 
The palate like perfume ! 
But now? Don’t bring me themorI 
Shall scream! There’s nought can spoil 
One’s palate like the memory 
Of—ugh !—cod liver oil! 





Order! Order! 


| 


| 
| 
| 


Ovr ill-natured friend SNaR”EYow describes the front of a certain | 


large West-End Theatre as the order-torium. 





Not to be Blown On. 
Joint occupiers :—the flies. 


—ewr 
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FUN. © a 


general public’s eagerness to stand treat to the celebrated Mr. Nicno- 
Las, which I have had the name put con us-on my little travelling 
trunk, my expenses hitherto in ready cash have been far more moderate 
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SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


NicwHoLas AT THe Seas. 































o> ete 


Tue Currrs or Atnron, { tham what you would —=s 
My DEAR YounG Farenp,—You will see by the above address as I It is time for to go sit down in a chair on the Parade, for to get 
an appetite, NicHoLas. 


have begun for to take my holidays, feeling sure as you would wish me 
for to do-so about this period, although, from feelings of delicacy to- 
wards the other contributors, you have nobly abstained from telling 
| mo so to my face. Between ourselves, it was high time as I gave 
| myself alittle rest.and recreation. The cares of business—the con- 
| 





DOUBLE ACROQSTIC. | 
No. 24, | 


It has gone-with each duty and pleasure, 
And freed both the Commons and Lords, 

The blest month of August some leisure, 
To statesmen exhausted affords. 

It’s gone, like an opera’s ending— 
The last notes have faded away : 

On Whitebait at Greenwich descending, 
The ministers went in array. 

It's gone in a flurry and bustle, 
The Row is deserted and bare ; 

And leaders, like Denny and Rvussstt, 
Grow young in the fresh country air. 


stant anxiety connected with the management of so great a concern, 
and I may even say so vast an Emporium, as the Repository —not to 
mention me being up awfully late of a night, and perhaps partaking of 
a little more sherry wine than what is good for me—these circum- 
stamces, Sir, have been wearing away of the Old Man to the shadow of 
bis former self. 

You having kindly allowed me for to draw some of my wages in 
advance, I was free to choose my place of rest, and Bradshaw was my 
guide. (See Miiron’s “Parodies Lost.’’) 

To the everlasting honour of human nature, the Prophet had received 
several pres*ing invitations for the autumn ; as for instance, if Mzssxs. 
Jupp awp Gass will kindly put it into a tabular form, like a correct 


card, so for to speak :— 





ee 





1, 





| OBJECTION. 








| ' 
NATURE OF 
| INVITATION. INVITATOR. OBJECT. He couldn't get this, and while trying to find it, 
| A great cloud rose up and the star hid behiad it. 
2. j 

Scotch. His Grace. | Grouse. | Legs. ar o” . 
Welsh. Sir Watkin. | Mountains. Wind. — «dll sda gece 5 PO | 
Freneh. L’Emperoor.) L’Exposishon. Been. Can feel ie the d as the a one, 
Norfolkshire. | HUR.H. Partridge-birds. | Stale. oun She desert within thew, - | 

Which only the wretched have known. 
ee S : ; So wrote Rozerr Lytron aforetima, 

There was likewise my old impostor of a Relative, which after The sentiments sweetly his own 
having lured me into Retail Trade, had still the cool impudence fer to ; y ; | 
declare as he would “give me another chance, if I would come down 3. 
and have a quict week at his suburban willa.”” Him and his willa be An Frisk poetiin melodious la 
blowed! JZ know what that means; it means early hours, it means Gave ber what seems to me like fulsome praise, 
him locking up the cellarette, it means Nicnotas-mever having that ‘ 


He'd robbed the till, his master’s plate he bagged, 
And then took this, but in the end got lagged. 


5. 
Emblem of Britain in Latin, right soon 
You'll guess it, remember a stunning cartoon. 
6 


Ab! hapless island, when will all be right 
With.thee, when parties here have ceased to fight ? 


a 


final tumbler, or so, which is essential to an Old Mian’s health at the 
Prophet's period. 

All things considered, the Aged One thought as he could not do 
better than move, by easy stages, from one fashionable maritime resort 
to another, taking care, wherever he went, for to upliold the honour 
of the New Serious as your Confidential Representative and Spurtive 

; Editor. 

This, Sir, I have nobly done. 

At Brighton, in the coffee-room of the best hotel, an aged nobleman 
—for such he have since proved to be—was observed to be nodding 
over your last number. Between ourselves, this was only natural, as 
the number was without the usual contgs#bation from Nienotas ; but 


Answer To Ackostie No. 22. 
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still, Sir, as one of the staff, I was not ageing for tostand it. I sat 
down, directly opposite; I took another number from my pocket; I H Heat T 
read it, laughing ostentatiously. It was rather late. The old Noble- E Kuow Ww 
man must have been a-drinking, for he gave me aseornful glance, and A Ale E 
moved away. I called a waiter. “Queer old cock, that!’’ says I. .  Teetotal L 
‘«‘ Hush, Sir,” says he, “it’s Lord .” “ Lord-or no Lord,” says I, H Half F 
“T’d knock his ugly old head off for two pins!’ Amd so I would, Sir, E Eat T 
BR Rajah H 
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in Virtue’s Cause; but hearing as he had a family, and was not par- 
i well off, I let him slink away. 
ee when I arrived, I found that the periodical was re- 
spected; and which it stands to reason as it must have been respeeted 
still more so on my departure. Between ourselves, I think as it iv 
very likely a completely new system of Hotel Reform may have been 
inaugurated by your Sportive Editor ; for instead of paying their bills 
on the spot and without a murmur, which would only encourage ex- 


Conzgcr Sotustoxs or Acnosric No. 22, gecerven lire Avovsr :—Kiss Polly 
Twice ; Seautontimourumenos ; J. K.; R. O. ¥.; Prin and Pirs; J.P. W.; 
T. B. bor; BR. W.A.; Merry Andrew; Paravassa; Pet and Nelly; Cigarette; Old 
Trafford; Varney the V.; Knurr and Spell; Cherry; Chos¢ and Mamie; Breakside | 
and Hamish; R. B. H., N. Shields; Petiein; Polar; Polar Bear; Job; O. K., 
Brighton; Ynyslwyd; W.A.N.; Annie G. J.; ** Brains, Sir’; Betsy H ; B.H.; 
Masbed Turnips; Kuby; W. C. B. O.; + any Salt Hill; “Don’t be Pert”; 
Tayport; J. A. W., Croyton; Valentine; Hvldfast; Caterham; and Twickenham, 
whe sends am answer in verse, of wich the last couplet must earn immortality :— 
** So hey for the Aeather, ’mid which on the Tiwe//th 


* toe . 
; 2 See RE a 


_ refreshment without its hurting you. 


tortion, I told every landlord as he had better send his bill to the 
Office, ’ Number Eighty, Fleet-street, London, E.C., where you, my 
dear young Friend, will have an opportunity of seeing them, of com- 
paring them, and of bringing the matter before the public mind in 


such case as you should consider any of them exorbitant. _ 

One charge, however, certainly requires a little explanation, or else 
might seem excessive. You will find, in the Brighton accounts, one 
where it says “ Bed, 5s.; Attendance, 2s.; Brandy-and water, 78s ""— 


in all, Sir, amounting-to £4 5s. 0d. Do not imagine, my dear young 
Friend, as those seventy-eight tumblers were ad/ consumed by 
Niewotas. There were six of us, as had all been over to the Races ; 
and when you divide by six, especially considering the heat of the 
weather, I am still in hopes as you will not think I had too much. 

The best of sea-air is that you can take almost any quantity of 





I will write you again, if I am in want of money; but what with 
the system of Hotel Reform which I have adopted, and what with the 


I mean, please the pigs, to be walking myselith.” 





Latest from Abyssinia. 
Tue papers, the other day, noticing the arrival of the Dalhousie, 


said— 
“ She reports—‘ Captives cut off from the Emperor.’ ” 


We hope they are all right—they have been waiting for an opportunity 
to cut off for a lopg time past. 


A Precious Sight! 
Tue Brompton Boilers are about to be removed to the East-Mnd 


of London, where, says a contemporary, “a site has been provided ” 
for a local museum. There was no occasion for such a provision, the 


Boilers, as every one knows, are simply un-site-ly. | 











SE 


to cut him down and try to 





FUN. 


Con Spirito. 


A Hint for Critics. 
Wuen an author gibbets himself as an ignorant and pretentious 


muff, what is the use of cutting him up? It would be more humane 
sede him to his senses. 


particular spirit Sau(a) volatile ? 


Un-wise Saws 
and Modern In- | 
stances. 


Tse Sawgrinders 
Union at Sheffield | 
have struck another | 
blow at the Union | 
system. At a meeting | 
held the other day, 
it was determined to 
stand by CrooKxgs 
and Broapueap. The 
Society would not | 
make “victims” of 
them—we suppose it 
is rather tired of 
making victims!—but 
will stand by them 
as men who took on 
themselves to “risk 
their lives and li- | 
berties’’—not to men- | 
tion those of other 
people—“ for what 
they believed to be 
the good of the in- 
stitution.” We feel 
sure all the other 
Unions in England 
will take prompt steps | | 
to sever their con- | 
nection with these | | 
self-branded Carns of | 
Sheffield. iT 















The Reason 
Why. 

Tue political op- 
ponents of the Presi- 
dent of the Reform 
League frequently 
question the accuracy 
of that gentleman’s 
statements. This is 
not to be wondered 
at: Bgaue’s name has 
long, in London, been 
associated with a 
CRAMMER. 
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A Regular Do. 


“Tue report that ’ 
the island of St. | 
Thomas has been sold 
to the United States | 
through SENATOR | 
DoouitTtLte is) sun- 
founded,” says a con- 
temporary. We may 
add, that there is no 
truth in the rumour 
that the negotiations 
for the sale were con- 
ducted by Senator | 
Doo.trr.e and Lorp | 
Do-NoUGH-MORE. | 


HOD, RATHER! 


, rrate Bricklayer (who has taken offence at some remark of Pat's) :—“ You s1st COME DOWN 
ERE, AN’ I’LL BLACK YER TWO EYES FOR YE!”’ 
Pat (on the ladder) :—“ Fartu, THIN, ME FRIND, YE’RE KIND INDADE; BUT IT WOULDN’T BE 





A Dray Svussecr.— 


“The other eye.” COMIN’ DOWN I’p BE IF YE OFFERED ME (twice as much !” 
Tempus Few-get. | A Song of the Session. | 
Wuar is the common object “The Reform Bill now only awaits the Queen's assent.’’"— Vide Papers. 


When the Session opened 

They dreamt of no such scene: 
Was not that a pretty dish 

To set before the QueEN? 


which members on both sides; SinG a song of Sixty-sev 

. . en, 
the House speak against session | And politics poonn 
after session without coming to a | Four-and-twenty Whiglings 
division f—Time. Baked in a pie. 
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An admirer of the Daily Telegraph chronicler of the French Exhi- 
bition declares that his articles are written with great spirit. 


Is the 


Another Reform 
Bill Wanted. 


THERE is an ad. 
mirable article in the 
Laboratory on * Pro. 
fessional Immorali- 
ties,” which we can 
commend to social 
reformers. We all 
know how contradic- 
tory, uncertain, and 
unsatisfactory,. as a 
rule, is chemical evi- 
dence. Analytical che- 
mists are called as 
witnesses on questions 
of life and death, and 
make themselves and 
science ridiculous, by 
their reconcileabletes- 
timony they give. 
Analytical chemists, 
likeexpertsin writing, 
can always be found 
to support both sides. 
The remedy is, says 
the Laboratory, to have 
thorough examina- 
tions, to be passed 
after due training by 
candidates, who shall 
then receive a certi- 
ficate of fitness, with- 
out which no analyst 
should be allowed to 
practise. The blot is 
patent, the remedy 
simple; but unfor- 
tunately those are ex- 
actly the two strongest 
reasons one can have 
for concluding that 
nothing will be done 
in the matter. 





Up Another 
Street. 


Tux Committee ap- 
pointed to report on 
the designs for the 
new Law Courts com- 
mend Mr. Srrset's 
ground - plan, while 
they strongly disap- 
prove of his elevation. 
And quite right, too ; 
we are only surprised 
that a gentleman 
who stands so high in 
the profession as Mr. 
Srreet should have 
presented himself to 
the Committee in such 
a condition. 





Wuy is Messrs. 
Bass’s this year’s 
brewing like a part of 
Egypt ?— Recause it 
is New-beer. 


Arab-e Aisy! 

An ethnological friend of ours 
informs us that he has ascer- 
tained the fact that our street 
Arabs belong te the tribe of 
Never-go-to-Bed-ouins. 
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MRS. BROWN HOUSE-HUNTING. 


I says to Brown, “Stop in it I won’t; it’s all wery well to tell me 
as they’re in the wood as comes from Merriker; then all as I says is, 
the Merrikens did ought to be ashamed of theirselves to send out sich 
' wood, as might be easy nipped in the bud as the sayin’ is, but never 

can be got rid on if once in the place, for I’m sure as the pains as I’ve 
| took with that back room of mine even down to a iron bedstead, and 
| yet there ain’t no getting’em under, and as to ’ArreR TWELVETREES 

they defies ’im, and I do believe as soft soap and turpentine encourages 


them.”’ 


| If I’ve had that bed down in that back room once it’s been down 
| seven or eight times since the summer afore last, and thro’ bein’ a good 
| deal away from ’ome last summer didn’t pay no attentions to ’em, for 
, a8 to Brown I do believe as he’d sleep thro’ rattlesnakes a-stingin’ ’im, 

as ’ave a skin like a rhinoceros, and wouldn’t mind if wild elephants 


was a-jumpin’ over ’im all about the bed. 


So Brown, he says it’s my fidgety ways as wants to move, whith 
' itis not, for I’m sure the trouble as I’ve ’ad with that last movin’ no 
one can’t tell, and now as they’re a-bringin’ in of witrol works near 
us it’s time to go, with a good offer for the ’ouse and bit of ground as 
I never did feel at’ome in, and as to neighbours I'd as soon live among 
wild Injuns for civilized they ain’t, for I’m sure no wild Injun couldn’t 
be wuss than that Mrs. Barcock, as lives next door but one, a-beatin’ 
_ of the servant gal over the ’ead with the door key in the broad day- 
| light, and a-throwin’ a basin of dirty water slap in my face cos I only 
| jest turned round in passin’ for to say “Shame!” a-seeing sich goin'’s- 


| on on the door-step. 


- a 


As for that Mrs. Perry, her stuck-up daughter as lives at the 
corner, [ ain’t no patience with ’er, as ’ave not spoke since that time 


as I met ’er in Kennin’ton-lane and a poor blind man come 


with a basket all alone, a-feelin’ his way with a stick as didn’t ought 
| to’ave been let go out alone certingly, for he come behind me and give 
_ me a werry sharp prog with that stick as in course I didn’t noticeit, 
tho’ painful for the moment, and took one by surprise bein’ unex- 
pected ; but as soon as I turned round and see as he were blind I only 
pitied ’im and put’im straight in the middle of the path, as was dressed 
decent, and who should be a-comin’ along but Mrs. Perry and that 


daughter of ’ern dressed up like a couple of Guy Foxes as they are. 


_ Well, the poor blind man he run slap agin’ Mrs. Perry, and if she 
didn’t take and give ’im a wiolent shove as sent ’’im spinning agin’ the 


railin’ and down he goes, 


I says, ‘“‘ You did ought to be ashamed of yourself, that you did, to 
She says, “ You 


dare to epeak to me and I’]l serve you wuss than I did ’im as I see you 


behave like that to a blind man, you old wixen.” 


guidin’ right at me, and no doubt ’ave give ’im money to insult me.” 
I says, ‘I ain’t one to use my ’ands in a gener 


| Jook at.’’ 


Her daughter up and says, ‘Come on, Ma, it’s that awful Mrs. 


Brown. Don’t speak to ’er.” 


** Yes,’ I says, “it's that awful Mrs. Brown, and what ’ave you 
“Oh!” she says, “‘ you're a reg’ler scourge to 


got to say agin ’er?’’ 
the neighbourhood, a-speakin’ agin every one.”’ 

I says, ‘Me speak agin you, that I’m sure I never did.” 
“‘ Prove your words as it was me as spoke agin you.” 

There was fev’ral parties as ’ad picked up the blind man and 


I says, 


_ stopped to listen to us, so I says, “It wasn’t me as’ad you took up 
| on suspicion of shopliftin’ in the Boro’ last spring; nor yet me as said 
_ you shot the moon over Chelsea way, and shouldn’t never ’ave known 


as you was tried for swindlin’ at the Old Bailey if I ’adn’t read it in 
the papers; so,’’ I says, “‘go on with you, and next time you wants to 


_ assault any one don’t let it be a poor blind man like that.” 


Well, some of them parties ‘ad picked the poor blind man up, and 


they begun a-’ootin’ and groaning at them two Perrys like anythink, 
_ as was glad to break away. 


But bless you, I’ve never know’d peace in the neighbourhood since 
for them Perrys, as does everythink they can think on to annoy me, 
and wrote a synonimous letter to Brown for to say as the lamplighter 
were seen to kiss his ’and to me from the top of the ladder, and as 
3 been a-driving out with a young man in agreen tilt cart and bushy 
whiskers. 

Brown he’s dead agin me, a-sayin’ as I ’ad’nt no night for to pitch 
into ’em about the blind man, as I considers were a duty. alto- 
gether I was bent on leavin’ that ’ouse, and says to Brown as I 
should like Brixton 'Ill, as is that convenient for both West-end 
and City. 

Off Ties one arternoon a ’ouse-’untin’ as they calls it, and well 
they may, for I never did ’ear such rents as they asks for places as 
ain't no better than washerwomen’s cottages, and no conveniences 
neither. ’Ow it is as parties manages to live at all puzzles me, for 
rent alone is enough to eat you up; and not one ’ouse in ten a bit of 
copper as ia suitable to a family, for 
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way, but I says, 
you lay a finger on me and I'll pretty soon show you what my um- 
breller’s made on, and make that ugly mug of yourn a somethin’ to 


bank ?—In one case the brake causes the stoppage, in the other the 
I’m sure puttin’ the washin’ out | stoppage causes the break. 
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comes ’eavy on me, as can’t be bothered with it ; and what it must be 
with a family of children, as you’ve no sooner put ’em on clean things 
than they’re reglar sweeps-agin ; and for my part, so long as they 
gets a goed wash afore goin’ to bed, I don’t mind their bein’ dirty, 
for I'm @ure they ‘thrives on it. I mean ’onest dirt as they gets 


a-playin’ about. Not as ever I would let mine go a-jumpin’ into 
pu wanton, nor anythink of that; bat you can’t ‘ave ‘em always 
in ap ie ordcr, as the aa | 


> is. e 

If I leoked at one ’ouse, T met ’ave seen twenty, but none on ’em 
didn’t exactly suit, theagh many on ’em I liked; one in particular, 
as L.eouldn’t remember about the back room winders, so I thought as 
I'd. look at it. agin, and back I goes. 

‘The woman as were a-takin’ care on it, and lived in the front 
kitchen#@he were werry civil, and all the partik’lers was wrote on a 
card as were aslayin’ on the mantel-shelf in the parlour. 

I was jest.a-lookin’ at the back room and a-thinkin’ as my blinds 
would come in mi when there come a ring at the bell, and when 


thedoor was. i, in come a policemamand another man as trod 
R along the. , and come into the room where I was. I 
didn't tale no. ioe of ‘em, a-thinkin’ it were pr'aps the policeman 


as took care.of the ‘ouse as a many ’as ’em for safety. 
I ’eard the ether:-man say, “Come, none of these capers,” I thought 


he were to the policeman, till he said it over agin, and then 
I -turas:veund, amisays, “‘ Were in’ to me?’ He says, 
“Ves, I-were,amilit won’tdo.” I says,“‘Wkat won’tdo?” “ Why,’ 


een Ne et as-someone’s beemand blowed the gaffon.”’ I[ 
mays,“ mnone of your low-lived rubbish to me,” and I turns 
to the womanend says, “I’m much ebliged, and am quite satisfied,” 
and walke thro’ ‘the foldim’ doors into the front parlour as tho’ a-goin’ 
out, Says the ifélier to the policemam, “®top ’er.” I says, ‘ Stop 
who?’ He: “You.” pe whe | the policeman, “Give it 
up.” Sanwa; ive up what?” “ »” he says, “The copper.” I 
says, “ Whateopper?’” “Why,” he “The one as you took out of 
‘the housein the Brixton-road.” “ Yes,” saysthe other man, ‘‘ We've 
been a-follerin’ you as soon as it were missed ; its the third I've lost this 
year.” I says, ‘‘ Whatever are you a+talkin’ about?’ “ Why,’’ he 
says, “*my ogpper as ’ave been took out of the *ouse this werry day, 
and:there’s beemmo.one to look at it but youand another young man.” 
“ Well,” Leays, “I:coam’t be angry with you, ces it’s that ridiculous ; 
’owever could I take a copper?’ “Oh,” he says, ‘‘ Easy enough, as I 
knows'to my cost, for one was stole by a young feller as ’ad put it up 
the baék of his coat.”’ ‘ Well,” Isays, “This good woman is welcome 
to see if I’ve got sich a thing as a copper up my back.” Sol goes 
into’er room with ’er, and when we come out agin, I says to the feller; 
“‘T shall see if I can’t punish you for this’ere houtrage.” He says, 
‘‘ You'll be caught yet, and if you comes prowling about my property 
agin I’ll give you in charge, as no doubt have passed the copper on to 
one of your pals.” ‘Well, I was that aggrawated, I says, “ You're a 
impudent low wagabone, and,’”’ I says, “ Poli ou come ’ome 
with me, and I’ll prove to you as I’m respectable,”’ give him my 
name and address. ‘“ Law,” says the man, “ You don’t mean to say 
as you're Mrs. Brown? Why, I’ve had your gentleman with me 
this very mornin’, over sellin’ the house as you're a-livin’ in.” I says, 
‘‘ Whatever made you think as I was a thief?’ ‘‘ Why,’ he says, 
“Two females called at my ’ouse this arternoon, and said as a notorious 
old thief of a woman as went about robbin’ empty ’ouses was all about | 
the neighbourhood, and give a description of your dress and every- 
think exact, and I’m sure I begs pardon.”” ‘* Oh,” I says, “don’t 
mention it; but,” I says, ‘I knows the parties, as one is elderly, and 
a red face with a flaxen front, and the other is a mask of pimples.” 
“‘ Yes,’”’ saya he, “‘ That's them.’ ‘ Ab,” I says, “I'll be even with 
’em, so good day,”’ and off I walks, a-bearin’ in mind as I owes Mrs. 
Perry and her daughter a turn. 








LINES. 


I xnow a bank—not one that nature decks ; 
Clothed—not in greenery—oh, no, in checks! 
O’er it no perfume balmy zephyr wafts— 
Its scents are five per cents., its airs are drafts! 
No wild thyme wanders this bank freely o’er— 
Fairer than ol th wo Sot sake aa 

airer slopes wi id pri set, 
Or rich with clumps of nodding violet, 
Richer than mossy banks or shady bowers, 
Or sunny gardens bright with myriad flowers, 
Or beauteous glade, or green and level lawn— 
Stay ! my account must not be overdrawn! 


Wuar is the difference between a railway train and a suspending 
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A STEED OF A DIFFERENT COMPLEXION. 


Urchin :—“ PLEASE, stn, ToOMMY'S A-CRYIN’ TO GO TO 8SCHOOL!”’ 
» SIR, 


Venerable Party :—‘“‘ VERY CREDITABLE TO HIM, INDEED, AND SHOWS A VERY 
PROPER DESIRE FOR LEARNING ; BUT WHAT IS IT THAT PREVENTS HIS GOING ¢”’ 


Irchin :—“ Ou, SIR, PLEASE, HE AIN’T A-CRYIN’ COS HE WANTS TO GO, BUT 


cos HE don’t WANT To Go!”’ 


FROM OUR STALL. 


We shall find it a difficult thing—the general tone of ovfr theatrical 
criticism taken into consideration—to speak of Miss Apa Wesp’s 
acting in sufficiently enthusiastic terms. Her performance in The 
Grasshopper is already placed beside Miss Cusuman’s Meg Merrilees on 
the chimney-piece of our dramatic memories. We have heard at least 
half a dozen objections from the wiseacres who infest theatres on first 
nights. Number One, with a preternatural shrewdness, discovers that 
the lady has an American “twang’’; seeing that she comes from 
America we regard that fact as no particular miracle and no particular 
drawback. Number Two, generous creature, admits the merit of the 
lady's Fanchon, but he suspects that she can play nothing else, and 
consequently begs us to suspend our admiration. We shall do nothing 
of the kind ; it would be a shame to deny the talent of Mr. Sornern’s 
Dundreary on the ground of his having played nothing half so well 
since. Number Three, the most shenrt of all, objects to the want of 
repose in Miss Wepn’s acting. Now, Miss Wess’s character gives 
the title to the play, and the title implies either something or nothing. 
From our own limited experience of grasshoppers, we have arrived at 
the conviction that they are intensely fond of hopping about. Muss 
Apa Wess hops about also, and not only justifies the name of the 
piece, but makes us acquainted with a very symmetrical pair of 
extremities by this Terpsichorean peculiarity. Joking apart, we 
regard this young actress as one of the finest performers that our 
snee ok oo bighie ws Sails her -_. Miss Emma Wess, we 
cannot speak so highly; her is an ueus one, and the youn 
lady plays it creditably—but she seems out of her element i the 
character. Ths other parts are . pared we? the usual Olympic 
standard; Me. Wicaw makes u irably, Mr. Crayton is a rather 
cold lover, Mz. D. Murray makes the most of points which are few 
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| A LAY OF THE LAW. 


| Curtpr Pyffkyns was a pleader 
| At the Court of Common Pleas, 
- | He also was the leader 
Of a band of tried Q.C.’s. 


They took an oath together 
For to let their wigs to grow 
Till they found the utmost tether 
To which the law would go. 


| With ji. fas, and replevins, 

And nolle prosequis, 

Ne exeats—good hevins, 
Their number’s a surpmse ! 


With habeas corpus, quare 
Processit, nist prius, 

By fair means or unfair he— 
And they—went on to try us. 


Until at length we saw 
Our danger. Then “our trust is,’’ 
We cried, “ far less in law 
Than equity and justice !”’ 


When Lord High Chancellor 
Found our petitions bore him, 

He went and sent for Pyffkyns 
And had him up before him. 


| The pleadings were extended 

Over twenty years, but when 

The case at length was ended 
They hanged those wicked men— 

The talented pleader and eloquent leader, 
And all of the Q.C.’s ten. 


NOTE. 


And between you and me little harm would 
it be 
If they hanged a few more now and then. 
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Anything but a Truc-ulent Remark. 


Instances frequentiy occur of unnecessary suffering 
being inflicted on cattle during their transit by rail. 
Surely the “ Truck Act”’ must contain provisions to meet 
these cases. We trust that the Society for the Preven- 
tion of Cruelty to Animals will give the subject their 
early consideration. 








and far between, and Miss Amy SuEripAn looks very tall and pretty 
and well dressed. The dialogue of the piece is as dull as any ditch- 
water, and the three acts must undergo a considerable cutting before 
they can be made thoroughly palatable to average audiences. The 
scenery is pretty and the dresses are picturesque; but the life and soul 
of The Grasshopper is Miss ApA Wess. An occasional sinking of the 
voice—which sometimes goes to the extent of rendering her words 
almost inaudible—is the only fault we have to find in this young lady’s 
admirable performance. The piece was received with enthusiasm on 
the night of its production, and there was more than the ordinary 
amount of *calls’”’ and bouquets. 


‘‘ Ass You Was!” 

WE were rather startled the other day on taking up a Scarborough 
paper to come upon the following extraordinary paragraph; we of 
course suppress the names for obvious reasons :— 

DONKEYS. 

Best agricultural donkey, Mr. M—, Hackness. 

Best hackney donkey, Mr. E. P—, Scarbro’. 
We immediately sat down and wrote a long and forcible essay on the 
license of the press and the defects of the law of libel. We have, 
however, determined not to print it, more especially as a little further 
examination of the paper convinced us that the paragraph which so 
astounded us was part of the prize list at an agricultural show. But 
surely our provincial contemporary might have found some less dubious 
way of putting it! 


“THe Ance.” at Highgate.—Miss Burpgerr Coutts. 
Tus LAnp FoR THE Blasés.—Nerw Zeat-land. 





‘* After several other toasts and songs the members and their friends joined in a 
| dance, and kept it up with great spirit for some years.” 
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A BORN GENIUS. 


You find not in the songs I sing 
A solitary touch of toil; 
You vainly seek for anything 
Suggestive of the midnight oil. 
I never slap my brow at all 
For grace, for wisdom, or for wit, 
But keep them at my beck and call— | 


Poeta naseitur, non fit. 


Beneath a bright poetic star 
My sojourn in the world began ; 
In youth I followed Fancy far 
(A bard ere yet I was a man). 
And now, at forty, more or less, 
In meditative mood I sit, 
Still deep in dreams of loveliness— 
Poeta naseitur, non fit. 


Are guiltless cf the “‘ spark divine”’ 
That animates my fervid lay 
And coruscates in every line! 
My genius never makes me vain 
Or self-important—not a bit ; 
And so I simply say again— 
Poeta nascitur, non jit. 


How many rhymesters of the day 





| Ode to an Eminent M.-P. 


| 
Sing Wuatiey !—pardon me, I do not | 
‘The phrase to you 
As noisy members do, 
I mean an invocation to my muse 
To sing your name 
Aud fame 
And little game !— 
What’s this? ‘The hussey dares my’call refuse! 
She says she can’t 
Address you in a lofty rhyme— 
But, ah! her meaning, I’m 
Quite sure, is “ shan’t.” 
Still obdurate! No couplet she supplies— 
Yet vows she tries 
But cannot sing you fitly, Mr. Wuauiey, | 


Because the only rhyme that suits the case is ‘‘ folly!” OTHER 








‘“*It may be for Years!” 


We have received a copy of a Shrewsbury paper, in which we read 
that, at a late Foresters’ Féte held in the neighbourhood— 


We have placed ourselves in communication with the postmaster of 
Shrewsbury, with a view to posting off a special reporter if the state- 

ment we quote should prove true. We can quite understand that a 

caper of such length would be carried on with spirits, not to say | 
ghosts, for such a dance of St. Virus would prove a dance of death. | 
It appears probable that the hop was kept up for a couple of hours, but | 
that the Shrewsbury reporter, having twe long years running in his | 
head, wrote down the wrong word. | 





‘¢ Murder as a Fine Art.”’ 
A LarGcE poster, announcing a féte at Swinton, near Sheffield, th® 
other day, held out as an inducement to visitors the fact that ‘“ Mr. 


Witi1aM Broapueap, of Sheffield, is expected on the ground each 
day.”” We suppose “Mr. Witt1am Broapueap, of Sheffield,” will | 





appear as a public entertainer next. The blowing-up of a non- | says “‘ a stamped directed envelope.”’ 
Unionist’s house, with a bouquet of rockets, would be a telling jina/e | at 


to a lecture on “Safe Methods of Murder, with Illustrations,” in which 
the learned lecturer will be assisted by Mn. Crooxes. 


EPIGRAM. 
By a Borriz Ine. 
With a still tongue, and though at times he flounder, 
A fool will live where daring thinkers founder,— 
Will live out storms (which faighted meee throttle) 
Like a close-corked, obsequious, empty bottle! 
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sketches are not your own, we k 

| Thursday or Friday. 

| Tom B.’s. 
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Biennial ‘LEELA PHL PE 
SPONSOR AND RESPONSE, SIR. s 





Godpapa (who was a little remiss at the christening) :—‘* WELL, MY Boy, you | 
KNOW YOUR CATECHI8M, I suUPPOSsE. 
FATHERS THEN DO FOR You ?”’ | 

Smart Child :—“* Wux, ONE OF.’EM GAVE ME A SILVER MUG, AND THE | 


Yes! 


WELL, WHAT DID YoUR Gop- 


+9? 


DIDN'T ! 


Answers to Correspondents, 


[We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches wnless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped aad directed envelope. | 

we. oe to ee the ae of copies of the Foveupine from 
seve verpoo ndents, who draw attention to gross iarisms 
of “ Nicholas” contained in that journal. We thank A on bat thé best 
punishment for such ignorance or dishonesty is the contempt of the public, 
to which we leave it. an 

Brian Boroo.—From the fact that the “Paddy Shaw” and “ Dick 
Tatur’’ jokes are venerable and well-known ones, we cenclude that the plain 
English for your name is Brian Borrow. 

ee sn can cut. 

iA4s.—We are compelled to turn you off. | 
Coomnes.—Thanks; we wil caieliice it. 
W. R. (Mile-end.)—We don’t care for feeble copies of, poor Artemus 


Ward. 

’Outxpov.— Your little-o’d is under consideration. It wants polishing. 
An ApM(REen or Fon ee paper has not reached us. 
PreTRO ARETINO is wrong about artist ; aoeveevt 
F. T. (Cheltenham) did net enclose a as stated. Our regulation 
ee We our correspondents would 


W. B. D. (Upminster.)—You have not observed our rules, but, as the 
them for you to rectify your oversight. | 
» but the advertisement appeared on 


of Wight ; Tilda ; 
ham ; Miss B., Norwich; Aurora; L. E., 
s ; P. D.; E. H. O'N., Islington; Sub- 
; J. E.; W. D.S., Glasgow; J. A., Hutme; D. A. S 
M., Taunton; T. L.; Miss W., Edinburgh; BC. 


u 
; ; D 
&., Park; G. P., Bdyware-road ; 


Daama.—We meant W. 


a 


Declined with thanks :—As lus ; Rose Isle 
; Fun-Admirer, Birnie me 


—_—— 


*? 
- Jota; 8. & C.: 


A. L. B., Brighton. 
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ATHLETIC SPORTS AT SYDENHAM. 
By Our Own GAnDIN. 


Once more I render myself in this atmosphere at the same time 
torrid, humide, brumous, all that can be made of change. 

But let me be veritable. 

The climate even of Paris makes to itself all that there. 

In these days there is nothing which we do not exchange—we 
internationals. The Treaty of Commerce is an accomplished fact. 
Therefore among the rest foggs; rains; fleuaves Noahique. That goes 
without telling. 

But one must suffer if one would live. I myself have succumbed ; 
I, your Gandin—flanéur indifferent, philosophique, stoique of the 
Boulevard and the Bourse. And with a veritable passion, a pain to 
the heart. That, too, was international, commercial, and, like the 
treaty of our great nations, gave all to one side. 

I speak now ee of our Grande Exposition. All the world 
knows it. They have there a bar Britannique, a restaurant of the 
English, and who but I know well how to advise myself of it! I who 
am myself saturated with the customs of your country :—the cattle 
show, the market for the rosbif, the publicous. I whe know 
to sing even your ballade of the lowlife, your Sevendial, your musicall, 
nous sommesencore ici. We are above everything jolidogs. Your 
English flagon, your quart pot, has a bottom of glass. Mirror through 
which to look at the world. Through that I saw her. Angelic— 
faéresq eae poonsne, oF. 8 thousand charms, the belle Anglaise Dryade, 
Nereide, Mermeide, eide of the restaurant 

But in this Dryade, Nereide, Mermeide, Barmeide, are one. They 
ae ae et ae love ; i pail you otc in the tourbillon, 

© poolw render myself y at the English restaurant. 
I drink, Iam in a deluge of beers, and not till I am embloated, my 
figure on ey I — = ape See ee in its place—a 
tonneau, w -cask; n supreme calami 
oes she mock herself of love. Y 


T also mock ; but I fi 
I set m to cure this maladie of the mind and of the body at 
: medicine on my way to England. It 


a 
“4 


I find the remedy: the grand 
here at your vast Exposition of Sydenham, your Crystal Palace, 
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that I take to myself a new réle. Comprehend me. I am now no 
longer the flaneur, the bon-vivant, the gandin; but the athlete, the 
apostle of muscularity ; the disciple of the agile trapeziste, the coureur, 
the leaper, the boxeur of the English. ; : 

I have joined the Turn Verein Institution Germanic Vehmgericht, 
which sets itself to kill the tyrants of humanity—sloth, gourmandism, 
and the too profound sentiments of the love. Behold me, then, in 
the costume, picturesque and unembarrassed, of the asium. I wield 
the club of the Indian, { throw myself at the bar horizontal, I think 
of that other bar in Paris, and come with empressement on my back. 
Let that suffice. ‘The practices make the: perfection, as your insular 
proverb teaches, and I am sailing through the air, bird-like, of the 
trapeze: “ Ya-ho—go it, you jolidogs!”” Who can stay when he has 
once launched himself? ‘There is but one way to reach again the 
earth. It is to let go! What if you again fall on your back! Bring 
to us the pale ales and the shandygaff, and we will be of the boxeurs. 
“Ponch my head, my friend. ‘Thank you, Sir; I have give myself 
one for my nob, and you" take back a stinger of your moggs W! my. 
left. Ha! ha! Thank you, Gir.” Yes, it is to learn the technique 0 
La Belle Life. Vive la Vie des Belles! vive les Belgians! vive la 
bagatelle! Vive Guititaume Text, vive THuRTELL, vive VATEL, v1ve 
Marrs ! 

For, dear boy! for, dear boy! 
Il est mon ami! I] est mon ami! 
Ma chou-chou, ma chou-chou, 
He’s palealeo’mine, he’s palealeo’mine. 

Thank you, Sir! Oh 

me of the most groggie. 


———_———_—_—_——_——_——_==z_ 


A Pretty Turn-out! - 
Te car-drivers of Cork are on strike. The municipal authoritiee 
having reduced the rate of fares, the men have adopted the plan 0 
not plying on Sundays. Of course, like true Irishmen, they call the 

strike a ‘‘turn-out,” for the obvious reason that they don’t turn-out ' 
—EEEE—— 

FUN LIBRARY. 
The Fifth Edition of the First Volume of the “Brown Papers 
ts now ready. Price One Shilling. 


yes, you have give me the coup that leaves 


LE LSI wis 
Londo : Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phamix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) by W. ALDER, at 80, Fleet-street, E.C-— 
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SOME MISTAKE HERE! 


Birdcatcher (to our artist on a sketching excursion)):—“’ULLO, MATEY! WoT Luck ’A YER ’AD? SpaRRerRs on Fivcues ?” 


KEEPING UP THE SYSTEM! 


Ou, have you read the Saturday, and have you seen the Lancet ? 

Lock up the wine and spirits! Out of sight that pewter can set ! 
The present generation, old and young, too freely tipples, 

And hence the lot of lunatics, of idiots, and cripples ! 

For stimulants which people take for keeping up the system 

The brains they craze or obfuscate, and, as for limbs, they twist ’em. 
’Tis said that into babies’ hands too soon the nurses stick cups, 

With alcoholic mixtures in, to give the dears the hiccups : 

That ladies—this appears the worst of all these most distressing cases— 
Have their private flasks of spirits—keep them in th-ir dressing. cases : 
That doctors, too, are much to blame for giving, per pr+scription, 
Strong drinks, of which their patients they should bid a single sip shun: 
That e’en young ladies at a ball, in this too fast and clever age, 
Prefer champagne or claret-cups to negus as a beverage. 

In short, that in the matter, drink, our nation past all hope errs, 
That men and women, boys and girls, both old and young, are topers. 
Good gracious! What a fearful thing to contemplate! Preserve us! 
The very thought quite makes me ill—uocomfortable—nervous— 

In fact, I'd better—just a drop—to make my nerves more steady— 
And not much water—thank you! Yes—lI'm better, much, already! 


Nore. 
Calm reflection whispers “‘metum hune dimitte tristem,”’ 
Lo! the method I prescribe for keeping up the system. 
Remember that the scribes, those flaming articles inditing, 
Were keeping up their system—of sensation-leader writing! 


A Conference Counterblast. 
= Tre Wesleyan Conference have set their faces against pipes and 
cigars, and require all candidates for the ministry not to set pipes or 
cigars against their faces. The ordination of one candidate from New 
Brighton has been deferred for a year, because he loves his tobacco, 
says the Conference, “not Wester, but too well!’ 


vol. VY, 








The Best Joke of the Season. 


Tue Frenchdramatic authors have been petitioning Parliament to 
protect their copyright in their pieces against the plagiarism of the 
English authors of “new and original’’ dramas. A deputation of our 
Dramatic Authors’ Society waited upon Lorp Stan.ey at the Foreign 
Office the other day to support the petition of the French playwrights. 
Will it be believed that one member of the deputation was Mr. Tom 
Taytor! We understand that Mr. Brix Syxezs is about to introduce 
tothe Home Secretary a deputation from Cribcracking-alley to petition 
for increased stringency in the laws for the punishment of robbery with 
violence. ‘Ihus, a good example is never lost ! 

It must not be forgotten, however, that Mr. Tartor is nothing 
when he is not ‘‘new and original.” The screaming farce of his 
appearance at the Foreign Office on such a mission is “ adapted,"’ no 
doubt, from a comedy performed in the House of Commons at the 
commencement of the late Session, when a great contracting M.P. 
moved for a Committee of Inquiry into the financial mismanagement 
of the Lendem, Cheatem, and Doem Railway. 


B.A-sy! 
Rgatty this advertisement is Gone refreshing this hot weather. It 
acts like a refrigerator, it is so deliciously cool !— 
A GENTLEMAN, aged 24, B.A. of Oxford, of good alts, but without means, 
desires (in good faith) marriage with a young lady of good family, who bas 
means sufficient to support both. She must be speaiechion and good tempered, 
and not older than 21; dark beauty is preterred.— Address, &e. 
It is not every man who has the impudence to suppose that by the 
outlay of a few shillings in advertisements he can secure a wife with 
youth, birth, beauty, and amuiability, not to mention a fortune! We 


—EE 


ee steeseeeeetenae 


can’t help thinking B.A. Oxon must de a quadruped of another kind! =| 


‘‘ That were a Consummation.” 
A rrrenp of ours, who has been the victim of false prophets, says 
that he wishes the turf were on its last “ legs-”’ 
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A DREAM OF THE SEA-SIDE. 


On! daintiost darling in ravishing dress, 

And incente that floats from each tremulous tress, 
With d0ttines bewitching, and smallest of ivet, 
And bonnet of rose-buds so pertly petites. 

Will you welcome me back to thé s@a-side once more, 
As walk by the wavelet tha ¢urls on the shore ? 
Will you teach me the lesson, all others above, 

As I learn one sweet tense of the dear verb “I love ?”’ 


It's stupid, c#rine, just now keré in Town, 

And the trees in the Paft are all dusty and brown, 

In Kensington Garden #6 lonely I pace, 

And no flower in the payterie has charms like your face. 
Tn fact, dear, this I ‘s COnsumédly slow, 
When I watch for your figure if vain in the Row; 
And I miss the dear » of a Bhy little hand, 

And I long for the sea arid Wilke on the eard. 


We'll stroll when thé moon-shittieér sleeps on the tide, 
And aie en oe u by my side; 
And the stars will bok down rose of your cheek, 
aT lush at the *#ords of cn Ispeak; | 
well talk of the we key helene 
strange verse o ¥NN Y3ON’s spell, 
When his magical melody Béars us @long 
To the regions enchanted of eloquent gong. 


But away with the you’ llde Walking, perchance, 






With some ery ur’d laéé hight in the daitce ; 
And Ta ony rem , false Bien, as one 
That till thé #éaeon was done; 


And ea a one as : Teader may guess, 
Though it might ove meaktjast nothing—or less; 
I’tt betake me to fae 


sand gay Jetids afar— 


“Ho! waiter, @ *ébck-tail ’—an@ Biting a cigar!” 


Caton Talk. 


By THE SAUNTERER IN SocrErTy. 








and obliging 
trader in mea- 
* sures, Mr. 
Diskazti1, can 
get away fer 

8 holidays— 


deserves them 


been always at 

- post ready 
Bupply an 

article oY, Se 


dowawards, 
he . 

arefully in- 

sp-ected the 


boroughs and 
counties with a 
— view to dis- 

- covering which 
—_ Were ‘the bad 
== eggs. But his 
task is accom- 
Bpsbed at last. 

e has restored 
the credit of 
the establish- 
ment—the old 
firm of Dersy, 
Diskartr, AND 


T last the Parlia- 
mentary shop is 
shut, and that ; 
nte prising 


and no -man 


anore. He has 


stock of 


No one, I am sure, can have read Lapy W ALDEGRAVE’S wise words 
at Wigton without taking off the hat of his heart, as an Irishman 
would say, to the good Countess. Her kindly-sensible speech should 
be printed and hung up in every national school in the kingdom, and 
might find a place in every kitchen in the land. She has said exactly 
the right thing in a way which should not: give offence to the most 
sensitive Puri. But her Ladyship’s word may find an echo else- 
where than in the kitchen. A love of dress is the prevailing fault of 
the day, and Miss Middjeclass may take a hint from the expericnce of ° 
fourscore years. All honour to the CounTEss or WaLprcGrayr, 
say I! 

Tt seems no easy matter to find even a shadow of a reason for the 
extraordinary conduct of the Home Srerretarmy with regard to the 
exercise of the prerogative of mercy. If the Home Office were a fancy 
fair where condemned prisoners might dip in the lucky bag for blank 
pardons, the remissions of the capital sentence could hardly be. more 
unaccountable and capricious. It the power cannot be exercised with 
better judgment it had better be revoked altogether, for it merely brings 
justice into contempt, and weakens the terrors of the law. The 
question of Capital Punishment has been gravely and patiently weighed 
and debated, and the nation, which has deveted so much thought and 
time to the inquiry, can hardly be expected to stand quietly by while a 
young and inexperienced minister plays fast and loose with the prin- 
ciples that have been the objects of so mruch argument and reflection. 
On the whole, the Home Secretary has done little to increase the 
public confidence in him. He has forfeited his pledges with regard to 
the great blot of our system—Pawperiem; and he has done little save 
introduce an obnoxious and ill-timed Bill about the Parks and then 
withdraw it when it had done alll the misehief and none of the good it 
could do. Such tactics have not even the merit of originality, for 
history records thatthe Kive or Franes with forty thousand men 
marched up a hill and then marched downagain. Such adaptations 
from the French are undesirable unless Mr. DY wishes to be the 
Tom Taytor of politics. : 

Apropos! There has been tach emptying.of vials of wrath on the 
head of Mr. Hoxuinesueap for his article on Dramatic Critics in the 
Broadway. It is odd, by the way, that the two journals that are 
angriest with him for revealing the names of drwmatic critics are 
precisely those two whose erities were wot named! Well, I must say 
{ think that this revealing of the secrets of the press prison-house is 
not quite etiquette. But, then, at times strong remedial measures must 
be put in force :—quackery must be exposed now and then for the 
general good. I wish Mr. Hotiincsueap would whip out his surgical 
instruments once more, and lay bare tLe diseased organisa'ion of the 
present dramatic criticism of the Zimes, no longer written by the 
scholar and man of letters who is named in the Broadway as the critic 
of the Thunderer. The TZimes of last Wednesday contained a column 
of the most gross and clumsy flattery of the Misses Texrry—actresses 
of considerable merit, but by no means ‘deserving-of the extravagant 
rant with which their injudicious eulogist damages rather than assists 
their reputation. The article in question is a bungling aftempt to 
answer a very just, moderate, and well-written critique on Miss 
Terry’s Beatrice, which appeared.in the Pall Mall. An unblushing 
puff of the revived Wnegua Match (very new and original that!) 
followed the next.day, and betrays the writer at once—there is only 
one man who would so puff Mr. Tayzor. The retirement of Mx. 
OXENFoRD would under any circumstances be a loss to the interests 
of the stage ; but when his gentlemanly and scholarly writing is 
replaced by prejudiced and worthless nonsense, his retirement becomes 
a calamity. 

I have been somewhat amused by the solemn way in which a 
Glasgow paper I rec:ived the other day attributes the break-down of 
a Sunday excursion steamer to a special judgment, instead of seeing 
that vessels worn out in other service are generally told off for the 
excursion business. If every ship that sails on “the Sabbath” is to 
be wrecked, how is it that all vesselg which make long journeys, 8ay 
between England and Australia and America, are not lost? Itisa 
pity that our “unco guid” friexds don’t see that. ‘When they draw up 
a list of steamers employed in the Sunday trade, and show ‘how 
“judgments” have destroyed several, and run up a bill fur a thousand 
pounds for repairs already this season, they are doing sumething which 
is dangerously like accusing Paovipenoe of ‘rattening.”’ 

If one may believe the Jotmes Limes, agigantie feat was performed 
at the regatta held on the Dart at Totnes the other day. “Ehat-able 
+ 5 aga journal, after praising the members of the eomumitice, 
adds— 

Also, Capt. D—— cannot be too much extolled for his active exertions in 
carrying out tbe holiday, and the Meyor alse.”’ : 
Surely some local Arexius ean be found toimmortalize the athletic 
performance on canvas, to be. placed in the ‘own Hall ef ‘Totnes. 
We would suggest, in the interests.of that threatened borough, that 
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Go., has taken a héw -léase, arid “ ‘by @ constant attenti 
business,” &c., &c., &c. -I-wish nate ‘OP THE sce 
a pleasant holiday and lots of fine weather. | of his town. 


a eetceieeeathieieneenmediememeeeeeene cen ite 
SS i + + si—e=es«$: Se 


the gallant Captain, having ca:zied a holiday and .2 Mayor, should | 
try to carry an election on purity-principles, and:t0.save she reputation 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 25. 


At once in Land and Water ’twill be found— 
*Tis stated also to exist on air. 
Although no good, ’twas no ill, I’ll be bound, 
Where puzzled people asked “* How came it there?” 
All wond’ring gazed this apparition at, 
And some folks said’twas this, while others said’ twasthat! 





1. 
This word, to be curt, ’Il 
The love of the turtle 
Imply—and green fat rather more than green myrtle. 


2 


For this beautiful hay of the Tropics 
Tn the Northern Pacific you'll seek, 
’Mid a gronp, that was-one-of the topics 
Of the Telegraph leaders last week. 


3. 


The food of love, by which I don’t mean music: 
As an. affair of fare ’twould soon make vowsick. 


4. 
She raised the deadly rifle, 
And a fatal bead she drew, some! 
On the man who'd dared to trifle 
With the Indian maiden’s boosom! 
And then—when she had thus:contrived to pot him— 
Wamed herself! “Oh, my aim! I—I have shot him!” 
, 5. 
She inspires the pale lover his mistress’s eyebrow 
To praise in a sonnet. 
She’s:a classical maid, and has genius’s:high brow— 
And bee ia the bonnet! 


6. 
From these portals too oft will craft issue— 
Yet cannot, I fancy, come back. 
But the best craft that leaves them (in this you 
Will surely agree) is a smack ! 


7. 
If anatomy rightly 
The structure unsightly’ 
Of these little urchins defines, 
They must seem an enormity— 
Quite a deformity ! 
Each one has.several spines ! 
8. 
North of the Tweed of this; I grant, 
They'd make a-meal: but here -we-can’'t: 
9. 
This: word -by: some: peculiar force: 
Makes those who-utter.it:seem hoarse. 


ANsWER TO Acrostic No. 23. 
Chit 


Pliome 
Taliafico: 
Thid- 


titty pO 
BHOUORMH 


Correct Sonvtions or Acrostic’ No. 23, recervep 21st Aveust:—Riiby; O. K. 
(Btighton); Mt. W—; FE. % L.5. Nova Craz; A. T:; C. L. (Liverpool): 

Weeoveverr:-—The ehange was made at the-request of numerous correspondents. 
im remote districis, whose solutions: could uot reach us in time under anyother 
arrangement. 

Bersy H., 
saint with a:‘‘u’’—Swithuna. 
nearest archmologist. 


cum multis alits, writes to aak why we spell tlic name of tle rainy 
, We must refer her- to Motes-and Quertes; or the 








Sporting Intelligence. 

AutHovcs there is a very poor supply of grouse for the sportsman 
this year; we believe that September will offer him plenty of birds. 
We are informed. on good authority that‘a Partarpoer was seen in the 
neighbouurhvod of the Lambeth Police-court only last week. 








ee 





SCLENCE IN SPORT. 


To rue Eprror. 


Sir,—Comicals and chemicals must be nearly allied, they aro spelt 
80 much alike. But no matter! What I woul: say is that, being in 
the scientific line (L wash the bottles for Mr. Doszuam, that keeps the 
chemist’s shop in —— street}, I should like to increase, mv earning 
by writing for Fun. 


What do you think of this:— 


CH, 

Ee oF 
H 

CH; = 4— 

| He 

G 

CH iE 

| 

CH, 


Iti/ooks funny, don't it? L-eopiéd it owt of-a paper thesGovrernor takes» 
in. D[could supply-you with uny quantity of thissx—¥ouray 


PinaaR.ie. 
P.S:—Dlease-let the-priaters do it as I have written—that is, if yous 
pay percolumn. If not, it don't matter. 
——oEoEo>yy > >>>—>>== 


A Terrible Want. 
We. may people complainof the dearth of servants if thiyadvertise 
for domestits in such awful terms as those of thefollowing notice, cut 
from &.west country journal :— 


VATED, a. Good COOK, as General Servant, where another is kept: Must 

' havean undéniabte character, four in family, late disner. Whges, £20 per 
annum: Strictlyeconomical, able to manage house during-absenpa of family, milk 
and dairy, oue-cow, make bread, and live near a small town in: Nortin Devuns— 


Apply; &e. 

‘* Good cooks” dom:t-often take “ general servants,’’ placcs;,but iti is 
hard to expect'that in addition to this, the applicamt musthave neither 
more nor less than four children, and a late dinner. The wages seem 
“strictly ecompmical,” as stated—especially when ‘he poor creature 
will have to manage the house, when its inhabitami., ind the deiry and 
one cow areaway. ‘ Make bread and livenearma small towmin North. 
Devon” puzzles us, The sentences are so involved that weare not 
quite sure whether it is the dairy that makes breador the cow that 
lives near the small town, or both, or noither. We have put the 
question to. the. most acute intellect on our staff, and his answer is 
“ ‘Yes.’ 

‘‘They Manage these Things Better in France.”’ 

In England, when we raise any one te a-peeraze, we never think 
of selecting a fitting title—by which we mear a title: that does not 
extinguish the identity of the new peer. Lonn-Sraarimarrn is an 
instance of this. In a-shor}-time few people will remember that this 
title is ‘the thing we calla” Str Hucu “ Rosse ;—by any other name” 
—say Lorp- Damask or Docxosz—we should be reminded of the 
General's original nomenclature, and the distinguished services by 
which he won his. peorage. They manage these. things better in 
France! The title of the Duc pz Bovition immediately supplies a 
hint—we might say a: sowp-gon—of his. descent from: the famous 
TuRENNE! 


Too Sharp by Half. 

Ws clip the following from a contemporary 7—~ 

‘‘Great men mae mistakes as well aslittleones. This was illustrated once by 
Curran, who took the positiomthatsH mem are not ‘created free and ejual.’ Said 
he, ‘Only two men were created, and one of (hem was assomen,’ ’’ 
“Great men make mistakes as well as little ones.“ Very true; but 
the little men make the biggest blunders!’ Our contemporary is a 
case in point. He does no#see the Irish and fine satire of Cunran’s 
remark ; and he forgets that “ man’ can mean “home’’ as well as 
“vir.” We will take Cozram in this instance, in preference to the 
journalistic goose-berry, which is always looked, for at this seagon. 





Architechnical, 
Ir-was always-supposed that the late Sir Ciranizs Bannv- desi 
the Houses of Parliament, but there appears to be-some- mistake t 
it. The son of another distinguished: architeet-has. been what Mus. 
ParrmeTon- might. cail-im-Pvei-ing the statement: 





Seasonable. 
Wrarto ent; drink, and aveid just’ now.—Grouse! Obampagne!+ 
and Work tt! 
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OUR NATIONAL PORTRAIT GALLERY.—No. 3. CHARLES MATHEWS. 
LITTLE ADDRESSES TO BIG NAMES. When a man travels the journey of life 
Our young Old Stager. He gets “! a cube 2 E> bustle and strife ; 
’ els, @ 6. 
ery) edie A — Tay a wo pn A few rubs in the bustle and strife. 
(Perhaps a dozen years, but that’s no matter), You, my Cuarxes! upon the stream 
And leave you still upon the boards to play Have danced as lightly as a bubble ; 
Young Wilding, Plumper, Puff, and Captain Patter. Lived your life as in a dream, 
I may nt live fo we them—or Tay er 
rome eee ant meena Gone gent of belting ¢ Who save up sorrows of our own pursuing, 
I onll across you, all that I could ‘oy Hae cane See ae oe — 
> 
Was, “ Bless my soul, how very young you're getting !" As people store theis buttertites in 
Care (the villain)—Time (the thief), 
May bring other folks to grief ;— : Quite So! 
ron 7 9, 3b oy Oe a: | Tue Directors of the Electric and International Telegraph Company 


in their half-yearly report refer to the rumoured intention of Govern- 
ment to purchase the telegraphs for the State, to be worked by the 
General Post-office. They allege that this uncertainty makes it diffi- 


CuHanLes MaTHEws-aLeEm ! 
Maruews-aLEM— MATHEWS-ALEM ! 
Old Matuews-aLem 


. oy cult for them to develop the system, but “ they trust that they may be 
Was quite a fool to you, Sir! able in their next aaaek to give to the s aaeialaad a more satisfactory 
When a man travels the journey of life explanation of their position.” If they are sincere in the hope they 
He gets a few rubs by the bustle and strife ; express, their course is an easy one. ey need not develop the system. 
And if he’s in want of a “ Murray,” perchance It will be quite enough for them to carry out honestly their present — 
I can give him a sketch of the route at a glance :— arrangements. If they will execute tele work with ante, ot | 
, ll and despatch, the accvuunt they will have to render w u | 
Heaps af tofe—ackel aah haie hosiery Geass be, So} | tustctory." While they continue to deliver ineorrct mesnge a | 


: + . . t a good 
Off to school—dull as mule—fag away, drag away—slow, slow. high rates and in a most dilatory manner, they will never ge 
Early love—coo like a dove—sigh "aaat-alex. glow. case for the proprietors. 
Choose a career—prospects queer—fai 7, wailery—gruff, gruff. 
Lesson learnt—candle burnt—flickery, wickery—puff, puff. A Head-Saint-er. 


F » nussery, hummery, drummery, fag away, drag away, sighery, Tue Court Circular informs us that “the Exrzror of Avernia has 

fiery, failery, wailery, flickery, wickery, laughing, chaffing, moaning, | conferred the order of St. Stephens upon his Royal Highness the | 
groaning, illery, pillery, doctors’ , Bad enough, mad enough, | Prince of Waxzs.” Perhaps, on the strength of this decoration, the 
glad when you've enough. Parner will re-consider his decision not to visit Dublin. | 


————— . . — - -_--—-- - - ——-— ~<= a. : 
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“JOY, JOY FOR EVER! MY TASK IS DONE— 
THE BILL IS PASS’D !” 
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THE POLITICAL PERI. 
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| as to that property of yourn it’s allmoonshine I believe.” 


ttt oe 





) Aveust 31, 1867.} 


| 

| eta 
a 
| 

| 











SL ects denesen aeaioandinenstenmuasbunmnenme on 


MES. BROWN IN DUBLIN. 


| Ipon’r think as ever I should ’ave thought of goin’ to Dubling ; but 
| when Brown come in and said as he were obligated to go there after a 
| partyin the name of Warker, as’ad levanted to Hireland, to get 
_ over to ’Merriker, as is easy done through bein’ the next country, or 

contageous to it, as the jograffy books tells you. I says, “I should 
| like to go too.” Brown says, “ What for?’ I says, “For my 
| rights ; tor,’ I says, ‘‘ 1 knows as there is property there as did ought 
| to come to me, for Mrs. PoLLEN read it to me years ago in the paper, 
| asany one in the name of Brown would ’ear somethink about their 
| advantages in Hireland ;”’ as I never’ad, though did ought to, for I’ve 
| been kep’ out of property by a fust cousin of my dear mother’s, 

through bein’ the daughter of a aunt by the father's side, and were 
| consequentially own mother to ’er, as married a party in the name of 
| CLANCEY, as were in the bricklayer line over in Dubling; and a 
| wonderful stout man I’ve ‘eard say, though never set eyes on one of 

’em myself, but ’ave ‘eard ’im spoke of as a beautiful singer, as could 
| be ’eard for miles, and eighteen stun in weight; and when they was 
| married danced a jig on the supper-table among the plates and dishes, 
_ and never even knocked over a glass, as is wonderful agility for 


{ 


| any one to show without ’is shoes and stockin’s, as would ’ave kep’ 
_ me ina fidget if it ’ad been my best glass and china, as ain’t easy 
| matched nowadays, and is a sight for rivets aready. 


So Brown says “ Come if you like, for I’ve got a pass for two; but 
So I says, 
“You'll excuse me, Mr. Brown, but it ain’t nothink of the sort, but 


| a8 ’andsome a teapot as ever you set eyes on, and must be worth its 


weight in silver, for I know as they was sixteen in family, growed up, 
as 1t was made for, besides a pair of real gold earrings, as she always told 
my dear mother should be ’ern, and then ’er daughter for to keep “em 
back is werry aggrawatin’, and often I’ve wished as I could see ’er 
: face, as would ’aye my rights, and giye ’er a bit of my mind 
in 9 » a. 

If P'd-knowed we'd ’ad to cross the seafor to get there I certingly 
should have thought twice afore goin’, as I never ’adn’t no suspicion 
on “till & party mentioned in the train; and when I_said as it was 
foolishness a ’avin’ of the sea between us, bein’ all the same country, 
if parties didn’t larf; and Brown says, “ Don’t exposeyour ignopance,’’ 
as 18 nice manners arter seven-and-twenty years of married life. 

We certingly did have a lovely passage on the steamer; and it’s 
werry grand for to see the sun a-risin’ on Dubling Bay, as is a thing 
as people comes far and near to see, one of the sailors told me, as is 
done reg’lar every mornin’, and shows what steam can do. I didn't 
think much of the railway station at Dubling; and as to them cars, 
a8 looks like shays tied back to back with the ’orse put in where the 
wheels did ought to be, I didn't relish ’em-from the tust. I was werry 
much pleased with my breakfast, for the fresh ‘errin’s was-delicious, 
a8 18 omy to be looked for in the Hile of Errins nat’rally, as they cells 
it; but they're a light-hearted lot, and full of their compliments, for 
I’m sure.the way as they kep’ a-drawin’ up them ears alongside of me, 
and askin’ meto ride, was downright pressin’, and one party says he'd 
take me for nothin’ as I'd be a hornyment to ‘is car, as is what I calls 
manners, though he mightn’t mean it. 

I'd ‘ecard say where Mas. CLancey was a-livin’, thongh many years 
afore, as I'd ’eard my dear mother speak on, as Many ANN as -were ‘er 
name afore matriage. I should ’ave gone to find er the werry next 
day arter we got there only Brown kep’ on a-sayin’ as-it were a fool's 
errand,so ’ad to wait till ‘is back were turned, ’aving gone ont to look 
arter Wacker, and then I makes up my mind for to start at once. So 
I dresses myself werry genteel for to go and find that -domble-faced 
Mary Awn Ciancey. I wasn't a-goin’ to stand none of their Jerks, so 


wouldn’ttrust myself in one of them cars, but thought as I'd get a 


omblrbus, but law~bless you they all runs ene way in Dubling, ead 
never comes back, for i'm sure I waited and waited-down by a. bridge 
for one till I was ready to drop, and ’ad to take a cab at last as took 
me where I wanted to go. As to findin’ Mary Ann it was downright 
‘epeless, through only a-knowin’ the street and net the mumber. 
There was a good many of the name 2ll about that street, but all 
denied bein’ my cousin, as never ‘avin’ seen, im eourse I eo , 

swearto. Qne ’ouse as I went to there was a Aizs. GLANoBY, she said 


FUN. 








—— 
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me to get up on to them cars, and one young feller says, “Get up, my 
Lady, and put your pretty little foot on the step and you’ bese 
more weight than a bird; but law bless you them cars is a deal too 
light for me. : 

When I got back there was Brown a-sayin’ as he must go home at 
once, for the feller as he'd come arter ’ad bolted back to London, so he 
says, ‘I’m off, but you needn't ‘urry.’’ ‘ What,” I says, “ Leave me 
bebind in a foreign land,’’ I says, “ Never!’ He says, “’Ow about 
your teapot?’ I says, ‘Bother the teapot.’’ So he says, “ Well, then, 
I'll go on to the train and you can foller with the luggage,’’ as wagu’t 
much ; “ But,’’ he says, “don't be late, there’s two ‘ours geod, byt I 
wants to call somewheres.”’ I says, “All right,” for it didn't 
long to get ready thro’ only ’avin’ a carpet-bag and a band-bex with 
a railway rug and my cloak and umbrella. So when I wag ready 4 
sends for a cab and if the servant gal didn’t bring one of them cars. 
I says to the lady where we was lodgin’ as it wouldn’t suit me, but she 
only said as he’d carry me to the world’send, and so I really thought he 
would, and it wasn't no use me a-sayin’ nothink, for they'd put the 
things in, and afore I knowed where I was they'd ’oisted me up toe. 

I ’adn't ’ardly time to say good-bye to Mus. O’Grapy, as were ‘cr 
name, and I'm sure as kind to me as a mother, when that beast of a 
’orse was off with a start as pretty nigh sent me a-flyin’. 

“‘Set back,” says the driver. I says, ‘I can’t.” No mere I couldn't, 
for there ain’t no depth in them ears for any one as is stout. Hesays, 
“‘ Set sideways,”’ and so I did, jest for all the world like ’orseback, 
a-clutchin’ on to the side like mad. ‘ 

I never did see any one drive like that boy, as they called Am, tho’ 
no more a boy than I am, as myst have been past forty. He cut 
among the carts and carriages as made me expect as I showtd ‘gve 
legs tore off, so I turns and tries to tyek ’em up, and if the va didn 
give a jolt as sent me on to my back, and there I was a-gein’ thy’ the 
streets for all the world like Mazspra on his bare-back steed. 


I screams out to the man, “ Drive slower.” says, “ Yea, ay 
lady,” and took and ’it the ’orse that ’erd ap made ‘the hanimal go qn 
like the wind. All of a suddin we turns a corner that wiolenf that 


away flies my umbpeller one way and my bandbex another; I felt as 


my bonnet were off my ’ead, and everythink a-blowin’ off me, with | 


my ’eels in the hair, and no use a-'ollerin’to that boy, as’ad jumped 
down to pick the things up, and in my etruggles to get off my back 
I ketched ’old of the reins unintentional, as sent the ’orse on | don’t 
know where, for he started off and run slap on tothe pavement, as 
made the car tip up and sent me off, and there I was a-rollin’ ip the 
mud jest agin a place as lots of gentlemen was a-comin’ out en, as 
proved to be all the doctors from*“London as ’ad come over for to con- 
sult them Hirish doctors, as is wonderful clever, and that perlite as 
warted me for to walk into a place as were their college. 

I says, “No thank you, I ain't no company for them as is my 
betters with no bones broke,” as I could see, with all their perliteness, 
they was a-lookin’ out for a jolas wouldn't suit me, and to-be mada a 
mummy on or somethiok, aud by that time my thangs was picked WR, 
and the man with the car tried to get me on to M agin, 5 L nays, 
“ Never, I’d rather walk till I dropped,” and them doctors: sai of 4 
were right, and sent for a cab like a Christian country, and wed 
make me ’ave a glass of wine as ’ad all been a lunchin’, a- 
goin’ to dine, as is what they meets for, not as i care fer-40 
talk about them medicinal things over my meals myself, bat F will. 
say it was kindness itself, as the sayin’ 1s, a-gettin me out of- thet 
car feller’s ands, as spoke jeerin’, but got too late for the train fer 
all that, and a nice temper Brown were in, for -he'd left word -with 
a porter as he’d gone without me. I dant know what would ‘aye 
become on me only he thought better om it and come back, and £ wri 
say, though only three daysin Dubling mysel, it’s e werry niee place, 
and I certingly will go back some day and ferret owt that Mary-Aaw 
Cancey, for rights is rights all the world over, and that teapes ¥M 
’ave, but never no more cars, as I felt the effects on for many @ day, 
and may well call ’em outside cars, as is enough to shake yop 
out, as no doubt’ave been the death of many, -thovgh, 19 courpe, 
they keeps it dark, asthe sayin’ is, and no wonder as the Quran gine 
orders for the Parnce or Wares not to trust” isself on one, 9s | 


| about shet up in a close carriage, for fear of being shot out.of one of 


them cars, a8 is easy done I knows to my .cost, and ‘ighly dapger- 


she lived a long time in London, but denied all knowledge of my aunt | ous too. 


pretty sharp, tho’ somehow didn't quite believe ‘er, and was put ont with | 


her rudeness. So I says,’ I daresay if 1’d come to give-Mus. C1iavery 
somethin’ instead of claimin’ what is my own property, I should -find 
’er easy enough.” Says she, “What is the property?’ So I says, 
“Why the silver teapot and gold earrmgs as my avnt left me.” df 
she didn't take and ca!! me a oid divil.and says, ‘Get out wih your 

irty taypot or I'll tear the old jascy of the head of yer+”’ 1 was 


dirty 
took aback, for if she didn’t call the neighbours out and says,“ Leck | 


atthe old fieger of fun-as ‘have come after her taypot;’’ andthe way es 
they -all laughed didn’t show their manners. 
from *em, and get ’eme as quick as I could, and 1 must say as the 
Hirish is wonderful perlite and-paid me them:compliments, a-wantin’ 


--- nme ——_ - 


I was glad to get away | Hew genterl! Not 








What Next? 
An apnonncement of a marriage appeared in the Standard the other 
day,.and wound up with this delightful bit of gentility :— 
‘’ Miter the interesting scene the happy 


mansion of ‘Mrs. M. G, Blank, widow of the late ent -Galooel Gohl ia 


sister of the bride, by a select soc ety of the conv 

the converted tag-xag_ and hobtail, but. the. 

ten thousand— the. erdne.ds la 14mo—A geoleet society of the conyerted- 
There was very little “humble pie ”-ety at that mamygr Seast! 
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THE RED-SKINS AT SYDENHAM. 


By Fames Kenrmore Jvuper. 


Ir was on the hill at Sydenham. ‘Not Sydenham-hill; that lies 
more to the nor-nor-west, and as it might be by a sort of bowline 
beyond Penge; but on the hill at Sydenham. For Sydenham-hill is 
no more like the hill at Sydenham than the Crystal Palace itself is like 
Weston's Music Hall. The hill at Sydenham is better described as a 

wooded slope where a fringe of wood breaks by almost im- 


perceptible gradations into the thicket, and where the tender greenery 


of the young trees unites with the deeper tints of the more distant 
headlands ; once the sequestered home of market gardeners, until the 
incursions of unscrupulous directors drove the children of the soil from 
the possessions of their fathers. 

On the hill of Sydenham, then, and not on Sydenham-hill, the 
moonlight fell, lighting up the water of the big lake, where only an 


_ occasional flash marked the passage of some member of the finny tribe. 


Every part of the surrounding plain lay in the verdant livery of 
nature, except where the limpid water mellowed the view of the darker 


_ hills which reflected their bald, scrubby heads in the mirroring wavelets 


beneath. 
Two men stood on this hill—not Sydenham-hill, but the hill at 


_ Sydenham —men who, though they were now habited in the garments 


of ordinary life, and were both evidently of great age, still exhibited 
in the freedom and muscular power of their tall and airy frames, a 


| strength which years had been powerless utterly to subdue. The 


— 


taller and stouter of these men leaned thoughtfully on the remains of 
a rusty and dilapidated rifle—not one of the modern breech-loading 
inventions, but an engine of earlier date ; his fur cap was pulled down 
over his brow ; his legs, encased in corduroy trousers, were stretched 
wide apart, and he spoke in low and guttural tones. His companion, 
whose expressive but unmoved countenance was nearly concealed by a 

ir of large and stiffly-starched collars, was hibited in a white hat: a 
long, blue coat generally known as a swallow-tail encased his broad 
and sinewy frame, and a pair of nankeen continuations disguised limbs 
which would have been displayed to more advantage in the deer-skin 
leggins ani gaily-decorated mocassins of the Delawares, when there 


were any Delawares, or of those Mohicans ef whom this very man 
claimed to be the /ast. fe 





“Cumncacuaoox,” said the man who held the rifle, in a low, guttural 
tone, “ when we agreed to total up our goings together, and I said that 
we would never part, you thought you were a blazed pine ina clearing 
of the pale-faces, and I knew that I had neither kith nor kin to speak 
on; but probably neither on us calkilated on living on to see the 
Mingoes convarted, and the children of the Lenape strike ile, and £0 
into trade, with a taste for apple-sass, and chicken fixin’s. When a 
man has been called Hawkeye all his life too, he doesn’t suppose that 
he’ll do wuss when he opens a shootin’ gallery in Montreal, than what 
he did when he was trappin’ martens and shooting beavers among the 
big waters when you and yours wore the sign of the tortoise, and im 
Huron dogs slunk like women from the name of Unecas the son 0 
Unamis. For you to have had to take the part of Banjo in a troupe of 
Ethiopians has been a come-down; but who can stand up agin trate, 
and the levelling of all the institutions that made us what we was al 
them years agone ?”” ; 7 

To this address the lean and wiry form gave no response ; while th: 
lean, bronzed face showed no more emotion than that of one of the 
carved statues round the great fountains, for the form was that of an 
Indian ; the face was set with the stoical indifference that belonged to 
the children of the prairie before they struck ile. ae 

At last, with that grave and sententious dignity which nothing 
could deteriorate, not even the garb of negro minstrelry, Gaetee: 
cook threw out his-right hand ina gesture of proud defiance, ant 
pronounced the monosyllable “ Wow.” Then, after looking ereane 
him, but exhibiting no sign of surprise or alarm at the discovery tha 
one of the A division of police was secretly smoking a pipe, under = 
pretence of looking for something in the crown of his helmet, the 
Sagamore spoke. ‘My pale-faced brother is very wise, and his years 
are many as the years of Cutncacuooox; for the wind of the _ 
forests has dried up the youth of Hawxgye and the Mohican ali P 
and their skins are as the skin of the deer when it has bean made into 
hunting shirts; yet have they kept together all these years, and — 
left the woods of the Delawares and the Great River of the children 0 
Unamis to trade with the people of the cities. Well has it been, how- 
ever, for CHtnGacHGooxk that his people have not yet forgotten — 
and that the braves can still run like moose and strike the ball w o 
they have time to remember their hunting grounds, and to ee 
that they are the servants of the pale-faces, and put on the war pat 
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no more. -It is before the cunning of his white brother that Curyeacn- 
coox is silent, for the old fex shall teach the panther wisdom ; and when 
the Mingo, Drrxroor, who runs like a quail as squaws pelt him from 
the wigwams, came back- with wealth, why should not the staes of the 
Delawares come also? Thev, the hurlers ef the ball, the wiclders of 
the hide-thonged Crosse! “Now I have said.” 

“No more talk won’t grease a fiddler’s elber,”’ returned the old 
woodsm2n, in his quaint dialect. ‘But the Directors, they're having 
of a palaver now over their firewater and the things they call cigars, 
and give us your hand, old Muss. La Crosse is to be tho next 
sensation, so our fortin’sis made.”’ 


$$ 
THE TRAVELLER’S RETURN. 


A scor® years ‘since—a tidy ‘span— 
With limited resources, 
I left my home ‘for Hindustan 
To try hindustrial courses. 
e I went without misgiving 
Where the lofty palm trees quiver— 
But I didn’t make a living— 
Au contraire I marr’d my liver. 








And so at last I’m coming back— 
Of no rupees the sacker ; 

Yet though my purse can.show no /v, 
‘My ‘face displays a lacquer ; 

“For such games the sun has tried— 

‘Has so smote me on the cheek, 

That tojudge me by my hide 
You might take me for a-‘Sikh. 


My youth’s warm friends are fled— 
My friendships have miscarried ; 
For some are rather dead, 
And some are very married ; 
Yes—some have sunk down low— 
And some have risen highly— 
But-whiehever *tis,-I -know, 
That they all regard me shyly ! 


The promises of youth 
Turn out but. piecrust flaky— 
Old-Friendship’s hand, in truth, 
Is just a-thought. too shaky! 
But I won't be unmanned— 
This-thought my lot-shall sweeten — 
A fellow who’s so tanned 
Ought not'to fed) he’s beaten. 


- 








Perdidi Diem ? 


Tux correspondent of the Times at Naples may have his faults, but 
he is certainly not to .be aceused of not making the most of his time. 
In his communication which appeared on the 19th instant he stated, 
dpropos of the cholera, that— 

‘*On one day last weck there were in forty-eight hours one hundred and ferty 
cases.”’ 

The Neapolitans are the idlest people in the world, and so, we 
suppose, -by the eaprice of fortune they are blest with days twice as 
long as those which fall to the lot of others. What would not we 
give for such long days! We can’t get through half our work in the 
ordinary twenty-four hours. Surely the Times correspondént must 
hail from a neighbouring isle, where “the whirligig of time ’’ has such 
eccentric revolutions, that— 

‘* Trish watches have the power 
In twenty minutes to lose hatf-an hour.”’ 


Or is it possible that he is an antiquarian who has been grovelling | ieaetnn era haan, 


among the excavations near Nayiles, and discovered m some Pompeian 
villa-the identical day which the Roman Emperor lost’ We siiould 
recommend -Lerps Grosvenor, Excno, “np Co., to apply to this 
ingenious writer, and learn the sceret by which the existence of the 


Day might be thus prolonged. 





‘‘Know, all Men, by these Presents.” 

We see that the Scrran has presented a handsome gold and 
diamond snuff-box to the enterprising lessee of the Italian Opera, 
Covent Garden. We are happy tv note this very deserved recognition 
of mana-Gye-rial ability. 


Current LireraturE.—“ Books in the running brooks.” 
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OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


r We have been favoured, we presume for review, with a éopy of 3 

rief tractate, entitled, 4 Remark on Strikes and Unions, ty H. 
Wanmpen, Ph. D., Professor of Mathematics. Our advice to the learned 
gentleman is, to.cut at once and for ever those ‘hoattless wads of his 
acquaintance whom he mentions in a prefatory mote that we must 
quote in its entirety :— 

In.conversations with several of my acquaintances and friends on the matter of 
Strikes, T was asked to write down my ideas upon the subject, especially upon that 
of Tailors’ Strikes ; and that. just in my own way, fegard@less of how otherpeoplc 
might'take the matter. I did so, ard sent the following short seribble to be in- 
sertéd ; butany writing was not accepted, for reasons better known to'the editors. 
As, however, I was again urged to commit my ideas to writing, I do ao, and present 
them to my readers in this small pamphlet. But in order that every one may sce 
that which I-wrote and was not permitted insertion, I subjoin, before entering 
further into the matter, the following exact copy.* 


We have looked at this ingenious and eloquefit eomposition in every 
way—we have'stood on our head before it, and looked between our legs 
at it, and find those méthods only add to the confusion into whieh a 
firstiperusal'threw us. ‘The “remark ’’—which ‘is rathera'long one, 
running to nearly five -pages of smallish print—is almost’as striking 
as the préfiace, It commences thus :—‘ It is curious to see, by the dis- 
interested observer, that,” &c. Then it waxes pocti¢al :—‘ The 
customers themselves—the more wealthy, they of taste, theyf love 
for the beautiful, ‘for the better and the best; nay, they of luxury, 
actually caused this division—created these two classes of tailors.’’ 
Further, it becomes philosophic:—‘‘There is one point in which 
customers will have trouble to distinguish; namely, there are houses,” 
&e. Finally it sinks into poetry :—“ Hll-shapen garments, whic) 
cannot by the workman's labour alone be rendered aesthetic on the 
wearer's figure.’ We trust these examples of the manner (about the 
matter there is mething to say—er nihilo !) of this etirious pamphlet 
will send'many'to study in its pages the wateriést Oartyne-and-water 
that was'ever pumped out. Oh, those wicked wags of acquaintances 
and friends ! 





Answers ts Correspondents. 


[ We cannot return rejected MSS. or Sketches wnless they are accompanied 
by a stamped and directed envelope. | 

WE should feel obliged if those correspondents who require answers 
would facilitate matters by legible signatures. Wecannot waste space upon 
hap-hazard guesses at the real meaning of monograms or dubious initials. 

LanrKk.—Not a+daudable bird. 

F. A. B. G. H. K. (Camberwell-green).—May be-a man of letters; but 


he is not an artist. . 
S. T. C. (Cambridge.)—We are not in the habit of making jokes abent 





C. M. (Cosmo-place).—You deserve-to be made a fellow of tho Antiqua- 
rian Society for collecting. s0 many venerable jokes in a sheet of note- 


paper. ; ‘ 
A PunsteR.—Your best and only joke is your selectim of ahem 


ume. 
er S. H. writes to complain that the Post Office authorities made him 
pay twopence—letter rate—for a newspaper because the word “nothing ”’ 
was written on it. What would he say to being mulcted of twopenoe fur 
the wae than nothing which Nemo sent us to-day with insufficient 
stamps 

Pivi:—Plem-cloor in your case is green, we'll engage. 

U. O. (Glasgow.)—Oh, you —— 

DioGEngs.— We never say Di-ogenes! 

R. M. (Manchester.)—We do not understand your meaning. 

Jo8.—We'll see about it. 

‘“MartuHa.’’—Nobody wants you to be-clever, but do try to be eriginal ; 
or apply to the Porcupine, which seems fond of plagiarisms. 

A 5 Alerts (Carmarthen).— We really eannot-say. 

Birrin.—Rather flat. 

AN INDIGNANT READER.—You should do your best to understand a 
thing before you criticise. 

‘S.—Rhymes better, but rhythm terribly out. 

J. C. (Werrington-street.)—The case is a bad one, but we fedr your 


‘‘GENT WITH a CoLD IN HIS HeAp’”’ should try to geta few original 
ideas there to keep the cold out. The joke he sends is 60 venerable that it 


| may be the identic (c)old in the head he refers to, 


Declined with thanks :—W. R., Ringwood; H. H.F ; W.H., Dubtin ; 
Vox e Deserto; L. A. P.; C. J. W., Angel-court (7); J. W.S.; A-Constant 
Subscriber, Sydenham ; Promoter ; G. D., Glaegow ; R. W., Belfuet ; 1. P., 
Stoneclough; J. W., Glasgow; R. W., Carey-street ; J. L. L. F., Ware- 
ham; G. fe, Camden-square; J. B. D., Lesmahazow ; Qua-tor; U.J.C., 
Cloughton ; G. W.; G. W., Eynesford ; 8. G., Liv 1; Undergrafiuste ; 
G. M. T., Taunton; R. C. C.; G. P.,-Star-street; KR, E. N.; FP. T. M., 
Leicester; F. B., Formby. 
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What foHows on the preface ty the 
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*-This appears to have slipt out of oar ¢opy. 
| pamphlet itself, discussing the matter, 


| Seasor promises an exaet copy of his *‘ seryble.” 
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previously to entering on which the Pro- , 
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STREET CRITICISM. 


Ragged damsel :—Lon, Sarrer, I’M BLESSED IF THAT SWELL GAL HASN'T 


DRESSED HERSELF WRONG SIDE FORRARD!”’ 





FROM OUR STALL. 


In the Hunchback, Miss Terry, appears to much greater advantage 
than in Much Ado about Nothing—in fact, we consider Julia one of the 
lady’s best parts. Putting certain mannerisms of action out of the 
question, it isa fine performance, and we agree with Miss Trrry’s 
idolators that no actress on the London boards could play the charac- 
ter better. The younger Miss Terry isa delicious Helen—a coguette 
with a heart, and a romp without an atom of coarseness. Her front 
scenes with Modus, bring the house down with arun. Mr. Stvart, is 
a long-winded and guttural Master Walter; and Mr. Neviiue plays 
Clifford tably. In the fourth act he should make the pride of 
Sir Thomas more dignified and less sullen; he looks a little too fero- 
cious and vindictive. Stage management as usual; wedding guests 
— in apparel and unembarrassed in attitude—scenery full of 

umour. 

The Covent Garden Concerts go swimmingly. Srravss is the hero 
of the evening.—“ like Cerngrvs, three gentlemen in one” — composer, 


conductor and leader. Mr. J. M. Wentz is a pianist of the pyrotechnic _ 
school; one of those players who tear a pianoforte to rags—to very | 
As | 


tatters—to split the ears of the groundlings in the Promenade. 
regards execution, Mr. Weu.1's playing is remarkable; he has great 
power in the left hand, and is peculiarly dexterous at octaves. A 
selection from Gounod’s Romeo and Juliet is admirably played by 
Sionor Borrestni’s orchestra, and gives us a meaner opinion of the 
composer's talent than ever. The musicisdancy and showy, and that’s 
all. A blatant fanfare leads us in one part toa scrap of diddle-dum, 
that is hardly worth remembering. There is a mild infusion of 
Mzyeesger in this music which is not unpleasant; but we prefer 
taking our Mzyenneer neat. The Ragoczy March, arranged by Bert10z, 
and performed by the band, isa feature in the programme. Mr. 
Laver, who has been called Pacanint redivivus—plays a dull solo on 
the violin. Pacanin1 appears to have got out of his coffin in such a 
hurry as to have left his brains behind him. Mddle Sarotra and 


reeset eee 
Loadou :—Frinted by JUDD & GLASS, Pheaix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, 








| The Acclimatisation Society is reported to be greatly delighted at this 
| result of the importation of Macassar. 





C.— 
Doctors’ Commons, and Published {for the Propnevw: ) by W. ALUBR, a sv, rieet-street, B. 
August 31, 1867, . ° : Ee 


| A PRACTICAL LOVER. 


’T1s well to praise our English maids, 
For eyes and bright expression, 

For hair arranged in dainty braids, 
For feet—this is digression. 

For merry voices, winning ways, 
Clear faces, ringing laughter ;— 

Your perfect beauty seldom pays, 
For how about hereafter ? 


I have a maiden in my eye— 
My mind’s eye—don't mistake me— 
For whose affection I shall try, 
Unless weak tremors shake me, 
Come, drink her health! Wilt take a pull ? 
A bottle? come and crack it! 
For, oh! she looks so beautiful 
When cutting out a jacket! 


CONSOLATION. 


Tue course of events may be trusted, 
Howe’er it may happen to run ; 

And I'm not altogether disgusted 
With anything under the sun. 

It is folly to be a regretter 
That Fate seems a little perverse,— 

When I fancy things might have been better, 
I know that they might have been worse. 


Let the Inck of a life be collected ; 
You'll find, if you reason it out, 

That if one thing is worse than expected, 
The next will be better, no doubt. 

So let me suggest to the fretter, 

’ Who thinks Disappointment a curse, 


! 
That if many things might have been better, 


SE ere 
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They certainly might have been worse. 


The Write Way to Do It. 


An Irish paper states that Mz. Wuattey is so popular 
among the peasantry that he is inundated with letters 
asking for his autograph, and feels obliged to keep three 
clerks always at work to supply the required article. 








Mddle. Eractxo are the vocalists; the latter, who is very pretty, has 
one of those extraordinary Spanish voices which never will keep in 
tune, and the former has that Italian style which never will keep in 
time. 


Reason and Rhyme. 

RRALty our provincial contemporaries should be more careful of our 
common language—by which we don’t mean vulgar language, for that 
our friends deal in. e Scarborough Mer- 
cury :— 


Here’s an extract from 


‘The usual loyal and complimentary toasts were given by the chairman; Mr. 
William Hodgson; Mr. Auburn, Hunmanby; Dr. Cross, Scarborough ; and Mr. 
Smart, Aberford; which was briefly responded to by Messrs. Staveley, Kilham, 
Atkinson, and Smart. The Scarborough Volunteer Artillery Band was in attend- 
of th during the day, and whose lively strains pone much to enhance the pleasure 
of the scene.”’ 


It would be useless to reason with the S. J., so we'll rhyme :— 


Such grammar as Scarborough’s 
Really is barbarous ! 


From the Colonies. a 

Raszsirs have increased so plentifully in Victoria, that the buildings 
of the Legislative Assembly will have to be promptly enlarged vo 
accommodate the representatives of the numerous burrows that bave 
sprung up there. ‘English hares have also shown themselves, *ay8 
a colonial journal, “in places where they were not expected to be. ' 
Three were discovered on the right cheek of a young gentleman 0 
sixteen, who has devoted half his life to the cultivation of whiskers. 


—————_——————————— 
Way WERE THE Davouters or Moses very “Sweet GIRts ?— 
Because they were Mo’ lasses. 
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LINES TO CUPID. 
(Otp Strze—Very Currovs—Nearty Extinct.) 
Wuat, Curip! at your thefts again! 

Too bad, by half, you little seitor. 

But here your efforts will be vain - 

* Cantabit vacuus viator. 
e8; point the arrow—bend the bow— 
At which your mother made you clever. 

My heart s at home, Love; but f know 
“here’s nothing in it whatsoever, 


You stole—but I forgive the theft— 

All that was ever worth your stealing ; 
You gave it Cutog, and you left 

No scrap of sentiment or feeling. 
I weigh the joy against the grief, 

And pardon you my fret and fever : 
For I consider Love—the thief— 

No worse than Cutoz—the receiver ! 


THE LAY OF THE THREE CLERKS. 


SauNTERING down the shady hollow, 
‘Strolling o’er the sunny sands, 
Letting fancy idly follow 
Steamers bound for distant Jands ; 
Watching through the distance hazy 
Vessels standing out to sea, 
Aren’t we lazy—awful lazy ; 
Lazier chaps there couldn’t be. 


Down to see the tide out-running, 
- Back to watch the tide come in, 
This we think enjoyment stunning, 
Hands on stick supporting chin. 
Meditations always mazy, 
Not a thought among the three ; 
Aren’t we lazy—awful lazy ; 
Lazier chaps there couldn’t be. 


SL SR eee 
nr ence 
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What's the use of always thinking ° 
Don’t we over-tax the brain ? 
After eating, after drinking, 
Comes the time for both again. 
Pitching stone and plucking daisy 
Tire our fingers out, you see. 
Aren’t we lazy—awful : 
Lazier chaps there couldn’t be! 








Not Worth so many Pins! 

A’ youne man committed suicide in Paris the other day by running 
fifty pins into his bosom; stating in a letter that he did so because his 
life had been a series of disappointments, and adding, that he flattered 
himself his mode of suicide was quite original. At all events, if his 
life was disappointments, in his method of quitting it he carried his 
point—and fifty pins’ points besides. 





A New Saint. 

Tir Court Cireular informs us that “The Kine and QuzEn or Por- 
ruGAL have arrived at Saint Ildefouza.” The saint is quite a novelty to 
us! Has some great gun been recently canonised, or is this only the 
Portuguese for our old friend Kafouzalem ? 





Olympian. 
Ir is rumoured that the object which the Lessee of the Olympic had 
in view in engaging the young American actresses now perforthing at 
that theatre, was to cause a WEBB-stir. 





Highly Probable. 


no ordinary character—indeed, before he had swum 


bodily exertion of qh 
ays he had not a dry thread about him! 


one hundred yards 





Political Intelligence. 


We understand Mr. Giapstone has gone to Hawarden. We feel 
quite sure that Mz. Wuatzey is not going to soften any more—that is 
impossible. 


—————— eee 
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VOL. VY. 





Smiff (to his Julia) :—“ WELL MAY THEY CALL ’EM Bals de eat sucn 
WEATHER AS THIS! 


the portrait which appeared in our last ? 





‘7 the late full-dress race by members of the Serpentine | | 
Swinming Club a erke rh that this usefel accomplishment involves | only an astronomer you'll do. | 


| Egamorbeg Fenian; W. C. T.; Bill 
| A 


Hearty ; J. 

J. B. C., Liverpool; Tom, Mies B., Sheffield; Sophroniscus; J. M., | 

Frederick-crescent; W. C., iver A Funster; A Wipe 

H. B. B.; E.O., Maida Vale; J. W.; 

G0"; W. L. F., Yeovil; W. W. R., Dublin; Oxonian, Spalding; H.; | 
eader. 
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A MARGATE MISAPPREHENSION. 


gt 8 


I] NEVER FELT THE "EAT 80 MUCH RBEFORE.”’ 


we 


~ 
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Answers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return rejected MSS. or sketches unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope. | 


FitzapAM.—Send your address and we will return the letter to you. 
You must excuse our declining to have anything to do with the matter. 

TovuRist.—Need not have gone so far to fetch a joke that was imported 
long ago. 

PLato.—Not a dish to our liking. 

A., who apologises for wasting our time, has, we fear, wasted his own. 

H. J. T. (Tavistock.)—We'll try to lick that into shape. 

A CORRESPONDENT, who assumes the name of **Tom Brown," and sends 
us copy, wishes us to state here “ if there is anything init.’’ We observe 
several mis-spellings in it—but that is all. 

TULLUs—RKhymes with du//us, which isn’t Latin, but might be English 
if we were not particular as to rhyme. 

F. A. (Barnsbury.)—Under consideration. 

B. C. (Paddington.)— We'll see what we can make of it. 

ARISTOPHANES.— Good, but it ia not one of the birds we can aim at. 

A Constant SunscriBber (Herne Hill).—Can't you be satisfied with 





a oe +. .2 6m. 


LIonEL.—We are considering. 

ZANY.—We don't see that there’s (z)any point in it. 
G1nGER.— You need not be an astrologer to look at the stars. If you're 
Declined with thanks:—F. A., Reading; ‘‘ Bethnal Green ;’’ J. R.; 
Barlow, Edinburgh; F. P.; | 
Liverpool; A Subscriber; Electra; D. M. N., Liverpool; | 
C., Islington; G. B., Portland-place ; B. F. H., Manchester; 


.T L 


r, Sheerness ; 
X. P., Brighton; J. McJ., Glas- 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 26. 
Wyexe the mountains round Winander, 
Stand like sentinels that keep 
Silent watch, would we could wander 
Where the lakes in sunshine sleep. 
Or where Alpine summits frowning 
Tempt ak tourists to explore, 
Or to Italy, where Brownine 
Lived and rhymed about its shore ; 
Any trip at all were pleasant, — 
en our ease in some snug inn 
We might take, but just at present 
We're uncommon short of tin. 


l. 
The great earl rose in a terrible rage, | 
And he clapped his hand on ; : 
Quoth he, “I’ve got that ering pige 
A-giving my lady a kiss. ; 
2. 
A party with a very gentle wife, 
Rudely deprived her of one thing— her ‘ife. 
3. : 


In circulating medium she 
Was rolling, after marriage, 

I made the darling, don’t you : ee, 
Stand me a handsome carria; e. 


4, 


A pleasant thing to be in this hot weather, 
By the seaside or else upon the heather. 


5, 
He made a treacherous woman very. daar e 
To us, whene’er his charming strains we Lear. 


6. 
A sigh expressed in speech, we've often read it, 
But did you ever know a man who said it ? 


7 
ae 


We own its use in daily food, and, look! 
A title of a famed Professor's book. 


ANSWER TO Acrostic No. 24. 


Focus 
Irene 
Nora 
Alias 
Leo 
Erin 

Conrret Soivrions or Acrostic No. 24, Recrivep 281m AvevsT :--Betsy; 
Breakside and Hamish. 


Hit par hy 
ZourPkhn 








What, all my Pretty Chickens and their Dam P 


We see among the literary advertisements in the Saturday Review 
the following strange question :—“Can poultry be made to pay ?” 
We have met with hens that were much given to laying, and as they 
are not considered to indulge in foul practices on the turf, we suppose 
they paid up. At any rate, Cox and Co. have always been looked on 
as cock-sure to pay, and we cannot sce hen-ny reason why the Poultry 
should not continue to 1un towards the Bank. , 





South London Morality. 


F.irry-rwo tradesmen were fined the other day at N ewington 
Sessions for having unjust weights, scales, and measures. The proper 
mea:ures for such offenders would te imprisonment without the 
option of a fine, for they make light of fines as well as weights. 





A Hollow Mockery. 
Gzxgrat Suertpan has removed Governon Turocknorton of 
Texas, and has appointed Ex-Governor Prass to succeed bim. This 
18 an instance of calling out Pease when there is no peace. 





joke. 
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Coton Dalk. 


By THe SAUNTERER IN SOOIETY. 


the dull 
season has de- 
scended upon 
us like an ava- 
lanche. It has 
come as sud- 
denly as the 
second winter 
came on us last 
May. London 
emptied itself 
like a tub with 
the bottom out, 
and the Park, 
crowded ono 
day, was a wil- 
derness the 
next. On the 
whole, too, the 
weather has 
been favour- 
able, and the 
watering-places 
are crowded. 
Wantinga blow 
on the water 
the other day, 
I took a trip to 
Margate and 
back, on board 
the Albert Vic- 
tor. She is a 
fast and exceed- 
ingly comfort- 
able boat, the 
very cratt for a 
cruise of this 
sort in fine weather. Her victualling department is better than is 
found in such boats generally, and she goes so smoothly, that your 
attention to the eatables is not lost labour. I should recommend, 
however, those who go to Margate by sea not to take their luggage 
with them, for the spirited manner in which the Margate porters play 
at pitch-and-toss with boxes and portmanteaus, under the bland 
superintendence of a benign but rather incompetent elderly gentleman, 
pier-master, or harbour-master, or some such dignitary, isa thing to 
make you tremble if you have any breakables in your trunk. Margate 
is tremendously full, and beds are scarce, but I was lucky enough to 
find room at the York, one of the beat of the hotels. Of course the 
“Jolly Dogs” muster rather strong in the kingdom of Hopes the 
Firat. I observe their chief evening amusements are strutting up and 
down the Jetty four abreast, singing popular airs in’ discord, and 
loafing about at the Hail by the Sea on the borders of the dancing 
space, interfering with the ‘Terpsichoreans, Lut prudently keeping 
outside the limit at which the M.C. could interfere. 

It seems to me a pity that the Horse Guards should allow command- 
ing officers in agricultural districts to send out “at their discretion 
soldiers to assist in harvesting. ‘The labourers are trying to get « rise 
in their very inadequate wages, and the harvest time is their best 
opportunity. Commanding ollicers, accustomed to the implicit obe- 
dience of a soldier who gcts a ‘few halfpence a day, do not possess the 
discretion to hold aloof when they see labourers showing independence 
and asking for more pay. I hear that the soldiers have been allowed 
to work in parts of Essex where the farm-labourers are on strike. 
If this is so, it ought not to be allowed. Unfortunately Parliament 15 
not sitting, or Mu. Hvuenes and Proressor Fawcetr might be relied 
on to inquire into the question. 

Mvnrpuy is stiil at his old tricks in Birmingham, and no steps 
appear to be taken by the authorities to stop him, although his 
conduct and language axe perpetual provocatives to a breach of the 
peace. It ig a thing worth noting, that physical force seems to be 
in the ascendant nowadays, and that a respectable cause does not get 
respectable supporters. Reform is sg little honoured by the advocacy 
of a BrapLaveGH, as religion is by the inflammatory falsehoods of 8 
Muxpuy. To judge from his conduct at the last Birmingham riot, 
it seems probable that he will crown his mission with martyrdom 
—I don’t mean his own martyrdom, but the death of some unoffending 


_ Pas Lavest Inreriicenes.— The one that is always last to see the net by the revolver of this terrified fanatic, who ought no more to 


trusted with pistols than with principles. 


antes ———— ——— 
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I have only seen two magazines as yet. Tinsley’s second number is 
a decided improvement on the first. ‘Dr. Brady’’ is admirable, and 
there is a pleasant article on “ Taking the Air’’—in a balloon. There 
is more verse this month than last, but hardly as neat and finished, 
though “St. Ambrose”’ is clever enough. ‘ The Rock Ahead” goes 
on well. ‘Aunt Anastatia’’ is rather a bore, and—strange to say— 
“The Fashions” is a smart and amusing article. In Cassell’s Magazine 
the most interesting article is a paper on ALEXANDER Smitu, by Han- 
NAY. ‘There are also a chatty essay on “ Front Seats” by Dutton 
Cook, some sound articles on “Old Clothes,’ “ Hair Markets,” and 
topics of that’Sort, and some very pleasant verses by ArTHUR LOCKER, 
brother of the author of “London Poems.” ‘The illustrations, with 
the exception of Wartson’s frontispiece, might be better, I think; but 
it is hardly fair to pass judgment on them, they are, as a rule, so very 
badly printed. But you can’t have everything for sixpence, I sup- 
pose ! 

The theatres are most of them closed, or closing, or about to re-open. 
The Royalty still fills every night. ‘The Strand opened on last Mon- 
day with Mr. and Mrs. Howarp Pav. I went to the Princess’s to 
see Mrs. Vezin in * Masks and Faces,” and was pleased—as I always 
am—with her acting. Mn. Maciean and Mn. Pricer supported her 
ably, but I cannot say very much for the rest of the cast. 





FANNY AND JENNY. 


Fanny and Jenny in Paris did dwell, 

Miss JANE was a dowdy, Miss Fanny a swell— 
Each went for to dine at a quarter to four 

At her own little favourite Restauratore— 

Fanny of Berrram AND Roserts was fond 

While Jenny she worshipped her Spiers anp Ponp. 





Fanny was pretty and piquante and rert, 

Her manners were shortish and so was her shirt, 
While Jenny the elder would make a man wince, 
Tn a dress of ihe mode of a century since. 
BsrrraM AND Roperts’s Fanny was blende, 

Aud dark was the Jenny of Spizxs AND Ponp, 





JaNeE lived in a modest and lady-like way : 
To Spiers AND Ponp she went every day, 
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She'd order up beef and potatoes as well, 
And cut off the joint until senseless she fell : 
(She fed herself daily all reason beyond 

To gaze ull the longer at Srizxs anp Ponp.) 


But Fanny, that frolicsome frivolous maid 

(Whose tastes were more airy than Jenny's the staid), 
To Bertram AND Rosenrts would hie her away, 

And swallow plum-pudding the rest of the day. 

The best of her dresses Miss Fanny she donned 

(As Jenny did also for Spiers AND Ponp). 





The Restaurateurs didn't seem for to care 

For Jenny’s soft ogle or Fanny’s fond stare. 
Said Jenny, “ Don’t let us be taken aback, 
Were probably on an erroneous tack, 

And Bertram anp Rouerts of me may be fond, 
While you are belovéd by Srrers anp Ponp!”’ 


**Oh, Bertram anv R., are you dying for me, 

Or am I the chosen of Srrens anv P. ? 

Oh, which is the angel and fostering star 

Of Sprers anp P., or of Bertram Anpv R., 

Which firm haye I collared in Venvus’s bond ? 

Say, Bertram anp Roserts—speak Sprers anv Ponp! 


‘** Perhaps if you cannot completely agree 


Which of you shall have Fanny and which shall have me, 


And you wish for to go for to do what is right, 

You will go to the Bois de Boulogne for to fight— 
It’s the mode that is popular in the beau monde,— 
Will Bertram anv Roserts fight Spiers anp Ponp ? 


But Spiers AND Ponp are but perishing clay, 

So they gasped and they gurgled and fainted away— 
The burden of Bextram anp Roserts’s song 

Was ‘‘ Goodness! how shocking! Oh, please go along ! 
With neither for worlds would we ever abscond!”’ 

And “ Ditto for us,” exclaimed Srizxs anv Ponp. 


Said Fanny, “ How bold, and how dreadfully rude!” 
‘* These men are too forward,” said Jenny the prude, 
** Such youth and such beauty as both of us own 
Are safe in the walls of a convent alone, 

We shall there be the coarse persecutions beyond 

Of BexrraM AND Roperts and Sprers AND Ponp.” 





—< = 




















| FE UW N [SzpremBer 7, 1867. 
270 : 








OH! WHAT A BOOTY! 


? > 
Miss Crusher :-—“ Every GIRL GETS A CHANCE NOWADAYS. Last YEAR IT WAS RED HAIR—THIS YEAR PRETTY FEET HAVE THEIR TU RN.’ 

























An Arch—or Viaduct—Remark. A Note of Admiration.—From the Columbian Press. 


In these days when so many comic papers are serious, and so many | Tur Columbian, Captain Baker, a new steamship belonging to the 
serious p»pers are intensely humorous, we are not quite sure whether West India and Pacific Steamship Company, has made the run out to 
our scientific contemporary Engineering is joking or not in the following | Colon in the extraordinary time of twenty-one days, including stop- 
paragraph, clipt from a recent number :— pages of fourdays. After this un-comma’nly quick passage it must 

“ Parure or A Ratuway Viapuct 1x Inpra.—The largest viaduct over the Chane | have been found necessary to come to a full stop at Colon for coalin 
Ghaut incline, 160 ft. high, have given way through faulty construction, and two| purposes. Let us hope that the captains of all our ocean-going 
trains thereby narrowly escaped construction.” steamers will take a lesson in punctuation from Captain BAKER. 


The grammar is a little obscure, so we must guess what “ the failure of 


the railway’’ means. In England lines don’t fail until after they are Purse-picuity ! 

made, and have raised all the meney (and more), which Parliament Herz is a curious announcement :— 

poate. In India it would seem they “ narrowly escape construction.” FOUND, some time ago, a PURSE, containing money and the person who lost a 
hey evidently want a “* Pero anp Bertrs”’ firm, over there :—the lines purse at T. A. P.’s shop, 56, C.-street, can have the same by giving a proper 


description, and paying cost of advertising.—Apply at 56, C.-street. 

A purse containing both money and the person who lost it—for so the 
sense or nonsense seems to run—would be a curiosity indeed! The 
advertiser must be an extraordinary purse-’un ! 


would not escape construction then! 





No Whalley Received. 


Ir appears that the late Mr. Pucrn was really the architect of the 
Houses of Parliament, but that he did his drawings for the late Sir 
C. Barry because he thought it useless to compete himself, being a 
Catholic. This idea was a national calamity. Had he competed, we 
feel sure no obstacle would have prevented his winning, and then—the 
thought almost takes away our breath—Mr. WuHattey would (if he is 
consistent) never have sat in the building! 


International Courtesies, 


Tue Suttan and the Viceroy of Egypt will, no doubt, feel highly 
gratified on learning that many vogue gentlemen have declared that 
they will not fire a shot upon the Moors this year. 


‘‘Serious Explosion at the Mansion-House.”’ 


We have been surprised to note that a paragraph under this heading 
has been going the round of the papers. Judging from the reports of 
the speeches delivered by some of the City tes on festive 
occasions, we should imagine that explosions—of a side-splitting 
character—are by no means rare in that locality, making it a saatiee 
of surprise that the press should consider the circumstance worthy © 
notice. 





A Bit o’ History. 

Ws see an Ecclesiastical History announced by a Mr. Srovexton. 
Considering the subject and the author’s name, we fancy that it will 
not be without a drop or two of the well-known “ Stoughton Bitters.” 
Theological books generally go in for a little relish of the sort. 








Way should the clerks in the Patent Office be a humorous s $F 


Because brevété is the soul of wit. Reat Baitisu StTanDARD.—22 carat gold. 


nn en ence nn enn nnn a ee 





, he 
ee 






BHU N.—Serremser 7, 1867. 


| 


= 





—--——-. + 





dw ha 
y WhLI (14 


AAS Of, 
HM 


hen 


= 





/ 


° ; 


Y, 


j 
LAY 
y uy 


/ 


aT She 


A A he 


i 


Led) 


eg ee — 
ee ae 


MN NADH N 
K BCT 6 
Nth 


U 


a ee ce ce ce 


/ 
ie 


1 
i 
‘ 


_—— 
a ete 


Z Cae 5 cy 417 Z yy 

SOTA 
al SNL 

= LW UTR 
AAT 
TT 
HANA 
At v4 Ni, Vy) 


TAPAY, 


AL 


VY 


’ 


——— 


Sa 
a. 


, D 
BOTT 


r 


p 
q 
| 





AFTER THE VICTORY. 








' 
i 


eee ee eee es 





J | Sn 
; ov wey ; 
ZR ace 

IS SAE : 
~~ wi | 
wr ’ y 
' , yy 

J + 

. 





oy 
/ 

he 

uF 


ee 
MM 


Mm 
5 2 cS 





NE 


A 





as | 


ita 























a 
AGE Of Electro-Plate (The), 8 Croquet, 77 From our Stall, 7, 1°, 23, 35, 47, 63, 89, ; Legend (A), 121 | 
Answers to Corre:ponden's, 13, 23,32, 45, | Caste, $0 ‘9, 128, 139, 141, 161, 170, 174, 195, 205, | Latest from South Kensington (The), 144 | 
55, (5, 75, 87, 97, 107, 120, 129, 139,| Change, 87 923, 232, 251, 266 | Laus ¥statis, 176 
149, 161, 171, 183, 193, 203, 213, 223,| Curious Historica! Parallel (A), 132 Free Exhibitions of London, 24 Little Addresses to Big Names : — | 
233, 245, 255, 265, 267 Cupid’s A B C, 148 Favourite (The), 120 _ No. 1.—John Parry, 215 
Anticipations, 15 Covent Garden, 197 Flight ofa Rocket ‘The), 129 No. 2.—Charles Dickens, 244 
Anchorite (The), 110 Chor-i-us and Curious, 217 Frosted Rhymes, 140 | No. 3.—Charles Matthews, 260 
Antipodes (The), 19 Fanny and Jenny, 259 Last Guest of England (The), 218 
Athletic Sports at Sydewham, [56 Lorenzo de Lardy, 225 
Dova_r Acrostic, 11, 16, 27, 36, 48, 58, 69, dentist oe eT Last Ball of the Season, 237 
ae 88, 90, 106, 110, 129, 132, 141, 162, 164, | oo , . oo Lay of the Law (A), 255 
RE-FORD Hope, 25 182, 186, 197, 206, 216, 227, 235, 249, 259, | Wrest City (Phe), Last Look (The), 213 
Bull in Ireland, 28 oa _Greenwich Park, 103 oe ‘eee 5 
British Museum, 34, 93 nt Acrostie (Answers to), 11, 16 General John, 127 rel Cupid, 367 ' : 
| By Appointment, 44 | 97. 36, 48, 58, 69, 8S, 99, 106, 4i0, 129, | Cent's Mlscomfurts(A), 165 Fae eee See ee 
| Boat Race (The), 60 ae : rae 164, 182, 186, 197, 206, Great Frene Sam Phe), 150, 172 aa Aa 5 soll 
Crown, Mrs., and the Winter, $1 | 216, 227, 235, 249, 259, 2.8 | Good Idem (4), 229 | ‘a we Sant, aS, ME, 52, 45, 96, 06, 74, ’ 
” on a Domestic Difticulty, | Definite Grievance (A), 25 My Native Cot, 2] 
” and the Flower W a Dover Review (The), $5 nd i 35 nt Milly, 57 
oe '132 | Day for Wishing (A), 99 ane eS?’ Macaulay's Schooiboy, 70 
” at Excter Hall, 169 Derby Ditty (A), 112 | Horas (Egy, 9° Mystification (A), 96 
ee and the Clothes Man, 191 Derby Doubts, 119 History of Civilization (A), 123 Midnight Musings, 102 
” aad the Eggs, 211 Derby Day (I'he), 120 | Here’s a Go, 153 Modern Pygmalion (A), 163 
xe and the Rottlejack, 23] Dangerous Writer (A), 139 | iungry Brigade (The), 20) Mao of Letters (A), 171 
” Hlouse Hunting, 253 Dora, 147 Milk in Manchester, 161 
” in Dublin, 263 Disillusioned, 173 Joun and Freddy, 222 Maybary, 195 
Beales to the Rescue, 121 Domestic Difficulty (A), 176 Jopkins’s Ghost, 245 Man o’ Airlie, 221 
Broken Vows, 188 Day at Margate (A), 194 | Joliy Mariner (The), 246 
Bees:ey on Broadhead, 195 Dreams, 228 Now and Then, 105 
Belgian Invasion (The), 203 Dites Lui, 245 Krxe of the Cannibal Isles (The), 170 Naval Review (The), 214 
Belgians in London (The), 224 Dream of the Seaside (A), 258 Keeping up the System, 257 


Bishop and the Busman (The), 238 
Babette’s Love, 247 
Born Genius (A), 255 


Ove Library Table, 21, 57, 160, 16) 197, 
214, 245, 265 

Our Charlie Champagne, 47 

Our biographical Dictionary, 43, 50, 73, 
101, 118, 193 

On a New Party, 57 


Easter Monday on Hampstead Heath, 76 | Lorn Derby’s Lament, li 

Evening Dress, 89 Lost in London, 31 

Empire of Peace (The), 92 Lamplighter (The), 46 

Cc > 4 The) 7 . /9 Va 5 ; ’ 

hs . righ (The), 7 | Encore Croquet, 99 , Learning the Verbs, 49 
mteste, $5 Evening, 193 Light ‘Blue) Brigade (The), 67 


a 
ttt 


et 





ee Ee ee ewe es 





7ST 


ue 8 
oy rey eee 


Ode to‘April Showers, 69 
Ode to an English Easter, 73 
On the Stream, 174 

Ode to the Country, 196 

Ode to the Rain, 208 

Ode to an Eminent M.P., £55 
Only a Cabby, 13 


PARLIAMENTARY Language, 59 
Plucky Old Man (A), 13 

Paris Penciilings, 88, 106, 148 

Pro Patria Mori, 101 

Personal Explanation (A), 134 
Present Mr. Burke (The), 154 
Progress of Reform, 181 

Paris Exhibition (The), 162, 184, 202 
Please, Sir, It Wasn't I, 207 


' 
i 
} 
| 
i 
} 
| 


Refexsttuxnt Bar (A), 14 

Reficctions at a Picture Auction, 58 
Report of a Pistol (The), 142 

Round of Dissipation (A), 100 

Romantic Recollections, 151 

Robinson Crusoe at the Haymarket, 196 
Reciprocal Terms, 233 

Red Skins at Sydenham, 264 


Sportixo Intelligence, 11, 17, 27, 44, 63, 
69, 96, 109, 123, 143, 151, 165, 173, 187, 
201, 207, 217, 227, 249 

Sleep, 23 

Society of British Artists, 56 

Song, 7 

Seandal on Civilization (A), 120 

Sir Guy the Crusader, 139 

Sir Galahad the Golumptious, 149 


Si Tu Savais, 166 

Sensation, 170 

Singularity, 183 

Song of the Honest M.P. (The), 185 
Sorrows of Maybury (The), 187 
Self Possession, 201 

Sultan at Sydenham (The), 212 
Story of a Reformer, 226 

Senses (The), 248 


To Horse! To Horse! 6 
| Town Talk, 6, 16, 26, 35, 48, 58, 77, 90, 
100, 112, 122, 132, 142, 154, 164, 13], 
186, 196, 206, 216, 226, 235, 248, 253, 263 
To Paris and Back, 37 
Tailors’ Strike (The), 97 
Trip to Paris (A), 131 


Three Crazes and the Three Graces (The), | 


175 
Traveller’s Return (The), 265 


| Usaprreciarep Crichton (An), 53 
Utrum horum mavis, accipe, 140 
Urbs Rediviva, 204 
Up the River to Noakes’s, 239 


Volume Five, 6 
Visitor (The), 18 
Verses Addressed to a certain Person, 2) 


Wenpprp Waltonian (A) 63 
Wants We Can’t Reconcile, 78 
Word from a Woman (A), 192 
What It Must Come To,'207 


L ARGE ENGRAVINGS. 
Amusement combined with Instruction, 


61 
After the Victory, 271 
An Awkward Momnt, 115 


ei aN —- ees Oa Se eee 


Wi aii - 
ee AR aN lian Ni kt is 


Broad Hint for a Broad-head (A), 189 
Carried, 209 
Dryads of Disfranchisement (The), 145 


Ducks and Drakes of Directors _— 
67 


Dishing the Whigs, 251 

Fishy Case (A), 71 

Fitting Question (A), 228 
Harmless Instrument (A), 103 
Ireland’s Opportunity, 156 
Lodger Franchise v. Dual Voting, 51 
Lion of England (The), 240-1 
** Mill’’-enium (The), 82 
Nicholas’s Derby ‘Prophecy, 114 
Needed Rebuke (A), 219 
Political Millinery, 40 

Pax Packs, 93 

Political Peri (The), 261 
Retiring Disposition (A), 83 
Rival Conduetors,(The), 135 
Road to Ruin (The), 178-9 
Riflemen Form, 199 

Securing the Suffrage, 29 
Spare my Felines, 41 
Surprising Success (A), 125 
Very Active Service, 19 
Volunteering Advice, 157 
Westminster Play (The), 9 


SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 


And the Captain don’t seem to like it, 78 
Arithmetical, 120 

Answer (An), 128 

Assurance, 218 

Arduous Task (An), 232 












Aunti-climax (An), 236 

Athletic Sports at Sydenham, 255 

Brutes (The), 15 

Brilliant Descriptive Powers, 18 

British Museum (The), 34, 95 

Boot-iful, 44 

British Artists Gallery, 56 

Boat Race (The), 60 

Letting Man’s Banquet (The), 79 

Bread Riot (A), 148 

Belgian Reception (The), 205 

Belgians in London (The), 224 

Bishop and the Busman (The), 238 

Babette’s Love, 247 

Chanting his Praises, 87 

Cuok’s Voyages and Cook’s Excursion;, 

158 

Crt Direct-ed (The), 204 

Charles Dickens, 244 

Charles Matthews, 260 

Completely Bottled, 245 

Down upon Him, 28 

Dover Review (The), 85 

Doing his Best, 118 

Down on Him and Up to Him, 154 

Exposition (and Imposition) in Paris, 92 

Exactly Hitting It, 166 

Experience, 171 

Eye to Business (An), 198 

French Exhibition (The), 37 

Fiddle-de-dee, 161 

For Exhibition, 183 

Greenwich Park, 108 

General John, 127 

Great French Exhibition (fhe), 150, 162, 
172, 184, £02 

Guarded Reproof (A), 170 

Groan Indeed, 174 





Three Faces (The), 175 

Gentle Craft (The), 228 

Hampstead Heath, 76 

Half Measure (A), 106 

Ilistorical, 233 

I{od, Rather, 250 

In the Name of Common Humanity, 96 

Interesting to Ornithologists, 160 

Indiarubber Ear Question (The), 163 

John Parry, 215 

John and Freddy, 222 

Jolly Mariner (The), 246 

(K)naif Remark (A), 182 

Literary and Literal, 70 

Latest from Weather-Cockaigne (The), 
195 

Lorenzo de Lardy, 225 

Last Ball of the Season (The), 247 

Men we Meet, 12, 22, 32, 43, 54, 64, 74, 86, 
105 

Matter-of-Fact Woman, 89 

Made Dishes, 121 

Moses and Noses, 176 

Margate, 194 

Margate Misapprehension (A), 267 

Nipt in the Bud, 57 

(N)ag-gravating Proposal (A), 162 

New Illustration of Shakespeare (A), 192 

Ferry Boat, 234 

Our Artist in Paris, 6 

Optical Illusion (An), 50 

Overheard at the Academy, 134 


Our National Portrait Gallery, 215, 244, 
20 


Oh, what a Booty, 270 
Portrait of a Gentleman, 36 
Picture Auction, 38 

Putting his Pipe Out, 47 
Pot and Kettle, 66 

Plain Speaking, 99 

Popkins in Paris, 110 
Passing Strange, 138 

Proof of the Pudding (The), 214 | 
Quite Another Pair of Shoes, 50 
Refreshment Bar (A), 14 

(Race) Course of True Love, &c. (The), 45 
Rather a Sticker, 46 
Rather Warm, 88 | 
Rum Pup (A)) 102 

Reminiscence of Last Season (A), 119 

Red Skins at Sydenham (The), 264 
Spooney, 67 

Striking Idea (A), 124 

Special Pleading, 130 

Sir Guy the Crusader, 139 

Sharp Lad, 140 

Sir Galahad the Golumptious, 149 

Second Sight, 185 

Small Bonnet Question (The), 203 

Sultan at Sydenham (The), 212 

Steed of a Different Complexion (A), 2°4 
Street Criticism, 266 

Sponsor and Responser, 25 

Some Mistake Here, 257 

Trip to Paris (A), 131 

Taking him, Literally, 183 

Victim of Fashion (The), 141 

Very Old and Curious, 144 

Ups and Downs of Epsom (The), lil 

Wild Goose Case (A), 112 

Where are We Now, 213 

You’ll Find no Change in Me, $8 











AUTHOR 













LIBRARY _@@I TSH Nusevn, AOndc PPP 5.213. ¢] 
LIBRARY REFERENCE 

APPROXIMATE REDUCTION RATIO _/0 a 
ORDER NUMBER. EF) Sh 


U UNIVERSITY MICROFILMS 
M = ANN ARBOR MICHIGAN 













ws 
SAA ‘! \ 
‘ SATYN! 


N 


DO 


LON 





BAKER, 


e 


(FOR THE PROPRIETOR) BY 


PUBLISHED 


80, FLEET STREET, E.C. 


ennai tenenenarienemeeemenmeneneeennen a 











. 
i 
i 
i 
At ' Fi? Ay a | : 
Oe & : 
« ; le > 
~ > = . \— 
“« = “2 a8 
pe EA SESS. Po ES 
+e pe } fa 
oe O49} qi? 
\ . Se} at 
\ OSG SN 
oe dl ten, 
“Ul decy 
ye s e, 
, ’ 
° 
cae 
Bad 
sr 
Re 
, 


2 
: 





SS 






been so pleasant that everybody considered that the 

extra day which Leap-Year presented to it was a well- 
merited gift. March had begun its progress. The winds 
always blow in March, but the flowers sometimes won’t follow 
the example, and put off their blowing. But this year they 
were all to the fore early, and Spring’s approach was, in point 
of fact, a quick March with a lively air. 


mS Ov pleasant month of February was at an end. It had 























The birds were all singing merrily. They had paired and 
built their nests, so that the troubles of settling and furnishing 
were over, and they could give their minds to music. There 
were all sorts of birds and all sorts of songs, but they harmonised 
gloriously. Somebody told somebody else, who confided it to a 
third party, who wrote to the newspapers about it, that he 
believed he had heard a Cuckoo; but that was a little too strong 
for thepapers, especially as Parliament was sitting, for that has 
a fine tonic effect on editorial credulity. There have been 
editors who would swallow bushels of gigantic Gooseberries in the 
recess, but strain at a Toad in a block of stone during the session. 
The truth was, that what the somebody aforesaid heard and 
mistook for a Cuckoo was a dissipated Lark with a hiccup. It 
had been ‘‘in the Sun ”’ early in the morning. 








The Lambkins were particularly lively. In their happy 
state of innocence they frolicked about and kicked up their heels, 
as if there were no such thing in the world as what Carrain 
MAYNE REID would describe as the Mentha officinalis or Common 
Mint. No.suspicion of vinegar soured their sweet thoughts— 

| Z they dreamt not of cotzlettes d la Soubise, or of the possible future 
| Ly. 3 EN, sets , —, of their small fny. They even admired the blue of the sky, as if 
Wats Rete it were not the hue of the butcher's livery. 










The distant church bells shed the music of their sweet chimes upon the air, and wanton little zephyrs brought its echoes 
with them to compare them with the tinkle of the waterfall. The meadows were fresh and green, and in the arable land the busy 
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Iv REFACE. 





plough was taking its share in man’s labour. Spring and Leap Year wore taking summary measures for the re-decoration of 
the Theatre of Nature. . 

The trees were putting forth tiny leaves. The Horse Chestnuts were first, and had a start of the Oaks. The Elms wero not 
far astern, but the Ashes had put off their display till Ember week. The Ashes are always late:—Nature reviewing her forces 
seems perpetually saying to them ‘‘ Ash you were!” However, the trees generally looked spring-like, and by their own leaves 
and with the kind permission of the sun and fine weather, would probably soon make a very respectable bough—a good many 
boughs, indeed—to the public. 

As for the flowers they, as was said at the commencement of this preface, blew in profusion. There were innumerable 
daisies—pretty little blossoms, though they are as hard to get out of the lawn as Bishop CoLeNso. As for Violets—you had 
only to follow your nose, and you would find them :—that is, if your nose was anything better than a promontory whereon to set 
a pair of barnacles a-straddle. Snowdrops, Crocuses, Hyacinths, abounded, and there were blessoms on many a fruit tree, and 
the Lilacs and Laburnums were showing well for flower. 

And then toe crown the delights: of Spring, and fill all hearts with mirth, sunshine, and merriment, that hardy perennial, 
Fua, came out with a volume. No sooner did it put forth its leayes, than a broader smile was observed om the face of Nature. 
The trees shook with a pleasant laughter. Fat little buds that had been too lazy to open, split their sides with chuckling. 
The birds grew quite chizpy over it.. Tho lambkins jumped at the notion of it. Even the waterfall joined in, and kept up a 
little silvery laugh as it hurried along chattering to its pebbles and whispering to its banks the good news that @ new volume 
of Fun was out! 

And thus Fun was weleomed everywhere. In the busy city it brought cheerful hints of the pleasant country, carols that 
reminded the town-pent prisoners of the singing of birds. Physicians recommended it as wholesome diet for the ailing. They 
said the old system of blood-letting in Spring was obsolete, but that it was a good vernal practice to breathe the comic vein. 


In quiet nooks of the pleasant country it amused and delighted thousands of readers, instruefing them, too, in the doings 
of the busy world. East and west, north and south, its appearamce was hailed with delight. ike the morning drum-beat of 
England which goes with the sun round the globe, a ripple of pheasant laughter epreading in widening cireles from land to 
land announced the publication of— 


Ghe Sixth Volume of the Hey Bevies of Sun. 
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Tue next best thing 
to being well is to 
know exactly what 
you ought to do when 
you happen to be ill; 
but a good many doc- 
tors are too profoundly 
scientific to give you 
practical advice in 
plain English. We 
welcome in Mr. WIi1- 
L1AMs’8 little treatise 
on the “‘ Health- Resorts 
of France and Italy’ a 
pleasant exception to 
the general rule of 
dulness amongst works 
on medical subjects. 
Himself an able and 
experienced prac- 
titioner, and the son 
of one of the most emi- 
nent physicians of the 
day, Mr. WI trams 
explains in a simple 
and intelligible way the 
various advantages 
and drawbacks of such 
places as Hyéres, 
Cannes, Nice, and 
Mentone. So long as 
our noble country shall 
retain its present pecu- 
liarities of climate, 
there will always be 
some thousands of 
English men and wo- 
men compelled to go 
abroad before the first 
of the November fogs ; 
and we cannot com- 
mend to them a more 
agreeable or useful 
guide than Mr. WI1- 
u1aAMs. That gentle- 
man’s book, we may 
add, is quite worth 
reading even by those 
who have no direct 
personal interest in 
the subject; its style 
18 simple and pellucid ; 
and the author seems 
to have none of those 
violent prejudices 
which sometimes warp 
the judgment, on pro- 
fessional subjects, of 
even the ablest men. 


Much Ado about 
Nothing. 


Tue Monton Register, 
a St. Louis paper, 
under the heading of 
*‘ American Tin,”’ says, 
“The United States 
are no longer depen- 
dent on the Old World 
for their saucepans ; 
in Southern Missouri 
there is tin enough to 
supply the kitchens 
for a million years.” 
Why this excitement ? 
Saucepans may be 
made of other metal 
than tin, and to judge 
from the Alabama cor- 
respondence of Mar. 
Sewarp, the American 
supply of brass does 
not seem to be in any 
danger of giving out. 





Toole-Liberal! 


A MarcGare corre- 
spondent informs us 
that bills have been 
displayed in that town 
declaring that “On 
Monday the Second of 
September the well- 
known comedian Mr. 
J. L. Toore will ap- 
pear at the Theatre for 
two nights only.”’ We 
have the highest ad- 
miration for Mr. 
Toouz, but we cannot 
believe that even his 
undoubted versatility 
can contrive to get two 
nights out of Monday 
evening ! 





Bravo! 


Ir is stated that both 
Lorp StranLtey and 
Mr. Disraewtr will 
visit Ireland during 
the recess. We under- 
stand that it is their 
intention to take the 
national bull by the 
horns—Qy. those of a 
dilemma ! 


A Tyrant. 

A WITNESS was 

asked the other 7 

i ; : y o describe briefly the character of the prisoner, who 

4 Ss cf Seon Pareeear Wy oe 988 waynes. Mpc ooh of getting mesh and tyrannizing over his wife and 

We have never heard of a case in which capital invested in playing | ¢,mily, He answered that he should be inclined to style the accused 
Aunt Sally has resulted in a profit. Yet the adherents of the ducal | « brandy-and-water-Cure.” 

game persist in their patronage, doubtless on the principle “Once bit, 


twice shy.” The Latest from Ireland. 


Turning the Scales. A rRIEND sends us a enaaneien, Wate. if not peeiively vat LS 
A DEPUTATION from one of our metropolitan boroughs waited on | comparatively funny. He propoun t a young lady who ls B 
Srm Morton Pero the other day to bee ante a sort of condoling address | yet “out” is very like a schoolboy who is kept m _ his — 
to him. Of course the borough of Fins has a sympathy with things Why? Don't you see ?—Because she is kept more at Home-er 
that are fishy. | she likes! 
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| dignified; but I dare gay the Editor is out.of town, and his locum 
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| By Tue SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


OVED by his fears, pro- 
bably, THEopoxwvs has 
given up his captives; 
but the Abyssinian 
campaign has been the 
great topic of the day, 
and the papers teemed 
with letters on the sub- 
ject from various cor- 
respondents. Of course 
every body contradicted 
everybody else ; but as 
—also, of course— Red- 
tape and Routine would 
have taken their own 
line, without attending 
in the slightest degree 
to advice, the diversity 
of opinion would have 
been of no great con- 

‘ sequence to any one 

; eave the Editors, who 

were glad of it at this 
season of the year. The end of the campaign was plain to see—in fact, 

there could have been only one end, for the eyes of Europe were upon 

' wus, and our opponent would have been a barbarian with a disaffected 

| army. But how grext the waste of life and money would have been is 

| 




















































a thing no one can tell. The most encouraging fact was the fact that 
the leaders of the expedition, and the main body. of the troops com- 
posing it, were used to desultory savage warfare, had Iedian expe- 
rience, and were somewhat hurdened to climate. The post of “ Our 
Own Correspondent’ was one eagerly sought, every paper in London 
having several volunteers. But it is not easy to find a man who, with 
the requisite literary ability, combines the physical qualities essential 
for so trying a post. The Zimes appointed RusseLt—Crimean Rvs- 
SELL—a capital man for the work; but I’m glad there is no need of his 
going, for fear of the suspension of “ Dr. Brady’’ in Tinsiey’s during 
his absence. The Zimes, by the way, announced that “it might be, 
perhaps, interesting to the public to state that the competition for the 
privilege of representing that journal in Abyssinia had been exceed- 
ingly keen.”” In my very humble opinion, I don’t think this is very 


| tenens must be pardoned « few blunders, thongh we have had too many 
} of them of late. A few years back, a dramatic critic of the Times who 
wrote to the Spectator to answer the critic of the Pall Mall would, I 
suspect, have been bowed out, even if his letter had been an able one, 
instead of the silly and incorrect twaddle we had in the Spectator of 
the Slst ultimo. Howeser, to console us for the vagaries of a eritic 
who can see no merit in any one save Miss Terny and Mr. Tom 
Tayton, we have some excellent articles on the New York Drama 
from the pen, I make bold to conjecture, of Mra. OxEnrorp. 

Iam very glad to see that the new Metropolitan Traffic Act is to 
come into operation in November. The regulations, on the whole, are 
sound and reasonable, and the circulation of the streets will be freed 
from many unnecessary hindrances which now flourish in defiance of 
sense and tne police. ‘The rule that no fare for a hackney carriage 
shall be less than a shilling is an act of justice to Cabby, who is often 
painted far blacker than truth approves. Pickrorn’s vans, coal carts, 
and timber waggons will no longer be allowed to holda reign of terror, 
and the dustman will be kept within limits. If a section or two had 
been added to render more stringent the present regulations about 
omnibuses and cabs, with a view to introducing cleanliness and comfort 
into these vehicles, the Act would be still more welcome. 

The magazines are all ont now. The Cornhill is a shade less pon- 
derous than usual. The illustration to the first story is “nice ;’’ that 
to the second not altogether so satisfactory. London Society is far from 
strong in the art Jine, though the little cuts to a well-written article on 
the Belgian Ball are so good that not even bad engraving could destroy 
their merit. Je’gravia is another magazine in which the art depart- 
ment is in sore need of reform; some of the versification, too, is sus- 
ceptible of improvement in point of rhyme. “Circe,” besides 
containing a few cribs—not to say translatiuns—from Bauzac is to be 
condemned for the introduction of living personages under absurdly 
transparent names; “Sir E. Versozrexnoven, the animal painter,” for 
example, is simply an impertinence, though I'm sorry to say so, since, 
from internal evidence, I am inclined to attribute this novel to the 
same pen as one, if not both, of the other continued stories in‘ the 
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There are pippins and cheese to come for play-goers. The new 
theatre at St. Martin’s Hall is to open under the management of Mr. 
and Mrs. ALFRED Wican—and what is more, with a good strong com- 
pany, including Miss Appison, Mr. L. Broven, and Mr. D. Murray. 
If one may credit rumour, there will be many changes next season. 
Mrs. Metton, Miss Furtapo, and Mr. Crarxe leave the Adelphi. 
Miss Hucues goes to the Princess's to play Fanny Power in that most 
excellent drama “ Arrah Na Pogue,” which we shall all welcome back 


heartily to the stage. 


SIK MACKLIN. 


1} F all the youths I ever saw 
VA None were so wicked, vain, or silly, 
So lost to shame and Sabbath law 

As worldly Tom, and Bos, and Bitiy. 
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For every Sabbath day they walked 
(Such was their gay and thoughtless 
natur) 
_..4 In parks or gardens, where they talked 
oP es From three to six, or even later. 


Str Mack tin was a priest severe 
In conduct and in conversation, 
It did a sinner good to hear 
Him deal in ratiocination. 


He could in every action show 

Some sin, and nobody could doubt him ; 
He argued high, he argued low, 

He also argued round about him. 


He wept to think each thoughtless youth 
Contained of wickedness a skinful, 

And burnt to teach the awful truth, 
‘That walking ont on Sunday’s ainful. 


“ Oh, youths,” said he, “I grieve to find 


The course of life-you’ve been and hit on— 
Sit down,”’ said he, “and never mind 
The pennies for the chairs you ait.on. 


> 


LL ONAL LO eet ate nh pasate, — 





** My opening head is ‘ Kensington,’ 

How walking there the sinner hardens, 
Which when I have enlarged upon, 

I go to ‘Secondly ’—its Gardens. 


“ My ‘ Thirdly’ comprehendeth ‘ Hyde,’ | 
Of Secresy the guilts and shameses ; 

My ‘ Fourthly ’—‘ Park ’—its verdure wide— 
My ‘ Fifthly’ comprehends ‘St. James's.’ 


*‘That matter settled I shall reach 
The ‘ Sixthly’ in my solemn tether, 

And show that what is true of each, 
Is also true of all, together. 


** Then I shall demonstrate to you, 
According to the rules of Whately, 
That what is true of all, is true 
Of each, considered separately.” 


In lavish stream his accents flow, 

Tom, Bos, and Bitty dare not flout him ; 
He argued high—he argued low— 

He also argued round about him. 


**Ha! ha!” he said, “ You loathe your ways, 
You writhe at these, my words of warning, 

In agony your hands you raise!” | 
(And so they did, for they were yawning.) 
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To * Twenty-firstly ” on they go, 

The lads do not attempt to scout him ; 
He argued high, he argued low, 

He also argued round about him. 


“Ho! ho!” he eries, “ you bow your crests— 
My eloquence has set you weeping, 

In shame you bend upon your breasts !’’ 
(And so they did—for they were sleeping.) 





He proved them this—he proved them that— 
This good but wearisome ascetic ; 

He jumped and thumped upon his hat, 
He was so very energetic. 


His bishop at this moment chanced 
To pass, and found the road encumbered , 
He noticed how the Churchman danced, 
And how his congregation slumbered. 


The Hundred and Eleventh head 
The priest completed of his stricture :— 
“Oh, bosh!”’ the worthy bishop said, 
And walked him off, as in the picture. 





Turning the Tables. 


M. Victor Mevnrer publishes an article in the last number of 
Cosmos upon the feasibility of domesticating monkeys and instructing 
them in the duties of servants. He is of opinion that the thing may 


be done by careful breeding ang@instruction. We should think if his 
plan could be carried out it wotild be a great boon to the public in the 
present sad dearth of good servants. It would enable ladies to turn 
the table on ‘‘the greatest plagues in life.’”’ ‘The mistresses could 
monkey their servants—the servants have long enough been aping 
their mistresses. 


SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


NicHoLas on Croaxy. 
Of what is the Old Man thinking ?—Popular Ballad. 
Ovr ror My Ho trays. 

My pear younG Frrenp,—The Old Man was thinking, Sir, as it 
was high time for me to send a countrybution to the first number of 
the Sixth Volume of your New Serious, when he was delighted for to 
perceive by a friendly missive, which it reached me through a private 
channel, as you were yourself quite of the same opinion. In fact, my 
dear young Friend, you put it even more forcible thin what I could 
have done so myself, where you capitally say as my conduct is dis- 
graceful. This, Sir, is the true frankness of the Anzlo-Saxonian 
gentleman, than whom I am sure as I have always considered you one 
of them, though a little too apt for to blow up men as are more than 
twice your age. I fancied, Sir, as [ could hear the very tones of your 
familiar voice in that sweet passage where the letter says as I am “a 
delusive old vagabond, on whom no reliance can be placed.’’ You are 
not the only person which may have said so; but what I am sincerely 
grateful for is the friendly way in which the communication is made, 
where you say that if I do not send you some copy you will have me 
locked up for obtaining of money under false pretences. Nothing, Sir, 
could be more frank, nor straightforwarder, nor more calculated for to 
put Nicuotas on his mettle. 

The truth is that the Prophet have again been basking in the lapses 
of luxury on the coast of the English Channel, where the good and 
beautiful of Britain's aristocracy have been hand and glove with him, 
chorus, then here's a hand, my trusty fere, and here’s a hand o’ mine, 
and we'll drink a cup of kindness yet, for Auld Lang Syne! Many is 
the proud and stately Peer of the Realm with whom I have done s0, 
they all being fond of NicuoLtas—whilst the women, Sir, by Jurirer! 
they adore me! To say as I have been doing much execution among 
the partridge-birds, Sir, would be entirely useless, as I am sure you 
would not believe me, and therefore abstain from telling you a syste- 
matic falsehood ;—but I have beon winning laurels, so for to speak, in 
another sphere, and which it is more adapted for the Prophet's present 
period of life, not to speak of my future. 

I allude, Sir, to the delightful game of Croaky—or, as the French 
sry, Croquet; but I always pronounce it personally in the way which 
I have spelled it first. 

Had I the pen, Sir, of a Captaris Mayne Rovtienae, or a Mr. 
Epmvunp Ker, or of a gentleman to whom SiHaAkespeare alludes as 
“the melancholy Jaques,’’ which it strikes the Old Man as being 
rather like taking a liberty for to call him so, I would then, Sir, ex- 
patiate on the rules of the game, though what after all is the use of 
doing so when no two peo;!+ can be found wh» play exactly alike; but 
this is a digression. [ull stop. 

The Old Man, however, never sparing trouble nor expense when he 
secs a chance of affording combined amusement and instruction to the 


readers of your valuable New Serious, will give you a sketch of 


Croaky; AS PLAYED By Nicuotas Himse tr. 

1. Get the Marchioness to bring out a chair for you, so as you may 
not have to walk about the ground more than what is convenient. 

2. Get her for to mix you « glass of cold brandy-and-water. Note.— 
There are some grounds where this is considered low. What's the 
odds ? 

3. Suy you won't play until the next game, as you like to see the 
young people enjoying themselves. 

4, Sce the young people enjoying themselves, and drink the cold 
brandy-and-water. 

5. Send for another glass. 
stage of the game, but it is not obligatory for to do s». 

6. Take a weed, and wait till the game is over. 

7. Take a mallet, and wait till the game begins. 

8. Be particularly careful not to hit your ball through the first hoop. 

9 Same as No. 8. Note.—The advantage of this plan, which is 
seliom recommended by less experienced authors, is that you can stay 
close to your chair where the cold brandy-and-water is. 

10. Stay close to your chair where the cold brandy-and-water is. 

11. A good strong pair of spectacles will help you in watching the 
darlings when they put their dear little boots——but Nicuuoras, 
NicHoLas, you have a reputation for morality, my boy! Sustain it. 

12. Say you are afraid the grass is getting damp, beg to be excused, 
go indoors, and have some more brandy-and- water. 

tEMARKS. 

It will be seen as this Manwal is free from tedious technicalities, 
and likewise from wrangling discussions about the mere minutie of 
the game. It is enough for the yeung player to learn the general 
principles of croaky. 

If these brief but well-considered remarks should help to inspire 
any one with a real affection for the noble game—and if, above all, 
they should tend to wipe away a tear from the cheeks of Innocence, 
whilst alleviating the hardships of the poor, they will have more than 
fulfilled the fondest aspirations of Nicwoias Himseve. 


Note.—Some players go to sleep at this 
Suit yourself. 
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MASTERY AND MYSTERY. 


Swell (to Porter’) :—“ Ir you're INSOLENT, stR, I'LL COMPLAIN TO YOUR MASTER !” 
- Porter :—“Ucu! Arn’? Got No MASTER!”’ Passing party :—“ No, MAsterR! ’Ow ABOUT THE OLE WOMAN AT ’OME?” 
J party ’ 








For swift has he taken in tow 


' THE HOLIDAY KING. The subjects that round him flock ; 
[DepicateD witHout Permission To M. F. T.] But weak is the mallet and silly the bow, 
To a pack and an Alpenstock. 


In seventy trains and ten 
Rushed millions of men set free, But woe to the hazardous pranks, 


That are played in Macerecor canoes! 
Gulls on the scent of the sea! Your mad-cap traveller gets few thanks, 
Dust from the work of weeks, And nobody likes his shoes: 
Dust upon beards and in brains, But Holiday King stands proud 


Dast in their eyes and dust on their cheeks, Monarch of moor and of nook, 
Dear to the heart of the clamouring crowd, 


Who have purchased their tickets of Coox! 


Captives out of their London den, 


In ten-and-seventy trains. 


O! pale and spiritless crowd, 


—_— Oe a ee 


That bows to the Holiday King, Yet though such a man of might, 
F Clutching at bags and shouting aloud Despotic and mild as well, 
. For freedom, its fun, and its fling. « The Holiday King has for ever done right, 
Free from the paper and pen, And never was known “to sell.” 
Dozing on shingle and sand, ** Sweetness, and culture, and light,” 
And far and wide those seventy and ten | And benefits done by stealth, 


Are scattered from land unto land. : Are pasted clear in the people's sight 








i i 
| ; At the famous Board of Health. 
And, ho! for some legs straightway, 
: In honour of pass and of peak, | And cricketers twenty and two, | 
For the worn-out barrister’s blithe and gay | He has sent out far and wide, 
‘ When he’s been in the air a week. With plenty of money and nothing to do, 
From hill and valley and fen, But astonish the country-side. 
| Though he comes in the summer, I trust 
| We can battle with life,till spring, 
When we long to be b from the*London dust 
By the broom of the Holiday King! 


The news comes gathering fast. 
The million men from the seventy and ten, 
Have care to old olus cast. 


A plucky and desperate crowd, 
They tramp over glaciers and sing, | 
For mad with ozone they are shouting aloud, | Ma. Tom Taytor’s Dramatic Criricism:—Vox et pre-Terry-a 


** Here's a cheer for the Holiday King.” | nihil. 
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VERY KIND. 








Polite ’ Tatur-man (to young lady removing a particle of dust from her friend’s eye) : 
—‘ Ip THIS HERE IS OF ANY USE TO YE, YOU'RE PERFECTLY WELCOME, Miss !’’ 
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FROM OUR STALL. 


Miss Terry has left the stage. I am told that she is to be married, 
and that is certainly the reason that is generally assigned for her 
taking this decisive step ; but I cannot help thinking that that charm- 
ing young lady and excellent actress retires from public life because a 
woman of her keen sense of the ridiculous must be absolutely so 
disgusted with the sickening adulation with which Mr. Tom Taytor 
so persistently bespatters her, that she takes the only means in her 
power of freeing herself from it. "What has she done that she is to be 
held up to public ridicule by Mr. Tom Tay tor in the Zimes twice 
a week? It is really very hard on her. Come, Miss Terry, don’t 
go yet. Haven't you any relation who is in a position to put a stop to 
the nuisance? We really can't afford to lose you; we can’t, indeed. 
You are a genuine artist, with a thorough and comprehensive know- 
ledge of your profession; and there are not many now on the stage 
of whom as much can be said. Your Juliet is not your strongest part, 
but it is probably the best Juliet our present stage can afford. 

Mr. anp Mrs. Howarp Pavt are playing at the Strand. These 
excellent artists are drawing crowded houses, although the earlier half 
of their bill remains unchanged. The latter part consists of miscel- 
lancous songs and scexas. The most noticeable of these is “ Faust in 
Five Minutes,” by Mr. Howanrp, and “The Ship on Fire,’”’ and the 
“Sneezing Song,” by Mrs. Pavu. That lady’s excellent impersonation 
of Mr. Stus Reeves concludes the entertainment, as usual. 

Mr. Maccase has re-opened at the Egyptiaf Hall with ‘“‘ Begone 
Dull Care.” He has many qualities which go to make up a good 





entertainment—he is a good mimic, a good ventriloquist, and he sings | 


his songs with taste and effect. His “make-up,” however, is generally 
very careless, and seems to show a lack of that appreciation of 
character to which he frequently refers (with a modesty that is quite his 
own) as his peculiar forte. These remarks do not, however, apply to 


his personification of a gushing young lady—which is admirably | 
dressed, and in every way perfect. Mr. Maccase should allow himself | w. F. H. Cook ; M. B., 


a little more time for his changes, and cut out of his book all allusion 
te the beauty of his own songs. 
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A PROXY. 


Let me kiss you for your mother— 
For your sister—cousin— aunt— 

Or for somebody or other 

Whom I long to kiss and can't. 
{ could wish my love beside me 

As I’ve you beside me now ; 
But the pleasure is denied me, 

So Pll kiss you, anyhow. 


I adore the lady dearly 
(I assure you that I do) ; 
Can you understand me cleatly 
That my kiss is not for you ? 
In your keeping I may leave it, 
As another’s—not your own: 
So I beg you'll not receive it 
As a gift, but as a loan. 
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You have silken, yellow tresses, 
While my love's are black as night ; 
And your eyes—e’en Love confesses 
Are a dozen times as bright. 
But I covet from another 
What another cannot grant ; 
So I'll kiss you for your mother— 
Or your sister—cousin—aunt ! 


Se eee est 
on ——. 


Pious Pyrotechnis. 


Tue Pall Mall stated the other day that at the dedica- 
tion festival of St. Bartholomew, Moor-lane, when Fatner 
Ienativs took part, the curate in charge, the Rev. A. 
Squrs, preached the sermon (which, aoe way, only 
lasted six minutes—don’t we wish St. B.’s was in our 
parish !). We understand that nothing but the dread of 
an action for libel has prevented the Record from de- 
nouncing A. SquizB as a Roman Candle. 





Cutting Acquaintances. 


Tue “brotherhood of art” is all very well as a sen- 
timent, but it won’t bear dissection. Take the profes- 
sion of engraving for instance. How few of its fol- 
lowers can rank even as Covsens P 


Answers te Correspondents. 


[ We cannot return rejected MSS. or Sketches unless they are accompanied 
by a stamped and directed envelope. We can take no notice of communica- 
tions with illegible signatures or monograms. | 

Asax TRANSPIERCED.—Would do well to have that tooth owt, and a 
little sense in. ; i 

C. B. (Readin g.)—Neat lines ; but “‘ far fairer beams Hope’s rock” —on 
which we split! 

Dunn Brown wants to see his rubbish in “a nook im our columns. 
He will see it—with an ’ook! ; 

J. W. T. (New Wandsworth.)—There is no necessity at all! 

W. S. (Spa Fields, Dublin.)—Will, perbaps, be kind enough to send us 
stamps for the extra ge his, in every sense, heavy contribution cost us. 

S.—‘‘ Sinner ’’ can’t rhyme with “dimmer.’’ Don't! 

J. E. W.—The lines possess no merit. ; 

SLATER.—It is impossible to parse Cookery receipts, but we judge the:n 
by their fruits and acquit them. 

R. 8S. (Leicester-equare).— Of no use to us, ; 

C. B. S. (Marchmont-street.)—We have no opening for such matters. 

W. G. (Aylesbury.)—Oh, you're all right ;—there are no jokes, old or 
new, in what you send. 

LITTLE Franky.—Good boy! 

CANTAB can’t hab a place in our columns. ; 

A. B. (Hull.)—The sketch is hull-ly incomprehensible. _ 

R. A. (Lincoln’s-inn-fields.)— Please to read our regulations. 

Declined with thanks :— Physicist ; F. H. B.; G. F. B.; A.C.; F.C.; 
H. u.; L. G., Glasgow; Drink and Dropsy ; Paddy Greener, Dublin; X.; 
Bobby Hawk; H. G. W.; J. H., Throgmorton-street ; Miss J., Isle of 
| Man; A. S., Dublin; G. L. H.; J. A. E., Glasgow; F. A. B. G. H. K., 
etc.; J. E.; W. H., Liverpool; Underground; C. L.; Miss L. T., 
| Brixton; H. H., Northampton ; Mus!; C. W. 5S., Cecil-street ; J. H.C., 
| Clapham-road ; Alpha, Camberwell ; Medici; Original, Leicester ; R. D. T., 
| Sittingbourne; J. B., Oxford; H. H., Burslem; N.J.E.; F. J., Stock- 
well; Harry the Wag; W. W. B., Bristol; F. H. G., Grosvenor-square ; 
Houndsditch; B. H., Bradford: A. S., Paisley ; 
Lucret; O. R., Birmingham; J. Y., West Bromwich; J. M .P., Win- 
chester; M. E. H. W.: k; Nemesis; “ Still a Child. 
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CUPID AND CROQUET. 


f. 
NE day on high Olympus, forging thunderbolts and fuming, 
| Sat Jove, by gods surrounded, sipping nectar, as we re told, 
And he drew out from his pocket just a poster unassuming, 





Printed bright in fiery letters, on a double sheet of gold ; 
Then said Jupiter to Mercury, who happened to be boarding 
In Olympus with his brother gods and goddesses a night, __ 
‘“‘ Paste the poster, trusty messenger, on wall and corner hoarding, 
That the deities who run may read, and running, read aright. 
Il. 
Swift flew the glad intelligence, how Jur1Ter intended 
To ask each witty god and wily goddess to compete 
For a mighty prize he'd offered, on which fortunes he’d expended, 
/ For breaking women’s hearts, and bringing lovers to their feet. 
| ESN “Seek me out a jolly pastime, game, amusement, if you like it, 
nF i Sa SS We Wherein mortal men and women,” said the king of gods, “‘ can join. 
) Wwe \ Re When the iron, of the heart, is hot I dearly love to strike it, 
_—S : x Though some bachelors are needy, and some women roll in coin.’ 
III. 
Pan and Baccuvus came together, with a double sort of notion, 
Of picnics on the river, sunny girls, and iced champagne, 
With a dream of woods, forget-me-nots, a boat’s delicious motion, 
Songs and sentiments, and happiness—bar Puivvivs and rain ; : 
And they told how opportunities were advertised for strolling, 
. And of couples who have lost themselves—pretended to, at least,— ty, 
Of ferny banks, and attitudes, and rugs, and lazy lolling, : 
Lobster salad, wine in tumblers, and a very awkward feast. 
Iv. 
To Jove's throne, in exultation, young TerrsicHore came dancing, 
She had notions of excitement running strangely in her head, Fs 
And in vivid colours painted, lights, and flowers, bright eyes glancing, ii 
And the waltzes which have little loves to Hymen’s altar led ; % 
And she told of sweet flirtations, over lemon-water ices, 
And of sweeter assignations when the cloaks are wrapt around ; 
Hinting strongly, how a trois-temps has led boobies to a crisis, 
And th2 comfort of conservatories mothers oft have found. : 
v 
Then with horsey slang and laughter, came Drana in a canter, 
Shouting loudly to the loungers to get out and clear the way ; 
And with noisy volubility propounded she instanter, 
. How she’d tame the wildest chesnut and the most pugnacious bay ; 
Then she raved of hounds and hunting, meets, and horses tame and vicious, 
And the ‘‘ go-ahead, well-plucked ones,”’ ‘‘ snobs in scarlet who disturb ;” 
And she hinted how men’s tempers, like their horses, are capricious, 
And how dainty women’s fingers are the lightest on the curb. 


VI. 

Then Arox.o, the far-darter, came with arrows in his quiver, 

And was loud in exultation of the lesson of the bow ; 
But the deities all shouted, “‘ With your quiver to the river!” 

And protested how that archery, and archers too, were slow. 
When he tried a mild suggestion of toxophilites and parties, 

Where for shooting and flirtation men and women oft are brought, 
66 vere at Plymouth,” said old Neprung, ‘‘ when they shoot, you know, my 

earties, 
For a dozen married women I have very vainly sought.” 


VII. 
Little Curm, for a minute, had escaped from APHRODITE, 
Very plump and very hearty, as all honest love should be, 
And he said, “ I’ve found a game out, never slow and never flighty, 
And it’s capable of skill as well as spooning, as you'll see.” 
Then he sang a song of croquet, of its present and hereafter, 
With such exquisite persuasion, and such mischief in his eyes, 
That the deities, delighted, shook Olympus with their laughter, 
And to Cupip was awarded, for his cheekiness, the prize! 
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A Hint. Quite So. 

Wuererors this rage for sauces? Literature is paling before con- “Aw advocate of fair play’’ writes to protest against the outcry 
diments, and the “Chef” sauce is advertised almost as extensively as | which certain railway.shareholders are making about the failure of a 
the Broadway. The hoardings of London at the present moment must | gigantic contracting firm. He says—with some show of reason—that 
be a source of irritation to a hungry man. “The” sauce fights for | a man deserves to lose his money if he places it in the hands of a firm 
the mastery with the “Chef,” so ably recommended for dyspepsia ; | which is practically Peto—and bets! 
while the “ Mancunium” insists upon stepping in with another claim 
for recognition, and a reminder that hitherto we have not been posted 
in the classical name for Manchester. But what have these piccalilly Dog French. 
merchants been at not to have hit upon the one great title for gherkins A VETERINARY surgeon of our acquaintance, who has just returned 
which would delicately combine fact with fancy? Think of the | from the French Exhibition with a smattering of the Garusen has 
flaring announcement on the walls, “Try our Mansrietp Curry,” or | given to one ward in his “ Hospital for Dogs” what he calls the appro- 
“For irritable patients there is no remedy like Jgxvis’ Pickles!” | priate title of the salle 4 manger. 
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THE LOBLOLLY LEITERS. 
A Domestic DrAMA SET FORTH IN A FEW Famiiiar EPIst eyes. 
[From Miss Julia Lobloily, Broadstairs, te Miss Aminta Jipkittle, Nor- 


| 
wood. | 
My pear Minty,—As I promised, when I left Athene Lodge, and 
“the almost motherly care of the Misses Niprer (N.B. French, 
dancing, and music extra), I write to tell you that a most important 
event in my life seems to be looming in the distance. Since I quitted 
the Academy I have, as you know, been living with my uncle Caen, 
who is, a/as, an oil and Italian warehouseman, having inherited the 
business from my grandfather, while my late pa deviated into the 
artistic branch of it by painting in oils, and having a picture once in 
the Royal Academy. Although at his death, owing to the mere solid 
advantages of trade over the fame of the painter's profession (and the 
picture was noticed in one of the papers, though hung somewhere near 
the ae I have been compelled to reside with my uncle ; I trust I 
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have a soul above pickles and salad oil, and have ever sighed for some 
loftier sphere, who would have the manners of a gentleman, and the 
means of something above the common. 

I believe my aunt, who is a woman withont any mind, and doesn’t 
know it two minutes together, is thinking of me for one of my cousins, 
only she can’t quite decide which. Grorcs is the eldest, and is a pre- 
destined oil-and-Italian, so that I dismiss him at once. WHILLTAM is at 
the London University, or some such place, studying to be a natural 
philosopher, or something of the kind, only he reminds me so dreadfully 
of the Polytechnic and Miss JANE Nivrer’s lectures on Natural Science, 
that I can’t dear him. The rest of the family are young, my aunt 
apparently couldn’t make up her mind for six years or so whether she 
would have any more children after Georce, WILLIAM, and Marti_pa 
(sucha guy, Minty!), and then made up for lost time with twins, and 
one every year since. 

My uncle destines me for his manager, Mr. Pirprxcs—a short, pale 
man, with freckles and red hair. A coronet would be dear at such a 
price—a possible partnership in a pickle trade ¢mpossible ! 

We have been down here a week. It’s a delightful and very /ittle 

plaee, with a little bay—GrorGe says it’s so small, its only a bay- bay 
—all to itself. It is more select, and less numerous than Ramsgate and 
Margate, and very quiet. The pier is so small, GeorGr says it’s only 
a courtesy title, and there are only about a dozen bathing machines. 
There’s a cliff and a promenade, with a place Gronrcs calls “ the 
gardens of Gull” —a grass-plat with eight or ten tame seagulls walking 
about. ‘They seem to belong to an old lady who keeps the usua/ sea- 
side shell-and-alabaster stall. GrorGE calls her “ the old gu(r)l’’"—he’s 
always making his stupid jokes, and trying to be agreeable. 
« But all this is not what I meant by looming in the future. I have 
made the acquaintance of such a dear duck of a handsome creature. He 
is quite Je militaire, and his name is Acter, and such a duck of a mous- 
tache, and such boots, and he is so clever, and knows everybody. He 
came down in the same boat with us to Margate, and we made quite 
friends. He pointed me out Mr. Cu*r_*s D*cx*ns here on the beach 
yesterday—not at all like his photographs, for he is about six feet high, 
stout in proportion, no whiskers, and bald. He knows ALGERNON (that 
is that dear Mr. ActEn’s name), guite well, and bowed to him when he 
was walking with me ! 

There! but I must conclude, for it is just post-time. More in my next. 

Your loving 
Juria L. 


P.S.—I don’t sign my surname in full, because—but as you so often 
— no girl can help her surname, if is her duty to try and select a 
etter. 


P.S.S.—Witu1aM, the natural philosepher, is endeavouring to solve 
the problem why all the doors at seaside lodgings never shut properly, 
and can only be opened by turning the handle in exactly the opposite 
direction to the ordinary. 
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[Mr. Caleb Loblolly, Broadstairs, to Mr. Pippings, Oil and Italian Ware- 
house, Lower Carboy-street, City. | 


é Degar Si1r,—This family, consigned per steamboat to Margate, and 
of on by conveyance, as arranged before leaving London, was duly deli- 
| vered on the afternoon of Monday Jast. No damages in transit, with 

the exception of a flask of best oil broken in Mrs. L.’s box. 

We find the situation airy and salubrious, with a fine opening for the 
junior branches on the sands. Wecould not recommend the sand here 
for ordinary scouring purposes, being of an inferior sort, and rather 
coarse. Mr. GeorGce went out fishing two days ago. His alleged in- 
tention was to catch sprats with a view to discovering if they are the 
sardines of commerce in a state of nature; but whether the idea was 
prompted by a spirit of fun, or an eye to business, I cannot say, for, as 
you know, I regret to say the future head of the business displays a 
levity quite inconsistent with the oil and Italian interests. 
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Having advised 
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Your obedient servant, 
Catzen LoBLOLLy. 
(Zo be continued.) 





DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 27. 


‘“‘ Come unto these yellow sands” — 
And make a circle, joining hands, 
Dance round and round, 
And skip and bound. 
In brisk aquatic sarabands! 





1. 


Famous old THackERAY— 
Foe to all quackery— 
Gave him this nick-name— 
A likely-to-stick name! 
2. 
Just bake—not too fiercely—your greens or your meat, 
First closing the oven-door well : 
‘Then the first man of science call in from the street, 
And he’ll give you this name for the smell. 


3. 
Of this classical tar 
The journeyings are 
Recorded in metriéal lore, 
Like our tar of to-day 
He'd a fleece, by the way, 
Awaiting his coming ashore. 
4. 
At the pipe, and the cup, and the woolly peruque, 
Don’t be shy, sirs! Allow me—the aunt of a duke! 


5. 
They mean—a title on these things eonferring— 
They’re neither fish, flesh, fowl, nor good red-herring. 
6. 
With horn and wing— 
A weird-like thing— 
A ghoul—a ghost—a phantom I'm! 
And you'll be vext 
At Christmas next 
Unless I’m in the pantomime. 
7. 
If from the yoke this wight be not soon freed, 
I fear ’twill chicken-hearted prove, indeed ! 


Answer To Acrostic No. 25. 
Civic 
Honolulu 
Air 
Miami 
Erato 
Eehini 
Oat 

Nay 


42°Chr hepa 
HH HDOMWde 


Correct Sotvrions or Acrostic No. 25, REcEIVED 4TH SEPTEMBER :—Bob (Dee- 
side); Mashed Turnips; Jerry Ditton; ’O. K. (Brighton); Vinnie; Holdfast; 
Emsharms. 





An Interesting Mem. 


Ix olden times the student or man of letters was frequently accused 
of dealing in magic. How little have things changed in this respect 
during the lapse of centuries! From a careful perusal of contempo- 
rary literature, we are compelled to come to the conclusion that the 

jority of writers of the present day might be convicted out of their 
own writings of “ and-which”’-craft! 





Turf Nomenclature. 


Frye Sevp.—This horse has been re-named and will in future be 
known as the Bouci Colt. 
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| you of our arrival, I shall expect to hear daily 
reports of the warehouse. Please state when the expected consignment 
of Bath bricks arrives from Bristol. 





| 
| 
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THE PROMENADE CONCERTS. 
To Letir1a-ANN aT Marcatgs FRoM Martiitpa-JAne In Lonpon. 


Dear Letry,—Now that you are amongst the fashionables as have 
gone out of town, I think I must say that it’s you as should write to 
me; at least such is what I always heard was the case in the Family 
Herald Etiket Book, that it is the superior as first takes notice, and 
that makes good the old sayin’, “Don’t speak till you're spoke to.” 

I haven't no patience with them newspapers, which all of ’em say as 
everybody's in the country, and that there’s nobody left in London and 
such like, as'I consider insulting to us that’s compelled for to stay here, 
and as the Flanure in the Morning Star said only last week, as there 
was the Editor of the Times and Mr. Top-Heat iy (whoever can he be 
with such a funny‘name), and Mr. Tom Taytor, and the Flanure 
hisself and a many other important people still in London, so I 
says ditto to Mr. Sleswe which wherever /e can have got such a name 
from I can’t make out, as always reminds me of underclothing, as we 
shall soon be wanting to take to apain if the weather gets much cooler. 
But as I was a-sayin’, however the papers can pretend as everybody is 
ne to the seaside—for I can tell you not even you ain’t everybody, 
Cae BTITIA—passes my judgment when there’s no ockilar difference in the 
crowds of people in Cheapside, and when we know that not a sixth 
part of the people in our spere of life, nor yet a tenth of the lower 
orders, if even a twentieth, gets more than a breath of country for 
above a day or so from year's end to year’s end, and what's more, 
don't want it; for, as I often say, there’s nothink like London after 
all, as I'd rather stay at home with my comforts around me in the hot 
weather, than be stived up in a frumpy lodgin’ by the seaside, where 
them as is used to a good tead that's reg'lar clean ed three times a 
year and not a = of a animalachi, can’t get over the sort 0’ 
company as they find. Why, there’s Southend, as the journey is 
certainly not dear at half-a-crown both ways. You never catch me 
a-goin’ there to sit down on the grass in the ornymental garden again, 
which the grass is | that invested in fleas, me rere things is reg'lar 
lined with ‘em. No, there’s more stays in London by half than goes 
out of it; and though I hold with a change when you can get it 
comfortable, I don’t see why you as goes away should give yourself 
such airs as to say you're everybody, but Sam says as that’s what's 
called representation by the minority, and if it’s got anythink to do 
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with politiks I think it’s high time as the Quen come and looked 
into it, afore she goes away to France where I do hear she’s invited 
next October. But law, there ; if you're enjoying yourself at Margate, 

and I don’t say but what the ‘srimps is a pleasure, and so’s the jetty 
when the wind ain’t that high as gives you no control, I don’t envy 
you, for me and Sam we've got High-park pretty well to ourselves now 
there ain’t no rough meetings ; and if September's the best month in 
the country it's a good deal ‘better in London. Why, if you want 
fresh air, just go out for a stroll round St. Paul’s Churchyard at about 
dusk and you'll have plenty of it I'll be bound, as well I know as 
have had that best umbrella o’ mine torn to ribbons, as Sam and me 
was on our ways to the penny boat. Becos, don't you think us people 
here insinificant as they maybe don’t take their pleasures; I can tell 
you I’ve been reg'lar holiday makin’ ever since you left; and what 
should we do—me and Sam—the other evening but go for a escursion 
up the river. Such a splendid sight, and the water quite fresh to what 
it used to be, and the bridges and the grand public buildings beautiful 
on the shore, as is soon to be laid out as a promenard, all stone and 
marvellous. Well, we had such a tea at a place quite close to the 
Lowther Arcade by an Itallian name of Gatti, and then where do 
you think we went? Why, to the Covent Garden Theatre, where—— 
There, don’t talk of no other concerts! Why, it was just the same 
as that night when we went to JuLuren’s when me and Sam was 
a-courtin’, only there’s two masters of the ceremonies now—nobody 
hasn’t been able to support the fatigue as poor Juuuien did, a-flourish- 
ing that stick about, and keeping the others up to the scratch—reg’ lar 
slave-driving, I call it. But lor, they do play beautiful; and the 
place that full and yet not at allincommosive. The second conductor, 
one by the name of Srraws —which what queer names these foreigners 
do give themselves—it’s wonderful to see him, how he goes at it; and 
every now and then a-snatchin’ up his fiddle and tearing away on it, 

to show the rest how to keep the pot a-bilin’. The singing, too, was 
beautiful, and the ladies—though perhaps they do dress that low as 
wouldn’t suit the mother of a fymily—quite picters for the fashions, as 
I was obliged for to reg’lar drag Samaway when a young Spanish lady 
got up on the orkstrer ; ; but let me tell )ou we didn’t go till we’d had 
a somethink. Yours, 


MAatTILpA JANE TROTTLE. 


80, F eet-strect, E.C,— 


September 14, 1867, 
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' THE TROUBADOUR. 


UBADOUR he played 


Without a castle wall, 
Within, a hapless maid 
Responded to his call. 


“Oh, willow, woe is me! 
Alack and well-a-day ! 
If I were only free 
I'd hie me far away!”’ 


Unknown her face and name, 
But this he knew right well, 

The maiden’s wailing came 
From out a dungeon cell. 


A hapless woman lay 
Within that dungeon grim— 
That fact, I’ve heard him say, 
Was quite enough for him. 


“T will not sit or lie, 

Or eat or drink, I vow, 
Till thou art free as I, 

Or I as pent as thou!” 


Her tears then ceased to flow, 


Her wails no longer rang, 
And tuneful in her woe 


The prisoned maiden sang : 


“Oh, stranger, as you play 
I recognise your touch ; 


And all that I can say 
Is thank you very much!” 


He seized his clarion straight 
And blew thereat, until 


ee ee 
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A warden oped the gate, 
“Oh, what might be your will ?”’ 


‘* T’ve come, sir knave, to see 
The master of these halls: 
A maid unwillingly 
Lies prisoned in their walls.”’ 


With barely stifled sigh 

That porter drooped his head, 
With teardrops in his eye, 

‘“‘A many, sir,” he said. 


He stayed to hear no more, 
“But pushed that porter by, 
And shortly stood before 
Sir Hucu pg Peckuaom Rye. 


Sir Hvueu he darkly frowned, 

‘* What would you, sir, with me ?”’ 
The troubadour he downed 

Upon his bended knee, 





**T come, pE PeckuaM Ryvyrz, 
To do a Christian task, 
You ask me what would I? 

It is not much I ask. 


** Release these maidens, sir, 
Whom you dominion o’er— 


Particularly her 


; Upon the second floor!”’ 
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“And if you don’t, my lord’’— 
He here stood bolt upright, 
And tapped a tailor’s sword— 


‘Come out, you cad, and fight!” 





Sir Huon he called—and ran 
The warden from the gate : 

‘Go, show this gentleman 
The maid jn forty-eight.”’ 


By many a cell they past 

And stopped at length before 
A portal, bolted fast: 

The man unlocked the door. 


He called inside the gate 
With coarse and brutal shout, 
“* Come, step it, forty-eight!” 
And forty-eight stepped out. 





‘‘ They gets it precious hot, 
The maidens wot we cotch— 
Two years this lady's got 
For collaring a wotch.”’ 


‘Oh, ah !—indeed—TI see’’— 
The troubadour exclaimed— 
“* Tf I may make so free, 
How is this castle named ?”’ 


The warden’s eyelids fill, 
And sighing, he replied, 

* Of gloomy Pentonville 
This is the Female Side !”’ 


The minstrel did not wait 

The warden stout to thank, 
But recollected straight 

He'd business at the Bank ! 


Morro ror THE LEADING JouRNAL.—Tempora mutantur. 
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WAS a little doubtful of the good 
news from Abyssinia the other 
day when I wrote, but I didn’t 
like to seem a croaker. However, 
it appears the report of the release 
of the captives is not confirmed— 
but rather the reverse. It’s a bad 
job, for I don’t think we shall get 
konour or credit by the expedi- 
tion. 

Tne Yankees are a wonderful 
people! Amid all their home dif- 
ficulties and squabbles they can 
find time to make a difficulty with 
us about the Alabama and a hun- 
dred other similar matters. Lorp 
Stantey has conducted his corre- 
spondence with Sewarp admirably, 
and I trust he will carry his point, 
and bring matters to an amicable 
settlement. Iam the more hope- 
ful, because I think it likely that 
SEwarp is only working the oracle 

for his own purposes. No doubt his hectoring with England is a good 

move for electioneering purposes, and he may have a deep game in 
view of which few suspect him. 

Tus John T. Ford, attempting to follow the suit of the Red, White, 
and Blue, got wrecked the other day-eand no one will be astonished 
to hear it. She was not built on lifeboat principles, and does not seem 


* to have been well handled. It is to be hoped this will put a stop to 


such rash ventures. I should be glad to ‘see another style of naviga- 
tion knocked on the head—I mean the use of the so-called canoe. The 
owner of the Rob Roy has much to answer for. He has set a lot of 
imitative noodles running after a novelty, and until some serious acci- 
dents have happened the “ fad’’ will be persisted in. It has none of 
the merits of rowing, and more than its dangers. It is neither skilful 
nor graceful work—put one of your canoe-men into the real Indian 


boating men will set their faces against the novelty, and exclude it 
from regattas and races ; and that it will be discouraged at Eton, our 
great rowing school. 

Tus French Exhibition, from all accounts, is likely to be a big 
failure; the Imperial Commission could not have managed matters 
much worse if it had been composed of Cotes and Dirxes. The un- 
seemly row about the chairs was almost worthy of our commission. 
The number of visitors is falling off, the shows in the grounds don’t 
pay, the theatre is closed by bankruptcy, and, altogether, the affair is 
ina poor way. It is likely to be the last of those big bazaars which 
went by the pretentious name of “ International Exhibitions” —which 
were to aid peace and commerce, but which never hindered a war, and 
damaged as many tradesmen as they benefited. We know all about 
them over here, having held canal and the result is that, according 
to the papers, the show in the English departmant is very poor indeed 
—because the British tradesman did not care to go over and advertise 
on such exorbitant terms ! 

‘the Argosy this month is more than ordinarily good. ‘“ Lieutenant 
Foozy”’ is capital ; so is ‘ Grumpibus and the Cereus ;” and there are 
other good papers. The verse, too, is better than usual. The Sunday 
Magazine is strong in its illustrations, and the principal story keeps up 
its interest well. The rest is up to the accustomed standard of this 
periodical. Good Words is well illustrated: this month, but though 
there's a new story begun by Grorer Macpona.p, and a pleasant 
paper on “La Belle France” by Joan Hatrrax, the thing for which 
the number will be best known is an article on “Our Discharged 
Convicts,” from the able pen of Dr. W. Guperr. It contains 
some surprising revelations, which may be relied on, however, as they 
come from a writer who does not mix facts and sensation. I should 
recommend every one who takes an interest in social questions to get 
this month’s Good Words. Routldge’s Magazine for Boys keeps well 
up tothe mark. The Gardener's Magazine contains much seasonable 
advice for this critical period of the year; and Le Follet will no doubt 
afford employment and meditation for the fair, who have plenty of | 
time on their hands just now. 

A dramatic star that has long shone steadily in the light of popular | 
favour has just retired. Pavt Beprorp has left the stage. 1 was 

present the other day when he made his first appearance in a new 
character (or, rather, an old one resumed) as-a vocalist at the Hall by 
the Sea. The veteran had a hearty reception, and deserved it, for he 


FUN. 


craft, with the single paddle, and see what he would do! I hope that ‘ 
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sang capitally in the good old style. He will, I suppose, have a 
benefit, which I trust will be a bumper; but let us hope that his long 
connexion with the Adelphi does not entail banishment to Maybury.. 

Farr play is a jewel! The opposition tubs managed, the othcr day, 
it being the dull season, to set off a paragraph about the Albert Victor, 
which was an absurd exaggeration. I was not on board, but one who 
was tells me she merely grated twice on the sort of founjation wall of 
the Boulogne pier. Any one who has seen Captain Martin take the 
boat—a long one, too—through the Pool will trust his seamanship 
anywhere. Itis quite cheerful to see the way in which she overhauls 
the opposition boats, though they start half-an-hour before her. It is 
to be hoped, in the interest of the public, whose comfort is thoroughly 
attended to on board her, that the combination will not succeed in 
running her off. : 

Tue theatres are opening, so that I suppose town is filling. It has 
not been so empty, by the way, that it could not fill the Strand so well 
as to induce Mr. and Mrs. Howarp Pau to continue their entcr- 
tainment for another week or so. 


cae ee 


THE METROPOLITAN. 
AN ODE TO MYLES FENTON, ESQUIRE. 


Ou, Mr. Fenton, say, 

If thousands, day by day, . 
Must hurt their lungs in your sub-ways infernal ? 

Or was the Globe's queer hash 

Of science, only trash 
Sensational, to make folks buy that journal. 


Do we, whene’er we pass, 
Breathe deleterious gas, 
That hurts the wind-pipe at the Gower-street station ? 
And in the tunnels drear 
Is fearful fire-damp near, 
To whelm us in a general conflagration ? 


True, an old lady died 
With pains in chest and side, 
From trav’lling where the sempiternal night is ; 
But you may safely swear, 
She would have died elsewhere, 
For why? She had a very bad bronchitis. 


Though LanxestTer still pratea, 
And says the line he hates, 

A coroner who talks too much at random ; 
Yet thousands love that way 
Of travelling: you can say 

De gustibus, sir, non est disputandum. 


Though sulphur hangs about, 

Not pleasant there, no doubt, 
It isn’t in a quantity alarming. 

And yellow gas you burn, 

Gives dim light that will turn 
An ancient lady to a maiden charming. 


That writer I opine, 
Who raved about. the line, 
And talked of choke-damp and of poisonous gases ; 
Of chemistry knew nought 
As certainly he ought; 
We'll leave him in the catalogue of asses. 


We'll throng the station door, 
Although the CH, 

Be round about us as that scribe supposes; 
Serene, unmoved are we 
Although some CO, 

May tickle his most sensitive of noses. 


Therefore be of good cheer, 

Fenton, through all the vear, 
High dividends shall glad thy sage directors, 

In spite of foolish men, 

Who wield a feeble pen, 
Mayhaps of rival lines the wild projectors. 


Still until “ Dust to dust”’ 

Is read o’er me, I'll trust 
Myself with comfort to the Metropoli- 

Tar, for I always find 

There comes a pleasant wind, 
And in it locomotion’s very jolly. 





Why is a widow's costume like a field of turnips ?—Because it’s 
(s‘ wedes ! 
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SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 
A Voice rrou Nicnoras at Sra. 


A noTrtis has been forwarded to our office. The bottle is not pre- 
cisely empty, inasmuch as it contains what purports to be a communi- 
cation from our eccentric contributor, Nicnotas. In every other 
respect, however, it is as empty as a bottle could possibly be. The 
label on it bears the legend “Sherry Wine.” We hasten to lay this 
remarkable doci ment before our readers. 


Tue ATLANTIC OCEAN, IN THE MIDsT oF THE 
EavaLnoxious GALEs. 


My DEAR youNnG Frrenp,—If, by any possibility, this bottle should 
meet the eye of Mr. Frank Buck ianp, than whom a more vivacious 
man of science, nor yet a more truly rural ostreacultural ostreacul- 
turalist, though a little gay—and when I say “meet his eye,” 
Nicuo.as do not suppose as he will be out bathing and diving, and 
fat this peculiar medium of postal communication will bob right up 
a yainst his optic just as he emerges for to have a sort of a blow—and 
when I say ‘“‘a sort of a blow,” the Old Man does not mean as the 
bottle should hit him, but more after the manner of a whale,—Mnr. B. 
will, perhaps, be so good enough for to send it to the Offiee of Fun, 
and which he kn ws where it is. 

The Prophet, Sir, had been wallowing in the lapses of Iwxury to 
such an extent that he had pretty well nigh forgotten the necessity of 
predicting the winner of the St. Leger. This morning, for instance, 
there was me and Reornatp DE Covxey and little Spirrrxs set out 
from Ventnor for a day’s sea-fishing. Sprirrrvs—which his father 
made his money in retail trade, and accordingly Srirr. calls every 
man a ‘‘cad”’ which is hard-up, as I may have been myself, Sir—was 
only too proud, nevertheless, for to come out along of a territorial 
swell like Recrnaup, and a literary celebrity like me; and so, for to 
amuse him, we let him pay the expenses, and likewise bring worms for 


bait. 
LOG. 


10.30 a.m.—Wind, Sou’ard-by-West-Westerly. Chorus, Far, far 
upon the sea. Sentiment, The Memory of the late Lorp Nexson. 
Toast, Here’s the Wind that blows, and the Ship that goes, und the 
Lass that loves a sailor! Pushed off. Set sail. 

10.35.—Made an observation. Reading of it taken by Reervap, as 
follows :—‘‘ Spirr., hand over a corkscrew, and look after the worms, 
will you ?”’ 

11.3.—The stormy winds did blow, did blow, and the stormy winds 
do blow! Speirr. engaged in fixing the bait on the lines. RrGinaLp 
and me was a-smoking, so for to speak. 

11.10.—Opened a bottle of sherry wine. Told Spirr. as he might 
have some, if so be as he insisted upon it, but which he had much 
better attend to the worms. Memorandum.—Sprtirr. ain't much of a 
good sailor, when ali’s said and done. 

11.30.—Began for to fish, Me and Recernatp took it easy, so for to 
speak, and let little Sprrr. attend to the lines. What beautiful lines, 
for instance, were those made by Da. Watts: “‘ How doth the busy 
little Spirr. Improve each shining minute! He goes a-fishing in a 
skiff, Ri fol de rol de rol!’”? Sprrv. ain’t much of a good sailor, 
though. 

11.35.—Say what they will, the rolling motion of a small sailing- 
boat is much more adapted for a stupid young fool like Spirr., or for a 
robust member of the territorirorial aristocracy like ReGINaLp, than 
what it is for a man of literary genius, meaning me. They were very 
good to me, both of ’em; and which I am afraid as it was partly my 
own fault, the Prophet having imprudently said as he was fond of a 
short «hopping sea, like what there is around me at the present 
moment-—oh Lorp, oh Lorn! 

11.40.—They say it does you good, though. 

11.45.—It may be doing me good. I dare say as it is. I will 
humbly endeavour fir to believe so. But I wish as it would ot do me 
good in this here particular way. 

12.0 Noon, at Meridium.—There are worse fellows in the world than 
little Sprrv., likewise than. Recinatp. They have put things over 
me; and they have likewise put things into me, so for to speak. 
Coguac. Sherry-wine. Bottled Beer. Sherry-wine. Bottled Beer. 
Cognac. Old Man ’ll have a sleep. 


Post Merrpivum. 

If, by any possibility, this bottle should meet the eye of Mr. Frank 
BuckLanp—and which perhaps I may as well clean it out first of all, 
by partaking of the sherry-wine which it contains—let him tell the 
Editer as I was constant to my duties up to the very last. I am 
miserably, hopelessly, and desperately ill. I do not think as I shall 
ever live for to get ashore. I am certain that, if I should, no earthly 
power will ever again induce me for to venture on the watery deep. 
But, if even this Pro, hecy should prove my last, I w1// tell my dear 
young Friend and the general public, of whom I don’t think much, 
that the following is the 
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I solemnly commit this bottle to the deep. Time will show whether 
the Vision which came to me whilst Slumbering on the Ocean was, or 
was not, Fallacious. NICH@LAS. 





DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 28. 


Reports in the papers speak terrible truth, 

And unwilling ivformers stand up without ruth, 

To tell of such deeds as should make every cheek 

Hot withshame, when we think that one language we speak, 
With the men who came forward in these Christian times 
To glory in outrage and murderous crimes. ~ 





1 


Her bonnet strings she tied beneath a chin 
Sosoft, that when a tress was twined therein : 

I would not for the world the chance have mise’d 
Shegave me when my hand released the twist. 


2 


A letter Piato and those swells of old 
Used when of Greek philosophy they told. 


3. 


We tuke it whenever we liappen to get it 

From savings, and sometimes we live to regret it; 
For often we find that it goes like a shot—it 

We took so serenely, with that which begot it. 


4. 


On “‘Tamise ripe” as erst old LELanp said, 
They glide in this past many an osier bed. 


5. 


Her lover used her in a shabby way, 

She must have been, I think, an aggravater : 
And she forgave him inthe end; we may, 

I think, declare she had a noble “‘ natur.”’ 


6. 


These of strawberries in summer-time, 
Asked the poet. But a yule-log splinter, 

*‘Good ghost stories, and « classic rhyme,’ 
He demanded for the nights of winter. 


7. 
It rested ‘neath my feet, it braved the tide, 
And very properly got plump and wide, 
And then, ah! hapless fate, it calmly died. 
8 


Wituiam, of Deloraine, good at need, 
Rode over this on his trusty steed ; 
Weil they rode in those days of old, 
Often on this in death they rolled. 


Answer To Acxzostic No. 26, 
HH Hilt T 
Othello Oo 
Landau U 
Idler R 
Donizetti I 
Alas Ss 


HpPosHOo 


Yeast 4 


Correct SoLuTions or Acrostic No. 26, REcEIVRD Serr. 127m :—Copper-Coloured 
Billy; Alick and Vic.; Pat and Pop; O. K., Brighton; Philofun; :wo Clapham 
Contortionists; Peri; Constance; Cairnton; Froggy; Deeside; Triumvirate; Two 
Boiled Owls; Nanny’s Pet; Merry Andrew; Pat; Gyp; Breakside and Hamish ; 
Little A to Bouncing B; H. L. J.; Dio dell’or; dir B. Chickenbone; Mashed 
Turnips; Annie G. J.; Xarifa; Gill-sucker; Buw Wow; Timber; Varney the V.; 
Tiny Litton; Harrow Weald; The Sixty-Kighth; Bondel!is B. B.; Bryn Sype. 


Not Quite Plain. 
A conTEMPoRARY states, somewhat curtly, that “it is intended by 


the Halifax Corporation to apply to Parliament next session for in- 
creased water powers.” This statement is a little obscure in meaning. 


Is Halifax desirous of obtaining an increased representation, or dics | 


it think the House of Commons the right place to go to for pumps ? 
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OUR NATIONAL PORTRAIT GALLERY.—No. 4. ALFRED TENNYSON. 





% ’ | Mysti f the Festus kind, 
LITTLEZADDRESSES TO BIG NAMES | Who are growing a difficult class to find. 


We have them all and a score beside, — 
And the field grows every day more wide ; 
But there’s rather an absence amongst them all | 
My penny whistle. Of a Queen of the May, or a Locksley Hall ; ! 
I ride about the slowest hack in town And they seldom fancy it worth their while 
(Perhaps a little slower than its rider)— To write in the In Memoriam style. 
My share of Helicon would hardly drown I wish they did ; but until they do, 
A thirsty spider. | We shall always be happy to hear from you ! | 
‘ 
) 
: 
f 






I want an hour of Pecasvs to-day 
To trot me through a short and sweet epistle ; 
Apo to, bring a lyre and put away 








LEE 









The fount is dry, and Pegasvs is out ; 






Perchance young ALGERNoN—the far from proper— amc eee 
Has borrowed him; and ALGERNoN no doubt ‘‘T Gas so!” 


—_— 






Will come a “ cropper.” THe Globe has discovered that the Metropolitan Railway is “a 





dangerous mine’’—that, in fact, it is a mere manufactory of that 



















A beggar put on horseback, people say, terrible gas known as fire-damp. If the writer of the article has 


r Rai - oP off > si not the = > actually inspected the line, there can be no doubt that gas is generated 
st they ve not lent Pgcasvus to-day ' there, but, to judge from its effects on him, we should be inclined to 


To Martin Tupper. ae ana ; 
BrowninG may take him if he wants a run, | think it is laughing gas. 





B he knows th to ride to glory at | 
ecause he knows the pace to ride to glory at ; : 
I'd scarcely trust encthar tard—eave a . **Here they Speak the English.” 
And that’s the Laureate. No wonder that the present generation is grossly ignorant of 
English grammar. A book is announced as ‘“‘ The Joys and Sorrows of 
Why is the Laureate idle a Schoolmaster ; by One of Themselves.’’ One of the joys, or one of 
When Pecasvs waits at his door, the sorrows, we wonder ? Of course the blunderer meant, “ by a school- 
Ready with saddle and bridle master”’—very much abroad ! 
Either for mountain or moor ¢ 


Let him, for love or for glory, Nation and Natation. 
(What has a poet to do ?) Tue Swedish fleet has been cruising off the coast of Finland, and 
Give us a song or a story, some of its officers have been féted at Helsingfors. Count VALLEN, 
Give us an idyll or two. the Governor of the province, made a long speech about the prosperity 
of the country. He might have epitomized it with advantage. It 


Singers enough we have that sing, would have been enough to say that the Fins get on swimmingly. 


And players that play on a single string ; 
Society - s to chant the loves 
Of handsome fribbles in white kid gloves ; Tue PerMaNent Exposition.—Between W and Y. 
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MRS. BROWN AND THE PIGWASH. 


Ir was the week afore we was goin’ to move as Mrs. Papwiex’s 
daughter came over to see me, a-luggin’ of that infant of ’ern thro’ 
the brilin’ sun as is enough to make both mother and child ill I should 
say, and glad tho’ I was to see ’er were sorry to find things ’adn’t 
cone well with ’er since marrying that greengrocer, as I never did 
iancy the match myself through ’im being a widower, and the prices 
us he’d charge for things was downright hidjous, leastways to them as 
dealt with ’im for credit, as was only a bit of a place down the Mews, 
with keeping a wan for goods removed, as is were. Parties as wants 
credit does wrong, in my @pinion, in dealin’ at them third-rate places, 
as always charges enormous and never supplies you with anythink but 
what’s inferior. No, if you are goin’ to get into debt, as you are 
quite sure you can pay them, run tick at a first-rate shop. 

Well, as I were cir tal "Liza, as is Mrs. Papwick’s daughter's 
name, she told me as they'd been sold up thro’ Martins—as is ’er 
’usband—puttin’ ’is name to @ bill. 

I says, “‘ You don’t mean $e:say as they’ve took the bed from under 


j you 9”? She says, “cc They -ave.”’ 


I says, “ Wherever are you livin’ ?”’ “Oh,” she says, “I’ve a 
house to take care om close to Portman-square thro’ the family bein’ 
away.” 

She says, “ We was stoppin’ for a bit with mother, but she’s got ‘er 
*ouse full mow; besides, Mantins made ’isself werry disagreswable 
many ways, partick’ler with ‘is pipe, as led to words ; so, ’earin’ #bout 
this ’ouse to take care on, I went arter it and got it, as will give us a 
— till November, and by that time Maxrivs will ’ave got in’ 
to do.”” 

“* Weill,”’ I says, “I ’opes he may,” bat ’ad my own opinion about 
’im, as is too fond of the public ’ouse for me, and talks about bettin’ 
and sporting’ a deal too free for only a greengrocer ; as is werry well 
for them as ’ave mony to throw away. 

Poor ’L1za were werry thankful fer some old things as I leoked up 
for ’er, for really I see as she ’adn’t ’ardly a second thing to stand up- 
right in, as did used to be dressed up to the nines, as the sayin’ is; 
and when she went away I see ’er into a "bus, and she promised to let 
me know when she got ’ome, as “ad ’er ’ands full, what with the babby 


| and the bundle. 


tet tt 


I didn’t ’ear of ’er for more than three weeks, and then ot a note to 
say as ’er child were a-dyin’, and off I sets®t once for to go and 
see "er. 

It was a werry nice ’ouse as she were a-takin’ care off, with the 
*ousekeeper’s rooms and the kitchen, and a bedroom the top of the ’ouse 
to live in. 

She was that pleased to see me, and said as the child ’ad ’ad two 
attacks of croup as ’ad werry nigh been its last. 

I says, “‘ I've seen many a child look wuss than that as ’dve lived 
thro’ it and grow’d to manhood.” I says,-“‘ It’s the food as is killin’ 
that child.’”” ‘‘Oh,”’ she says, “I gives it baked flour, like the Royal 
family.” 

I says, ‘‘ Bother the Royal family; what suits their stomicks mayn’t 
suit your child. Take my advice, and stick to tops and bottoms.” 
‘‘Oh,” she says, “‘ she can’t keep ’em on her stomach.”’ 

I says, “I dare say not, jest done like poultice and forced down her 
throat.” I says, ‘I'll snow you ’ow to do ’em,” and so I did, and the 
child seemed to thrive from that wery ’our. 

I was able to stop with ‘er a bit, as we was jest settled, and Brown 
was gone to Brummagem for a few days, so I slep’ at Mas. Papwiex’s, 
and was with poor ’Liza a good deal, and made ’er and ’er mother 
friends, as ’ad got quarrelin’ about Martins. AsI says to Mrs. Pap- 
wick, “ Ain’t it right as she should stick to ’er ’usband ?”’ so they was 
all right, but Mrs. Papwicx would not speak to Martins all the same 
thro’ not forgivin’ of ’im a-speakin’ of ’er as a toothless old mummy, 
as is not respectful I must allow. 

Liza and me did used to sit werry often at the parlor winder of a 
evenin’, as the air seemed to do that child good, but there come a most 
unpleasant smell as were quite sickenin’. ’Liza says, “I can’t make 
out what it is.” 


I says, “Can’t you? then I can.” I says, “It’s a pig-tub as is 


' kep’ somewhere abouts,”’ ‘ Oh,’’ she says, “nobody wouldn’t keep such 


a beastly thing as a pig-tub in respectable ’ouses like these.” 

I says, “ You never can tell what games some cooks is up to.”’ 

It so ’appened as the werry next mornin’ I come round to ’Liza 
about eight, thro’ being a lovely mornin’, and ’er mother wantin’ to 
send ’er some new-laid eggs as ’ad come from the country in a basket, 
when what should I see a-standin’ at the werry next door but a donkey- 
cart with a old man and a dog, as ’ad come to fetch away the pig-wash 
as were kep’ down in a cellar in that front airy, as stunk the werry 
place out. It quite turned my stomick and made me turn agin’, and 
I says to ’Laza, as come to the door, “It’s enough to breed a fever,” 
and glad I was to get indoors. 

I stopped for a bit with ’Liza asI were aegoing ’ome that arternoon, 


and I says t>’er, “‘ Now mind that child of yourn, if croups set ir, 
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FUN. 





| shove at me 


| ail, as is a reg’ lar nuisance to the neighbourhood. 








don’t on no account ’ave no bleedin’; stick to ippicacuanner, as will 
do wonders,” and off I goes; and as I wa’ a-goin’ down the steps a 
stout party were a-standin’ at the airy gate next door, as looked like 
the cook. She says to a female as were down in the airy, “She looks 
like one as don’t fancy a pig-tub,”’ and bust out a-larfin’. 

I says to ’er, “ If you are illudin’ to me, I do not like pig-tubs, and 
you must be a dirty drab to keep one, and more fools them as lets you 
arbour yeur filth under their noses.”’ 

She says, ‘‘ You’re a good judge of filth, I should say.” 

“ Yes,” I says, “ you're right; I can spot it in ainstant. I know'd 
you the moment I set eyes on you.” She says, “I'll use the mop to 
you if you don't go on.” 

I says, “ Dare to, that’s all.” She opens the airy gate, and gives a 
mop, a-makin’ believe, but I walks up to the 
front door and I give a peal at the bell as woke’em up. Out come a 
man servarit in one of them striped jackets as were waitin’ at break- 
fast, and says, ‘‘ What does this mean ?”’ 

A old gent,’with a face as red as a turkey cock and a white ’ead, 
come to the parlor winder and says, ‘‘ What the devil do you mean by 

ingin’ the bell like that ?”’ 
says, “ Your cook, as is in liquor I should say, is insultin’ parties 
with ’er ” He says, “I'll send for a per x 
I says, “I would if I was you, and I'd send ’er off pig-tub and 
I do think as that old feller was werry nigh droppin’ with rage ; he 
couldn’t get ’is words out, as were, p’raps, owin’ to ’is ’avin’ ’is mouth 
full of ’is breakfast. He says, “ Witx1ns, go for the police.” 
I was a-turnin’ t go away, and he ’ollers out, “ in that field- 
male,” _ &@ man @8 Were passin’ by, as only says to ’im, “ Detain ’er 
ourself.”’ 
The policeman come back with the servant, and as soon as he ‘eard 
my story, he says to the old gentleman, as ’ad come to the door, “ Do 
you mean to give this party in charge?”’ The old gentleman he says 
nothink, so | only says, “‘ Let ’im dare and he'll rue it;” and go I 
says, ‘‘ Good day,” and off I walks. 
But sich a lark it turned out about that pig-tub, for if that cook 
wasn’t a reg’ lar thief, and the old man in the donkey-cart a receiver, 
‘and the things as she cleared out of that ’ouse was wonderful, for it 
come to a trial, and that cook got two years and the donkey-cart 
eighteen months, and ’L1za told me it was all found out through me 
a-callin’ that old feller’s attention to that pig-tub, as was a reg’lar 
deep-laid plant as that cook thought would be kep’ in ambush down in 
that airy and no suspicions, but ’ow any one could set in the front 
parler and bear it I can’t think, as the dustholes is bad enough as you 
can’t keep the lobster shells out on, nor yet other refuse, and the con- 
sequences is bluebottles as big as donkeys and a stiflin’ smell; but 
where to put ’em is the puzzle, for them dustmen is as proud as dukes, 
and won't look at your dusthole under twopence, as is their —_ to 
remove reg’lar; but law, they do as they please all over the world— 
leastwise I can speak for South Lambeth and the West End. 


——————_———————_———————— 


THE SEA-SIDE. 


How sweet—how ineffably jolly, ah me, 

To be taking a holiday down by the sea ! 

To chase—and to fly when in turn it pursues— 
The wave that is lavish in filling your shoes ; 

To scribble your name in a bold running hand, 
Or write, “ My Amelia,”’ at large on the sand. 

To chivy the crab from his bladder-weed haunts, 
And mock at his gait with unscrupulous taunts— 
To hunt up the sand-worm’s select Agapemone— 
Or feed with cigar-lights a hungry anemone. 

The limpet to catch when he’s not on his guard, 
And send with a tap flying full half a yard. 

The mild periwinkle to plague for his sins, 

And murder his peace with suggestions of pins. 
To try—ah, how vainly—to capture the shrimp, 
Or the dim, ghostlike prawn, who’s as smart as an imp— 
Or to chase on the sands little jumpers so hoppy— 
Oh, isn’t it better than grinding at copy! 





Changes. 


| 
21 | 
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A Great promotion has fallen on the turnip. A little while since its | 


destiny was to furnish lantern-heads for ghosts. Now it is to supplant 

the pineapple. Some ingenious Parisian confectioner has devised a 

syrup which changes the ordinary turnip into a pine! What next? 

We shall have apples turned into apricots and potatoes into plums. 

This comes of the demoeratic tendencies of the age! If we can mak e 
baronets out of Wenrwortu Ditxes and C.B.’s out of Cotes, why not 

pineapples out of turnips ? 































_ she only made one remark all the time, and that was when We saw a 


| guns there. We have been out for several drives in the neighbourhood, 


| 
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Rapid Genius :—“’Ow po I manacs iT? Wuy, Fust or ALL I TAKES THE BROWN AND DOES ALL THE CATS AND THE RINDS OF THE 
CHEESES—THEN I TAKES THE YALLER AND GOES OVER THE CHEESES, AND PUTS IN EYES AND STRIPES TO THE CATS. WITH A BRUSH 0’ 
BLACK I PUTS IN THE BOTTLES AND THE MICE; FINISHES UP WITH A DAB 0’ WHITE ON THE BOTTLES AND IN THE MICE’S HBYES—AND 
THERE YOU ARE!” 





THE LOBLOLLY LETTERS. 


A Domestic DRAMA SET FORTH IN A FEW FamitiarR EPISTLEs, 
[From George Loblolly, Esq., Broadstairs, to Charles Smith, Esq., London. | 


Dear Caar.iie,—Here we are at the seaside for our annual holiday. 
It's very jolly here, and I'm enjoying it very much—-the place is quiet, 
though it lies between Margate and Ramsgate. It is free from the 
vulgarity of the former and the gentility of the latter. 

All the family are here, including my cousin Juuta, a very nice girl, 
only she has some stuck-up notions, in which she takes after her father 
who threw up business to take to Art—only Art didn't take to him. 
However, she is in a fair way to get a lesson which I think will cure 
her, and if so look out for wedding-cake and white favours. 

I took my mother out for a sail the other day—lovely weather, and 
such a seaand sky! Bat it didn’t make her in the least sentimental— 


One of the peculiarities of the place is that every other person you 
meet is called Hitter. I believe it was from this fact that Dicksns 
derived the immortal name of Weller. The chief hotel in the place is 
the Tartar Frigate Inn—that is, if one may call the place where 
one gets the best beer in the place the chief hotel. It is close to the 
pier where the boatmen are, and I went to it as I go to the public 
nearest a cab-stand, because “‘ where good judges abound, good beer 
will be found.” 

The governor being absent of necessity from the warchouse feels a 
little out of place—like a fish out of water, or I should say, perhaps, a 
whale out of oil. I believe he only bathes because it reminds him of 
so? many dips—especially as people write to the newspapers and say 
the bathing here is (s)candle-ous. He writes daily almost to Prepines, 
who responds with equal regularity, and he seems rather cut up at my 
‘levity’ as he calls it. The fact is, I don’t feel much in love with 
the warehouse, though of course [ stick to it and do my duty; but I 


jelly fish swim by, and she ssid, “That reminded her that she hada’t don't see why a fellow should think so much of the shop that he can’t 
| 


been to the confectioner’s to order a tart for dinner.’”” Wucuirau went 
out with us, but was awfully ill. As he says, he’s a capital sailor—as 
long as he stopson shore. He is dreadfully given to natural philosophy 
and science since he joined the University. The other day he went 
into a long dissertation as to the reason why people wore yellow shoes 
at the seaside. He wanted to attribute it to that “ wonderfal provision 
of nature which enables the chameleon to assume the colour of the 
tree on which it feeds.” But his theory was snuffed out by a local 
dealer in shoes, who told him it was because the sea spoilt black leather. 

We have pleasant lodgings here not far from the coastguard station, 
on the top of acliff. It is called the Battery because there are no 


enjoy a holiday—it’s what I call running counter to nature. When 
I'm mirried and settled I'll attend to the pickle and olive branches. 
Can't you run down from a Saturday till Monday. We can give 
you a bed and we might have a sail over to the Goodwin Sands—that 
is if you can stand the sea. If not you'd better not go, for as WILLIAM 
said the other day, “It’s no use flying in the face of your stomach,” 

which was rather a new feature to me. Good-bye.—Yours, 
GEORGE. 


[From Mrs. Loblolly, Broadstairs, to Mrs. John Loblolly, Little Britain.] 


Desar Janz,—I’ ve just snatched a minute while the little ones are 
down bathing to drop you a line. We are all down here enjoying 
ourselves, except me, for what with mending and anxiety I’m as hard 
worked asa negro slave. And meat is dear and everybody's appetite 
|isawful. They all eat three times as much as they do at home. We 


but the hot weather makes the flies very troublesome—one of them 
wanted six shillings to take us over to Margate, a matter of two 
miles or so. 
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had a dreadful accident coming down: the Margate porters bumped 
the boxes about so that, though I packed them with my own hands, a 
flask of oil (you know he will always carry condiments from his own 
shop,) got broke, and has spoilt two breadths of my grey silk, to say 
nothing of going over all my nightdresses so that I felt as if I was 
sleeping in salad for the first fow nights. From the same cause I got 
an awful turn from Jang the nurse, who came up to me on landing 
looking pale and strange, and with a great stain like blood all down 
her apron. I thought she had gone mad and murdered the baby, but 
it was only sea-sickness and sori? red currant jelly cr something of the 
sort that got broke in somebody’s luggage, while she was getting at 
the perambulator. 

I very much fear that Jutta hes formed an attachment which may 
interfere with my plan for her union with our Grorcr. We have 
somehow got acquainted with 2 Mr. Acter, a very dashing sort of 
fellow who has evidently made s great impression. I have my doubts 
about him. The other day he nodded to some one who he said was 
Dicxens—but whether this was for joke or show-off I can’t say ; 
however, I met the same perscn 2fterwards when I was with Mr. L., 
who shook hands with him, and he's a leather merchant somewhere in 
the Borough. 

Now I must conclude with, dear Janz, your affectionate sister, 

Mantra. 

P.S.—Will you just call in at the house now and then, and see if 
all is going right. If you go im at irregular times they won’t know 
when to expect you. and you can catch them if there is anything going 
on. Pleasecall at Topper’s the chemist’s, and ask him to send me 
some powders for the children, they're all very well’now, but I don’t 
like them to go too long without a motherly dose. Ifthe Jones’s ask 
where we are, say at Boulogne—it’s only just on the other side, so itis 
not altogether an untruth, and they’re so sarcastic. 


(To be continued.) 
SSS 
AN ODE. 
(Supposed to be one of those written for the Eisteddfod and picked up near 
the office of “ Tinsley’s Magazine.” 


Ar-Jonzs he was the king 
Of Welshmen and of Druids, 
He could dance and sing 
And polish off his fluids. 
No murmur would he utter 
As long as beer was poured him — 
He’d tack like any cutter 
When he'd his ‘‘ orw’’ aboard him. 


Av-Jonzs he had a wife, 

The chief of shrewish-tongue ones, 
And, also, ’pon my life, 

He’d half-a-dozen young ones. 
He lived on drink and victuals, 

And, summer evenings sunny, 
He'd oft-times. play at skittles, 

And win—or lose—his money. 


Apr-Jonzs he had a suit 
Of broadcloth clothes for Sunday, 
And played the German flute 
In church upon that one day. 
On weekdays he wore gaiters, 
And second-bestest garments, 
And he gave his mind to ’taturs, 
Instead of psalms and sarments. 


Ap-Jonss lived sixty year, 

And then a cold he died of ; 
They dug a grave down here 

To put Apr-Jonzs inside of. 
His life a glorious thing it 

Was counted by the qua//ity, 
So they asked a bard to sing it, 

And to praise the Principality. 


At the Eisteddfod. 


No one will be disposed to envy the task of the gentleman who was 
solicited to adjudicate the prize of £20 and a silver medal, offered “ for 
& new poem or song by a Welshman.”’ Ninety-three compositions 
sent in, and not one of sufficient merit to secure the prize! A plain 
proof that the competitors possess none of the genius of a YounG, a 
Ciosz,.or a BartHotomew. Why not throw the prize open to Welsh- 
men of all nations? We trust the Bards will give our hint a con- 
sideration before the next ‘Session of Parliament.” 
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OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


Reapers who like a novel which has a backbone in it will thank us 
for introducing to their notice The Waterdale Neighbours, just published 
by Messrs. Tinstey AND Company. It is the work of the “ Author 
of Paul Massie ;” it is also, judging from internal evidence, the work 
of a clever, earnest, and thoughtful journalist. Paul Massie was 
not, by any means, a satisfactory book; but it gave promise of a 
better, and in Zhe Waterdale Neighbours the promise has been 
kept. We decline to spoil the sale by telling the story, of which, 
however, it may with perfect truth be said that the interest is, as it 
should be, cumulative throughout, and keenest in the last thirty pages. 
None of the types of character introduved may be absolutely new, but 
scme of them are handled with a refreshing courage and vigour. In fact, 
if we had to characterise the novel by a single adjective, we should say 
that it was emphatically a brave book. The author is a Radical, and 
he has “the courage of his convictions.’ He does not coquet with 
Democratic Toryism, nor philander with the thing that calls itself 
Philosophical Liberalism. Hence, when he writes of the working man, 
he shows you a live human being in honest ‘Tom Berry, the ct-devant 
Chartist. He does not fear to point out Tom's weaknesses ; but he 
does not insult Tom and the class of Tom either by offensive patron- 
age, or by hinting that the new recruits of the electoral body need to 
be kept in order by elaborate “ checks”’ and “ balances.’’ There 1s 
love-making in the book, very human and true, some of it—there is 
scene-painting in the book, delicate, and tender and graceful ; but it 
is, above all, for the bravery with which it encounters moral, religious, 
social, political difficulties that The Wate dale Neighbours must specially 
be praised. 

There is no pleasanter “ common object of the sea-shore”’ than a 
young lady reading a new novel; but the sea-side ought to have a lite- 
rature of its own. A welcome contribution to the library of the sands and 
the rocks is furnished by Mr. W. B. Lorp in his “ Crab, Shrimp, 
and Lobster Lore,’’ just issued by the Mgssrs. Routtepee. Those 
who do not care for its science, may be interested in its valuable hints 
on practical subjects ; and Mx. Lorp has had the good sense to make 
his book palatable to the general reader, by introducing a number of 
anecdotes, some of them new, most of them amusing, concerning the 
manners and customs of the crustacea. 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return rejected MSS. or Sketches unless they are accompanie 
by a stamped and directed cnvelope. We can take no notice of communwa 
tions with illegible signacures or monograms. | 


Prx.—Pecks of rubbish! 

Mace Erzver.—The notion was long ago earried out in Fun. 

Rg I.—Evidently a mistake in the signatare. ‘‘ Goosey”’ would be 
ter. 

G. T. N. (Fenchurch-street.)—Thanks. 

Roast LamMs.—We cannot see the point of your anecdote. 

1. V.—We cannot decide without further consideration. 

A Constant Reapver.—If you agree with tho article you furward you 
must ke very ignorant of the truth. 

F. E. B. (Notting-hill.)—Already worked out in an early number of 
our old series. 

R. A. (H.M.S. , Portsmouth.)—Under consideration. But how 
comes it that your postmark is Birmingham P 

Acres.— Rather miled! 

A Member or THE B. anp F. B. S., who has written us a long rig- 
marole, is assured that his letter has thrown a new light on the subject— 
a cigar. 

yg a (Canonbury Cottages, Croydon.)—Defrauds the Post Office b 
sending a letter in a book-post parcel, and expects us to return his— well, 
drawing—when he does not comply with our rules. 

J. V.—Under consideration. 

G. D. E. P.—The sketch—or rather suggestion—was worthless until 
improved upon. 

Sacaciry.—Your St. Leger prophecy is worth exactly as much as al] 
the other prophecies—except one. 

Common Sense.—(Who, by the way, is a colonel in the army) agrees 
with us as to the iniquity of allowing soldiers to do harvesters’ work. If 
our soldiers have spare time, let them have a trade, to which they can resort 
when their service is expired, and a grateful country has done—as little for 
them as possible. 

PIERROT.—Apply at the G. P. O., St. Martin’s-le-Grand. 

Declined with thanks:—R. W., Belfast; A. E. B.; Gee Cee; H. W. M. 
Hayes; J. B., Manchester; E. F., Heavitree; R. F. E., Ramsgate; Free- 
trade; R. T. M., Soho; Faned; Vex; X.G.; F. G., Harper-street; “‘ Ye 
Corporal ;” A. W., St. George’s-road; B. B., Kentish Town-road; K. Y.; 
F. P.; R. B., Grundy-street; A. J. S., Northampton; A person who 











° , 
assumes the signature * Phiz. Pr E. H., Cadiz; H. 8., Great Percy-street ; 
“W.;” C. A. C.; Central Fire; Do you like *em; H. C., Erith; J. F.; 
H. T. W.; T.S. W.; W. H. W.; K. T. D.; Catapulto H.; W. J. M., 
Ware; G. S., Islington; A. J., Paisley; B. C., 3; A. F. C., 


Edinburgh; J. D., Ireland. 
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THE CUSTOM-HOUSE PARADE. 


By our own Britt or Entry. 


Fettows may talk as they like about the Customs being the lowest 
branch of the Civil Service, and so it is in the matter of pay, and more 
shame for a remorseless Government: but this I will say, that there 
are gents in the Long Room, and in our office, and about the Queen’s 
Warehouse, that will comparison with any of your stuck-up West- 
end swells,—chaps that I can’t, for my own part, abide, with their airs 
and their six o’clock dinners,and nothing to do but to read the papers, 
while we're hard at it. 

What if some of us have been put into our situations through inte- 
rest, and not a few by being connected with high families through 
the servants’ hall ? there’s no secret that more than two people know: 
and when you come to patronage, service is as good a ground to go 
upon as any other. I know this, that there’s not a few of our fellows 
that look regular nobs ; and as to dress: well, I’m sorry to say we do 
outrun the constable at times in a way that our salaries won’t answer 
for. It’s screwing work as it gets towards quarter-day; and though 
it’s more than our places is worth to do a bit of a bill for each other— 
and we look each other up pretty sharp, when the chap just above you 
goes and puts his name to ner paper—there are more ways than 
one of getting a loan. It’s all owing to the Government :—not the 
loan I don’t mean, but the way some of us are always in trouble about 
money. Why, I remember in my father’s time, when he was in the 
very desk that I’ve booked for next vacancy, there was a beadle, or a 
fireman, or some such subordinate as did the business for us. Subor- 
dinate, says I—why, he was a capitalist, and there wasn’t, perhaps, a 
dozen of the fellows,—no, not even the nobs, that he hadn’t got their 
notes of hand and I O U’s in the pocket of his livery coat. They were 
all tarred with the same brush, that was the best of it; and there was 
some that was put on their pensions, and others that had left the 
service, as had to pay through the nose all the rest of their lives, mind 
you, and compound interest hanging over ’em to such a tune as took 
most of the gilt off the gingerbread. 

Ours is such a paternal Government, you see, that it has to be very 
careful of our morals; and to take care that we shan't have too much 
to spend, so that we get away from the shop at four o’clock and have 
to count our small change to see how much we shall have left for 
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to-morrow’s dinner before we can make a night of it. Perhaps that 
was the reason why we generally stuck to the neighbourhood—at 
least some of the chaps in my department did; and even at lunch 
time, and when we had out-door work, made half an hour to light up 
in a quiet room over there in the lane opposite, where there was pretty 
good fun, I can tell you, and our lunches was mostly off bitter beer and 
Bristol birdseye. That wasn’t moral, was it? And a paternal 
Government soon found us out and farmed a big refreshment room in 
the house itself to a licensed victualler, so that we should have no 
excuse for not having our meals r r, and could be timed by the 
clock while we ate ’’em by twilight at fourpence a plate, and a pint of 

orter for twopence. Whether or not that’s broke the neck of our 
ittle recreations I ain’t going to say, nor yet to tell where we've 
moved our quarters to; but this much I know, as there isn’t half a 
chance now of an airy stroll on our parade to get an appetite for the 
fish dinner round the corner by Darkhouse-lane. Why, I remember 
the time when the big stone steps by the QugEN’s warehouse uged to 
be a regular resort for half the good-looking girls about Thames-street 
just at lunch time, especially when the Custom House sales were or, 
and the foreign goods seized for duty were on view. Free trade and 
commercial treaties have helped to put a stopper on that sort of thing, 
and the sales ain't half what they used to be when the officers would 
unroll a stout gentleman to find the lace and tobacco that was packed 
round his body, or discover half a dozen gallons of French brandy stowed 
away in an indiarubber petticoat. Many a glass of mulled claret have 
I had in the winter time in the QuEEN’s cellar, where it used to be 
warmed over an oil lamp in a lantern with plenty of cinnamon and 
nutmeg, and I should like to know who was the worse for it. I know 
I was a precious sight the better, and so I was for a little of the 
champagne that was always allowed for breakages in another place 
not far off. Times have altered now in everything except our salaries, 
and they keep stationary. 

———S—SSSS_=S== 


A Different Construction. 


Chambers’s Journal states that in some parts of Germany railways 
are now constructed without wood. Well! . What of that? -Insome 
parts of England they are constructed without money, which is much 
more strange! 


September 21, 1867. 
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BEN ALLAH ACHMET. 
THE FATAL ERROR. 


Gq ONCE did know a Turkish man 
J Whom I upon a two-pair-back 
met, 
His name it was Errenp1 KHAN 
BacksHEESH PasHa Ben ALLAH 


ACHMET. 
A Doctor Brown I also knew— 
I’ve often eaten of his bounty— 
The Turk and he they lived at 
Hooe, 
= in Sussex, that delightful 
county ! 


I also knew a maiden miss 
Whose father boasted many a 


coffer ; 
She likewise lived at Hooe—and 
; this 
Is but a clumsy likeness of her. 





The Turk adored the maid of Hooe 

(Although his harem would have shocked her) ; 
But Brown adored that maiden, too— 

He was a most seductive doctor. 


They’d follow her where’er she'd go— 
A course of action most improper— 

She neither knew by sight, and so 
For neither of them cared a copper. 


Brown did not know that Turkish male— 
He might have been his sainted mother— 
The people in this simple tale 
Are total strangers to each other. 


One day that Turk he sickened sore 

Which threw him straight into a sharp pet— 
He threw himself upon the floor 

And rolled about upon his—carpet : 





It made him moan—it made him groan 
And almost wore him to a mummy: 
Why should I hesitate to own 
That pain was in his little tummy ? 


At length a Doctor came and rung— 
(As Attan Acumet had desiréd)— 
Who felt his pulse, took up his tongue, 
And hummed and hawed, and then inquiréd : 


‘Where is the pain that long has preyed 
Upon you in so sad a way, sir?” 

The Turk he giggled, blushed, and said, 
“I don’t exactly like to say, sir!” 


‘Come, nonsense!’’ said good Docror Brown, 
“So this is Turkish coyness, is it ? 

You must contrive to fight it down— 
Come, come, sir, please to be explicit.” 
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The Turk he shyly bit his thumb, 
And coyly blushed like one half-witted, 
The pain is in my little tum”— 
He, whispering, at length admitted. 


“‘ Then take you this, and take you that— 
Your blood flows sluggish in its channel— 
You must get rid of all this fat, 
And wear my medicated flannel. 


** You'll send for me, when you're in need— 
My name is Brown—your life I’ve saved it!" 
‘¢ My rival!’’ shrieked the invalid, 
And drew a mighty sword and waved it: 


“This to thy weazand, Christian pest! ”’ 
Aloud the Turk in frenzy yelled it, 

And drove right through the Doctor’s chest 
The sabre and the hand that held it. 





The blow was a decisive one 
And Doctor Brown grew deadly pasty— 
‘* Now see the mischief that you've .. 
You Turks are so extremely hasty. 


‘* There are two Doctor Browns in Hooe, 
He’s short and stout—J’m tall and wizen ; 

You've been and run the wrong one through. 
That’s how the error has arisen.”’ 


The accident was thus explained, 
Apologies were only heard now— 

‘* At my mistake I’m really pained, 
I am, indeed, upon my word now! 


** With me, sir, you shall be interred, 
A Mausoleum grand awaits me’’— 
“Oh, pray don’t say another word, 
I’m sure that more than compensates me! 


** But p’raps, kind Turk, you're full inside ?” 
‘* There’s room,”’ said he, ‘‘ for any number.”’ 
And so they laid them down and died. 
In proud Stamboul they sleep their slumber. 
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Gown Galk, 


By Tue SaUNTERER IN SOOIETY. 


F all the stupid things a man 
can do in the dull season, the | 
worst is perhaps to plant him- 
sclf before the target for public | 
opinion to shoot at him. When | 
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= “ = Parliament is prorogued, and | 
ae S23 = Y the great gooseberry ripens ; 
—Saae when the frog descends in a 
—aare shower, and the toad is found 


in the stone, the journals open 
their columns te the people who 
are always “going to write to the 
papers.” What editor would 
think of printing Nobody's 
letters about Abyssinia, or 
Everybody's letters about City 
)’ FE dining-rooms, if the season were 
#= at its height? But when the 
lull comes, Brown, Jonzs, and 
Rosinson become members of 
the press for the time being, 
and are allowed to fill column 
after column with their grie- 
vances. It was, indeed, rash 
of Mr. Payne at such a time to 
expose himself to the steel-tipt 
darts of the letter-writing public 
as he did by the sentence he 
passed upon that most unhappy 
woman, <Avovsta MircHeE.t. 

His conduct would be laughable if it were not heartless. Juries are 

bad enough, but with the addition of such judges, they become un- 

| bearable. I am glad there has been sume stir about this most iniquitous 
sentence. Mr. Payne, by his conduct in another public capacity, that 
of chairman-buffoon at public tea-parties, brings the office of judge 
into contempt. If he would retire into private life, and devote his 
leisure to the compilation and publication of his thousand and one 
tail-pieces of doggerel, no one would have any reason to complain— 
except, perhaps, Mx. Turrsr. 

How on earth the International Donnybrook lately convened at 
Geneva could have the impudence to call itself a Peace Congress 
puzzles me! Though a brave soldier got worked up to such a pitch of 
enthusiasm, that he laid his decorations on the altar of peace—by 
which, I suppose, he meant the table where the chairman kept his 
glass of water—there was very litt'e of a peaceful character about the 
gathering, which was altogether of an inflammatory nature. GARIBALDI, 
of course, was as consistently inconsistent, and as grandly unconscious 
of inconsistency, as ever, brave old boy! ButI wonder it did not 
strike him that his first speech at a Peace Congress was not quite the 
right occasion for proclaiming war against Rome. 

The second number of Broadway, just published, is an improvement 
on the first. Mx. HoLiinesueap gives his critics a final shaking and 
a rather unanswerable reply. I think the magazine would sail better 
if it made Jonaus of the two Reverends who contribute. Everybody's 
Samugt Lover mikes his voice heard this month, and very welcome 
itis. There are three or four excellent papers, however, any one of 
them worth more than one gives for Broadway altogether; but I am 
not quite sure that some people may not consider that there is a little 
too much light and laughable matter. I don’t myself, but people who 
one been used to the Curnhili may not be quite as much accustomed 
to levity. 

I wish journalists would leave natural history alone if they don’t 
know it. ‘The other day the Saturday talked about the working bees 
killing the drones. Now, they don’t do anything of the kind—they 
simply show them the door. ‘The Tims, in a leader last week, talked 
about the pelican bleeding to death that her brood may live. The pelican 
is not such a fool—if she bled to death, her brood would have no means 
of subsistence. These may be only figurative expressions, but they 
7 pte error, and error, always tenacious of life, is hardest to 

ill when it attacks natural history. On this account, I think no 
criticism can be too severe in condemnation of the clever pseudo- 
natural history of the otherwise dull Temple Bar. 

I have more than once den» unced the pernicious trash which is the 
_ disgrace of cheap literature—the stori-s in which thieves and robbers 
are held up as herves. It isas well, however, to put it on record that, 
though they belong to cheap literature, they do not belong to the 
cheap literature recently crested by the removal of the paper duty and 
other restrictions. Jack Sheppard, the book which gave the first 
impetus to stories of the class was written long since, and romances, in 
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imitation of it, issued in veFo 
a cheap newspaper was thought of. One of the results of the indis- 
criminate sale of this filthy poison may be found in the police reports 
of last week. A lad of fourteen stole a horse at Southsea. 
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nny weekly numbers, flourished Jong before 


He was 
pursued and captured on Portsdown-hill, when it was found that he 


was provided with pistols, powder and ball, and a black mask, and 
that he intended to set up as a highwayman in imitation of Dick 


| 'Turrtn and Jack Sueprarp. A good rod in pickle was the proper 


fate for the silly fellow; but I don’t think the cart’s tail and the rope's 
end would be too much for the wretches who do not scruple to dis- 
seminate these mischievous publications. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 29. 


A Deputy-AssIsTANT JUDGE 
Is no grand judge, of course : 

He says to mercy simply, “ Fudge,” 
And never feels remorse. 

He scribbles lots of foolish rhyme, 
His name not pleasant is— 

He counts misfortune as a crime, 
And so his wisdom’s this! 





1. 


A tart! But looked-at in another way, it 
Means—something. Go! and see our Matuews play it. 


2. 


The first of verbs you learn, poor fool, 
When quite a boy you go to school: 
When older grown you find, poor duffer, 
It means ‘‘to be—to do—and suffer! ’’ 


3. 
What the young must be, 
What the old should be ; 
What J shall, I trust, be 
If old age but good be. 
Though the hair lose its gold, if the heart be not cold, 
Its owner can never be hopelessly old! 
4. 
You have it always at your fingers’ ends, 
My friends ; 
And if you chance to hit it on the head, 
Well said ! 
5. 


A place in Kentish land, which 
In flight A Becker sheltered, 
It is not far from Sandwich— 
Twas thence he helter-skeltered. 
Your patience too severely 
Should this historic test try, 
T’ll point it out more clearly, 
I do not mean the Westry ! 


ANSWER TO Acrostic No. 27. 


§ Snob B 
E Empyreuma A 
A Argonaut T 
S Sarah H 
I Ichthyosauri I 
D Demon N 
E Egg G 


Correct Sotvtions or Acrostic No. 27, RecgeIvep 18TH Srrremeer: —Gyp; 
Ruby; Bunnie Price; Three fools. 


Bottled. 


Some poor idiot, the other day, thought it a clever practical joke to 
send a bottle afloat at sea containing a slip of paper, on which was 
written—“ Dr. Livryestone, off Zambesi. Not lost at all. Can't 
think how the report got about.”” The ignorant donkey was, in point 
of geography, quite as much at cea as he evidently supposed the great 
traveller to be. 





Ferry Much So! 


Way are the ferry boats built to run between Carnarvon and Angle- 
sea engaged in a dangerous traflic?—Because they are destined for 
Menai straits. 
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THE LOBLOLLY LETTERS. 


A Domestic DRAMA SET FORTH IN A FEW FAMILIAR EPISTLE. 


[From Miss Julia Loblolly, Broadstairs, to Miss Aminta Jipkittle, Nor- 
wood. | 


My Dear Minty,—He has gone—I mean that Mr. ActzEr—and 
without a word of explanation. And yet he must have known how 
deeply my aff-ctions were engaged. It was he, I feel sure, who en- 
graved J. A. on the cliffs round the corner where I always used to take 
my tatting. He is a most mysterious being. I am inclined to think he 
must be a dordin disguise. He had dewutiful feet and such very dainty 
boots, and when [ ventured to ask him where he got them he blushed, 
and said he had reasons for not telling me. He thought I should find 
out who he is. 

Broadstairs does not seem the same place now he is gone,"so I am 
happy to say we leave next week, although Georew has behaved very 
well and does not tease me at all. There is novhing doing here now— 
people are going away, and the organs and niggers seem driven here 
from Ramsgate and Margate because they, too, are deserted—as I feel ! 
There’s nothing to do here—one can't even dzthe, for the bathing is so 
dreadfully indelicate, and the machines are all down in a corner of the 
harbour where all the mud is washed in. 

Wiw.raM is dreadful! He has taken a mania for aquariums, and 
smells us out of our smad/ lodgings with dasins fu’/l of dead prawns and 
shrimps. He went out in a boat the other day to investigate the 
theory of every ninth wave being the divest, but he got too ill to count 
after the twe/fth. I like sailing rather, but the sea is never as smooth 
as it should be for my notion of sailing. 

This is a very wretched letter—but so am J. 
coming out of the Tartar Frigate one morning. 
LIAM when I say him. 

Iam miserable.—Your affectionate 


I actually saw him 
I don't mean WIL- 


JULIA. 





(From Mr. Caleb Loblolly, Broadstairs, to Mr. Pippings, Oil and Italian 
Warehouse, Lower Curboy-street, City. | 


Dear Str,—We shall probably return to the bosom of the warehouse 
early next week. I regret to say that per advices received from Mus. 
L. I fear that your chance of entering into the firm on a matrimonial 
basis is far from likely to be realised, Miss J. having apparently looked 
out a partnership for herself, 

If I am correct, I omitted to send in the Bienxinsop’s bill. If so, 
please rectify. I find that the expenses of establishing the family at 
the seaside have been rather beyond the original estimate.— Yours, &c., 

Cates LosLoLyy. 





[From George Loblolly, Esq., Broadstairs, to Charles Smith, Esq., London. | 


Dear Cuartey,—We are about to turn our steps towards “ the only 
retail emporium for original anchovies.” 

Broadstairs is getting slow, for my little game is played out, and 
I’ve been out fishing for a fortmight and caught nothing but a small 
cod and my foot in a rope, thereby taking an unintentional plunge in 
the briny with all my togson. ‘This has enabled me to supply WiL- 
LIAM with a fact in natural philosophy :—viz., you can catch cold from 
sea-water—if you are clever enough to think you can’t and sit in your 
wet clothes. 

My little scheme has worked well. I think the haughty Junta will 
learn a lesson. As for that fellow Acrer, he’s a scamp, and should 
have been handed over to the police. We have police at Broadstairs. 
He's only on: man, but then he is Number 200, so that he is numeri- 
cally something. But, seriously, all is going as I wanted it, and I hope 
after a week in town 'to bring my fair cousin to her senses. If so, I'll 
marry her and settle Mupie’s Library on her, for I feel sure that she 
won't be injured by romantic novels if her little romance ends as I 
expect it to do. 

If you see any nice little villas with good large gardens anywhere 
near you, just let me know.— Yours ever, GEORGE. 





| From Master Tommy Leblolly, Broadstairs, to Aunt Loblolly, Little 
Britain.] 

Dear Aunt,—I hope you are well and that Uncle Joun is well. We 
are all well. I have a boat and sail it when there is a quiet tide, only 
it wil turn over. I call it the Julia because Cousin Jutta is here. 
She gave me sixpence and I bought lollipops and a halfpenny cane. 
She is sweethearts with a gentleman here and GeorGe is 80 angry. 
But the sea was very nice this afternoon, and my boat only tumbled 
over twice. I have a pair of yellow boots, but I lost one of them the 
other day because the sea came up and washed it away. Mamma is 
going togake us home next week, so hoping you are well as it leaves 
me at present.— Yours affectionately, Tommy LosBLo.ty. 


(To be concluded in our next.) 
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THE HAPPY ‘‘VALET!”? 


(Dedicated to Rasse.as, Princs or Abyssinia.) 


My master, Mister Mapper Brown, 
Is very often out of town, 

And leaves me here with SALty. 
At this I don’t at all demur, 
In fact it pleases me and her, 

And I'ma happy valet ! 


When he’s away I read his notes, 

And drink his wine, and wear his coats, 
And use his canes and pale- 

Tdts, just as if they were my own, 

(Of course I do not wish it known !) 
And I'm a happy valet ! 


I empty his tobacco jars, 
And smoke his pipes and his cigars, 
Like old Sik Wattse Raveicn! 
Satu’s no objection to a * weed ’'— 
She likes the smell of it indeed— 
And I'm a happy éa/et ! 


One night we gave a little ball— 
It realiy doesn’t do at all 
‘To be too shilly-shally— 
And so we did the thing in style, 
And when I think of it [ smile, 
And am a happy valet ! 


Of courss we had the carpets up, 

And, after twelve, in time to sup, 
Some ladies of the du//et, 

Great friends of ours, came in and we 

Kept up the fun till half-past three— 
I was a happy valet! 


My master’s handy with his pen, 

And writes for Papers now and then— 
E’en with the Muse may dally— 

So, when he is away, [ go 

And “ orders”’ get—for him, you know— 
And I’m a happy va/et ! 


And then we go to theatres— 
Sau always comedy prefers ; 

She doesn't care for HALué, 
Or any classic music—we 
In this entirely do agree, 

And I'm a happy valet ! 


There’s only one event f dread, 
And that is, should my master wed! 
I've thought occasionally, 
That he’s in love with somebody! 
But whosoever she may be, 
I am a happy valet! 


A letter !—why should mister write? 
He's married! coming home to-night! 
Well, then, L'll marry Satcy! 
Both she and I[ have saved some “ tin,” 
Il take a pretty country inn— 
: And shea happy valet ! 





Measure for False Measures. 


We have exposed the dishonest practices of the fraudulent grocor, 
baker, and publican—usqueduugh ad noyeau-seam; and yet here's 
another pretty kettle of fish! We quote from the Telegraph of the 
30th ultimo :— 

‘¢ At the half-yearly petty sessions held recently in the Vestry Hall, Islington, no 
fewer than one hundred and six persons were convicted of having in their possession 
false weights and measures.’’ 

As pecuniary punishments are evidently ineffectual in restraining 
these members of the fine-y tribe from their scaly practices, the sooner 
some of the more prominent offenders are made acquainted with the 
internal measurement of the Governmental stone-jug the better—pour 
encourager les autres. 





Pop Goes the Weasand. 


ANALYTICAL chemists assert that sulphuric acid forms a prominent 
ingredient in the manufacture of cheap ginger beer. Sad to think of, 
this !—enough to turn one lem-on-kali. 
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Tuere are few who | 


have not pictured to 


themselves the charac- ' 


| ters drawn by our 


great novelists “in | 
their habits as they | 


lived."’ Looking men- 
tally at the ever-green 


Micawber, we may be | 


sure that his physiog- 


nomy was not graced | 
with a nez retrousseée, | 
or he would have seen | 


something “ turn-up”’ 
before him de die in 
diem. In all proba- 
bility that organ must 
have been of the 
“ parrot”’ character— 
one of the Macaw-ber 


type. 





Tri(ang])ing it on. 
Proressor Ben- 
NETT was perfectly 
right in introducing 
the triangle in the 
orchestral accompani- 
ment to his new work, 
“The Woman of Sa- 
maria,” produced at 
the Birmingham Fes- 
tiv A very high 
tuto hes een 
‘Who drives fat oxen 
should himself be fat.”” 
Ergo— 4 piano-fortiori 
—a triangular instru- 
ment must be the most 
appropriate medium 
for tickling the ears 
of a_ three - cornered 
constituency. 





A Word to the 
Coast-wise. 
We note with satis- 
faction that the citi- 
zens of Gloucester have 


ssl SSS ——— 





presented a lifeboat to 


the Royal National 


Lifeboat Institution. | 


Who, we’ may ask, 
will be Gloucester's 
double—or, still bet- 


| 


| ter, double Glouces- | 


ter ?—in this instance | 


most decidedly ‘the 
cheese!"’ The Secre- 
tary of the Institution, 
at 14, John -street, 
Adelphi, will, we are 
sure, gladly receive 
cheques, bank - notes, 
“portable property,”’ 
or postage stamps— 
anything, in short, but 
shares in limited lia- 
bility companies or 
railway debenture 
bonds. ‘Stand not,”’ 
then, to quote the im- 
mortal bard, ‘‘ on the 
P. O. orders of your 
sending,” but send at 
once. 





A Sister or Mercy. 
—Ann-«wsthesia. 
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NOTES OF A TRIP FROM LONDON TO MARGATE. 


. OF St. Paul's, she thinks the sea delightful. 


2. Even at Greenwich she doesn’t dislike the sea, 
3. At Gravesend, is concerned to learn it is not the sea yet. 


4 


d 


. At Sheerness, she hopes it isn’t going to be rough. 
« At the Nore, she hopes it isn’t going to be rougher. 


\ = 





6. Past the Nore, she begins to wish herself at Margate. 


é 


8. 


9 


10. 


. And her countenance continues to lengthen until the boat reaches the jetty. 
On landing, she thinks “ it must have been the sun.’’ 


. But as she admits she never could bear a swing, 
It is agreed that she must not marry the admiral, 


——— 
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| . Grammar ! 
A “= 22 e | A WEEKLY contem- 
pe . porary, describing 


some experimental 
operations lately car- 
ried out at Chatham, 
says:— The electric 
light, with powerful 
reflectors, are the 
means to be employ- 
ed.”’ Is them ?—we 
beg pardon—Are it ? 
Well, then, we trust 
next time the writer 
of that sentence takes 
up the pen, he will use 
a little powerful reflec- 
tion before he employs 
the English language. 





"Potting the Red. 


~~ NotwITHSTANDING 
all attempts at eradi- 
cation, the French or 
redlegged partridge— 
(Towours perdriz— 
Linn.)—has appeared 
this season in in- 
creased numbers, to 
the annoyance of the 
sportsman and ‘“bo- 
thering’”’ of his dogs. 
We trust that the 
term “‘ runners,” 
somewhat _thought- 
lessly applied to the 
birds by ‘‘Septem- 
brizers,” will in no 
way disturb’ the 
entente cordiale with 
our sensitive neigh- 
bours across the 
channel. 





A Yard Measure. 


Tue tradespeople on 
the south side of the 
water are accused of 
giving false measures. 
We have lately been 
inspecting some houses 
erected in that dis- 
trict for occupation by 
the labouring classes, 
and we are glad to be 
able to exonerate the 
building trade from 
the charge of short 
measures. We ob- 
served that the yards 
behind the houses 
were never more or 
less than three feet. 


Words’ Worth. 


[WirH our compli- 
ments to the Rieut 
Hon. W. E. Guap- 
stone. |—The British 
Public to the Post 
Office Savings Bank: 
—‘‘ We aresavin’!” 


Fashionable. 


Tue latest appear- 
ance of “the Ancient 
Marryin’ ’er,’”? men- 
tioned by CoLEeRInGE, 
was at the wedding of 
Miss May and Lorp 
DecEMBER. 
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ONLY HAVE A CARE YOUR PILLS 


By distinguished members of the Liberal party. 
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Sir GEORGE GR’ yY. 


Verges: 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING! 


D 
te 
— A / 


Dogberry :—I CANNOT SEE HOW SLEEPING SHOULD OFFEND ; 


Dogberry: EArt R*ss* i. 
BE NOT STOLEN!” 
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NOBODY'S CHILD. 


ACT I.—Post House and Village of St. Arven. 
Enter Party Lavrocx. 


Patty.—My uncle, Peter Grice, is Postmaster of St. Arven. Joe, 
the village idiot, is our servant. Lewcy Tregarvon, my foster-sister, 
is the daughter of Sir Robert Tregarvon, a long-haired, horseman- 
ship-looking bart. Captain Dudley Lazonby was formerly engaged to 
Miss Lewcy, but is now thrown over for George Penrhyn. Now you 
know all about us. [ Blushes, and extt. 

Enter Captain LAZonsy. 


Cart. L.—I am the son of Elizabeth Lazonby, whose sauce is the 
only recognised relish for chops, steaks, fish, &c. But let that pass. 


Enter Peter GRICE. 


Peter G.—Captain Lazonby ! 

Cart. L.—Grice, you have a letter in your post-bag that announces 
to Lewcy Tregarvon that she is worth millions. Suppress it. 

Peter G.—I will—I will! (Suppresses it, R.) But why ? 

Capt. L.—I love her, and would marry her—she is poor now, and 
may listen—if she knows she is rich, she may not. Besides, you want 
to buy her father’s castle. This you cannot do if she is worth millions. 

Petsr G.—True! True! [Suppresses tt more than ever. Exeunt. 


Enter Jor. 

Jor (down in his stomach).—I am-a the-a village idiot-a. My-a 
terrowsers are vandyked-a, accordingly-a I was-a washed on-a shore-a 
by the sea tied-a to a plank-a. I have received-a no eder-ucation-a, 
but I talk-a in rather more-a stilted-a and bombastic-a langerwage 
than-a the late Claude-a Melnotte-a-a. They call me idiot-a, because 
I wear-a long hair parted-a down the centre-a, and carerfullee crepé. 
Ha! ha! I am-a not such an idiot-a as to allow my hair-a to be-a 
cropped by the barber-a of a-a Cornish-a village. I wait-a till I can 
see Terrufitt-a. [ Dance, and off. 
A hunting-party ts seen in the distance (going at full gallop down a steep 

precipice with a sheer fali of many thousand feet), and accompanied 
(as usual) by full band playing “A hunting we will go.’ Then enter 
the hunting-party, consisting of Miss Lewcy TREGARVON and six 
young hair-cutters, with orders to stand behind a table, and not to 
show their legs on any account. 

Lewcy L.—It is only in Cornwall that we gallop home, ventre a 
terre, after a long day’s hunt. But then it is only in Cornwall that a 
long day’s hunt ends at about nine in the morning. 


Enter Captain LazonsY. 
Carr. L.—Lewcy! 


Lzwcy T.—Monster! I shrink from you! [Shrinks from him. 

Cart. L.—Meet me at midnight, at the Fairy’s well. 

Lewey T.—Never! 

Capt. L.—You shall. (Tuking of his hat reverentially.) I swear it 
by My Mother’s Sauce! [All kneel. 

Lewcy T.—I cannot resist that fearful oath. I will be there. 

JoE (coming forward, and knowing much more about it than anybody 
else). —And so-a will Nobody’s che-ild-a! 


ACT II. Scene 1.—TZhe Fairy’s Well. Midnight. 
Enter Captain LAzonsy. 
Carr. L.—Lewcy will be here anon. 
Enter Lewcy TREGARVON. 


Lrwcy T. (proudly).—I am here anon! (Lazonsy cowers.) What 
would you with me? 

Carr. L.—I would make you mine! It was for that I asked you to 
meet me. 

Lewcy T.—I loathe and scorn you, as you well know. I really 
believe that if I had known that that was all you had to tell me I 
should almost have hesitated before escaping from my father’s castle, 
unseen, at midnight, to keep an appointment in the depths of a forest 
with a fellow whom I know to be an unzonscientious scoundrel. 

Carr. L.—Nay; but you shall be mine! [ Struggle. 


Jon, I think, appears from behind the well, and reseues Lewcy. Tableau. 


Lrwcy T.—My preserver, thanks! 


Cart. L.—Humph; another time! [ Quivers himself off. 


Scene 2 —Post House, as in First Act. 

Enter Peter Grice, meeting a drunken sailor. 
Sartor.—Yeo ho! Belay! [Grice belays. 
Prerer G.—Who are you? 

Sartor.—The late Admiral Tregarvon’s cox’en. Here is his will, 
which I am going to give to Miss Lewcy, and which makes her worth 


millions. 
Psrer G (astde).—Ha! (Aloud.)—Go up that precipice—it is the 
nearest way. [ Exit Drunken Sailor, staggering up precipice. 


— 
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Petsx G.—He will staggor over and be killed; I shall get the will, 
and Tregarvon castle shall (somehow) yet be mine! 
Enter a Crown. 
Crowp.—The main has fallen over into an abyss of unfathomable 
depth! We will rescue him! 
(They all plunge into abyss of unfathomable depth, and bring him out in 
about half a minute, dead. 
Aut.—He is dead! 
Scene 3.—The Ravine. Enter Pater Grice. 
Peter G.—I have managed to descend to the bottom of the abyss of 
unfathomable depth, and I find that the will is in another abyss of 
more unfathomable depth still. I will, however, descend. 


Enter Joz and Parry Lavrock, who have taken an evening strell, with 
all the village, down here. 


Jor.—A-no-a you don’t-a. [ Pushes him on one stde, and descends: 

Parry L.—Joe! Are you killed? ‘There is no answer! Ha! 
this rope! [Lets @ rape down, and drags him up to the less unfathow .ole 
of the two abysses. 

Joz.—I-a have Gor-A THe Wi! 


ACT IIl.—The Tower of Tregarvon with the side out, showing Lewcy's 
bedroom. Enter Cartain Lazonsy. 
Carr. L.—Somehow I have contrived to steal into Lewcy’s room. 
[ Conecals himself. 
Enter Lawcy Tarcarvoy, 


Lewery T.—My room is only about four feet square, which is small 
for a caatle ; and my bed is built in a small recess, which is stuffy, but 
what are such considerations to a pure girl whose only indiscretions . 
a habit of me+ting acknowledged villains in the solitude of a gloomy 
forest at midnight without her bonnet? Absolutely nothing’ 

Cart. L. (shewing himself).—Lewcy ! 

Lewcy T'.—Captain Lagzonby in my bedroom at night? Now this L 
really cannot allow. You are going too you are. indeed. 

Carr. L.—I have come to carry you off. By my mother’s Saueo 
(removes his hat), I have sworn it ! 

Lewey T.—That fearful oath unmansme—I should say, unwomans 


me quite. 
Cart. L.—Come! [ Struggle. 


Enter Jon and Patry Lavrocx, tho are strolling through the private 
apartments of the Castle this evening for a change. 
Joz.—A-Ha! 
[Seizes LazonBy, and chucks him out of window down a precipice. 


Lewcy T.—Ha! My gun! I always sleep with it loaded at my 
side! 
[Seizes gun and fires it at poor Jox, of all people in the world. He falls 
wounded. 


Enter the Lonc-Harrep Bart., the Sportiva Harr-cutrers, Perer 
GrIcK, ALL THE VILLAGERS, and a PoLIcEMAN, who remains shyly at 
the back. 

Jox (to Lswcy T.).—Here-a is the will that makes you worth-a 

mien? ‘ , 

.—And you ar . 
i es am-a (ali breathless) a-Nobody’s-a Che-ild! 
CurTAIN. 
Ovursetves.—Pretty good piece for the class of audience. Situa- 
tions would be more exciting if they were not soold. Capitally placed 





upon the stage. Excellently acted by Mr. Vottarre, and Miss 
Pauncerort; fairly by Mr. Epoar, and very conventionally by Mr. 
Creswick. Mr. aoa very good as the drunken sailor. The rest 
nowhere. 


————————_———_———— 


The ‘‘Fort-hitter in re” and the ‘‘ Zouave-iter in 
Modo.”’ 

We note with glee that Marsuat Forey will not allow himself to 
be falsely made a round in the ladder of Jacon’s success, and trust 
the impostor may catch the purishment he so richly deserves. Let 
him in future stick to his trumpet; he has shown us that he is fully 
capable of blowing that instrument. 


Oysters are at a Pretty Tune. 


In a list of new works we notice the following :— 
‘* Songsters, Our Native. By Anna Pratt.” 
Whistling oysters are not unknown to the naturalist, but a singing one 
is quite a novelty. Are its notes produced by the aid of bivalves? 
| We confess we should like to hear it sing, ANN Prart-le too. A 
| present of a barre! of oysters will, we presume, in future be considered 
as equivalent to “tipping a few staves.” Friends will please take note 


of this intimation. 
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MAKING HIMSELF QUITE A DOME. 
Scens.—Ox/ford-street. 


Little Billy Jenkins :—“ TI say, Papers, ’ER8’s A Go! 


To Cannon Srreet ? 
Caurcuyanrp !”’ 








FROM OUR STALL. 
Ix his new melodrama, Nobody's Child, Mra. Warts Putiurrs has 
out-Surried the Surrey. Such an olla podrida of thoroughfaced 
rascality and spo'less innocence—fraudulent postmasters, intellectual 


' idiots, real stage-coaches, unreal precipices, practicable huntsmen, 


alarm-bells, and hair-dressing without the assistance of machinery— 
has rarely been dished up, we imagine, even on the south side of the 
bridges. Mn. Purtiies, however, cannot be blamed for giving his 
hungry customers the food they evidently relish. The piece was 
received enthusiastically on its first night, and the author called before 
the curtain to be looked at; so that Nodody’s Child seems in a fair way 
to draw money. For our own private palate, it is a little too highly 
spiced. We should have been contented with less wickedness; nearly 


| everybody in the play repels us. The hero, who is little better than a 


ee 


gibbering idiot in the early scenes, is rendered partially reasonable by 
having some of his hair cut off. It isa pity that the coy damsel who 
perforras this operation for him should not have improved on it by | 


is effective in the character of this forlorn outcast, but his voice is 
too old for Joe. You expect a piping treble to issue from amongst the 
r lad’s unkempt locks, and out comes a portentous basso profondo. | 
e make-up and pantomime are very artistic. Mr. Epoar is a) 
charming scoundrel, and Mr. Votuarrs a delicious old rascal. The | 
acting of Miss Pauncerorr is graceful; she cuts Joe’s hair with a | 
dexterity worthy of a better wig. There is some elaborate scenery in | 
the piece, which we will take (goodness knows why !) as an atonement | 
for the rather dull dialogue. Decidedly the writing of Nobody's Child | 
is much beneath Mu. Puriuirs’s standard. A new farce precedes the | 
melodrama; of that farce—as we cannot speak with Christian for- 
bearance—we will not speak at all. 
Mr. Appison took a benefit at the Olympic last Wednesday, on 
which occasion his daughters played Julia and Helen in The Hunchback 


_ shaving his head, the cure might then have been total. Mr. Creswick | 
| 













VICH IS THE VAY 
Buest w I ain't BIN AND LOS’ MYSELF IN Sr. Pavt’s 


(SzprsmBer 28, 1867. 
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A LAND OF AMAZONS. 


we I'm staying in a wondrous land, 
¥ A grove of myrtle and of laurel, 
f There’s comfort in the noisy Strand, 
\ But here the women shout and quarrel. 
| | It’s very well to praise the sex, 
t\ But poets were but fools who sung them, 
\ And if you care your mind to vex, 
Just live in Devonshire among them. 





A mile outside of Plymouth Hoe 

No man with common sense will wander, 
They know that Devon’s girls are slow, 

And hate the trash that mothers squander. 
If thoughts of comfort they possess, 

And wish to throw off melancholy, 
They’ll leave this land of loveliness 

To rear its Amazons and folly. 


I don’t know what infects the air, 
Or what can taint the country’s waters, 
But come now—tell me—is it fair, 
That every house should teem with daughters ? 
I'm not a rank misogynist, 
But why should cruel fate debar sons ; 
A pretty girl I love—tut list, 
{n Devon their papas are parsons. 


JT talk not in a bilious mood, 
I’ve had no worries to upset me, 
I simply talk for Devon's good— 
I'll quote example if you'll let me. 
To test my accuracy try, 
Away and hear them sneer and snivel, 
Attend a féte of archery, 
And then, my friend, go home and drivel. 





Hip. 


ALi 





Three Throws a Penny, Wise and Pound 
Foolish. 

We hear that a certain noble lord has, from long 
practice, acquired the skill of hurling missiles at the 
head of Aunt SALLy with such fatal precision, that he 
has obtained the soubriquet of ‘The Enterprising 
Impress-SarrEY-oh !”’ 


Tue Secret oF ENGLAND'S GREATNESS. — Our well- 
beloved Coal. 





| in amanner that brought the house down repeatedly, and procured 


both young ladies several recalls. Miss Fanny and Miss CarLotra 
Appison were creditably supported by Messrs. Montacusz, Stuart, 
Wican, and Joyce. The performance of Gaylove, by a gentleman 
whom we do not remember to have seen before, was an event. 

Mr. anpD Mrs. Howarp Paut have secured the help of Miss Lovisa 
Moors, who has joined them for the last few nights in a brisk farce, 
called Zhe Old Folks. The object of this lively trifle is to give the 
performers every possible opportunity of changing their dresses. Muss 
L. Moors makes a delightful old woman, and Mrs. Pav a charming 
young man. This evening, we believe, is the last one of the Pau 
performances at the strand Theatre, which house will re-open with a 


new burlesque by Mr. Byron. 


THE DULL SEASON, 


Dasu and drat each daily journal— 
There is really nothing in ’em! 
Those advertisements eternal 
End ’em—just as they begin ’em. 
Poor Jupcg Payne, and Abyssinia, 
Unionism and its crimeses, 
British clerks intent on dinn-iah— 
This the theme for Ze/. or Times is— 
Nulla dies sine linea, 
And what rubbish all these rhymes is! 





A Tale for the Marines. 
A CORRESPONDENT writes to inquire what is the subject of narration 
when a vessel leaves port with its crew al/ told. The story of Can- 
nino’s “ Knife-Grinder,”’ of course. 
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ULTIMA THULE. 


LANpD's Enp, SEPTEMBER, 1867. 


My lungs inflated with ozone, 
My head with thoughts romantic, 

T place my back against a stone 
And face the blue Atlantic. 

I've reached the land’s extremity, 
The past and present mingle, 

I hold sweet converse with the sea, 
And chatter with the shingle. 


land’s End! There’s something in the name 
Most strangely fascinating, 

Which leads me on to thoughts of fame, 
And back to tricks of hating. 

I’ve travelled some three hundred miles. 
And now my journey’s ended, 

And shall I reap salt tears from smiles, 
Or will the past be mended ? 


Will duns consent to hide their horns, 
Or mercilessly sue me ? 
Will care come trampling on my corns? 
Or Mistress Fortune woo me? 
| When I return to London’s grind, 
It’s sweetness and vexation, 
A fairer future shall I find 
Or plunge in dissipation ? 


Will Mr. Wesster’s scenery 
Still hang in rags and tatters ? 
Good plays shall I be led to see, 
Or stuff—insane as hatters ? 
Will managers show taste and tact ? 
The pace be slow or killing? 
Will cabby love or hate the Act? 
Blaspheme—or take his shilling ? 


Ah! little hand fast-locked in mine, 

Wee fingers jewel-laden, 

“Tis time—you say—that we should dine, 
Most unromantic maiden! 

Come, here’s my stick, and here’s a hand, 

Long miles away to-morrow, 

| You'll boast you've touched the end of land, 


| 


And I—the end of sorrow! 





HERE THEY SPIKE THE ENGLISH. 


Garcon :—-** Wiz CREAM, SARE ?”’ 


| How do babies that are fed with Brown anp PoLson’s 
| Corn, Flour feel ?—Filled with a-maize. 








| 

| Worthy of ‘Le Sport.” 
| We read in the Times of the 29th August :— 
| 
} 
| 


‘* At the Meggarnie Castle shootings in Glen Lyon above 900 brace of grouse were 
shot by Mr. Smithes and party during six days’ sport, besides wild duck, snipe, 
ptarmigan, golden plover, hares, rabbits, roe deer, salmon and black game.”’ 

Had we not the authority of the “leading journal,” we should 
never have believed that an English sportsman would increase his bag 


in the Highlands by shooting salmon. Such being Mr. Sairugs idea of 


sport, what on earth—or rather in water—may we ask, must Mr. 
JENkINs do when he visits his Highland estate? But the thought is 
too deep for contemplation at the present reading of the thermometer. 


A Likely Case-ley. 


Set a thief to catch a thief—or foil a thief. In other words, employ 
a burglar to invent a burglar-proof safe. It is stated that CaseLey, 
during his enforced stay at Freemantle, in Western Australia, has 
invented such a safe, and has sent a model to the jeweller, for break- 
ing into whose premises he was sentenced, as ‘some compensation for 
the loss of the robbery.’”’ To which paragraph we reply, in the name 
of the jeweller in question—WaLxkeER! 


A New Formation. 


Tue Court Circular, in speaking of the deceased f'rench poet, Beav- 
DELAIRE, describes his forehead as “ formed in long grey hair.’”’ We 
don’t quite understand the meaning of the expression; we cannot 
understand how hair can form a forehead, though we could point out 
many men who owe the appearance of a nobly intellectual and lofty 
forehead to the absence of hair on the fore-cranium. © 


Tue Forricn “Orrice.”—Keep your powder dry ! 


Ce 
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Briton (desirous of airing luis French) :—“ Party Fronsy pone !” 
Gargon :—“ Yrs, SARE! 


I vILL SEND zB ENGLEES WAITARB!”’ 








Answers to Correspondents. 


| [Wecannot return rejected MSS. or Sketches unless they are accompanied 
by a stamped and directed envelope. We can take no notice of communica- 
tions with illegible signatures or monograms. | 
| 'T. E. B. (Notting-hill) sends a contribution, stating ‘the price of the 
enclosed is one shilling.” We should consider it dear at the half of a forty- 
eighth of that sum. : 
JENNY WREN.—Very creditable under the circumstances, but we 
Jenny-Wren-ly require something better. : 
WERG commences his lines with the quotation, ‘* Lend me your ears.’ 
Does he take us for an ass? E 
A Sua-JspsTer is thanked. The paper has nothing to do with the elub. 
: ; ; : 
He will probably find his other wishes satisfied ere long. 
—No 





R. (Liverpool).—You R not of any service to us. 

Jor. — Under consideration. 

NECESSITARIAN.—Try Notes and Queries. We don’t undertake to 
answer such questions. 

J. C. (Plaistow.)—The answer is “ Billet Doux.”’ 


| E. R. (Durham Villas, Lower Norwood.)—We disagree with your 


| opinion entirely. 

WILLY (Lancaster).—Read Browning’s “‘A Light Woman,” and then 

| do it if you can. 

AN OccasIONAL ConTRIBUTOR.—No, you are not! 

Dunn Browy.—Poor Dunn Brown! . 

Declined with thanks:—J. T. H., Walsall; Pietro Aretino; J. Mcl., 
Glasgow; Kensington; H. L. G., P. O.; M. B., Long-acre; E. G., 
Brompton-road; E. B., Westbourne-park; J. N. K., Shalford; J. P. T., 
Holloway; P. G.; Flying Fiend; J. G., Liverpool; Erin-go-Bragh ; 

| E. W.C.; Ben; W. B.; A. G. S., Maida-hill; J. W. T.; Ap. Eve; 
| R. P., Belvidere ; C. R.O; L. H., Carnarvon; Walker; E. A. M., Bast 
| Sheen; B. F. H., Manchester; J. W., Camdem-road; H. J. H., Wan- 


stead; Ryde-ing on a Cob; Oae in a Milky Way; Saxon-in-Cornwall. 
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WAITING FOR THE WINNER. 


ComuunicaTsp Ovursipg BY A MeMBER or THE TuRF. 


An’ why not? If I chooses to call myself so, there ain’t no law 
agin it that I knows on. My master—he’'s a butcher, he is—ain’t got 
no sperret in him, and as I says, a butcher without sport's like biled 
mutton without the trimmin’s. Lor, I couldn't live without it myself. 
Afore I was thirteen I'd put sevenpence on the favourite, and now I’m 
nigh three year older I should say I was pretty well up. I've staked 
a tidy lot o’ coal in my time, I can tell ycu, and though I was pinched 
through takin’ a false tip from a cove as calls hisself a prophet, but in 
my opinion didn’t know no more 0’ stable secrets than I do myself, 
I've got over the Sun Ledger. I’m to be seen most days when there's 
a big event, outside of Beli’s Life or else the Sportin’. There was a 
pictur’, as come out some time ago: and what a precious sight on’ em 
there are. I take in half a dozen penny numbers myself, all about boys 
_ as has raised theirselves through their own exertions to be piruts an’ 

highwaymen, and bold smugglers, and sich like, as there ain’t much 
_ feelin’ for nowadays: but the one I mean was a pictur’ called “ Wai'- 
_ in’ for the Werdick.” What I say is, that there ought to be another 
done by some artisk as should be called ‘‘ Waitin’ for the Winner.” 
There's a title! Why, I’m blest if it wouldn’t do for a reg’lar mealy- 
drama, if you was only to put another line underneath, like they 
' always do in the penny numbers and on playbills ;— Waiting for the 
Werdick ; or, the Wicked Wiles o° the Wenomous Welcher. Now, then, 
where are you a-shovin’ on, stupid? You want a prop in the eye, 
don't you? Do you think as you're to have the pavement when the 
/ wires is jast at work and we're waitin’ to see what’s fust? Oh, I’m 
| to be heard of here, or in any o’ the pubs close handy. Why, bless 
your weskit, 1 know a pretty good many o’ the tip-top sportsmen ; 
and they know me and don't mind taking me in ’arf-a-crowns. It'll 
‘be sovs afore long. Do you see that elder! there as is leanin’ 

in the window? Well, he’s been rained ur or five times by the 

, and all becos he never was bold enough ; that’s what he told me 
hisself. He looks a seedy old cove, don’t he? And he says he never 
had ‘arf a nerve on him when it come to the time to put the pot on, 
_ and so he never did no good, even arter he'd made a heap by luck. 

He's goin’ to put me up to a good thing or two, when I’ve got enough 
~ to back my luck ; for you see there's some #s lucky, and I'm one of ’em. 
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| Look at some of the reg’lar tip-top bookmakers, what their histories 
was, and see ’em now down at Farringdon-street, or in the Park, or 
at one or two o’ the pubs round the corner, as affable as you please, 
with a willa and their horse and shay, and champagne every day for 
dinner, and livin’ like fightin’ cocks. Why, I shouldn’t wonder if 
some on ’em don’t keep fightin’ cocks. They don’t come outside here, 
them sort don’t; nor yet I don’t mean to, arter a bit. I shall go to 
Tatr’saLu’s when I've got a pair of new cords and my green cutaway 
coat, and then with a white hat, and yaller gloves, an’ a flower in my 
button-hole, I shall be one o’ thesameswim. They area rough lot out- 
side here, and the perlice is always shovin’ of us about so, but that’s becos 
the general public ain't no idea o’ sport; they ain’t got the pluck for 
it, no more ain’t ’arf o’ these fellers, bless yer. They’re costers, some 
on ’em, and broken-down postboys and omnibus cads, and there’s even 
one or two publicans as have gone to the bad, and chaps as have come 
up from Liverpool and such places, to ‘‘look about ’em,’’ as they call 
it They don't look far, do they? A-standin’ about here half their 
time; but they’re down upon the welchers like a cartload o’ bricks, are 
these coves from the north. They're tolerable leary, too, mind you, 
and you'll often see one on ’em with a black eye, as you may be safe 
he’s give change for. Oh, I know how to take care o’ myself; but 
this ain't my game. I mean to put a handful on the next ewent, and 
then we shall see whether I can’t rise to heminence. I'm too confined 
in my present business; butcherin’ don’t suit me, and so my mind's 
made up. What if I should lose on this? Well, I don't ezactly know 
what I mightn’t do in that case; but I think I should dorrow the 
money —temporary—of master. He needn’t know it, you know, afore 
[ paid it back, and then o’ course there'd be no call to tell him. 





A Meat-ing. 

Tuz journeymen butchers of London have held a meeting in Lam- 

beth with a view to improving their position, and to diminish their 

Sunday extra hoers of labour. We hope the butchers will get on 
first chop ! 











NOTICE.—Now ready, the Twelfth Half-Yearly Volume of FUN, being 
THE FIFTH VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. 
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THE FOLLY OF BROWN. 


By a GENERAL AGENT. 


i 
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KNEW a boor—a clownish card, 


(His only friends were pigs and cows and 
The poultry of a small farmyard) 
Who came into two hundred thousand. 


Good fortune worked no change in Brown, 
Though she’s a mighty social chymist ; 
He was a clown—and by a clown 
I do not mean a pantomimist. 


It left him quiet, calm, and cool, 
Though hardly knowing what a crown 
was— 
You can’t imagine what a fool 
Poor rich uneducated Brown was! 


He scouted all who wished to come 
And give him monetary schooling ; 
And I propose to give you some 
Idea of his insensate fooling. 


I formed a Company or two— 


(Of course I don't know what the rest meant, 


J formed them solely with a view 
To help him to a sound investment.) 


Their objects were—their only cares— 
To justify their Boards in showing 
A handsome dividend on shares 
And keep their good promoter going. 


But no—the lout sticks to his brass 
Though shares at par I freely proffer: 

Yes—will it be believed ?—the ass 
Declines, with thanks, my well-meant offer 





He added, with a bumpkin’s grin, 
(A weakly intellect denoting) 
He'd rather not invest it in 
A company of my promoting. 


‘*You have two hundred ‘ thou’ or more,” 
Said I, “‘ You'll waste it, lose it, lend it— 
Come, take my furnished second floor, 
I'll gladly show you how to spend it!” 


oe ve it be believed that he, 
ith grin upon his face of poppy, 
Declined my aid, while thanking me 

For what he called my “ philanthroppy.” 


Some blind, suspicious fools rejoice 


In doubting friends who wouldn’t harm them : 


They will not hear the charmer’s voice, 
However wisely he may charm them! 


I showed him that his coat, all dust, 


Top boots and cords provoked compassion ; 


And proved that men of station must 
Conform to the degrees of fashion. 





A CONTEMPORARY, speaking of submarine telegraphy, states that a 
cable is projected from San Francisco to the Sandwich Islands, and 








{ showed him where to buy his hat, 
To coat him, trouser him, and boot him; 
But no—he wouldn’t hear of that— 


“He didn’t think the style would suit him!" 


I offered him a county seat, 
And made no end of an oration ; 
I made the certainty complete, 
And introduced the deputation. 





But no—the clown my prospects blights— 
(The worth of birth it surely teaches ) 

“« Why should I want to spend my nights 
In Parliament, a-making speeches ? 


“T haven’t never been to school— 

I ain’t had not no eddication— 
And I should surely be a fool 

To publish that to all the nation!” 


I offered him a trotting horse— 

No hack had ever trotted faster— 
I also offered him, of course, 

A rare and curious “‘ old master.” 


T offered to procure him weeds— 
Wines fit for one in his position— 
But, though an ass in all his deeds, 
He’d learnt the meaning of ‘‘ commission.” 


He called me “thief” the other day, 

And daily from his door he thrusts me ; 
Much more of this, and soon I may 

Begin to think that Brown mistrusts me. 


So deaf to all sound Reason’s rule 
This poor uneducated clown was, 
You cannot fancy what a fool 
Poor rich uneducated Buown was! 


—eeeeeeeeEEEE EE 
An-e Difference. 


thence to China and Japan. It adds :— 


‘¢ Such a cable might in time be profitable, and in time the necessity therefore 


will be sorely felt.”’ 


If our friend does not mean, antiquely speaking (not to say antically), 
| “‘therefor’’ his remarks are somewhat sarcastic, fer the “sore want” 


a 


| of such a cable—seo prospectus of future company—will be the 
| “ therefore ’’ which follows the ‘‘ because ’’ of profits. 


D 








\ 
it 
AL: 
tt 


Ce re me 


~ 
a ~~ ——- qn oe 
a 


Sa Tee a mg 





A eel. emcee tt tats 


ie << 

















Cown alk. 


By Tur SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. | 
Sse eee j=" HERARD| 
| PSE coe a Las eR OSBORNE | 

fe BY No reports the 


reparation of | 
the cable of 
1866. One 
of the earliest 
bits of news 
it will have 
_ to flash under 
the Atlantic 
toour Ameri- 
can cousins 
will be star- 
 tling enough 
even to pco- 
ple who are 
not averse 
from im- 
peaching 
their own 
President. 
There will be 
more stir 
created in 
America Il 
fancy by the 
news of Ga- 
RIBADI'8 ar- 
rest than 
there has 
been in Eng- 
land. We 
have begun 
to give the 
General up 
as a riddle 
too hard to solve, and are little surprised at anything he is, does, or 
suffers. We still admire him, but the admiration is blended with 
wonder. At any rate no one can regret that he has been checked with- 
out any disturbance of the peace, so necessary for the “ solidification ”’ 
of the Italian kingdom. But at the very best the position is an 
extremely trying one for the king and people, no less than for the 
noble prisoner. 

The mention of the Atlantic Cable reminds one that the scheme for 
lacing the telegraphs in the hards of the General Post Office seems 
ikely to be abandoned. It isto be greatly regretted that the agitation 

should drop, for the telegraph companies want waking up sadly. 
There is no depending upon them at all, and even in a matter of life 
and death if you urge the immediate transmission of your message 
upon the clerk, he gives you a flippant and unsatisfactory answer. It 
would be an improvement if they would allow you to pay an extra fee 
to insure promptitude, with damages recoverable. 

The Fenian raid at Manchester has startled us all considerably. It 
is no jesting matter that a handful of armed men should be able to 
rescue prisoners from a police-van almost undirturbed. The whole 
thing is incomprehensible; the police were warned, but did not take 
sufficient precaution, and the rioters assembled and hung about the 
eHyde-road for hours waiting for the van, and yet no report of the 
gathering reached head-quarters. Then, again, it isvery encouraging 
to the conspirators, and most detrimental to the cause of order that the 
two rescued prisoners should be still at large. In fact, what with this 
rescue, the escape of Strpuens, and the numerous similar cases (an 
escape was reported only last week), we shall have the people who are 
superstitious believing that bolts and bars and prison walls cannot 
confine a Fenian. The truth, I fancy, is, that our prison system is as 
faulty as our police system; that it serves well enough when it deals 
with the ordinary criminal, but fails as soon as it encounters a more 
intelligent or a more enterprising villain. 

The London and Brighton Railway, which once seemed to be the 
best managed and most prosperous of all the railways, is turning out 
to be no better than its neighbours. The latest revelation shows that 
for the sake of appearing wealthy, it has been paying income-tax at 
the rate of a hundred thousand a year—upon a loss! If an individual 
were to get credit by producing his receipts for a tremendous income- 
tax, he would, I suppose, be indictable for obtaining money under 
false pretences. In a railway company such conduct is considered 
“able financing,” I daresay. But what will the unhappy share- 
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money—and very rightly. 

I Have just received from Messrs. Barnarp of Oxford a sct of 
magic-lantern slides which are reyroductions of ‘ F'un’s Illustrated 
Eciion of the Poets,” published in the almanac of last year. They 
wie cleverly copied, and, being printed by a patent enamel process, can 
be produced in numbers which bring the price duwn toa very reasonable 
figure. . 

The magazines are so plentiful nowadays, one never scems to get 
through them all in the mouth. The third number of Zisoley’s 1s a 
very marked improvement. A paper on “ Yachting”’ is capital, and 
“Somebody’s Bag” is goud. “ Dr. Brady” progres:es admirably, and 
so dues * ‘The Rock Ahead ”’—Dbut why will Mx. Yargs introduce 80 
many real people, under very trgnsparent disguises, into all his stories ¢ 
Watt Wuirman’s “ Carol”’ is not the best thing which that eccentric 
genius has written, but there is some poetry and not much “ barbaric 
yaup” init. Lelgravia has copicd Z'insicy’s in one department, and 
bids for ihe favour of the ladies with an article on Paris k’ashions. By 
the way, the editor has been represented as horiified to find that 
“Mx. Banrncton Wuuirr” has ecribbed “Circe” from Octave 
Frevriis7, and desirous to return us all our shillings! What wou'd 
she say if she knew that Bauzac has also been laid under contribution 
for that same novel? Who can this mysterious being with the very 
melodramatic name and the hazy ideas of literary honesty ber I had 
always been under the impression that it was only a nom de plume of 
Miss Brappon’s. Casseli’s Magazine scems to improve. But for a 
very twaddlesome and shallow paper on omnibuses by Dx. Wyn7Ex, it 
would be almost faultless, as far us the editorial and literary department 
is concerned. ‘The printing and the cuts are still susceptible of im- 
provement. The Quiver is full of its usual arrows, though some of 
them are a little too ‘‘goody’’ for my taste. Many of the illustrations, 
notably those of Watson, are good, but I think the coloured frontis- 
piece a mistake. While I am on literary matiers I may just say how 
glad I am to see thut we are shortly to have “‘‘Lhe Liie and Times of 
Quen ANNE” from Mr. Hasnay. It will be, I dare prophesy, a rare 
treat to all who love to read of that glorious age. 

——————_————eeee 


AT SKELMORLIE. 
A Diuram or a Scottish WATERING PLACE. 


O wAIbEN that art on the shores of Skelmorlie, 
Where grimly the great cliffs look down on the Clyde ; 
Where sunsets are golden, and Summer yields sorely 
Her empire to Autumn, who comes in her pride. 
You must have a name for my verse, this dilemma 
Is awkward, a poet.can't rhyme to a myth ; 
So we will, if you please, for the nonce call you Emma, 
Your surname? No matter; say Brown, JonzEs, or SMITH. 


I think that we must have been children together ; 
With faces soap-polish’d to one school we went ; 
When the toffy and apples in very hot weather 
Would get in our pockets offensively bleut. 
Your appetite, then, would be very voracious, 
Your eyes on your food most devouringly roll’d ; 
While I was an infant, both mild and mendacious, 
And you would be whipped for the crammers | told. 


Sweet days of our childhood! How pleasing the duty, 
To burst, like a Lird, on the theme into sung ; 
We grew; I can safely say J did, in beauty, 
You'll tell me, I beg, if my facts should be wrong. 
And you, when I married your sister, for ever 
Became from that time quite the pest of my life; 
I vow, if I'd known all your tricks [ would never 
Have taken that creature seraphic to wife. 


Lhis may be a dream from the Ivory Portal, 
We know that dreams come to disquiet the breast ; 
You may be a vision, no flesh and blcod mortal, 
With hair very eréyé, becomingly dress'd. 
What of that! while the Laureete may rhyme to his lasses, 
(He names in his verse a round dozen or more) 
I'l tiil to your name in the largest of glasses, 
A little hot water,—and whiskey galore! 








‘‘Try our Dillwyn’s Mixture,”’ 

Tue “ tea-room party,” of which Mx. Dittwyn was the spokesman 
the other day, seems to set too much value on the stir created by its 
teaspoons. It was but a tempest in a tea-cup; but those concerned 
hae do better to wash their dirty tea service, like their dirty clothes, 
at home. 
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THE LOBLOLLY LETTERS. 
A Domestic DRAMA SET FORTH IN A FEW Famittar Epistties. 
[From Miss Julia Loblolly, Broadstairs, to Miss Aminta Jipkittle, 
Norwood. | 


Dear Minty,—I am most miserable. I have been eruelly deceived. 
Yesterday I went down, as usual, to sit on the pier, where there is a 
nice awning and occasional negro minstrels. Now a lot of si//y people 




















Witu1ay, his love of philosophy will always lead him into messes, 
wherever he is. He frightened us all out of our wits the other night 
by getting cut off by the tide ina little bay with steep cliffs. It was a 
near squeak, for the tide only left him about ten feet square of sand 
to bless himself with. 

I shall always look back to our stay at Broadstairs with pleasure, | 
for I owe it much. 
‘4 ir me 7 told the governor, who is quite satisfied. Buthe | 
| are always writing all sorts of nonsense on the walls there, und I have -ellingteN ees ea Sse taney Sem Senin oes 
| often, for fun, read them. What do you think? I saw written in pencil a rh a 0 ana ip Pao ie 2 ~— = . = 

the following dreadful words :—“ ALGERNON, if you can manage to get | to hart in any li c Ich a he nad 7 es oo oe 

rid of that odious J. L. to-morrow, meet your Lorry at the old place —— 7 oe 

under the cliff to-morrow.” And then followed: —I shall come this een 

afternoon to look for an amswer.’’ And there was an answer. And it 
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was in Ais handwriting—I know it, never mind how! It was this :-— 
“Til throw J. L. over,and come.— Your Atogrnon.” Her ALGERNON, DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
indeed? But J have done with him, and Lotty (whoever she is) is No. 30. | 


He strikes to free a nation sore opprest, 
With Austrian scars still plain upon her breast. 
He joined the men who lately taik'd of peace, 
And form’d wild plans by which wars ne'er should ease. 

Will some one give the hero one mild hint ?— 

He really is a lunatic in print. 


But I am wery miserable, and if it were not for packing I should ery. 
Groner was very kind. When he saw what I had been reading, he 
went and scratched tt all out. So considerate, wasn't it ? 

We shall all come back by the boat to-morrow. I do hope it won’t be 
rough. There have been such high winds and tides lately, the waves 
broke quite over the pier. It was gucte like the fountains at the Crystal 
Palace sometimes, onby setter, Witi1am got eaught by the tide ina 
little bay one evening, and couldn’t get out until twelve at night. He 
was dreadfully cold and hungry. Geoxrce congratulated him on being 

| made a tide-waiter—he says such funny things and jokes so pleasantly. 
| * * * * * 





——— 


B 
Whenever in Paris we happen to roam, 
We may sigh and exclaim that there's no place like home; 
And this pleasant tidings will bring to us ihere 
Of how in their fatherlaud Englishmen faro. 
2. 
A nice occupation, that’s always in season, 
But children should see that they do it in reason ; 
For horrible pains, as you'd easily guess, 
Will result from the practice indulg’d to excess. 
3. 
A dear little maiden scarce out of her teens, 
You'll read all her story in some magazines ; 
Her pa, from his name, might have lived in Kamschatka, 
lor we knew that they called the old butier Batarka. 


| 
| 
welcome to him, forall J care. 
| 


I could not jfinish my letter before leaving Broadstairs, and now 
! we've been home four days—and I only just take up my pen to com- 
| plete it. 
. Dearest Minty, I am the Aappiest girl in the world. All is quite 
| changed, and I have hada /esson. But I will tell you everything straight 
on, You know sea-water ruins your boots, and I wanted to get some new 
i ones. So Grorce very kindly offered to escort me, and we went to 
| Poole-street, to a shoemaker called Steel, who Groce said was a capital 
{ man. I went in and sat down—and what do you think? The man 
{ 


who came to fit on the boots was ALGERNON AcreR!! And, what was 
worse, his reat name wan’t Steet even, much less AciteR. He was only 
the second shopman. I thought I should have sunk through the floor. 
But Georcr was so good—so kind—so considerate. He pretended not 
to know anything; and spoke quite patronisingly to this person. He 
said he had seen him at Broadstairs, and they got into a conversation— 
though the shopboy looked awfully confused. It seems he is to marry 
| his precious Lorry. She is a shopgirl at Cant AND Casxk’s. 

There, now I've told you al/—no, not gurte all. In fact, I’m going to 
be married—but I’m not going to change my name. 

Your loving JuLr1A LoBLoLiy. 

P.S.—It’s not such an wy name after all. I rather begin to like it. 
Do you know that beautiful piece of poetry in the play of Romeo and 
Juliet 2—Georce wrote it in my album for me—about a rose with any 
other name. 


P.P.S.—Don't tell Miss Nrpver, or the girls —wnéess you think you 
ought—perhaps you ought. ‘ 


4, 
A poet, who foolishly sought her, 
A lady as grand as you please, 
Sneered at her for being the daughter 
Of only one hundred of these. 


5. 


A lady of power that is surely gigantic, 
I fancy she’s starring across the Atlantic! 
Her line, as we know, is the madly dramatic, 
In tones that are gentle or very emphatic. 

6 


River, river onward flowing to the vastness of the sea, 
Thou hast now a name that ever shall by all remember'd be. 


ee 


a et ce 
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7. 
His dress and his looks were exceedingly seedy, 
You saw at a glance he was terribly needy ; 
But what had I done that he wanted to borrow 
A “ fiver,’ and vowed to return it—to-morrow ? 


(From George Loblolly, Esg., Lower Carboy-strect, to Charles Smith, Esq., 
London. | 

Dear Cuariiz,—The oracle has worked admirably. Congratulate 

me, old fellow! I’m going to marry the girl I love. She’s a regular 


little stunner, though she was a little stuck-up and spoilt. But she Answer To Acrosne Ne. 238. 


has had a lesson, and will profit by it for the rest of her life. 

I told you I had a little Tn shel and now I'll give you details. bo uae ° 
I twigged my bootmaker’s assistant cutting a dash down here under an —— T 
assumed name. He managed to make Juta, who of course knows O Outrigger RB 
nothing of swells, believe that Ae was one. It was mere impudence N Mere A 
and vanity, for he was engaged to a shopgirl at Cant anp Cask’s, and I Keshere G 
she was down there too. However, he deceived poor Jutia completely, . ti.” E 
and behaved like a scamp—but I took it out of him. Luckily, she -_— 3 


wanted some boots on her return to town, so I escorted her to my 
shop, and then humiliated the fellow in her presence. She had hada 
smart shock a little before, finding some scribbled nonsense at the pier- 
end, and this ec »mpleted the cure. ; 

She appreciated my conduct—for I never chaffed, and did all I 
could to console. In the end she consented to be my wife—there, old 
boy! You and I have been chums ever since we fought together at 
old Warnam’s academy, and I always told you that you should be the 
first to hear of the splicing. You must be groomsman too, and give 
me away ! Yours ever, GEOLGE. 

P.S.—The governor is quite happy now he is back: pickles are 
Paradise Regained to him. My mother is all the better now that 
there's no chance of the young uns falling into the water. As for 


Correct SoL_vrions oF Acrostic No. 28, pecgivep Serr. 257Ta :— None Correct. 


The Schoolmaster Abroad. 

WE read inacontemporary that “ Mr. Fxitu has been commissioned 
to paint a portrait of H.I.M. the Empress of the French.’ For tho 
credit of tne paper concerned, we trast this is a printer's error; any 
schoolboy must know that we should speak of the Empress as 
H.E.R. 





Ireland’s (s)trop-ics. 
Ox what do the Irish people sharpen their wits ?—Their “och Aone /” 
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THE “LEADING” FEATURES OF A POPULAR CHEF D’ORCHESTRE. 
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THE TUPPER TESTIMONIAL. ** Bill o’ the Play.” 

An advertisement inserted by Mr. Tuomas Hunr in the Times tells | | AN ingenious American has invented a new 8 le of programme for 
us that Mr. Martin Turrer is “now at length,” and that he is to | the theatres. It is made of light pastry, and the letter-press is printed 
have a testimonial. in chocolate paste. The notion is pleasant, and will be very popular at 

We have not heard of Mr. Turper’s decease, 80 we are rather at a | Christmas, when Master Horervt will look forward to his pantomime 
loss to explain the mystic intimation that he is “now at length ;” but | with more than even his ordinary ‘devouring anxiety.” Puff paste 
the fact that something is to be done in recognition of his “ services | will of course be the popular medium for advertising stars, while a 
to literature and religion” shines unmistakeably through the fog of | heavier hand will be needed for the production of programmes for 
bad grammar in which the announcement is wra , dough-mestic dramas. One comfort is, that even in cases where a new 

It is declared that the form of the Testimonial will be determined | piece won’t go down, its bills can be swallowed. 
by its amount, and it is suggested that probably the simplest form is eal eee 
best. Both of these intimations point to a letter ‘““O”’ as the form that 
the testimonial is likely to assume. Personally, we decline to send 
cheques to Mr. Tuomas Hunt for that purpose; but the following 
inscription, adapted to its probable form, is quite at his service :— 


AD 








‘¢ Mark Ye That!” 


Messrs. Bass have an enormous album filled with the forged trade- 
marks of their beer, which they have collected in all parts of the 
world, from Britain to Japan. Such imitations may be considered 
MARTINUM TUPPER, tokens of admiration, but they can hardly be considered marks of 


PHILOSOPHERUM PROVERBIALEM, | 

Qui S8CRIPSIT MAGIS NONSENSII, | 
QUAM ULLUS ALIUS SUZ -XETATIS ET SUI PONDERIS, | 
Hoc MONUMENTUM ROTUNDUM, | 





For those of Tender Years. 


Tarry is a Welshman, and, it’s my belief, 

; When he tries to poetise, Tarry comes to grief. 
4EDIFICATUM ERAT A BVO (And so do other people besides Tarry.—Ep.) 
AMICO ENTHUSIASTICO, 

Tuomas Hunt, 
Esquire. 
—S iS 
Signs of the Times. 

A PARAGRAPH is going the rounds, stating that “birds of passage 
hawe begun - —ael — southwards.” A somewhat | 
lengthy paragraph winds up with—“ This is a presage of a hard win-| : 
ter.”’ Nothing of the kind! At this present writing the swallows are | Making the Best of It. 
skimming to and fro, and show ne signs of meeting for their annual | Tose unlucky wights who are unable to run down to the seaside 
flight. We suspect that paragraph !—and are inclined to alter its last | for a blow on the pier, may still—at }Covent Garden—enjoy their 
sentence into “ This is the sign of a hard-up sub-editor.” | promenade” and their “ Jerry” —TxErrz. 





Must have been Born with ‘‘a Call.” 


__ A SPECULATOR, who has been let-in over head and ears by the col- 
| lapsing of limited liability companies and still survives, has cut the 
acquaintance of an old and valued friend simply because he happens 
to be, when in company, a “ promoter’”’—of harmony. 
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RELAXATION. 


“Lorp Stantey has left town for Knowsley for relaxation.’’—Morning Post. 


5 
? 
itr 
i 
rh | 
rom! 
ih iy 
iit 
sez Wie | ) Lely Yy oy oa 
~\ y, . Pe WY, x ey aa Ay i} } A - HW, 4, P oe 
)\ - C ' Wy} MO Mh Nn eV oy if i} / (fy chs é; co y 
N, “ ] , , AP UAL LR A 4 ae Wa te 
Yerg y ~ ig XW) | | Mi / i ) i} f CY, ) Via >S ated a 
x A oy j ww AY ae Ny //: : f AXD Tf Sep Yi, > 4 Ue” 
2 a - iy , " y i A} Aw y 7) Wit Y Aa \ fy ¥ Sy A / y ’ A 4 > a SS — 
7 ~ pee VW We ’ ; iy Wy WA De r , uy) T hee ] ! St . ES 
SSS ne OF , Laas « K cue > eG eK MT p> a ° | i Gy > 2K 
a ~ _— ee - / . y hot _ WL A ’ = ~ ee) I A . - 
- aa = a _ ——/ 4 . ‘ ‘ P x : 5 z 4 » ~ a . : i | Ee Z os a 
AS So / LL Lo E ‘eX ‘ AZ BX Se a Wg ag e 
NS Se QQqy Oe ne 3K ry ; = 
& SAAR Sef Pare ~ a 
“ a eS . . \ aoe a ag 5 liad “7 




















ww. 
x sth 
" ty 
<> 4P 
= ~ 
* » 
‘ 
~ 
~~ 
he , - 
 f a ' f 
‘ ~y \ ; 
- - « 
% 
, 
XY. 
; 






eT Tee 


' 
i 


! = 
————— 


ee 


A A a 





Se eR 


= 


Ocropen 5, 1867.3 


—_—_- 





_—--—_— 


MRS. BROWN ON GAS. 


I pon’r think as ever I know'd anythink much wuss than the way 
as the streets is lighted all over London, end partik’ler out our way, as 
is darkness wisible all over the pluce, and I'm sure the gas in my 
kitchen burns that dismal as mend her stockings by it the gal 
can’t thro’ a-wearin’ black in mournin’ for her futher as was took 
sudden thro’ disease of the ’art, as is all my eye, for the public- 
house was ‘is end, as it is of a good many more. Notas I’d ever allow 
a servant for to wear black stockings, and so I told ’er, but of course 
for the fust three months, as is only natural grief, as did ought to be 
showed thro’ respect. Not as any one could respect im, as were a 
downright disgrace and had got her out of one or two places. tkro’ 
a-comin’ and ringin’ the bell tar gone in drink, and a-demandin’ on’er 
as his child, and come that caper with me once, as pretty soon settled 
him, a-sittin’ on my doorstep a-cryin’ and a-sayin’ it were ’ard to part 
a father and child, and ‘er, poor thing, a-’idin’ behind the washus 
door thro’ fright of him as ’ad laid ’er mother’s head open with the 
dust shovel the. week afore she left ome. So I jest marches myself 
out and calls to.a policeman as were a-passin’, and says if this feller 
touches my bell-handle again lock ’im up, as he did accordin’, and so 
WakDIN, as were ’is name, never come nigh me agin, but ’is fool of a 
wife come and said as he'd took cold in the perlice cells as ’ad struck 
to ’im, and p’raps he did, but it was no cold as killed ’im, but constant 
gin and beer, as ’ad quite undermined his constitution. 

As I was a-sayin’, the gas is a downright disgrace all about us, and 
I’m sure they’re always a-tearin’ the road up to look to them pipes, 
andlets a lot of it escape as the smell on is enough to knock you down, 
and so it, did me close agin Lambeth-walk, where they’d been and 
digged up the pipes and not left room for any one to pass without 
a-walkin’ along the bank as they’d made in throwin’ up the earth on the 
pavement shameful. It's all a job, no doubt, and how they gets their 


livin’, the same as the water and the drains, as they’re only too glad 


for an. exeuse:to dig the place up, as is work for ’undreds, the same ag 


| it waedewn, the Commercia]-road three years ago, as nearly cost me 


my-life.and.amany more, For I was a-goin’ out in the evenin’ for to 
make.a few punehases, and.’ad got into the. Commercial-road and all 
the drains. wag up all over the place, with the, earth mountains ’igh 
along the:pavement as we was all obligated for to walk along the top 
om thro: peols of water on the pavement. A lot of idyots was a-standin’ 
up there.ar watchin’ the men at work, as is always the way with them 
asis idle and, I was in a ’urry and says, ‘“‘ Oh, do let anybody pass!” 
One says; “Why didn’t you send word you was a-comin?’ Another 
says, “‘ Make way for the lady maress!”’ all a-jeerin’ atme. Well, jest 
then if one of them men as was working down below didn’t break open 
a water-pipe with his pickaxe, and up comes the water like a fountain 
a-delugin’ any one. I was obligated for to step back like, when I 
heard parties a-hollerin’ “Hi! hi!’’ and felt myself reg’lar swep’ off 
my legs, and down I goes with a many more into that there drain, 
a-top of the workmen, and it’s a mercy as I pitched into where it was 
soft mud, or I might ’ave broke my back. 

Well, them navigators as they calls them as were at work tho’ a 
rough lot, was werry kind a-liftin’ of me into dry ground agin, and I 
says, ** Whoever was it as shoved me into the drain?’ So a chap 
says, ‘* Why, that ere moke—” J says, ‘‘ Who’sa moke?”’ ‘ Why,” 
he says, “‘’Im with the pannyers,” and so it proved to be a donkey, 
for if one of them costers ’adn’t come along the path behind us with 
’isdonkey as the paninyers on had knocked every one into the drain in 
a row till stopped by a tinker as’ad a pot of fire, with a ’ot iron, as 
pretty soon waied that coster up, and a nice fight there was. I'd a 
good mind for to jump into the drain agin, as I should have been 
knocked into but for the perlice, as come up, but ‘ad to turn back’ ome 
bedaubed from head to foot, and lumps of clay a-stickin’ to me, as dried 
as hard as flint and stuck like wax. 

Well, I was a-walkin’ down Lambeth way the other evenin’, and 
they was a-takin’ up the gas-pipes as I'd smelt for ever so far, and 
they was a-tryin’ of the pipe all along with a bit of rope as they’d set 
light to, when all of a sudden it flared out that wiolent 2s made me 
back sudden, and down I went. I thought asI fell wonderful soft, and 
felt as I'd gone into something as wasn’t paving stones, and I heard 
sich a cryin’, and a old man and a young gal a-screamin’ at me and 
tryin’ to pull me up. I says, ‘‘ Let me alone, I can get up,” but no | 
couldn’t, for I seemed stuck like. ‘The young gal began abusin’ me 
frightful, a-callin’ me a. stupid old hass. A young feller as were 
passin’ says, ‘‘ Up with you, mother, you're a-crumplin’ the linen,”’ 
and up he jerked me that wiolent as ssemed to hustle my bones. I 
says, ‘* Whatever do you mean, a-usin’ sich wiolence to a lady as ‘ave 
only got summer things on as’ll tear like tinder?’ ‘I should like to 
tear _ to tinder,”’ says the gal, ‘“‘ Look here, a whole week’s work 
ruined !"’ 


I looks round, .and if I hadn't been and ‘set down in a basket of | Terry admirably. 
clean clothes as that old man and the young gal was a-carryin’ | scolding was superb. 


between ’em. I says, ‘Why did you get so close behind me?’ Says 


_ the old man, ‘‘ You backed like a restive cart-horse.”’ I says, ‘ That's 
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nice manners, to compare a lady toa cart-horse.”” He says, “ You'd 
be a fine lady, take you by the pound.”’ I says, “I don’t want none 
of your impidence,” I says, “I'd rather give you a shillin’ for the 
damage as I've done.”’ Says the gal, ‘‘ A shilliin’ won't pay mother, 
as ‘ave been a-standin’ ironing these things till she’s nearly drop 

and won't she give itme!’’ I says, “Where does she live?” She 
says, ‘Close by.’’ I says, “1'il come and eee ’er,’’ for L see the peor 
child were frightened, and as to the old man, as were her g 

he ’adn’t no sense ‘ardly. 

I never sce a cleaner place than that poor woman's, tho’ only.one 
room, as got ’er bread by ironing as is ’ard work, and no doubt tries 
the temper, and I sces as she were a bit of a brimstone, but law bless 
you, ’ard work and short commons, as the sayin’ is, would try the 
temper of a saint, and there aimt many of them about nowadays, 
L soon told Mus. PxEeswick, as were ’er name, all about it, and it was 
as much as I could do for to make ‘er believe as it warn't the. gal’s 
fault; as to the old man, he'd lewanted. Soshe says to me quite shast,, 
“Then I'll trouble you to iron’em over agim, tor my legs. is: that, 
swelled a-standin’ as I can’t,” I says, * Let'ssee.’em,’’ so we opens. the- 
basket, and I pretty soon could tell as.it wasn’t werry deadly the ’arym 
as were done. 
bonnet and shawl. Says the woman, ““Youdon't mean to tay as you're 
a-goin’ to try to iron’em up!’ I says, ‘No, I ain’t a-goin’ to try, 
I'm a-goin toiron ’em,” for the ironin’ boand wereready. ‘“ Why,’ I 
says, ‘* [’ll set,’em right in a quarter ofa'oug,”’ and so 1 did, and made 
“em look all the better. So she says, ““Whwuever taught you ironin’ ?”’ 


I says, “ One of the best as ever: liveds as were my own mother, ag | 


did used to get up lace for Court ladies.as.good as new.” 

I don't think as ever I see anyone, stare,more than that poor gal, as: 
she watched me, and I says to ’en mother, ‘‘ You're too-heavy-handed: 
with your starch, as a dampin’ with a weycloth will improve.thia,’ ane 
’abit shirt,” and soit did. SoI says, “‘ Now, my dear, you may..be,of 
with them; where’s you'r grandpa as:you calls’im?’’ She rup fon-te 
find ’im, and that poor Ms. Pxeswick told me ‘ew she'd been desextad 
by her ’usband, and, left with three, and ’ad ’en own troubles thre 
bein’ bad in’er breath as,the.doctor told ’er would tuna, ta; agli 
think werry likely, and. she said as she'd ’er, fathem on,’ em anda ag 
lived in the back kitchen: with a mangle, as. was almost past work, and 
‘ad: heen a boot-closer. I quite took to tha woman, and she was that 


So I says, ‘ Put: me, dowm a iron,” and takes off my ; 


clean and ’ard-workin’, so you see some goad come out of the gas and; | 


no thanks to them, as is a set of cheats, a-comin’ botherin’ constant 
about their metre, as is always wrong, and I ‘ates the nasty and 
stifling feeling of gas as ain't fit for anythink but shops and passages, 
and in a small room is adownright furnace, and spiles everytnink and 
blacks the ceilin’ like a chimbly and I can’t abear it, andif it don’t 
get better I’ll go back to candles, as I shouldn't mind but for the 
snuftin’, as is never endin’ work, let alone the dirt. 


TRANSPARENCIES. 
By a Macazins Poerress. 


Ir I were a jelly-fish great and good, 
Oh, what a jelly-fish I would be! 

Lut I can’t be a jelly-fish e’en if L would, 
And so, a8 a juily-fish, look not on me! 


To float away on the roaming wave 
Whithersoever the wave might list, 

That is the life that my heart would crave— 
‘That is the spell 1 could never resist. 


To swim, and float, and wander away 
‘Vo no matter where—and no matter why, 
Like yonder pale jelly-fish out in the bay, 
‘That is the soré of existence, say I. 


This may be peetry—may be it’s prose— 
May be it’s—any how, thisis enough ; 

It will pass for a poem as poetry goes— 
Jelly-tish fashion—transparentish stuff ! 


Unreported Dramatic Fact. 


Oxr thing connected with the recent interesting performances of 
Romeo and Juliet at the Adelphi has been most unaccountably ignored 
by the papers. We allude to the fact that Mu. Tom ‘Taytor played 
Nurse to Miss Katg Texny’s Juliet. It is fit that so notable # fuct 
should be put upon record, though that being done, little is needed by 
way of comment. Anything undertaken by Mu. T. T. is sure to be 
done well. Briefly, then, the cistinguished dramatist supported Misa 
His garrulity was simply wonderful, and his 





Tue Mopern “ Free Lance.’’—Gratuitous Vaccination. 
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Emily :—“ CHAR ig, DEAR, SISTER SOPHY HAS GOT A LITTLE BABY ! 
Charlie :—“‘Is rr a Box ?” 





OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


We commend a three-volume story called Webs in the Way, published 
by Messrs. Tinstey Broruens, to lovers of the amphibious novel. 
The narrative is divided pretty fairly between land and sea; and it 
strikes us that the author, Mx. G. Manvitie Fenn, is more happy 
afloat than ashore. He puts before us, in thoroughly fresh and vivid 
language, the adventures of a common sailor, who rescues a couple of 
young ladies from a crew of mutineers and encounters all sorts of 

il in their service. Mx. Fenn manages to describe incidents of a 

“ sensational"’ kind in the simplest manner, and thus to heighten their 
effect. People will believe almost anything if they have it related in 
a@ common-place and sober style; sprinkle it with notes of admiration, 
and they suspect you. The author of Webs in the Way has not read 
his Robinson Crusoe for nothing. On dry land, as we have already 
hinted, he is not nearly so successful. ‘The character of Mrs. Levigne, 
a wicked woman, of the type so dear to our lady novelists, is over- 
drawn and unnatural. She bites her lips too much—glides too often 
into rooms at the precise moment when she is least wanted—and, 
above all, drinks too much Jaudanum. This doll has been played with 
agg enough, and should have been put back on the shelf long ago. 

gn. Fenn is far more artistic in his portrait of “the Captain’”—a 
pimpled, seedy, and red-nosed specimen of the billiard-sharper, tout 
and welcher; just the kind of man whom our dear friend NicuoLas 
would look down upon with a lofty disdain, and almost refuse to drink 
with. And this monster of debauchery— (‘the Captain,” not NicHoLas) 
—is the beautiful Mrs. Levigne’s husband ; therefore, as a matter of 
course, the beautiful Mrs. Levigne wishes to commit bigamy. It 
really seems that nothing in the shape of a three-volume novel can be 
written in these times without a bigamy. Mrs. Levigne, foiled in 
bigamy, jumps off Westminster Bridge with a chemist in her arms. 
Their lives are spared, but the chemist goes mad. In the end he 
recovers his reason, and Mrs. Levigne dies penitent, singing a hymn 
(the only one she knows), and accompanying herself beautifully on 
the pianoforte. 


oe 





ital Ft 





Mm 
Nh iV 


Nt 
Na 


4y 


——_——>™ 


Qe 
0: 
n 





AUNT HE JUST WRONG ? 


Emily :— No, A GrRu.” 
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Charlie ( fretfully) :—“ Ou, THEN I SHALL BE A NASTY AUNT!”’ Jy 


Let not the author think that we are laughing at his book because 


we sum up its leading incidents thus briefly and flippantly, We have 
read it from cover to cover with great interest; and our first acquaint- 
ance with his descriptive powers makes us desire to know more of 
them. ‘There are bits of nautical writing in his novel that are not at 
all inferior to Marryat. The greatest fault we find in him is the 
extreme conventionality of his female sinner, and the other faults are 
trifling ones. Webs in the Way is a book to be read. 


A STORY WITH A POINT. 
ADDRESSED TO THE UNPAID Maaistracy or Bvuexs. 


May it please your Judicial Wisdoms! Iam about to tell youa 
story—a very old one, with a very new moral to it. 

A professor of Natural Sciences was once called upon to give a defi- 
nition of a ** Lobster.” 

‘* A lobster,” he replied, ‘‘ is a red fish that walks backward.” 

‘‘ Capital,’’ exclaimed Cuvier, to whom this definition was sub- 
mitted. “ First-rate, indeed; only permit me three observations ; 
as to the rest, it is perfect :— 

‘** Ist. A lobster is not a fish. 
‘¢ 2nd. It is not red. 
“ 3rd. It does not walk backward.” | 

Mr. Fitzcerarp, of the Buckingham Petty Sessions, says of the 
Rev. Ma. Harvey, accused of gross cruelty to a dog:— 

“Mr. Harvey is a humane man. 

** Mr. Haxwey has behaved like a gentleman. 

“Mr. Han ey has acted like a Christian minister.” 

*‘Capital!”’ says Fun. “ First-rate, indeed! Only, permit me 
three observations ; as to the rest, it is perfect :— 

“Ist. The Rev. Mr. Hanzey is not a fish. 
, ‘2nd. He is not red. 
*“‘ 3rd. He does not walk backward."’ 
* * + * 
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A SONG FOR A SHAKSPERIAN CLOWN. 


TwELve periwinkles dwelt down by the sea— 
With a nonny nonino—nonny nonino! 

They met with a poet and asked him to tea, 
Nonny nonino hey ! 


Said he, “‘ Well, I take it quite kindly that ye— 
With a nonny, &c.— 

Should be thinking of asking a party like me — 
Nonny, &c. 


‘‘ But tell me, my maritime friends,” said he, 
With a nonny, &c.— 

‘‘ What might you think of providing for tea ?”’ 
Nonny, &c. 

The twelve periwinkles said, “Cannot you guess * A— 
With a nonny, tiie 

Piatefull of Dnteromorpha compressa— 
Nonny, &c. 

“* Oh,”” quoth the poet, “I really don’t see— 
With a nonny, &c.— 

How you can call a salt salad a tea. 
Nonny, &c. 

“Tf you to my lodgings accompany me— 

, With a ay Sa poe 

I'll show you the sort of a spread it should be. 

Nonny, &c. 


‘‘Understand, too, I wish the invite to extend— 
With a nonny, &c.— 
Te each prawn and each shrimp you may count asa 
friend.”’ 
Nonny, &c. 


The twelve periwinkles that dwelt by the sea— 
With a nonny, &c.— 
Accepted the bard's invitation with glee, 
Nonny, &e. 
And they, with such shrimps and such prawns as they 
knew— 
With a nonny, &c.— 
Went home with that poet, delighted a few! 
Nonny, &c. 


His toast it was brown, and his kettle was hot — 
With a nonny, &c.— 
A spoonful a-piece and one more for the pot! 
Nonny, &c. 
Oh, the tea, milk, and sugar, he put in his cup— 
With a nonny, &c.— 
And. the prawns, shrimps, and winkles—he gobbled ’em 
u 


= 
Nonny, &c. 
The moral of which little tale is, you see, 
With a nonny nonino, nonny nonino! 
Don’t go, when a poet invites you to tea, 
Nonny nonino hey! 





Not Very Clear. 


| No Act of Parliament was ever drawn up through which some in- 
| genious person or other could not drive a coach-and-four. But we 
fancy the New Metropolitan Management Act is the first through 
which an umbrella could be thrust. A bewildered constable has just 
applied to us for advice under the following cireumstances. The Act 
says, ‘The Commissioner of Police may cause any doz which has 
remained in the hands of the police for three clear days, unclaimed,”’ 
to be sold or destroyed. Considering the Act first comes into force in 
the month of November, we think it likely that some trouble may be 
caused by this clause. ‘Three ¢/ear days in London in November are 
almost as difficult to find as grammatical Acts of Parliament. 


Sun and Company. 

We see it stated in a contemporary that'a new type company has 
been started at New York, “for producing metallic type by means of 
sunlight.”” This surpasses the photographic feat—we should say 
hand—of History, who was seen, by Tom Moors, “to write with a 
pencil of light.” If the enterprising company can only carry their 
scheme a little further, and manufacture the requisite sunlight out of 
cucumbers, their success will be complete. 


Sseorme Quarrers.—Autumn and winter. 
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We are told that our grandfathers—dear old three-botfled dogs, 
who staggered into the theatres with more wine than wit on board— 
actually trembled and grew pate over “ The Miller and his Men.” The 
date Mr. Fartey curdled the blood and elevated the hair of crowded 
heuses a3 Grindoff, and Mx. Liston was extremaly diverting as Karl. 
We are not like our grandfathers. Mr. Ryper delights not us—no, 
nor Mr. J. Rovse either—though, by our smiling, we might have 
seemed to say so. The band of robbers which is the terror of 
Bohemia seems to us (Bohemian as we are) inexpressibly comic, and 
the trials of Claudine and Lothair interest us no more than if we had 
cut the loving couple out of paper and slid them on and off the boards 
of a Ske.t’s miniature theatre. 

But, as a curiosity, “The Miller and his Men” is well worth see- 
ing, and we consider that Mx. Caarrerton has done a laudable thing 
in reviving the funny old piece at Drury Lane. There must be some- 
thing very wicked in our modern burlesques, for they have taught us 
to roar at the noblest sentiments, even when delivered in the most 
unexceptionablé English; they have made the virtuous Kelmar seom 
the prosiest of old pumps, and Grindoff the most conventional of 
ruffians. We like these people none the less, though, but rather the more, 
for laughing at them so heartily. The piece can never be dull to any- 
body with a sense of humour, and we advise all the town to go to Drury 
Lane and see it. Sir Henry Bissor’s music is as fresh as a daisy, and 
some very pretty scenery has beon painted for the revival. Messrs. 
Ryper, EK. Pugirs, Barrett, and Rouse do their best (quite ineffec- 
tually) to make the characters look like life; and, played as an after- 
piece, the melodrama goes well. It would go better if Mr. Epuoxp 
PuE ps could commit the words of his part to memory, and the figure 
that crosses the back of the stage in a boat could manage to row less 
violently. 

This is a busy week for the critics. In six more nights the present 
writer will have been to six more theatres, or perished in the attempt. 
To die in our stall would be a noble ending. 


Eloquence. 


A pustic spirited Bostonian has founded a tutorship of elocution at 
the Andover Theological Seminary, to train the students in the art of 
“apt, forcible, and convincing public address.” We should think 
Jupce Payne would do admirably for the post. If not always apt, 
his addresses are always forcibie, and generally carry a pretty strong 
*‘conviction’”’ with them. 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[ We cannot return rejected MSS. or Sketches unless they are accompanied 
by a stamped and directed envelope. We ean take no notecs of communica- 
tions with illegible signacures or monograms. | 


Drama (Reform Club).—If, instead of scribbling anonymeus letters, yeu 
would come forward like a gentleman, we could point out your blunder in a 
minute. 

A. K. (Lothbury.) —We must, though ourselves loth, bury your MS, in 
the W. P. B. 

A Junior.—There was nothing to take offsnce at, surely ! 

J. M. N. (Fulham-road.)—Please see our regulations. : 

THANK Q. (Glasgow).—Smart, but you must see that we can’t use it. 

Bos informs us that he is suffering from ague in consequsace 
trouble his joke cost him. The joke is very shaiy, too! 

Harry W.—Under consideration. 

F. A. O. (Chelmsford.)—A very old joke and a nove, pone sketch. 

F. C. E. (Kew Green.)—The notion may make Kew Green, but the 
general public would not smile even. 

Pserry.—We must beg tu decline the ex- Perrr-ment. 

Betry Biossom must be nipt in the bud, or we shall come to Liows. 

Nur.—We have a-nuf without you, 

X. Y. Z.—A B.C.-ly bad drawing. 

T RANSMAGNIFICANBANDANJUALIT# *A8.—Your signature is almost as 
long as the contribution you send, and juite as unmeaning. 

I. A. D. (Stoke Newington.)\—We wish we could say you were a 
F. A. D. of ours, but we can’t. 

PsycuE.—Oh, crikey! 

SaTyR.—We don’t require jokes copied out of our back numbers. 

Declined with thanks:—R. W.; H. W. M., Hayes; A. H., Liverpool ; 
A. B.; A. D., Glasgow; A. S., Cheltenham; W. W., Rugby; A. 8, 
Paisley ; Iota; W. B, Islington; L. J. C., Bedminster; F. 8. B , Crosby- 
square; E. H. C.; F. F., Jersey; C. E. N., Bayswater ; Thomas, Wilder- 
ness-row ; Charlie; Grim; Novice; Marmion; M. C., Aeton-street; A 
Contributor ; Asmodeus; J. P. D., Lee; Cub; G. C., Hyde Park; J.T.G., 
Balham; E. W. C., St. Paul's Cray; A. G.C.; A Middle-sex Person ; One 
Taken-in; H. B. M. G., Weston-super-Mare; T. W. J., Cheapside ; 
S. L. C., Kingston; W. S. M., St. Martin’s-le-Grand; J. F. L., March ; 
A Enemy; L. 8.; J. D. P., St. Luke's; J. A. H., Lytham; H. G., Brent- 
ford; A. Y., Old Broad-street; A. M., Pimlico; F. 5. B., Crosby-square ; 
J. G., Chelmsford ; E. H. F. 
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OYSTERS. 
By Ovr Own DAnpo. 


Nor scalloped! Forbid it, ye divinities, who preside over the exquisite 
pleasures of the Gastronomist. Not fried! The flavour of the fire is 
profanation to the pure peliucid mollusc whose very nature is gelatinous 
gelidity. Not separated from the shell, heaped in a plate, and be- 
vinegared until there is no flavour but that of the fork with which the 

lump and tempting morsels are disfigured ere they can reach the mouth. 
[ have tried all these vile innovations, and if it had been possible to 


abate my ionate appreciation of the most exquisite of food—ambrosia 
of Ap ite !—concentration of Cleopatric richness !—sublimated de- 
lutable pearl !—I might have learned to loathe, and leave the lunch 
love! Ifthere is one man upon whose grave I would willingly cast 


stones, it would be that of him who invented oyster sauce! Who was 
he to degrade the daintiest delicacy that can charm mankind into a 
mere adjunct ?—to stifle the bland beneficence of a bivalve beauty 
in an ocean of filthy melted butter? Faugh! I could almost wish 
that he had been buried in Bunhill-fields, then would his tomb have 
been certainly desecrated! Unless—unless indeed they had piled it 
high with oyster-shells ; and so by ostracism after death reminded the 
world how sure a penalty attaches to the man who hath no reverence 
for the pure and beautiful in nature. 

No. To cook an oyster is to turn.a diamond into charcoal, than 
which no alchemy can be more illustrative of this utilitarian age. I 
vow I would sooner pay for my oysters than have them so desecrated 
as itis the fashion now to treat them, and yet to pay for them I 
consider is in itself a kind of desecration, a dragging of mere base and 
material considerations into an employment which should be altogether 
ethereal and above such grossness. Let me, I say, stand with ample 
elbow room, and apart from wretches who cut or fork their oysters, or 
drench them with the vinegar that hath lain on chilies, or dredge 
them with black pepper, or sup and gurgle at them as they eat, or 
spill the liquor down their vests, or wait until a whole dozen are ready 
for their indiscriminating maws. Let me stand at a fair counter with 
its pure marble top, and there calmly and with fine appreciation take 

exquisite mouthful from its pearly shell in the moment after it 
hath been revealed by the knife of the honest man who opens it. 

I call him honest who, with one dexterous action, deftly opens the 





{[OctoprR 5, 1867. 











shell and separates the plump inhabitant thereof from its hold, leaving 
it otherwise unscathed and still as it were swimming in that essence 
which is like sea-air concentrated into—into—I was about to say 


gravy; but the word is too coarse. Let ‘it pass. Simm: Sweerine: 
Haxnvey: Prosser—I know ye all! How many a blissful half- 
hour have I stood in the dingy dimness, the shadowy retirement, of 
thy retreat in Maiden-lane, Oh Rute! and but that thou art too 
ready to demand the liquidation of a small account—though it was 
eleven and not twelve dozen; so thou must amend thy bill. But for 
this, I say, I would come again, at that time in the evening before the 
hungry crew come bustling in from Faust and prepare themselves 
anew for Grindoff and Lothair. To eat oysters with an appetite is 
sacrilege. We eat oysters for an appetite: or as the only pure in- 
dulgence of the palate ever yet discovered by civilized man. No. I 
will be here before the crowd, since I must needs take them on a 
counter. 

The old stall had its charm. Its very rudeness, so that the fishwife 
handled her knife deftly—was suggestive, for oysters need no artificial 
aids. And then, I think, those women were more confiding. 





‘‘ Light! More Light!” 

Tue Select Committee on the Metropolitan Gas Bill have, we are 
delighted to learn, thrown light upon a subject that sadly, wanted 
illumination—London gas! We shall be rather surprised if, after the 
meeting of Parliament next session, we are not enabled to turn off our 
gas—and our gas company—and get a better supply. 


‘¢There was a Lake from India Came.’’ 


Now that the Reform question has arrived at something like a settle- 
ment, it is to be hoped that the Government, with the Orissa case 
staring them in the face, will direct more of their attention to the 
Bheels of Hindostan and less to the Beates of Adelphi-terrace. 


NOTICE.—Now ready, the Twelfth Half-Yearly Volume of FUN, being 
THE FIFTH VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES. 
Magenta cloth, 48. 6d. ; post free, 5s. Cases for binding, 1s. 6d. each. 


London :—Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works. St. Andrew’s Hill, aaneee eenaae, and Published (for the Proprietor) by W. ALDER, at 80, Flect-street, E.C.— 
tober 5, ° 
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FROM OUR STALL. 


Tue most exciting and poetical of sensation-plays, ‘‘ Arrah-na- 
Pogue,” suffers somewhat from the substitutions attending its 
revival. Mr. G. Vintne’s O'Grady is only pretty good, and Mr. 
Brovcuam’s was perfect. Mr. GresHam, a clever actor in heavy 
business, plays the Sergeant with a terribly coarse kind of humour; 
the first representative of the character was admirable. Other altera- 
tiens in the cast have taken place, few of them for the better. Mr. 
and Mrs. Boucicau.t have resumed their o!d parts, and very charm- 
ingly they play them. Mx. Dominick Murray, who has retouched 
and intensified Micaael Feeny, was called before the curtain two or 
three times on the first night of the revival. By the way, the author 
has very judiciously substituted the ‘Shan Van Voght.”’ for the ‘““Wearin’ 
of the Green.”” The treason of the former song is comparatively mild, 
and therefore less likely to stimulate the Fenians in the gallery to go 
into the streets and commit murder. 

The pretty and comfortable Prince of Wales’s has been re-opened 
with * Caste,’ which seemed to have got its second breath and gone in 
for another “spurt.”” Mxrs. Leigh Murray is now playing the part 
originally given to Miss Larkn. 

Mr. Cave, the manager of the Marylebone Theatre, has just entered 
into the command of the Victoria. ‘The house has been thoroughly 
cleaned, and everything about it looks very nice. A noticeable change 
has taken place in the behaviour of the “ gods,’’ who now listen soberly 
and sensibly to the piecés, instead of hooting, whistling, and fighting 
throughout the livelong performance. This improvement has been 
brougnt about by. arge placards, pasted against the gallery walls, 
which threaten instant expulsion in case of disturbance. We admire 
Mr. Cayz’s vigorous measrres ; he evidently knows how to deal with 
a transpontine audience. The pieces at present on the Victoria bills 
are @ melodrama called “The Sin of a Life,’’ and the comic drama 
*‘Giralda,”” which are very respectably played. Mr. Lewis Nanton, 
who seems the favourite, is an actor who will make a name. 

=e 

Tux Patron Sart or Entomoiocists.—Good St. Antenna. 
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Above Parr. 

A REMARKABLE case of longevity has come under our notiee. It is 
” attained the great age of 152 years nine 
months. Far be it from us to make light of so venerable a subject, 
still we may not be out of place in stating that this great faet has been 
completely cast into the shade by an acquaintance of ours—a chandelier 
manufacturer—who has already seen considerably more than thirty 
lustres, and, we are happy to add, has every prospect ot witnessing as 
many more. 


Nose-such Thing! 
A Lapy advertises in a New York paper for a husband “having a 


Roman nose with strong religious tendencies.’”” Poor thing! She will 
never mect with the object of her desires. A nose with religious ten- 
dencies would of course turn up—which is a feat no nose of the Roman 


type could possibly achieve. 


Get Along with yer Barry! 

We understand that efforts are being made to refer the great 
‘running down” case—PveIn ve, Barry—to arbitration. For the 
credit of both parties, we shall be glad to hear that this arrangement 
has been carried into effect. — 





4n Artistic Wager. 

Tur papers state that a large bed of paint of various colours and of 
superior quality has just been discovered in Michigan; it is said to be 
three miles in length. An artist of our acquaintance declares that he 
will ‘lay his palette’’ there’s no truth in the report. 

Literary. 

Sir Rowranp Hix is writing a history of penny postage. We 
hear he has got well a-head with it, but we do not know whether it 
will be issued in penny numbers, stamped. 
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PAIN AND TRAVEL. 


By A. C. Sw*NB*RNE. 


ERPETUAL swaying of steamers, 
Oh, terrible tumble of tides— 
More dear than the drowsing of dreamers, 
Who ramble by rustic road-sides! 4 
Oh, lips that are pale with the anguish, : 
Let me see you again and again ; 2 
They are yours when so seasick they languish, 
Our Lady of Pain! 


I gloat on the grins and the groaning, 
The torments that torture—not kill: | 
And music to me is the moaning k 
Of travellers terribly ill. ¥ 
A rapture I cannot unravel, 
i 











Their throes set a-thrill in my brain: 
These—these are my pleasures of travel, 
Our Lady of Pain! 


And on landing I lose not the longing, 
That mingles my manhood with mud : 
For the merry musquitos come thronging, 
With lips that laugh blithely in blood : 
And fleas, with their kisses that burn me, 
Bite till cruel red mouths show the stain~ 
Into poesy passionate turn me, 
Our Lady of Pain! 


And the donkeys Egyptian and spiteful 
Shall share in the shame of my hymns, 
For the jolting that brands the delightful 
Dark bruises on delicate limbs. 
And the. Alps shall be ranked with the asses 
For the fracture, the frostbite, the sprain, 
And the mangling of flesh in crevasses, 
Our Lady of Pain! 


And if—leaving me, though, unshattered— 
An accident fell should betide, 
And the train that I ride in is scattered 
In ruin on every side— 
Dislocations and discolourations, 
And gush of bright gore, not in vain 
Shall awake in me languid sensations, 


More 


ila ee 


Thus I roam through the universe vasty, 
O’er mountain, vale, meadow, and wood; 
And I venerate all that is nasty, 
And gird against all that is good ; 

In the mire my delight is to linger, 
Although I to the heights might attain : 
But you don’t catch me scratching my finger, 

Our Lady of Pain! 
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LITTLE ADDRESSES TO BIG NAMES. 


VERY LIkE SenpInG Coats To NewcastLe.—Sending Bass’s Beer to | 


Malt-a. 
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OUR NATIONAL PORTRAIT GALLERY.—No. 5. BENJAMIN WEBSTER. 


Poon, never mind the Times ! 
Perhaps your supers are a seedy lot ; 
(And oh! good gracious, WensteER, are they not ?) 
Perhaps your scenery /as had its day 
(And that was rather distant, I should say) ; 
Perhaps your house does want a little scrubbing ; 
The critic must be mad who takes to dubbing 
Such little matters crimes. 


A manager, an author, and an actor ;— 
In one so versatile as you, my Ben, 
The stage has got a triple benefactor— 
And, if you lose your temper now and then 
When critically lectured or admonished, 
Of course we're sorry, but we're not astonished. 


But where is Pavt P— 
Not singing, surely, at a music-hall ? 
I hear he goes 
About the country chanting ‘ Jolly Nose!” 


And CrarkeE and Toots ?— 
We’re not so flush of talent, as a rule, 
That we can bear 
To waste its sweetness on provincial air. 


You've built at Maybury an actor’s college, 
And paved it, probably, with good intentions. 

The act was noble; but, you must acknowledge, 
The money for our poor old players’ pensions 

Might easily be made by better means 

Than those improper Crystal Palace Scenes. 





Similia Similibus Curantur. 

Aw Act has been passed by the Council at Simla declaring all the 
railway emnloyés to be public servants, and therefore, by the penal 
code, subject to severe penalties for taking bribes. A mean old screw 
of our acquaintance says he wishes they would pass a Sim'lar Act in 
England. 


Thereby Hangs a Tail. 


The Sheffield Telegraph contains a conspicuous advertisement an- 
nouncing the sale of Bkroapugan's carte at a shilling. We would give 
twenty times the money to see him whipt at its tail. 


Irish News. 


WE sce it reported that recently the usual celebrations com- 
memorating the raising of the siege of Derry were held, and in a 
fitting and Hibernian manner—by the singing of * Derry Down !"’ 


Photographic. 


M. Apotpue Beav has just published the first part of the Court 
Album. Of course it contains portraits of members of the Brau monde 


only. 
Q. E. D. 


Peor.e seem surprised at the recent Fenian outrages. But, con- 
sidering the numbers of Centres and Circles, it is only natural their 
conduct should sometimes be out-radius. 


Backwards or Forwards. ; 
A CORRESPONDENT, Who is, he says, a little backward, feels shy about 
asking for his Fun. He can ask for it a little backward and he will 
still be all right, for he will get a-Nur for his money either way! 





When Found, Make a £500 Note of. 


Tue escaped Fenians Keiiy and Deasy. 
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Coton Talk. 


By Tuz SAUNTERER IN SOOIETY. 


UST now the Fenian conspiracy 
is becoming a real danger— 
but only in as far as it places 
deadly weapons in the hands 
of the ignorant and brutal, and 
renders it possible that any of 
us may at any moment be shot 
down by a rufa who fixes 
b aubreddoh us. Thé ayithorities 
have a difficult task before 
them; they must , punish 
_ promptly and severély; but they 
must be careful not to seem 
dealing in the penalties which 

Panic pronounces, As regards 

the Manchester case, there can 

,be no difficulty, however, as 
regards the principal culprit. 
_ ALLen shot down a policeman, 
who was simply doing his 
. duty ; and whether he shot him 
'to liberate Cotongn Ke ty 

or simple Birt S\xes, hanged he must be for a cowardly murderer. 
And although I think all should be sentenced to death, the punish- 
ment might be commuted to penal servitude in the cases of those not 
proved to have been seen armed with revolvers. 

The War Office has already opened its campaign of blunders in 
connection with the Abyssinian expedition. Four officers have been 
sent to Constantinople to purchase mules—they might as well have 
gone to the Eddystone Lighthouse for an elephant! This is the first 
time the Department has been called upon to do any work of this sort 
since it was su»posed to be entirely re-organised and reformed after 
the Crimexn war. At present the bungling is only comical, but when 
the campaign commences, it is to be feared it will assume its old tragi¢ 
aspect. I verily believe that we should save money as well as prestige 
if we got our Public Ollice work done by private enterprise on com- 
mission. Meanwhile, the mild clerk who sent those officers out on 
the fool's—or mule’s—errand is doubtless saying, “ Bless my soul! I 
was under the impression—Ah!”’ while his fellow-clerks chaff him, 
and the authorities pen a minute about him, which he need not read 
unless he likes. 

The Cornhill this month is welcome for its charming drawings by 
Watkex—now, alas, far too seldom met with on the wood. Miss 
Epwaxps's picture is charming, and the number, on the whole, less 
ponderous than usual. ‘ Our Rosalinds” will, I fear, scarcely per- 
suade the public to the belief its writer holds of Mrs. Scorr-Stppons’s 
powers. ‘The new mugazine, St. Paul's, is very unattractive quoad 
wrapper, but the contents seem good, of the Cornhill class. Belgravia 
is good, though some of the pictures are very poor—“ Lusignan”’ is @ 
clever Doresque bit, though. C.S. C. (the initials are weil enough 
known to be those of Ma. CaLvertry) contributes some smart vers de 
societe; Mr. Tuonnnuxy, Mr. Sara, and Mr. Mortimer Coiirs are 
pleasant reading. Mr. Scorrenn’s ‘“‘ Memoir of Faraday ”’ is inferior. 
Apropos of the mags., [ see that Casseli’s announces a new novel with 
a vory telling tile—“ Poor Humanity.” 





I am sorry to see the name of Messrs. Merziter anp Co. to a, 


collection of comic songs, of the most worthless Music Hall style, and 
called (no, I shall not advertise her gratis) ‘* Miss *s Comic 
Song Book.’’ I believe the respectable publishers I name were not aware 
of the improper practices resorted to in the book. In the first place, a 
pufling preface is signed G. A. S , with the obvious intention of leading 
people to suppose it is by a well-known writer. In the second place, 
several pages are devoted to quotations of the cpinions of the press on 
the singer—and if Mr. HoLitnesueap wants anything to give dramatic 
criticisms a knock-down blow, I commend these pages to him. Among 
these notices appears the following :— 








Slat, py tae Sea, Manearez.—If Mademoiselle —— wis] t ivat 
fascinating style ef singing, she should imitate... . Miss ioe —3 oe 7 


This contains two misrepresentations. First of all, by heading the 
paragraph “ Hall by the Sea,” as the others are headed “ Weston’s,”’ 
&o., it implies that Miss has sung at the Hall, which she 
has not. And finally, the sentence quoted in a garbled form originally 
ran, “‘should imitate Mapame Levens Suearincton rather than 
Miss —— .” If this way of getting a favourable eriticism is 
honest, I should like to know what is dishonest. Iam not an opponent 
of the a —, — I aoe to be eapable of good; but the 
sooner it gets rid o at awful thing, “the ie § ” 

better for ft and the sex. as = 
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TRIPLE ACROSTIC.* 
No. 31. 


Eneutsu-born and English-bred : 
Raise them from their lowly bed 
Bare—oh, bare the supple knife ; 
Yet, if wise, you'll spare the life 
If you love them truly, you 

Will lament they are so few. 


1. 


If you wish to acquiesce 
This will do instead of *‘ yes.” 


2. 


This means acquiescence too — 
This instead of “‘ yes”’ will do. 


3. 


Now female novelists prevail, 

And give us many a harrowing tale : 

From ‘“‘ Dennis Donne” and “ Biras of Prey,” 
How pleasant ’tis to turn away, 

To “Felix Holt’ and “ Adam Bede” — 
They’re works of intellect indeea : 

Creations of George Eliot’s brain 

We read again—and yet again ; 

This character is one of those 

The world to that great. writer owes. 


4, 


If you find a dead body the course to pursue with it 
Is to eall for an inquest—and then this you do with it. 


5. ; 
He came and shook his head 


And very wisely said, 

It was staggers and the case was so extreme 
That the only proper course 
If you wished to save the horse 

Was to bleed it—and at once produced a fleam. 


6. 
I live in it—you live in it— 
All return, alack, to it ; 
We tread it under foot each minute, 
But origin trace back to it! 


ANswER TO Acrostic No. 29. 


P Puff F 
A Amo Oo 
Y Youthful L 
N Nail L 
E Eastry Y 


Correct SoLtutions oF Acrostic No. 29, RECEIVED 2nn Ocroper :—Ada M.; The 
Sixty-Eight; Happy Isle; Ruby; Trotty F., Sebraeh; Fanny B.; ‘‘ For JohnC.”’; 
Bo!}; Cigarette; Uyterlimmage; Dignall; Sparkie; Four Brokers; K. P.; Boxley; 
Breakside and H.; F. H.; J. D. P. ; Old Trafford; Two B. C.; V. J. R.; Chumpkin; 
A. A.; ‘fosh; Painfully; M. B.P.; Betsy H.; Valentine ‘Tiny Ditton; D.M. Y.; 
Pal o’ Mine; Timber; Mike; S. and K.; Bunnie P.; C.N. W.; Dot; The Don; 
Coombes; Erin go Bragh; Brummagem B.; Little B.; Doodies; N. N. N.; Varney 
the V.; Elton; Canterbury; Hedyehog; W. KE. W.; E. M. H.; Nemo; Gwallia; 
A Clever Boy; A’Cute Youth; Froggy; Cecil; Neptune 22; D. E. H.; Nobody’s 
Child: Engineers Out of Work; Holdfast; W. H. T Epton ; Gyp Amicus; 
2 Moreton Owls; Fanny; W.A. W.; B.; Scantine; A Little D.; Anna L.; Ixion; 
Chang; Jowhit; Bowa; J.R.W.L.; E.S.K.; Edgey: R.O. Y¥.; T.M.H.; 
Searle; A. G.; E. L. O.; Keg Meg; A Dark-Fyed Hussy, Effigy; Bondellis B. B. ; 
Einma’s H.; Stockenstrasse; Mrs. M.’s Twins; J. E. A.; F.A.; Due Foseari; 
Hookey W.; Long J.; C. M.S.; F. W.; Polar; Knurrand Spell; Little Woman; 
O. K.; Blinkbonny; A.J. R.; HW. T.; Joyful Bufums; Darling Fluffy; Lelliquer 
L; ‘'wo Clapham Contortionists; Philofun. 


eee 
Readers—and Readers | 


Looxtne over the daily ant weekly journais, a sub-editor of eur 
acquaintance was led to remark that, whatever their circulation might 
be, they most of them were in dire need of ome reader more—the 
printer’s reader ! 





Right He Was! 


An old Indian officer, on hearing that European as well as native 


troops would be employed in the Abyssinian expedition, exclaimed, 
“ O, si Sikh omnia !”’ . 





: * In Triple Acrostics three words have to be discovered the second being shown 
by the middle letters ef the words, whose initials and finals show the first and third. 
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MRS. BROWN IN AMERICA. 


How Suk CAME TO GO THERE. 


HAT!” I says to Brown, 
‘go off to ’Merryker the 
same as that fellow Man- 
DERS, in the middle of the 
night, in debt down to the 
milkman, as were over 
three pounds, and him 
with a sick wife and seven 
hinfants ; as is a country 
I don’t ’old with, where 
they’re all = a-runnin’ 
about in nothink but 
beads and a few feathers, 
as ain’t common decent ; 
a-yellin’ of their war 
’oops, and flourishin’ about 
their Tommy ’awks, as is 
certain death, as I well 
remembers that pictur’ of 
one myself, as did used to 
’ang over the dinin’-room 
mantelpiece in my fust 
place, a-settin’ on ’is 
’aunches a-watchin’ the 
dyin’ agonies of GENERAL 
Wo tre, no doubt a-wait- 
in’ to dewour ’im afore 


| he breath were out of ’is body, like a ragin’ wultur’, and a savage 
| beast as killed Caprinc Cook when ’is back were turned, as is a 
| cowardly act, and would have done for Roni’son Crvsor, all but for 
| Frmay; but what can you expect from a’ uninabited island ? as it 


| wasn’t a-jokin’ about ’Merryker, as I’m a-goin’ to.” 
' nothink, but I bu’sts into tears. 


wasn’t no better than when fust discovered, long afore steam were in- 
vented, as is a long time to look forurd to, but nothink when it’s gone, 
as is only a wapour arter all.’”’ So Brown, he says, ‘‘Do ’old your 
clack, for I’m blest if you won’t drive me into the Diworce Court, or 
Bedlam, or somewheres.” ‘ Well,’ I says, ‘‘ Mr. Brown, there's 
your betters as ’ave come to Bedlam through inflictions as is calamaties 
a-overtakin’ ’em, but as to the Diworce Court, never, for I scorns your 
words, as ’ave never laboured under no sich amputations as could bring 
a blush in a’ ’onest woman’s cheek ;”’ and I was that ’urt as I walked 
out of the room in a ’uff, with my feclin’s ’urt, and didn’t see nothink 
more on ’im till supper; as when it were over, he says to me, “I 

So I says 
He says, “Hallo! What’s up with 
your’ So I says, ‘‘ Brown, I’ve got a ‘art and nota stone in my 
bussim, as can’t think of bein’ deserted in the evenin’ of my days, and 
left behind the same as that wagabone Titrerton as left ’er with 
eight.”’ “ Well,” says Brown, “ any'ow, I can’t leave you with eight, 
old gal.” I says, “Brown, it’s ’ard to jest when the ‘art's 


» 99 


a-breakin’. ; 

He says, “I ’adn’t no thoughts of leavin’ you behind, old gal, if 
you’ve the pluck to come.” ‘* Well,’’ I says, “I did ’ope to ’ave died 
in a Christshin country, and been berried in my own natural symmetry, 
as the sayin’ is; but,” I says, ‘if you’re a-goin’ over there I'll foller, 
if it’s to death’s door, as the sayin’ is.’ ‘ Well,” he says, “I thought 
as you'd come, if it was only to see Jor.” What!’ I says, * Are 
you a-goin’ near him? ‘Then I'll go too.” ; 

“Well,” he says, ‘there’s the sea to be thought on, a3 18 a trial, 
partic’ler at your age.’’ ‘ Well,” I says, “as to age, i'm younger 
than a many as ’ave gone, for look at Mxs. WHEELER, as were over 
eighty, and went reg'lar to Margate every year.”’ “ Ab!’ he says, 
“you don’t know what the sea is.” I says, “ Don't I, tho’?”’ as 
certinly is not a life I should ever ’ave took to, tho’ females ‘as been 
known to go for sailors, but in general thro’ disappointed love, the 
same as that young gal in ‘ William Taylor,’ as must have looked 
werry foolish when discovered by the Capting afore all the crew. 

So Brown he says, “ Well, you may go for a sailor if you like, but 
I don’t think as it would‘suit you.” I says, “ None of your jeers, but 
do talk serious,” and so he did, and if he wasn’t a-goin’ to start that 
werry Saturday next as were a-comin’, and me not a thing ready, and 
here was Saturday night. ’Owever ] did get ready I don’t know, but 
ready I was by that Friday, as put Mrs. CuHatxin out, me a-startin 
on a Friday, as I says “ Rubbish!” and off we goes to Liverpool. 

It certingly did give me a turn when we was bein’ took aboard the 
steamer in a little one as were that crowded it’s a mercy we didn’t go 
far in it or upset we should ’ave been. When we got aboard the big 
steamer it certinly were wonderful for size, and I says to Brown as 
didn’t believe as she could be moved; but law bless you! the bell 
rung, and we wes off like nothink; and when the parties aboard the 
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little steamer, as ’ad come to see us off, begun a-wavin’ their ’ats and 
cheerin’, I did feel a little choky, a-thinkin’ as I was a-bein’ committed 
to the deep, as the sayin’ is. 

It's all werry well for to call ’em “state rooms” where you sleeps, 
for a nice stats the one was in as [ were a-goin’ to ave, and Brown 
he d been and give up’is bed-place toa woman, for lady I won't call ’er, 
thro’ ’er behaviour, as were reg’lar low-life, for I'd been and took the 
underneath bed, as is one atop of another like shelves, that narrer 
as turn you can’t, not to save your life ; and while my back was turned 
if that creature didn’t get into my bed, and when ) went down agin 
was a-snorin’ like a’og. So I says, “Mum, you'll exctise me, but this 
is my bed.” ‘Oh!”’ she says, “I’m that awful bad I can't be moved.”’ 
So I calls the stewardess, as says, “ P’raps, Mum, you wouldn't mind 
a-takin’ the upper berth.’ I says, ‘Me climb up there!” I says, 
“‘ Never 1” © Law,” she says, “it’s nothink for a springy figger like 
yourn. 

Well, the wessel were a-beginnin’ to roll, and thé way as I 
were pitched about in that cabin, a-comin’ sich cracks agin the sides 
on it, so I turned that giddy as I says, “Get to bed I must!” but law, 
the work it were to get me into that place, as I says, “ Yon may well 
call it a berth, as ’Il be the death of me!” and so I thought it would, 
for many a day (Brown, he couldn’t come for to see me, thro’ that 
party as were underneath a-sayin’ she were a single woman, and 
couldn't be seen by no he creeturs), and I don’t think as ever I did 
pass sich a five days, a-takin’ next to nothink, and should ’ave perished 
but for that stewardess, as were a mother to me, and don’t think, if 
she hadn’t persuaded me, I ever should ’ave come to light agin, as I 
did at last, tho’ I must say, when I got on deck and sve nothink but a 
world of waters, it give me a dreadful turn, and 4 lot of passengers 
a-walkin’ about, and some a-sittin’ on chairs, and me that figger, for 
in my ‘urry to get out of that cabin I'd been and forgot to put on 
my ’air. 

I must say the meals is wonderful reg'lar, and that plentiful as 
five times a day is too many for me, tho’ parties says as you require it 
at sea, but don’t seem natural to me. ’Owever they can wash the 
things up I can’t think, tho’ in course ’avin’ the ocean that 'andy is a 
convenience, 

(To be continued in our next.) 


——_ 
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LINES, 


Py « ContrrisvtTor witn A Corp. 


‘** You are waiting for copy of mine,”’ 

So you write, Mr. Eniror—pish! you 
Must know that I can’t write a line 

When I’ve got such a horrid—a-tischevo ! 


Though you know I am suffering so, 

Yet you’d drive me, you cold-blooded fish, you, 
To write—but I’d have you to know 

I consider your conduct—a-tischew 


So no copy from me will you get, 

Though the want of it thoroughly dish you ;— 
’Tis useless to fume and to fret, 

I don’t care a single—a-tischew ! 


Such a cold as I have in my head 
’T would be really cruel to wish you :— 
So 1 won't be a brute, but, instead, ; 
I will wish you—a-tischew—A-TISCHEW ! 


—_—— 








—=—— 


Literary Note. 
A new organ of Irish opinions has been started in London, under 
the title of the Gae/. Well! we know Pat is not averse from “a 
breeze,”’ so it may blow the proprietors some good. 





Fishy. 
Ir may interest our country readers to learn that Helbern has 
reeently been partially gutted—in faet, has lost its Row. 





Musical and Legal. 


Tue gentlemen of the legal profession are not, we believe, very much 
given to vécal or instrumental composition, but we suppose that were 
a lawyer to cémpdse “a piece,” he would write it in 6-8 time, 





A Query for Mr. Halli-well. 
SHAKESPEARE says, “ All’s well that ends well.” Must we not eon- 
sider Han-well and Bride-well exceptions to this rule ? 
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JOE GOL 


IGHTLY; 


OR, 


Che First Pord’s Daughter. 


p 





TAR but poorly prized 


Long, shambling, and unsightly, 
Thrashed, bullied, and despised, 
Was wretched Joz GoLiGuTLy. 


He bore a workhouse brand, 
No pa or ma had claimed 
him, 
The Beadle found him, and 
‘The Board of Guardians named 
him. 
P’raps some princess's s0n— 
A beggar p’raps his mother ! 
He rather thought the one, 
\J rather think the other. 


He liked his ship at sea, 
He loved the salt sea-water ; 
He worshipped junk, and he 
‘Adored the First Lord’s daugh- 
ter. 


The First Lord’s daughter proud, 
Snubbed earls and viscourt’s 
nightly— 
She sneered at barts aloud, 
And spurned poor JoE Go- 
LIGHTLY. 


Whene’er he sailed afar 

Upon a Channel cruise, he 
Unpacked his light guitar 

And sang this ballad (Boosey). 


BARKAD. 


Ebhe moon is on the sex, 


dl illof ! 


Che wind blows towards the lee, 


Wlillot ! 


But though 9 sigh and sob and erp, 
No Fady Hane for me, 


WA illot ! 


Sbe says, “Chere folln quite, 


ddlillow ! 


For me to Wrd x Wight, 


WT illoty! 


Whose lot is erst before the mast :” 
And possibly she's right, 


Willow! 


His Skipper (Carrain Joyce) 
He gave him many a rating, 

And almost lost his voice 
From thus expostulating : 


“‘ Lay out, you lubber, do! 
What’scome to that young man, Jon? 
Belay !—'vast heaving! you! 
Do kindly stop that banjo!” 


“I wish, I do—oh, lor! 


You'd ship aboard a trader: 


Are you a sailor, or 
A negro serenader ?”’ 


But still the stricken cad, 
Aloft or on his pillow, 

‘Howled forth in accents sad 
His aggravating “ Willow!” 


Stern love of duty had 


Been Joyce's chiefest beauty— 


Says he, ‘I love that lad, 
But duty, damme! duty!” 
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“Twelve years blackhole, I say, 
Where daylight never flashes; 
And always twice a day 
Five hundred thousand lashes! ”’ 


But Joseru had a mate, 
A sailor stout and lusty, 
A man of low estate, 
But singularly trusty. 





Says he, “ Cheer hup, young Jur! 
I’}1 tell you what I’m arter, 

To that Fust Lord I'll go 
And ax him for his darter. 


“To that Fust Lord I'll go 

And say you love her dearly.” 
And Jox said (weeping low), 

‘‘T wish you would, sincerely !”’ 


That sailor to that Lord 

Went, soon as he had landed, 
And of his own accord 

An interview demanded. 


Says he, with seaman’s roll, 
‘“My Captain (wot’s a Tartar), 
Guv Jor twelve years’ black hole, 
For lovering your darter. 


‘** He loves Miss Lapy JANE 
(I own she is his betters), 

But if you'll jine them twain, 
They’ll free him from his fetters. 


‘* And if so be as how 

You'll let her come a-boardship, 
T’ll take her with me now ’’— 

* Get out!” remarked his Lordship. 





Ba 
That honest tar repaired 

To Jox, upon the billow, 
And told him how he'd fared: 

Jor only whispered, “‘ Willow!” 


And for that dreadful crime 
(Young sailors learn to shun it) 
He’s working out his time: 
In ten years he'll have done it. 
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CHEZ MOl. | 


I am sickened of boulders and beauty | 
Of streamlets that shimmer and bend; 

I have done my delights as a duty, 
And fought like a fiend with a friend. 

Wet, weary, and wayworn with walking 
O’er plains full of puddles and pools, 

I have tired out ten tongues trying talking 
The folly that’s fed on by fools. 


I have dawdled in dens full of danger, 
And risen to rocks like a roe ; 

I have argued an angel to anger, 
And taken a tourist in tow. 

They may talk of Cathay and its cycle, 
Where laureate lovers have been ; 

I have sat in the chair of St. Micuaet, 
And drunk of the well of Sr. Keyne. 


I have dined like a duke and a dustman, 
And fed on red mullets and hake ; 

If tinless you travel you must, man, 
The foibles of fashion forsake. 

Don’t you know, tho’ the proverb is musty, 
When in Rome you must live as in Rome ; 

And, between you and me, I’ve been crusty, 
But.now I am happy at home. 





Hurrah! for the glare and the glitter, 
And gaudiness gilded in gas ; 
Hurrah! for the blessings of bitter, 
Its brightness in beakers of Bass! 
Hurrah! for the roar and the rattle 
I had left for the lull of the land ; 
I would barter contentment and cattle | 
For the scream and the song of the Strand! 


My brains must be beaten to bear it, 
Though the pace may be killing at last ; 
I am longing for gossip to tear it, 
And a fiftieth visit to Caste. 
Never caring who hates or adores me, 
I can mingle the “up” with the “ down”’ ; 
In the country there’s plenty that bores me, 
I can live when I’m tied to the town. 


I Want 
Cabby 


Brooding. 
Tue real home dbrew’d—The Family Circle. | 





The Latest Mag. 
A FRIEND, on seeing the title of Mr. TxoLtore’s new magazine, St. 
Paul's, said that it would be better to call it Ball and Cross, as Mr. 
T.’s novels always turn on Society and the Clergy. 





A Shameful Act. 
An incendiary has maliciously set fire to the national school-house 
of Trainboy, near Raphoe, in the county of Donegal. Surely, if a 
school be needed anywhere, it must be at Train-boy! 





Berry Likely! 


An Italian poet has, we are informed, written a poem of 900 lines on | 
We should not like to give Jerry much for what is not, | 


strawberries. 
perhaps, worth a straw. 





The Health of London. 


Tux cabmen say that after the first of November there will be a 
considerable reduction in the diseases of London, as the new Metro- 


politan Act will on that day abolish the tizzy-c they have been so long» 


afflicted with. 


An Elaborate One. 
Wuy are the two children of parents who frequently visit their off- 
Spring like children without father or mother ?—Because they see them 
orphan and orphan. 


Step It! 
, Dancrxa, in connection with comic singing, is so alarmingly on the 
increase in the theatres and music-halls, that it will soon become 
necessary to insert the proviso in the programmes—‘‘ Wind permitting.” 











Mr. Shallowbrain :—“*I pon’r WANT *TO UNDEKPAY YOU, MY MAN !—WHAT 


’”? 





IS A SIMPLE UNDERSTANDING 
:— YEs, YER LOOKED AS IF YER WANTED that.” 











| Gushwers to Correspondents, 





[ We cannot return rejected MSS. or Sketches unless they are accompanied 
by a stamped and directed envelope. Wecan take no notice of communica- 
ons with illegible signatures or monograms. | 

H. C. (Sheffield) writes:—*I am constantly travelling, and have a 
little joke to lay before you, which is, being at Manchester a few days ago, 
seeing a lot of bricklayers at work in thin jackets. A new jacket is proposed 
to be made for the poor workmen for the ensuing winter.’”” We really can't 
see the joke. Perhaps H. C. is concealing a strait waistcoat under his 
| jacket. The joke seems less cracked than he does. 
| X, 42.—Forte tu ex—in dog Latin. 








A. B. (Lee) should show more A-B-Lee-T, if desircus of appearing in 
our columns. 

Neras.—Nefandum ! 

A. LONGFELLOW must be cut short. 

The author of ‘‘A Dry Joke”’ wants us to insert it “to give a chapa 
little encouragement.’’ He doesn’t want encouragement. ‘A chap’’ who 
nee sufficient courage to put “ fellow’’ as a rhyme for “‘ umbrella,”’ is above 
that! 

HrramM (Birmingham).—We’re sorry, Hiram, we don’t admire ’em—a 
rhyme almost as bad as the sketches. 

. J. M. (Ware.)—Our answer has appeared already, if your signature 

_ was legible. 

| Declined with thanks:—R. M., Bristol; C. H., Nelson-square; Tizim, 

_ Liverpool; H. W., Worcester; Cornelius Crab; E. M., Runcorn; B. B., 
Beresford-street; RK. D. N., Newcastle; T. C., Arlington-square; Mrs. P., 
Hyde Park; W. H., Fenchurch-street; J. N., Manchester; TI. D., Peck- 
ham; W. W.; W. G.; Ot-in-Tot; F. H. L., North Brixton; T. R., 
Nazan; ‘‘ Labor Omnia Vincit ;’’ T. B., Poultry; B. H., Bedford ; Coward ; 
G. R., Camden-square; F. H., Manchester; Cantab, Wimbledon; Simple 
Simon; D. M., Glasgow; J. W., Newcastle; J. C., Praed-street; Asinus ; 
A. B. C. D. E. K., Crystal Palace; Boots; J. H., Hastings; Lorenzo 

| Honey; A. H., Donnington; T. D., Peckham; T. O., Clapham; E. C.; 
G.S.; Constant Reader, 


| 
| 
| 
RIGHT ON THAT HEAD. 






























THE GRAND VOLUNTEER BALL. 


Miss Bertha Green to Miss Peplum Brown. 
CLAPHAM, SATURDAY. 


My Dearsst Perry,—I went: and how shall I ever be able to tell 
you all about it? I quite dread to-morrow, for I can’t get it all out of 
my head, the lights, and the music, and the flowers, and the chandeliers 
—it was like ALappin’s cave after he’d rubbed the lamp, you know, 
dear, except that it’s all gas, and wherever you went there was a 
looking-glass, and whenever you looked in it there was a blaze like 
millions of Koh-i-noors; and ices all the evening—at least I had, 
though whether he paid for them or not I don’t know. For of course 
I went with Aim, dear. We managed it so nicely, or I never should 
have been allowed to leave the house. They all thought 1 was going to 
the Oratorio, and as they don’t read the supplement to the Times, they 
didn’t know that that was the nezt night, so I went to Aunt Pipcer’e 
at Camden Town, and she knows I’m engaged to Cuarizs, and thinks 
him a very seriously disposed young man. She was quite agreeable to 
our going to the Oratorio, poor old dear, and went off to bed quite 
comfortable, leaving the girl to sit up for me till Aa/f-past eleven. 
CHARLES arranged all that, and it was a qua:ter past four when I 
slipt into bed with oh! such a head-ache, and all my best dress torn 
out of the gathers because a stupid cavalry officer—at least he was 
dressed like one—would dance in spurs. I shall want a new breadth 
to put into the skirt, for I wes completely trampled upon by a crowd 
that stood round to see a sheriff, a vice-admir«], a citizen of honour 
and renown like Joun Giipiy, and the Lorp Mayor himself dance a 
quadrille. Oh, it was such fun, especially the vice-admiral. You 
should have seen him steer his partner about in ladies chain, and then 
when, as Cuantts said, he got headway, he completely bore down 
upon the Loxp Mayor. His Lordship himself was the greatest fun of 
all, though, for he was dressed in a Court suit, quite tight—I mean the 
suit was, you know, dear, and with black what-do-you-calls and silk 
stockings ; and when he stood with his arm akimbo on the raised dais, 
he looked as though he didn't know whether he was a member of the 
Royal Family, or part of an acting charade or a waxwork. I fancy, 


do you know, that he'd studied the figure of Wasurxcton at Mapame | NOTICE.—Now ready, the Twelfth 


Tusrsavp’s, and got up his deportment on that model; but wasn’t it 
good-natured of the old dear to come in state—at least I suppose it 





| married. It’s to be in April, dear.— Yours till then, 
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was in state, though I should have thought ‘the sword-bearer would 
have been with him. It would have been great fun to have seen him 
dancing in uniform, though I don’t think it could have been much 
more ridicu/ous than some of the /adies, and a good deal more modest ! 
For I declaro dear, I was quite ashamed of some of them, they were so 
very décol/etée, and I made Cuaries take me away to have some 
supper. Oh, such a great supper-room, where they had laid out a 
splendid supper for goodness knows how many people—thousands, I 
should think, and there were so very few people to eat it, that we 
had every luxury, dear, I assure you, and Cuar.es went and spoke 
to Mr. Haxp himself about some grouse and iced champagne, 

I think I wanted my supper, for I didn’t mind the shameful im- 
propriety of the persons who dressed in that way so much afterwards, 
but still, how they can do so is astounding tome. I thought it would 
be crowded; but it was very select, or else of course the Loxp Mayor 
would not have come in state. I was surprised to see so few uniforms 
there, but some of them were so very pretty. CuARLEs wore his; but 
he had the collar turned back and lined with green mot7é, and wore a 
white necktie and a turn-over collar with histunic. It was such a 
contrast to see the bright scarlet coats round the Lorp Mayor, and 
there was such an tmmense alderman on the dais that I wonder the 
Messrs. Derxirs didn’t light him up so that we might see him all at 
once, for nothing seems too big for them to light, and no place too 
ugly for them to make pretty. I couldn’t believe that it was the 
same place where we went to the cattle show, and now it's all over, 
and the lovely flowers are to be taken down, and the chandelier will 
be sold, and I must never whisper a word about the tall till I’m 
B. Green. 


Police Intelligence. 


Ir has been observed that the detective force of the country, for the 
past ten days, has been looking very lack-a-Deasy-KE tty. 


How is “the rough” most frequently disguised P—In liquor. 
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CV IST while the poet trolls 
o) Of Mr. Crayton Hoorrr, 
Who had a cure of souls 

At Spiffton-extra-Sooper. 


He lived on curds and whey, 
And daily sang their praises, 

And then he’d go and play 
With buttercups and daisies. 


Wild croquet Hoorer banned, 
And all the sports of Mammon, 

He warred with cribbage, and 
He exorcised backgammon. 


His helmet was a glance 

That spoke of holy gladness ; 
A saintly smile his lance, 

His shield a tear of sadness. 


His Vicar smiled to see 

This armour on him buckled: 
With pardonable glee 

He blessed himself and chuckled. 


“In mildness to abound 
My curate’s sole design is, 
In all the country round 
There’s none so mild as mine is! 


And Hooper, disinclined 
His trumpet to be blowing, 
Yet didn’t think you’d find 
A milder curate going. 


Bal; 
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A friend arrived one day 
At Spiffton-extra-Sooper, 
And in this shameful way 
He spoke to Mr. Hooper: 


‘You think your famous name 
For mildness can’t be shaken, 

That none can blot your fame— 
But, Hoorer, you’re mistaken ! 


‘Your mind is not as blank 
As that of HopLtey Porter 

Who holds a curate’s rank 
At Assesmilk-cum- Worter. 


‘‘ He plays the airy flute, 

And looks depressed and blighted, 
Doves round about him ‘ toot,’ 

And lambkins dance delighted. 





** He labours more than you 
At worsted work, and frames it; 
In old maids’ albums, too, 
Sticks seaweed—yes, and names it!”’ 


The tempter said his say, 

Which pierced him like a needle— 
He summoned straight away 

His sexton and his beadle. 


These men were men who could 
Hold liberal opinions : 

On Sundays they were good— 
On week-days they were Minions. 











FUN. 
THE RIVAL CURATES. 








‘To Horiey Porter go, 

Your fare I will afford you— 
Deal him a deadly blow 

And blessings shall reward you. 


‘But stay—I do not like 
Undue assassination, 

And so, before you strike, 
Make this communication : 


*T’ll give him this one chance— 
It he’ll more gaily bear him, 
Play croquet, smoke, and dance, 
I willingly will spare him.’ 


They went, those Minions two, 
To Assesmilk-cum- Worter, 
And told their errand to 
The Reverenp Hoprey Porter. 


‘‘ What ?”’ said that reverend gent, 
‘‘ Dance through my hours of leisure ? 
Smoke ?—bathe myself with scent -— 
Play croquet? Oh, with pleasure!” 


«¢ Wear all my hair in curl ? 

Stand at my door, and wink—so— 
At every passing girl ? 

My brothers, I should think so!” 
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‘For years I’ve longed for some 
Excuse for this revulsion : 
Now that excuse has come— 
I do it on compulsion!!!”’ 


He smoked and winked away— 
This Reverenp Hor.iey Portes— 


The deuce there was to pay 


At Assesmilk-cum- Worter. 


And Hoorgr holds his ground, 
In mildness daily growing— 

They think him, all around, 
The mildest curate going. 
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A RAW NOTION. 


Diner :—“ Warrsr, I ToLp YoU TO BRING ME NEW POTATOES!” 


Waiter :-—“‘ WERRY SORRY, SIR—BUT OUR NEW POTATOES IS JUST DONE, S8IR!”’ 
Diner :-—“ WiLL, THEN, BRING ’EM! Do you THINK I WANTED THEM raw ?”’ 


Coton alk. 


By Tue SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


Some people are never satisfied. Mr, Exnest Jones seems to be one 
of that class. At the commencement of the Fenian trials at Man- 
chester he talked a lot of perilous bunkum, tried to interfere with the 
course of justice and bully the bench, and then with a final bluster 
threw up his brief, to the damage of the clients who had trusted their 
case to him—the damage being not the withdrawal of his advocacy, 
but the leaving of them without any advocacy at a'l, be it understood. 
For all this he was let off more leniently than he deserved by the 
po But he wasn't happy even then; so he wrote what I dare say 

e thought a dignified letter to the Zelegraph the other day, “ drawing 


attention to the fact that prisoners,” &c., &c., &c.—as if his own absurd | 


conduct had not attracted attention enough to the matter. However, 
only one writer condescended to notice the epistle. I am opposed to 
Trades’ Unionism, and to that form of it which was described in 
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“oF BABINGTON WHITE. 
(Arr, Allan-a-Dale.) 


} Banreeron Wuire has no thought of up-turning ; 
Bazincton Wuirs for renown has no yearning ; 
Banineton Wuits has no gift for plot-spimming ; ~ 
But Basrncton Wurre likes red gold for the winning! 
Come read ye the novel; come list to the bite ; 

And tell me the craft of bold Banincron Wurts. 


Oh, the authors of England may prance in their pride 

If of copyright treaties they keep the safe side; 

Oh, French plays for the net—and French fictions for 
game, 

And “new and original,” too, just the same. 

Oh, the dramas and stories that foreigners write 

Are free prey for Tom TayLor and Banmyeton WuirE. 


Bazsrncton Wuitz, oh, he shuns human ken, 

Though his copy is plenty, and cursive his pen ; 
Bapincton Wuits he is not Dumas pere, ; 

But many French authors must write him their share, 
And the best of them, Batzac, must aid to indite 

The chef d’ceuvre inconnu of our BasincToN WHITE. 


Banincton Wuire to reviewing has come; _ 

The Pall Mali has taxed him with theft—he is dumb. 

“You may call me a:pirate,” says he, “if you will ; 

My line is to keep very dark and be still.” _ 

Oh, the critics they asked of the author a sight, 

“Don’t you wish you may get it?’ said BasincTon 
WHITE. 


From Fevrttzt to steal, and from Batzac to bone, 

Is rather too strong when the debt you don’t own! 

But vain altogether the hue and the cry, 

He laughs and refers to the green in his eye. _ 

But the public still asks, though in accents polite, 

“When the truth will be ines about BasincTon 
Wuits P” 


At A la Carte! 

wi A sPEciAL department of the police-office at Moscow 
is to be established for the collection of photographs cf 
individuals and objects useful to the officers of the law 
in pursuit of criminals. The Russians have taken the 
hint from our police vam and are about to establish a 
police carte, 





the smallest possible outlay. Well, he is undoubtedly right. He 
ought to be able to get a sufficiency of food, good and well cooked, 
for about half what he gives now. To judge from the success of cheap 
eating-houses in Glasgow and elsewhere, he might be fed at about eight- 
pence a head, not including the potabies. Unluckily, however—as it 
seems to me—both he and his purveyor want too much for their money. 
Purveyor wishes to deal in that politico-economical virtue, but socially 
detestable crime—the buying of his meat in the cheapest (and nastiest) 
market, and the selling of it at the dearest rate. On the other hand, 
Clerk wants to be more than fed for fivepence—he would like clean 
table-napkins, an immaculate cloth, a toothpick, and silver forks for 
Of course there is a rush for the popular remedy 
Some years ago, the popular panacea was brandy 
and salt. A short time since it was ehlerodyne. Now it is co- 
operation, and a Co-operative Clerks’ Dining-room is the proposed 
heal-all. It remains to be seen whether Clericus Britannicus is a 
gregarious bird. I think not! The Duke of Blankshire will join a 





'company in. which ever so many pluin Blanks, Esquires, are share- 


Cassell’s Magazine the other day as Professional Trades’ Unionism; | 
but I think it is to be regretted that the rules of the Bar cannot visit | 


with censure such a freak as that of Mr. Jones at Manchester—a freak 
that I can only explain by supposing that he fancied a bit of claptrap 
was not a bad line of policy with a view to standing for somewhere 
under the new Reform Bill. I hope and believe that he will prove to 
be = if this is his idea, and that the new electors will not be so 
easily led. 

The Middlesex Sessions have begun again, and I regret to see that 
“ JupcE Payne,” as he is styled (just as people used to talk of “the 


| 


. Chief Baron”’ of the Coal Hole), is still allowed to dispense justice. I | 


fancied the Avausta MitcuEeLit case would be the ** tailpiece ’’—to 
borrow one of his own terms—of his active judicial career, 
The British Clerk has been making himself heard this recess, He 


holders ; but whether Clericus with £120 per ann. will consent to cut 
his tablecloth to suit the measure of Clericus with £50 is a matter of 
dubiety. 

Parliament, it is rumoured, will assemble early in November. Well, 
it has plenty to do, so the sooner it meets the better. At present town 
continues empty, and the new lamps in Hyde-park can throw no light 
upon anything or anybody. 

Railways and railway literature have an interest for everybody now, 
and accordingly I found myself the other day reading the directors’ 
report on a certain branch in connection with the Great Eastern. I 
have seldom met with so amusing, so lugubrious, so candid a publication. 
“Your directors regret to announce that they have little of a cheering 
nature to lay before the present meeting’’—and then they unfold “a 
norrible tale,” disclosing how “the unsatisfactory position” of the 


proclaims with the tongues of a Hydra that he wants a good dinner at | Great Eastern has kept the branch’s traffic in nearly a stationary 
Sungai On "ERE 
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sition. Poor thing, fancy the anomaly of a stationary trafic! The next 
bit of comfort is that nearly five hundred and fifty pounds must be got 
somehow to pay the G. E. Co. ; that the branch company, having been 
pressed by creditors, has had a receiver appointed, and that the deben- 
ture interest has not been met—‘‘a circumstance which the directors 
very much regret!"’ The remedy proposed is to try to induce the 
G. E. Co. to “better develop’’ the traffic—the returns of which 
cheeringly show an imprawement in the last month or so. Finally, the 
company has spent nothing for the past half-year—chiefly, it is just 
possible, because it is “ now totally without funds; the capital account, 
therefore, remains with very little variation since last report ’’—with the 
variation only of zero, that is, I suppose. Such a document is enough 
to sicken people of railway speculation. 

To clear off the mags. :—London Society has some very good pictures 
this month—but with some very poor ones to keep up the average. 
«Thumbnail Studies”’ are good, but want better printing. One of the 
best of the small engravings is that to “Mr. Feiix in the Stubble,” 
by Mr. Gopparp, who should put his initials plainly to his work, lest 
G. B., who tries to draw similar subjects, should get the credit of it. 
Good Words is up to the mark this month, in literature and art. 
Especially good is Zwecxer’s “ Reindeer and Sledge,’ an admirable 
bit of “tint” engraving. Very charming, too, is the girl’s attitude in 
PinWELL’s illustration to “Guild Court.”” The Argosy comes without 
a cut, and is scarcely as good as usual. There isasmack of amateurish- 
ness about some of the papers that I regret to see—as an instance, take 
‘Something About a Carousel,’ in which the writer says, ‘‘ Merely 
knocked the ring, causing the same to drop on the ground, and an 
oath to drop from the equestrian’s lips, if he happened to have that 
weakness.” What weakness? Lips? The Sunday Magazine com- 
mences a new volume with great promise. An improved wrapper and 
a greater number of illustrations are among some of the fresh features. 
The “ Seaboard Parish” is charmingly illustrated. A paper on “The 
Flight of Birds,” by the Duke or ARGYLL, is most interesting, though 
the style is a little jerky at times. ‘‘ Musings in a Yorkshire Valley ” 
is in very bad taste as far as concerns the mention of the BronTes, but 
“‘oody’’ people’don’t consider taste a Christian grace, I fancy. ‘On 
Fire about it,” by the Rev. W. Arnot, is not, as might appear at 
first sight, an article on Arnot’s stoves. The Gardener's Magazine 
and Le Follet appeal to their respective publics as admirably as usual, 
and Routledge’s Magazine for Boys maintains its position as the best boys’ 
magazine published. 

I have received a letter from Messrs. Metzuer touching the ‘ Comic 
Song Book’’ I noticed last week. They wish me to state that they 
knew nothing of its contents, and that their imprint appeared on it 
without their consent. Altogether, the book appears to be one of the 
most impudent things of the day. sone 

I noticed some very charming verses in this month’s Belgravia” with 
the signature C. S. C., and conjectured that they were by Mr. 
CaLvERLEY. It was a bad shot, for they are the initials of a /ittératur 
of longer standing, Mrz. Caarces Smiru CHELTNAM. 


Something Like a Dedication! 


Somz people are fortunate indeed, and if the dedication we quote 
below means what it says, the Registrar-General ought to be as happy 
as a king :— 

To 
MAJOR GEORGE GRAHAM, 
REGISTRAR-GENERAL 
or 
BIRTHS, DEATHS, AND MARRIAGES, 
POR ENGLAND AND WALES. ° 


Che British Empire, 
WITH ITS COLONIES AND FOREIGN POSSESSIONS 

(COMPILED FROM OFFICIAL BETUBNS), 

Is 
VERY RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED, 

BY 

HIs MOST_OBEDIENT, 
AND 
FAITHFUL SERVANT, 
CHARLES A. COKE. 


We don’t know whether Mr. Coxz is related to Kine Coz of Ken- 
sington. If he is, we are less surprised at his regal munificence, for 
our South Kensington sovereign has for a long time been accustomed 
to do as he chooses with the national property. 





To be Digested at Leisure. 


One of those foolhardy freaks, in which people who ought to know 
better will occasionally indulge, occurred the other evening. A gen- 
tleman, before retiring to rest, had the imprudence to swallow a nightcap. 
On inquiring at his residence we learn that he is as well as—indeed, 

better than might have been expected. 





DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 32. 

Who wrote it’s the question we all ef us ask, 
Though the author's been terribly taken to task. 
Have savage reviewers been wasting their blame, 
On a shadowy person with only a name? 
Though we own that it’s shameful so often to trench 
For our novels and plays on our neighbours the French, 
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Where the river flows, 
’Mid the flow'rs and grasses, 
With her scarlet hose 
Emmelinda passes. 
Something comes that way, 
And on ferns and mosses, 
It, alack-a-day, 
Emmelinda tosses. 


z 
The fair Kuntcunpa HocnswI ter, 
We read, had both learning and art, 
And, better, she boasted some siller, 
But still quite untouched was her heart. 
A most egotistical lady 
She was, though a beautiful miss, 
And each lover’s prospects were shady ; 
In German she chatter’d of this. 


He holds a potent station, 
In many a congregation. 


4. 


Useful in ease of a Fenian uprising, 
This of a Yankee’s ingenious devising : 
Very effective in case of a riot, 

If the marauders declined to be quiet. 
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Since the time that it pluckily gallop’d away, 
‘There was ne’er a more wonderful sight : 

And yet though it’s dead, there are wise men who say, 
It was seen for some hours t’other night. 


AvysweErR To Acrostic No, 30. 
Galignani I 
Eat 
Nina 
Earl 
Ristori 
Alma 
Loan 

Correct Sotvrions or Acrostic No. 30, Recetvep Ocronee 9rme :—Laura G. 
Valentine; Merry Andrew; D.E.H.; Polar; Gyp; Row; Ruby; Xarifa; Crathes ; 
St. Leonard’s; Peri; Peminer. 

SSS eee 


Boning an Appointment. 

Kisstnc goes by favour, and even our civic dignitaries are not abov- 
copying the mild jobbery which used to be the chief charm of Governe 
ment appointments. In old days it was not impossible for a child to be 
made a superannuated postman (and receive the pension of the office) 
in his ples 24 Some of the Common Council want to perpetrate some- 
thing of the same sort. The respected keeper of Guildhall being 
about to retire, his office should in all justice and propriety pass to his 
second in command, Mr. Harvanp, who has for the last eleven years 
been practically the resident keeper in Mx. Tempxr’s absence. But 
the post (with the salary attached) has set the mouths of some of the 
Council watering for it, and they are trying to carry it away from Mr. 
Har anp, and prevent his well-earned promotion, and the consequent 
promotion of other officials under him. Fortunately, the standing 
orders, which forbid a member of the Court to be a candidate for one 
of the Courts’ offices, ought to disqualify the principal applicant. It 
remains to be seen whether the Council will descend to the job, and by 
evading the orders proclaim their adherence to the maxim, ni/ nisi 


Bone-um,. 


Pp rab 
Z2PHePH 





Too Good to be True. 


‘“‘T7’s an ill wind that.blows nobody good.” If we may credit an 
informant, the wintry blasts we have lately experienced have made the 
very teeth of the unfortunate inmates of the Dumb Asylum—chatter. 
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that the workhouse horse be sent to grass for six weeks. 
had the poor horse been over worked, but there was reason for believing it had be-n 
deprived of its proper amount of food. The recommendation was adopted.’’— Vide 
Marylebone Mercury. 








——— 
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THERE BE CHIGNONS AND CHIN-I-ONS. 





THE WORKHOUSE HORSE. 


Tue Visiting Committee kind 

Have borne a quadruped in mind. 

The animal been o’erworked— 

Had had, too, his allowance shirked. 
The Visiting Committee vowed 

Such doings should not be allowed, 
And so six weeks of grass and gorse 
They ordered for the Workhouse Horse 


The Visiting Committee might 

On other questions throw a light. 

Who was it that kept back the feed 
And starved the uncomplaining steed ? 
Who was it overworked the naz, 

And made his weary sinews flag ? 

Let the Committee name the source 

Of all the wrongs of Workhouse Horse! 


For why? That man the same would do 
By four-le animals and two ; 

Would deal short rations forth toke— 
Think water'd skilly but a joke— 

And extra hours at stones and oakum 
Extort for skillium et tokum— 

In short, adopt the self-same course 
With pauper as with Workhouse Horse ! 


Let the Committee then enforce— 
(Public opinion will endorse)— 

A punishment which shall divérce 
From the official mind so coarse 


“‘Hotrpay ror Worxnovse Horst.—The Visiting Committee recommended | 
3 


——— 


It appeared that not only 





—_———— 


| The notion that the law allows 

Old Bumble of the brazen brows 

; To drive and starve without remorse 
The Pauper—and the Workhouse Horse 








Rhyme—and Reason? 


| Tat admirable paper, the Clerkenwell News, has relieved our mind 

of a terrible weight. Taking a retrospect of the literature of the past 

year, we were shocked to discover that nething worthy of the name of 

poetry had appeared in the last twelve months. We had just come to 

the conclusion that the Muses had deserted England, when, happening 

to take up our C. V., as we invariably do when we need some new and 
| thrilling sensation, we had our attention arrested, not to say forcibly 

taken into custody, by this startling announcement :— 

RHYME! RHYME! RHYME! 
T° Lovers and others.—Verses (original), on any subject, composed and forwarded 
by post on receipt of as many stamps as lines required. 
Squibs and Trade Circulars at reasonable charges. ‘ Poeta,” etc. 

The true poet reveals himself in the first few words. How exhaustive 

is the appeal “To Lovers and others!” Of course, all who are not 

“lovers’’ are merely “others.’”” Long may they remainso! Long 

may every votary of Curip be able to say to the contemner of the 
| passion, “Sir, you are an—other!’”’ And then how business-like, 
and therefore poetical, is the plain Saxon promise of poems at a 
| penny-a-line. Squibs at reasonable charges, indeed! We don't know 
_ what is the proper charge for exploding a squib; but we protest against 
the use of the word “‘ squib”’ to describe the coruscations of mind, the 
| iridescence of intellect, the gyrations of genius to which we look for- 
ward when “ Poeta” shall return us the guid pro quo for our s1x- 

penn’orth of QuEEN’s heads! 





Not by Hook. 
We are in a position to state that in commemoration of the late 
Pan-Anglican Sy-nod’s-as-good-as-a-wink, the episcopal palace on the 
banks of the Thames will in future be known as Crook-haven. 
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MRS. BROWN IN AMERICA. 


How SHE CAME TO GO THERE, 


(Continued from our last.) 


"AD no patience with 
that party as ’ad 
took my bed, for, 
bless you, she’d eat 
’ot ducks and pickles 
with onions and fried 
’am, to say nothink 
of fruit and wege- 
tables, and all in ’er 
berth ; and when she 
come on deck, want- 
ed every one for to 
wait on ’er. 

I ain’t got nothink 
fo say agin that 
steamer in fine wea- 
ther; and as to the 
capting, he were con- 
stant smiles, and 
when I asked ’im if 
there was any dan- 
gers, only said as he 
was sure of fine 
weather with me 
aboard; but, bless 
‘is art, he were 
wrong, for that 
werry night it took 
to blowin’ like mad, 
and if that under- 
neath woman didn’t 
’owl like a lunatic, 
a-sayin’ as we should 
be blowed into hice 
and perish, or be 
lost in a fog, as sure 
enough it did come 
on werry thick, and 

= they were a-blowin’ 

: — a whistle like mad 
nearly all night, as is fearful for to ’ear, and at last I couldn’t 
stand it no longer, so thought as I'd get out of bed and see what was 
a-goin’ on. I ’ung on as well as I could with my arms, a-kickin’ 
about my feet for to rest ’em om the side of the under bed. Well, 
jest then the wessel give a lurch as sent me nearly a-flyin, but I ’eld 
on and put my foot down with all my force as come agin something 
soft as proved to be that woman’s face as were a-layin’ close agin the 
hedge of the berth for fresh air. She give sich a shriek as made me 
let go, and sent me a-flyin’ out of the door agin the stewardess as 
were a-comin’ in to see what was up, as I took for some one else, and 
in my fright ’ollers ‘‘ Fire!’’ thro’ ’avin’ been told as it is safest to call, 
as brings every one to the spot, as p’raps “Murder” might keep 

a 





way. 

Ty costo did bring ’em all out of their berths in a jiffey, and you 
never see sich a sight, and the way as they made a downright thoro’fare 
of me, as were laying in the passage, as were that narrer as pass they 
couldn’t. If you'd ’eard the names as them passengers called me, as 
stupid old fool was nothink to, you'd ’ave said as I did, that if there 
was real fire you’d never give no alarm. I was most ’urt at Brown as 
never took it up, though a party come up on deck the next day and says 
to’ im, with me a-sittin’ by, ‘‘ Did you hear the row as some old ass of a 
woman kicked up last night with a alarm of fire?’ and if Brown, 
though he know’d ’twas me as ’ad done it, never took it up, but I was 
a-goin’ to, only jest then they was a ’eavin’ of the log as they calls it, 
and the capting were a-lookin’ through a thing as looked like a bit 
broke off a wheel. I says to a party, ‘‘ What is he upto?” ‘“A-taking 
’is obserwations,” says he. I says, ‘Oh, indeed,” and see ’im a-lookin’ 
’ard at me. Sol says, “‘I’ope he won’t make none of his obserwations 
to me, as ’ave ’ad quite enough of ’em as is werry uncalled for, I con- 
siders.”” 

Law! it was dull work aboard that wessel, as I says to one lady, 
“T wonder they don’t stop somewheres on the way, as would break the 
monotony. ‘“ Ah,” she says, “ there’s always danger along the coast 
of goin’ ashore. ‘Owin’,” I says, ‘‘no doubt to them sailors, as when 
they gets ashore will get a-drinkin’ in low company, but,’’ I says, 
* you might trust me ashore or any steady character.” 

We was a-chattin’ away when her ’usband come up as were some 
sort of missionary, and says, ‘‘ It’s about this werry spot as the Sarah 
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says, “ Why ever did they let her flounder, as couldn't have knowed 
ow to swim proper.”’ ‘“Ah,’’ he says, “it were a iceberg.” I says, 
“Why not get out of the way?’ He says, “ Bless you, they’re as big 
as Great Britain, and is miles under water, and in a fog you're on ’em 
in a instant.” 

While he was a-talkin’, it were a-gettin’ rather foggy, as made me 
feel queer for the instant; but he went on a-talkin’ about all dangers 
of the sea till at last I says, “It’s no use you're a-goin’ on like that, 
for it won't keep off no dangers, and p’rhaps make ’em worse, if they 
should come.” I should have been werry dull but for some of the 
hofficers as were that pleasant through bein’ beknown to Brown; and 
I must say as they made me a drink as did more for to get over sea- 
sickness than anythink; and one or two of ’em was sweet pretty 
singers, and would sing of a night like the birds on the trees, though 
‘ard work, through a thick fog with the whistle a-yellin’ every 
min’it. I don’t think as ever I were more glad for anythink than 
when they said as we should be in next day, though the missionary 
said as there was great risks; “But,” he says, ‘‘my mind is 
made up.” 

“Well,” I says, “ I don’t know nothink about your mind ; but your 
body’s well prowided with food let come what may ;” for that man 
downright gorged at every meal, and brought such lots of wittles to 
his wife, a ugly-lookin’ thing, that it’s a wonder she wasn’t sick even 
on dry land. 

We hadn’t been none on us werry sociable all the woyage, but the 
last mornin’ we was all like brothers and sisters, and I’m sure lots was 
that civil, a-sayin’ as they’d be proud for to see me in "Merryker. It 
certingly is a noble spot that ’Merryker, and the way as they brought 
that big steamer ’longside the wharf was wonderful; but it was dread- 
ful work gettin’ ashore, and as I were a-goin’ to ’u down the 
gangway, as they calls it, and if they didn’t say to me, “‘ Stand out of 
the way for the males!”’ I says, “‘ l always thought it were manners 
to let ladies go fust; but never mind!’’ but they shoved me on one side, 
and rushed ashore with a lot of bags as were the letters. I was that 
scrouged on that deck that I watched my opportunity, and tho’ I was 
reg’ lar loaded with two bags and a bandbox, I made a rush for to get 
down that plank, and some one come behind me with a large sack and 
sent me a-flyin’ down it, and if a man ’adn’t ketched me I should ’ave 
pitched ’ead foremost on to ’Merryker, and a nice dirty place, too, with 
coal dust over your ankles, and me dressed genteel for landin’ in a nice 
barege, a light blue with a pink stripe, and a white silk shawl as ’ad 
cleaned equal to new. I’adn’t ’ardly got on my feet when a party 
stops me and says, “Don’t come here—go back.” So I did, but I says, 
‘“‘ Let me put down my parcels,”’ and - as I was a-speakin’ I got a 
blow from behind as sent me a-kneelin’ on my bandbox and reg’lar 
squashed it. So I says “’Elp!” and if another thing didn’t come 
slap on my back! Says a man, “ What are you standin’ ’ere for, jest 
in the way of the luggage ?”’ and up he pulls me, and sure enough I 
was a-standin’ at the bottom of a slidin’ plank as they was a-slippin’ 
everythink down. I've felt’eat in my time, thro’ ’avin’ often and 
often stood a whole day ironin’ in July, let alone preservin’, as is ’ot 
work; but never did I feel anythink like ’Merryker for ‘eat, 
and no wonder so many on ’em ’ave turned black, as must be reg’lar 
burnt up. 

If I set one minit on a packin’-case, a-runnin’ down with ’eat jest 
agin a steam-engine as were like a furnace to my back, I must ‘ave 
set there two ’ours a-waiting for Brown, as come at last, and blowed 
me up for bein’ in such a ‘urry to get ashore, as ’ad stopped and ’ad 
‘is lunch there in comfort, and me a-droppin’ for somethink. I didn’t 
sce no ’Merrykins about, but only all English, as were werry perlite ; 
so I says to Brown, “ Where is the natives?” ‘* Why,” he says, 
‘‘all round you, to be sure.” ‘ What!” I says, “ain't they wild 
Injins?” He says, “No, not all; but here’s a savage as says he 
knows you.” And I turned round, and if there wasn’t my Jog as [ 
know’d in a-instant, tho’ grown stout.. I see the tears in his eyes as 
he said, “‘ Mother, I never thought to see you here.” I says, Thank 
Gop as I’ve lived to see you again, my boy.’”’ He says, “Come 
along,’ he says, and he leads me away, andI couldn't ’elp a few 
tears at meetin’ that dear boy agin. 


News of the World—For the World. 


Fame, it is only too well known, is not warranted to last for ever ; 
but twenty years or so is a very short lease of immortality. We 
should have been inclined to think that the author of the “ Bridge of 
Sighs” might have counted on being remembered for at least twice that 
term. Imagine our surprise, then, to meet with the following paragraph 


_in the leading article of The News of the World !— 


“The man in your custody is simply an unfortunate person, unfortunate in 
having the finger of suspicion directed against him; therefore take him up tenderly, 
as the poet Longfellow singeth, and treat him (as another authority adviseth 
anglers with regard to the fish upon their hook) as though you loved him.” 


| Won’t some enterprising publisher engage the editor of the NV. of the W. 


Ann is supposed to ’ave floundered, and every soul aboard perished.” I | | 
Ce a ata 


to superintend the production of a new edition of the Poets? 


| 
| 
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| THE MARGATE EXODUS. 
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THE RETURN BY BOAT. 


Now the Season's nearly ending, | First the Jews—the swells so Jewy, Then the Jolly Dogs, delighting _ 
And the world is heer’ waning, | | And their damsels—oh, soshrewy, | Not so much (see Wartrs) in fighting 
A long procession—blending _ And their horses—oh, so screwy, — As in foolishly exciting © Bae: 
All the ton that Margate boasts, And their noses—oh, so big ! Their weak brains with liquor strong. 
The repulsive and the pretty, _ They flit in tribes Judaic Men who worship the distiller— 
Tom and Harry, Sal and Betty,— | By the Albert Victor caique, Of Margate’s throne the filler, 
It comes streaming down the jetty | With their jewellery Mosaic As a famous lady-killer, — 
And sets sail from Thanet’s coasts. | And antipathy to pig. Hail with plaudits loud and long! 
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‘THE RETURN BY RAIL. 
Then the Swells with notions bigger, Then the Beauties, whose big chignons Yes! The Season’s at its close now, 
Whose chief pleasure ’tis to figure | Cause division of opinions— Leaving Margate to repose now: — 
With an air devoid of vigour— As to whether bought like “ inions,’’ . So just cast an eye on those now 
Solemn, listless, languid fops! Or “their own, their native hair !’’ Who’re about to fly afar. 
Now their holidays are ending — With their trains so long and flowing, Oh, such mobs of snobs prodigious 
Their activity amending, | And their hats and bonnets knowing,— And so positively ‘‘ hidgeous!”’ 
Soon again they'll be attending They are going—yes, are going "Tis a duty quite religious 
To their duty at their shops. | To leave Margate to despair. | To portray them :—Here they are! 
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» ‘OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


We hereby present our thanks to Mrssrs. Rovtience for giving to 
the British public one of the funniest books that we have met with for 
a long time—The Celebrated Jumping Frog, by Marx Twain. The 
author is an American, and was, we believe, the editor of a paper 
called Zhe Californian, in which many of the stories in the present 
volume appeared. ‘“ Marx Twatn”’ is, of course, a nom de plume, like 
ArtTEMUS Warp or Orpuevs C. Kerr, for these American humourists 
seem shy of coming before the public with their real names, and 
prefer to assume fanciful soubriguets. The first story in this little book 
is “The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County,” which 
belonged to a certain Jim Smmey, a gentleman remarkable for his 
propensity to bet upon anything and everything. The frog’s name 
was “ Dan’L Wenster,” and, though a wonderful jumper, we read, 
**'You never see a frog more modest and straightfor’ard as he was, for 
all he was so gifted.’”” How Sminey bet on him and how poor Dan’L 
was the victim of the most shameful foul play the reader must find out 
for himself, the story is too long to tell here, and too good to spoil by 
curtailment. ‘‘ Aureia’s Unfortunate Young Man” is equally good, 
and the item which the editor himself couldn’t understand is a most 
delicious piece of mystification. In several of the sketches we get a 
charming insight into American usages. We are told, for instance, 
that young “bucks and heifers” always come it strong on panoramas 
because it ‘‘ gives them a chance of tasting one another's mugs in the 
dark.’’ Our readers will hardly recognise the seductive process of 
osculation in this expression. We learn also some facts about the 
dress of our fair cousins across the Atlantic, with which we are ashamed 
to say we were previously unacquainted. A young lady’s attire at a 
ball is thus described :— 

‘* Miss R. P., with that repugnance to ostentation in dress which is so peculiar to 
her, was attired ina simple white lace collar, fastened with a neat pearl button 
solitaire. The fine contrast between the sparkling vivacity of her natural optic 
and the steadfast attentiveness of her placid glass eye, was the subject of general 
and enthusiastic remark.” 

There are no misspellings, no contortions of words in Marx Swatn; 
his fun is entirely dependent upon the inherent humour in his writings. 
And although many jokers have sent us Jrochures like the present from 
the other side of the Atlantic, we have had no book fuller of more 
genuine or more genial fun than the ‘Celebrated Jumping Frog.” 
Onr advice to our readers, therefore, is immediately to invest a shilling 
in it, and over a pipe and what Mr. Swiveller called a “ modest 
quencher,” to sit down and have the hearty laugh that we can promise 
them from its perusal. 


A Flat-tering Tale. 


Tuat estimable person Nicuoras, whom (on the well-known and 
established principle of setting a—prophet—to catch a—well, never- 
mind-what) we have in these columns more than once allowed to 
denounce swindling prospectuses, seems to have put the fraternity on 
their guard. At any rate, if our reading of the following advertisement 
be right, its author has felt it necessary to couch it in guarded 
language to ensure its admission into the columns of our respectable 
contemporary, the Atheneum ;— 

PARBINER WANTED, to work a valuable PATENT (not yet before the Public) 
for facilitating taking money off rtat surfaces at Railways, Public houses, 

Shops, &c., and of almost universal applicability. Only a small outlay required, in 

combination with energy and perseverance.—Apply, by letter, to PaTENTER, etc. 

Oh! a patent for getting money off flat surfaces is one of almost 
universal applicability, is it? Railways, public-houses, and shops, 
however, are, it would seem, the places where flats are chiefly caught! 
A small outlay and combination! Conspiracy would be more like the 
word, perhaps! And all this is artfully concealed under the guise of 
an invention for enabling that large majority of mankind and woman- 
kind (especially the latter) that will wear Berlin gloves to pick up 
coppers off a shiny counter! . How artful! 


Perhaps. 


A CORRESPONDENT, come astray probably from Notes and Queries, 
writes to ask whether the Nore is so called because on passing it one 
feels the first approach of Nore-séa. 


Joke v. Jest. 


A Frienp of ours being detected in a violent cough the other day, 
was asked if it was his chest; he replied, it was only a choke. 


A C-flat. 
Bryxs, who is a very poor sailor as well as a poor scholar, says that 
they may call the land a terror firmer, but he thinks the sea “ by fur- 
more-terrible.” 





Cotp Witnovt.— How to take a glass of water—Con spirito. 
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FUN. 


SONG FOR OCTOBER. 


O wuere are the people, can any one tell, 
Where are they gone, where are they gone ? 

They were all here in August I know very well— 
And I am left all alone. (wee panne Y 

This London they love whilst Pautrye Lvcea’sings, 

But the First of September the shooting time brings, 

And the partridges wish they had two pair of wings— 
Where are they gone, where are they gone ? 

By Jove, when they're roasted they’re rather good things, 
And I am left all alone! 


Whenever I go in the Park for a ride, 
Where are they gone, where are they gone P 
There's nothing but snobs to be seen on each side, 
And I am left all alone. 
How to finish my evenings I’m sure I don’t know ; 
The theatres are empty, the music halls slow. 
There’s Evans’s, truly, a chop and a “go” — 
Where are they gone, where are they gone ? 
Cremorne and my funds are both getting so low, 
And I am left all alone! 


And when on the subject I come to reflect, 
Where are they gone, where are they gone ? 
An autumn in London is quite incorrect, 
And I am left all alone. 
But I think I’ve found out a most excellent way 
To get out of town, tho’ yet in it to stay; 
And I’ve just got five pounds the expenses to pay— 
Where are they gone, where are they gone P 
The Greenwich boat leaves each half-hour of the day, 
And I'll be no longer alone! 





Going, a Sacrifice! 


WE fancy the old adage, “If you want anything done, do it your- 
self,”’ is the only possible answer the following advertisement can be 
expected to receive :— 

ERVANT-OF-ALL-WORK WANTED for a Widow Lady and her Daughter, in 

a small cottage 13 miles from London. She must be honest, truthful, active, 

civil, clean, and an early riser. Wages £3ayear. Address, stating name and 
address of last mistress, Miss B »C , Surrey. 
If the widow lady and her daughter cannot afford more than three 
pounds a year for such a model servant, we think they had better 
undertake the place between them. Honesty, truth, activity, civility, 
cleanliness, and early-rising all expected at somewhere about a penny 
three farthings a day! Come, we'll be generous—we don’t mind 
engaging the lot at three farthings a-head per diem, and shall think 
we have made a very keen bargain then! 








Answers to Correspondents. 


[ We cannot return rejected MSS. or Sketches unless they are accompanied 
by a stamped and directed envelope. We can take no notice of communica- 
tions with illegible signacures or monograms. | 

W. A. C. (Brighton.)—You’re not so funny as our old friond, W.A.C. 
folderiddle liddle ! 

F. J. P. (Yeovil.)—Not good enough for the sequel to our joke; we 
don’t think it’s (s)equally fanny. : 

W. W. (Liverpool.)—We are fully supplied with the article. 

F, A. (Barnsbury.)—Our correspondence is large; you must wait your 
turn, but the chances are you have been answered long since. 

J. C.—It all depends upon their merit. 

W. P. (Buckingham-gate.)—The pieces you call “ filling-up- pieces ”’ 
want filling up sadly; there’s nothing in them. 

S.—How could you write such a line as— 

‘* To we weary ones to rest’? ? 
It’s enough to disturb the rest of Lindley Murray in his grave. 

J. C. R. (Ireland.)—We fear you cannot aseist us. 

C. A. L. E. P. (Colchester.)—We do not see your drift. 

Ben ALLAH.—Perhaps they will be republished. 

Twippir.—Twaddle ! 

R. W. (Bedford-street.)—If that really is your first attempt, it is so 
creditable that you had better let it be the last, too! 

Declined with thanks :—H. L. H.; Lancashire; Polar; T. K., Walsall ; 
H. B.; P.Q.R.; H. R. K.; J. M., Tredegar; C. H., oe mae 
H. B. S., Streatfield-road; A. B.; J. D.; F. H., Manchester; W. C., 
Bedford-street; Forty Two; R. Cornwall-road; Novice; 8S. 8S. 8. 8., 

| Brighton; T. R., Navan; J. V., Junior ; Schoolboy, Norwood; J. T., 

| Hereford; A. J. R., Northampton; A. B., Shrewsbury; S., Dublin; M. D., 

| Dover; Reader, Great Queen-street ; J. McJ., Glasgow; J. M.; J. G. D., 
Bishopgate-street ; E, J. F., New Cross; N. E. K.; C, D., King William- 
street. 
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““SHAMPOOING CHARLIE WAS HIS NAME.” 


Hairdresser :—“ WiLL, MY LITTLE GENTLEMAN, AND HOW WOULD YOU LIKE 


YOUR HAIR cuT ?” 
Charlie :-—“ Ou, LIKE 
THE TOP.” 





PAPA’S, PLEASE—WITH A LITTLE ROUND HO AT 


[Ocroper 19, 1867. 


DETUR PULCHRIORI. 


“Tris said that at the close of the Exhibition, Paris offers a 
sto ‘ pair of ear-rings, worth 600,000 francs (about £24,000), 
to be awarded to ‘ the fairest of the fair.’’’—Echoes from the Clubs. 


WE have studied in classical fables— 
Vide LEMPRIERE passim and SMITH— 
How Juno, in turning the tables 
On Venvs’s kin and her kith, 
| Made a vew for revenge of Mount Ida, 
| Where an elegant youth—as we’re told— 
Called Parts, was asked to decide a 
Dispute for an apple of gold. 


Young Parts, the shepherd, was frisky, 
And went in for love likea boy, | 

Never dreaming his choice might be risky 
And hardest of lines for old Troy. 

Never thinking ATHENA would grieve it, 
Or Hera reap vengeance from pain ; 

And now—you will hardly believe it— 
Young Panis is at it again! 


Some goddess of discord or folly 
Fair women has set by the ears, 
And the city, once happy and jolly, 
Will be given to tongues and to tears. 
For if the competitors wrangle, 
Or sneer, snarl, or worry, or fuss, 
Oh! who would the claims disentangle 
Which Paris will have to discuss ? 


There are noses like pug-dogs and parrots, 
And skins like the dirt and the snow, 
And hair with the gleam of young carrots, 
Or sheeny with gloss of a crow. 
There are some who like thin lips—poor ereaturcs— 
| And some, lips so poutingly full, 
| Wilt test all their mouths and their features ? 
| Then Paris, my boy, you've the pull! 


If the claims of the fat and the bony 
They called upon him to decide, 
I’d sooner have died with AinonE 
Than fought before Troy for a bride. 
But if with the lovely and witty, 
The judge sits in pleasure and peace, 
I'd saan Paris the city 
Than Paris the shepherd of Greece! 


[ Unutterable bliss of parent who sits within hearing. 





FROM OUR STALL- 


Tus author of ‘“‘ Ours” and “ Caste” has fairly earned the reputa- 
tion of being our most polished and least conventional comedy-writer. 
He gives us dialogue that is natural ; his conversations are made effec- 
tive by their fitness as much as by their brilliancy. He possesses the 
rare art of ane © Jaugh—of drawing a tear sometimes—by the 
simplest means. x. Ropertson’s forte is pure comedy; the atmo- 
sphere of drama di with him. We rather doubt whether 
exciting situations can be represented properly apart from a little clap- 
trap; it is a perilous experiment to throw stage tradition overboard 
altogether. It was—probably is—a noble commonplace way that the 
brave soldiers on board the Birkenhead formed in line and sunk. The 
sea and sky were the only witnesses, and there was no acting to them. 
But in putting such an incident on the stage, things are not to be done 
in the matter-of-fact manner. The audience wants a deal of talk about 
heroism, love of country, wives and families, e¢ cetera. Mr. Ropert- 
son has not appreciated this dreadful necessity—or else he has defied it. 
The stage-management has done everything in its power to spoil the 
ship scene; but not from the author's fault—an attempt to be 
natural. The vessel is a decent-sized yacht in the second act—and in 
the first it was a snip of at least fifteen hundred tons. The supers, 
too—a melancholy half dozen—are of the Adelphi pattern, and spoil 
every scene into which they are introduced. The eine of 
“ For Love” is hardly up to our expectation. Miss Henrape is un- 
impassioned, and Mr. Pxice—usually so effective—plays coldly, and 
renders more obvious the comparative weakness of the last act. Mr. 
Monracvus, Mus. Srernens, and Miss Jenny Wittmorg, are good ; 
but the best bit of oe in the piece is that of Mra. Cumminc, who 
plays a small part admirably. Though the drama contains plenty of 
Triting that no dramatist but Mx. Rogerson could have given us, we 
cannot say that it is one of that gentleman’s artistic successes. 





Lonpon : Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) by W. ALDER, at 80, Fieet-street, E.C.— 
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Mr. H. J. Brron’s “ William Tell” will no doubt fill the Strand 
for some time to come. It is full of fun, and the music is carefully 
and cleverly selected. Mr. C. Fenton deserves to be singled out for 
separate praise ; his performance of Sarnem is intensely humorous—a 
true bit of burlesque acting. 

The Adelphi is re-decorated! It really looks very nice—very nice 
indeed! And Mr. Wessrer is playing Triplet again, as admirably as 
ever, in ‘“‘ Masks and Faces.” Mrs. Metuon plays Peg Woffington, 
but not as admirably as ever; she has grown too loud and overwhelm- 
ing—her gestures are exaggerated. We look forward with eagerness 
- the production of a new piece under the altered management of this 
theatre. 





Wuen is it desirable to be on the sick list p—When one is “laid up” 
—in lavender. 














NOTICE.—On November the 4th, price Twopence, 


FUN ALMANACKE, 
Sixteen pages, Toned Paper, with numerous Illustrations, engraved by 
the Dautz1zeL Brotuers. 





NOTICE.—Now ready, price 1s., and may be obtained at the Fun Office, Lacy’s 
Theatrical Warehouse, and all booksellers, 
ROBINSON CRUSOE; 
Or, THE INJuN BRIDE AND THE INJURED WIFE. 
A Burlerque by H. J. Byron, W. 8. Gilbert, T. Hood, H. S. Leigh, Arthur Sketchley, 
and ‘* Nicholas.’’ 
Performed at Theatre Royal Haymarket, on Saturday, July 6th. 


N.B.—The proceeds of the sale will be added to the fund for the benefit of the 
widowed mother of the late Paul Gray. 
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ALL IS NOT GOLD (OR SILVER) THAT GLITTERS. 


Mr. Fux, Sir,—I am that there young man from the country 
as was made so much game of because of my sayin’ that nobody 
wouldn't get over me. No more they didn’t, except them there 
music-hall chaps; but I’ve been regular done, Sir, a-coming along 
to your office from the Temperance Hotel, where I puts up, at 
the back of Cheapside—as I takes my own licker in a wicker bottle 
and drinks in the bedroom after meals. I was ekonymising along of 
having promised my missis (for the best of us is got over by them that 
we loves, honours, and obeys,) to take her home a somethin’ from 
London, as her wishes took the form of electro-plate for to stand on 
the sideboard along with our best chaney. As I say, I was on my 
way to your office when what should I see ina shop winder but just 
sech an article as would suit to a T, or I should say to a tea, which is 
a jocorous remark suited to your perioddicle. For if it warn’t a sugar 
basin, a milk-pot, a coffee biggin, a teapot and all to match, as bright 
as the new shillin’s that I’d drawed from the bank that very morning. 
I was a-goin’ in to ask the price when I hears somebody a-talking 
loud inside, and a chap at the door says, ‘‘ The sale closes to-day, and 
there’s some bargains going, I can tell you.” Now, thinks I, he 
don’t know who I am, and he thinks to get over me; so I winks to 
myselfand walks in. ‘There was two or three women there, and half 
a dozen men, three of ’em I was down upon in a minute. I know'd 
‘em by their hookey noses and by the look out of the corners of their 
eyes, and I winks to myself again, for they was a-takin’ in two of the 
women, and a pale, silly-lookin’ feller like one o'clock, a-selling ’em 
all sorts o’ rubbish. Sometimes they bought a lot themselves, and 
the way they did it was worth looking at, I can tell you. A-pretend- 
ing to quarrel who should have it, and a-payin’ for it always in even 
money—half sovereigns or sovereigns, as they handed over to the 
chap that brought the things round on a waiter. That didn’t get over 
me, though, for, says I to myself, “The money’s only Brummagem 
counters, or else out of the common till.’’ 

There was two or three real han’some things, too, I can tell, and 
some as I could see had done duty before and not been cleaned after- 
wards. Thinks I, ‘‘dimond cut dimond.” I see now what them 
gorgous tea-services is for, and if I don’t have my bid and see whether 
I can’t nick one of them show lots I ain’t what J was five or six year 


ago. SolI waits, and presently sure enough in comes the tea-things | 
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out of the winder. The young cupple bids,‘inione of the others 
bids, and then I looks hard at the auctioneer, and winks, as much 
as to say “I’m awake!” and he says, “Vid you bid for this?”’ 
** Yes,’’ I says, “I'll bid seventeen shillin’s.”’ And then he langhs, 
and says, ‘‘ The gentleman there with the lady ’s offered a pound upon 
the sale.” Just then in comes another party, and directly he was 
inside they draws a curtain that shut us all in, for there was a crowd 
round the door, and before I knew what was being done the lot was 
knocked down to the new comer. ‘ Come,” says I, “that game won't 
do with me. You'll put that lot up again, for mine was the last bid 
of a guinea ;” and the party, as was evidently a gentleman, says, 
** T’ve no objection, if there’s any dispute.”” So away we goes again, 
and the young man, as had been a-consultin’ with his wife, says, “I 
mean to have ’em if I can, for I've bought the spoons to match ;” and 
I says, “‘ Well, if I don’t buy ’em over your head at the price as is 
being asked some of these chaps will; you ain't up to ’em, but they 
don’t get over me;” and then there was a lot of bids all at once, and 
the goods was knocked down. ‘ Would you like to pay for them at 
once?’’ says the auctioneer to the young feller; but the man as had 
come in says, ‘‘I beg your pardon, if they belong to anybody they're 
the property of this gentleman (meaning me) as have offered five-and- 
thirty.” There was a regular row, but I sticks to my text, and the 
stranger sticks to me; and out I walks triumphant, a-winkin’ to my- 
self, with the goods under my arm in a silk handkercher. 

Well, Sir, I write this from home, which I reached by the nizht 
train. When I opens my handkercher and shows the things to my 
wife she was uncommonly pleased to be sure, for she thought they was 
real silver, and they looked it, too; for I forgot to say as they’d been 
kept spick and span new in that winder under a glass shade. 

How we did laugh, my wife and me, at the way as I'd got over that 
set at the Mock Auction; for bless you, Sir, I was up to it from the 
very first, and we pictered to ourselves their rage at being done out of 
their show lot. Sir, let me out with it atonce. In the mornin’, while 
I was a-shavin’, I heard my wife give a scream, and nearly cut my 
chin off. Down I goes, and if the silver service hadn't all turned 
black in the night, as was only zinc and quicksilver. I see it all now. 
That pale young cupple was in the gang, and they’d got over me, and 
I don’t know as J shall ever come to London any more, but remain 

A Younc Maw ty tus Country. 
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Con Talk. 
By THE Sat NTERER IN SOOIETY,. 


== VERYBODY has, of course, read 
= Skxey’s letter on the evil effects of 
boat-races. There can be only one— 
or, I should say two—opinions on the 
point :—First, that Sxxy is perfectly 
right in what he says about the 
damage done; and, second, that all 
he can say will not stop the Oxford 
and Cambridge Race. ‘The only 
thing to be done is to try and alter 
the training system, and to persuade 
the crews to go out of training as 
gradually as they come into it. I 
fancy that the very light boats used 
now, by necessitating or allowing a 
very much more rapid stroke, have 
a great deal to do with the mischief. 
Every University man, I fancy, can 
remember some famed oar of his 
college who “pulled himself to 
pieces’’ in the races. I don’t think 
it would be possible to bring the 
crews under medical authority, and 
appoint a surgeon, without whose 
permission men ‘should not be 
allowed to take pain the races. 
It is a difficult matté® to manage, 
for outsiders little knéw what an 
important thing the college boat is. 
No long-armed, broad-shouldered 
freshman was ever a week in college 
before he was asked to breakfast 
with some boating-nian, to meet the 
aquatic interésts, and ‘be persuaded, 
if possible; to godown'in the Torpid. 
No! the youngsters won’t believe 
that every tace they tow is so much 
taken out of their constitutions—they won’t find it out, perhaps, till 
they are fogies, and their boating days are over. But would it not be 
well for the Presidents of the University Clubs to beat up the old 
captains, and try to get »statistics about the crews that pulled from 
Mortlake to Putney (or vice versd) in the Mayoralty of PLancts? At 
any rate, we have on record the opinon of one of the leading sutgedns 
of the day, and it is unfavourable to rowing. Litera seripta wianent, 
as our classical friend the Daily Telegraph observed the other day, and 
while that epistle,is unanswered, Paterfamilias will do well to forbid 
young Hopeful to boat ;—alas, for the college’s place on the river, 
that 1 should have to say so! 

Tue rescue of Keiiy and Deasy has encouraged a set of roughs to 
try a similar e at Clerkenwell. It only shows what slight 
encouragement the lawless require—their very ignorance and brutality 
make them bold. Let us hope, after this warning, that vigilance and 
promptitude will be the order of the day, and that the police, who have 
a noble opportunity of redeeming their character, which has been 
jeopardised of late, will take advantage of it. They have their faults 
—grave ones, too,—but just now their position is an unenviable one, 
and often a perilous one, and every loyal citizen should support them, 
in the hope that when the difficulty is over, they will ‘show their 
appreciation of that support by a milder exercise of the despotic power 
they possess over the comparatively peaceable. Thank goodness one 
can comment on the police of this country! They manage these things 
better in France, for the Editor of L’ Epoque was fined two hundred 
francs for an article deprecating the brutality of the sergents de ville, 
the writer of the article being at the same fime muloted of six 
hundred 
_A weEw secret society at Vienna is announced! Not for the libéra- 
tion of Hungary or any other oppressed nationality, however. Its 
object is the extinction of trains—not railway trains, but the long’tails 
with which ladies of fashion delight to sweep the streets. Members of 
the poe solemnly swear to tread on, so as to tear, all the trains they 
meet with. These be strong measures, methinks, and Messieurs the 
Viennese might surely find a more honourable way of waging war 
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Keys, Rates and Taxes and Five Alls, who have this year abandoned 
Mr. Wanrne’s Annual for that of Mr. Rourtenes, which further 
boasts the attraction of contributions by CHarLes Marnuews, Samver 
Lover, and ARTHUR SKETCHLEY. 

THERE is a rumour afloat that the Daily News is likely to reduce its 
price toone penny. If so, and it continues to be as ably managed, it 
will supply a want that has been long felt by a certain section of the 
public. The Standard is a capital paper, but, if you are not a Con- 
servative, you would rather have a paper upholding your views—the 
Star is too far ahead for most people, and even Mr. James GREENWoop 
cannot atone for the dulness of the Censor,—while the Zelegraph is 
much too Liberal—in the number of advertisements it gives you for 


your penny! The Dai/y News at a penny will find a large public | 


awaiting it. 


A TALE OF A MEDICINE CHEST. 
Tuis is a strange and wondrous tale 
Of a chest of med-i-cin! 
Told the Marines, because the sail- 
Ors never would take it in! 


The Mary Jane was bound for sea, 
In the port of Sunderland ; 

Ready to hoist her old Blue Pe- 
Ter, but for a missing hand. 


The mate examined every “crib,” 
But the sailor could not see ; 

So shipped a man he found distrib- 
Uting "baccy juice on the Quay. 


Now when the mate aboard ‘was come ; 
To the captain, “ Sir,’”’ says he, 

‘ We now of hands have made our num- 
Ber, and are:read} for sea ; 


“But only want oné‘thing,” he said, 
“‘ And that is the med’cine chest !”’ 
The captain cried, “ Go, ship the dead- 
Light,—sail, and be —— blest!” 


They weighed the anchor—hove it short— 
And spread to the wind their sails : 

The voyage they hoped would‘ not abort- 
Ive prove. Itsebjeet was whales. 


But be the sea or calm, or rough ; 
Or the breezes ‘foul or fair, 

The missing med’cine chest was suf- 
Ficient the mate-to scare! 


Tt preyed ufion him ‘o, ‘his’ mind 
On physic would always dwell! 

He thought he'd fevér, ague, rind- 
Erpest, aiid scutvy as well! 


He dreamt of med’cines oardiac, 
Of rhubarb, sevina, and squills ; 

Of Epsom salts, and ipecach- 
Uana; powders and pills! 


Of ointments, blisters, lotions, for 
All sort of illness and pain, 

Till the effect was extrabr- 
Dinary on his brain ! 


Until the man from off the Quay 
Came up to him one day, 

And sdid that he was a Henice- 
Opath, and he begged to say— 


That always wheresoe’er he went, 
He catried a med’cine chest. 

The Mate he swore he couldn't ent- 
Er into so bad a jest! 

This man at last the Mate eonvinced 
He was not at-alliin fun, 

And was im-me+di-ate-ly inst- 
Ituted as ship's sur-jem / 

There was no illness great or small, 


He couldn't at once defy : 
And they all de¢it#ed to pooh, pooh’ all- 
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against women—besides their stratagem recoils on themselves. They 
tear the dresses—but the damage has to be repaired out of the pockets 
of husbands and fathers, who belong to their own sex. 

The mysterious announcement Un the Cards which has haunted the 
pa some time is the herald of Rowtledge’s Christmas Arnual. Tt is 
the title of the opening series of stories by the authors of the Bunch of 





Opathy, all their eye! 
They liked the plan exceedingly, 
Excepting for any ‘¢ prog ;” : 
And had objections to Homee- 
Opathy applied to “grog!” 
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Now when they reached the whaling ground, 
The Homceopath says he, 

“‘ Leave all to me, you'll be astound- 
Ed, at what you soon shall see!”’ 


He dropped some “ globules ”’ in the sea, 
In the midst of a “‘school’’ of whales: 
In minutes twenty-one they be- 
Came all of them. dead as nails! 


They filledithe vessel’ to the decks, 
And started for home express ; 

Rejoiced at having had such ex- 
Traordinary success! 

And when ashore they eame to go, 
Each rushed away to invest 

Some of his earnings ina Ho- 
Mceopathic med/eine chest ! 


OUR. LIBRARY TABLE. 

We have reeeived from Mussas. Rowrience a batch of books, which 
we may take as the evaut courier of the great flood of Christmas 
literature about to be launched om the: devoted heads of the reviewers. 
Every Boy’s Annual, a handsome and:attractive volume, may claim te 
be the first. It abounds im imteresting papers on sports as well as 
science, and there are some-adminable short sketches and stories. Of 
the longer tales we like “The Boy Cavaliers’’ best. ‘The Orville 
College Boys” is by Mass. Hixxy Woop, who does not seem to know 
much about either boys or eolleges. We can fancy how many hearty 
laughs there will be over the passage in which she talks of a master’s 
trencher cap having “two tassels, one over the other,” and makes 
one of hersehoolboys eatich up a master’s cap in mistake for his own! 
The majerity of the illustrations are exeellent, especially the coloured 
naturat histery cuts, and the pictures belonging to the burlesques. Mr. 
BurnanpD, the author of those burlesques, should have furbished up his 
Latin a bit before he aired it in the presence of boys fresh from their 
Latin grammars. It is hardly correct to say ‘ Lictores, amove!” 
Moreover, Dominus is not a vocative, nor is ferre the imperative of fero. 
Another capital boy’s book is Barford Bridge, by the Rev. H. C. 
ApaMs, in which boat-races, football, fighting, and cricket take their 
proper place and interest, and the moral is not too obtrusively dis- 
played. For the smaller folks we find Zhe Multiplication Table in 
Verse, an attempt to make that nauseous draught palatable, The Old 
Courtier, the ballad on whose lines ‘‘ The Fine Old English Gentleman” 
was built, and Old King Cole, “‘ with which is incorporated” that very 
old and well-beloved story of the Queen of Hearts and the Tarts. 
This last is, perhaps, the best as well as most brilliantly illustrated. 
Original Poems, illustrated, is prettily turned out. Some of the pictures 
are very charming, but we do not (with all deference to the author of 
the Family Pen). care about the “poems.” They are “only for 
children’? we shall be told, but that is all the more reason in our 
opinion that they should be good. It is most important that the child’s 
ear should be trained to an appreciation of verse by faultless rhythm and 
careful rhyme, and in neither of these respects do Original Poems 
shine. Last, but not least, in the batch comes a book for us old fogies— 
a cheap edition of the immortal Tristram Shandy. 'The edition is 
unmutilated by that judicious.editing which in cutting out the naughty 
passages gencrally contrives to snip away a great deal of the good with 
them. We commend the Shandean volume to those who are not 
acquainted with it, if only that they may perceive, when they have read 
it, how very much our modern humourists.are indebted to STreRNg. 

aaaa=ameaeaeaeeeee a= 
Comma-ntory. 

As Horace, had‘he lived in this day, would have undoubtedly been 
one of our honoured contributors, we venture, on behalf of that 
deceased poet and his latest translator, Dr. Samrru, to point out a slip 
which the Atheneum has made. The Atheneum does make slips at 
times. Recently, when noticing a mention of tubular bridges in a 
novel, it spoke as if SrePHENSON’s were the only tubular bridges, quite 
forgetting Brunex’s. In this instance, the critic says that Dx. Samrrx 


has mistaken the meaning of— 
** Heu, quoties fidem 


Mutatosque deos fiebit,”’ 
when he translates it as— 
“© How oft, alack, 
He’ll mourn her troth and gods invoked forsaken.” 

Surely our Athenaic friend must see an implied comma after “in- 
voked!”? He—forsaken—will mourn her troth and the gods he invoked. 
If he were not forsaken, he would have no reason to lament either the 
invoked gods or her troth. Oh, classical criticism, what nonsense is 
perpetrated in thy name! A scholar would have seen that “ mutatos’”’ 
applied both to “‘deos’’ and to “fidem,” and that Dr. Situ, by giving 
the effect of those changes on the mourner, met the difficulty in 
the best possible manner admitted by our English construction. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 33. 


At early dawn they run and ride, 
And shout along the river side, 
While steadily the oarsmen strain 
Each nerve the leading place to gain. 
But all their strength and skill it needs— 
Now one and now the other leads: 
But, see, the race is done—and, hark ! 
What cheering hails the victor-bark. 
And yet 1 hear amid the shout 

One prudent voice expressing doubt, 
Though scarcely will the lads, I fear, 
Those warning words of wisdom hear. 





This sort of fellow troubles very greatly 
Departments that would fain go on sedately: 
About the offices for ever grubbing 
With schemes and plans, he gets a deal of snubbing. 
2. 
In distant lands 
The trav’Her knowing 
Tell understands 
Where this is. growing, 
Is learnéd in the axt of grinding it. 
And feels quite sure of food, in finding it. 


3. 


Some one has written reams about him, 
But though renowned for piety, 

He’s lots of roguish schemes about him, 
And tricks in great variety. 


4. 


According to Purxy, 
Who was not a ninny, 
Of all the Italians this race was the oldest. 
But then of the tribes 
That Purny describes, 
If they were the most ancient, they were not the bolde3t. 


5. 


A drinking-horn ancient, of curious shape— 
Oft in classical pictures you'll view it, 

For the juice of the grape had a hole for escape 
In the bottom, and used to flow through it 
Straight into the mouth of the drinker agape— 

Just try with a funnel to do it! 


6. 


Writers of weight upon Hindoo mythology, 
With this of the universe mete the duration— 
A measure of time—pray accept my apology, 
If I can give yon no more information. 





Answer To Acrostic No. 31. 
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Correct SotutTions or Acrostic No, 31, Recervep l6rs Ocroper:—C. R. H.; 
Amicus; Returns 54; Froggy; Betsy H.; Merry Andrew; Ruby; Valentine; 
D. P. H.; E. D. J. M.; Long Jack; Heldfast; F. R.; 4 Boobies; M. D.S.; Julii; 
Bunnie P.; Ala mode; Etihw; H.C.; Parkhurst; Varney the V.; Garry; The 
Roman; 3 Carshalton Fools; Neptune 22; Ned; Long Firm; 2 Barnacies; Katie; 
Nanny’s Pet; The Chichester Cockles; Kate C. H.; Pedro; Gyp; A Gowk; 
Anna L.; C. C. B.; Keg Meg; Rose and Kittie; Head of the Family; Skelmorhe ; 
E. M. H.; Borva; Drum; Pal o’ Mine; Constanee; Muckle Pickle; Exon, Oxon; 
“Tm Sure PL Try”; Vampyre; Snuff-box; Two Clapham Contortionists ; 
Engineers Out of Work; Brick-court; A. B.; Breakside and Hamish; T. 58. C.; 
J. A. W.; The Monaline Lynx; Bundle; 89th; Polar; Bampton Beck; Bravo, 
Ned; J. R.; D. E, H.; P. and C, 8.; W.S.; Salterns; 3 Bluebottles ; Greensleeve. 


Another Suffering Manager! 

Mr. Wenster is not the only ill-used manager. We have it on the 
best authority that Mr. Wexsrer’s neighbour, the Manager of the 
Lyceum, is being shamefully used. We are assured that poor Ma. 
Frecuter, having engaged a “scratch ’’ company, is Clawed nightly in 
his own theatre. 
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ON THE PIER. 


Fe First awful little quiz (totally unaware of the proximity of little Binks) :—“ Don’t You KNow THE ONE I MgAN? THAT ODIOUS LITTLE 
are: WRETCH WITH THE PUG NOSE AND EYEGLASS!” 
A Second ditto, ditto, ditto :—‘‘Ou, I kNow Now! You MBAN THAT HORRID, SMOKE-DRIED, LITTLE SHRIMP, THAT POSES HIMSELF AT THE 


we END OF THE PIER WITH HIS GLASS IN HIS EYE, AS IF HE WERE LOOKING FOR HIS NURSE. WE CALL HIM THE TaDPOLE!” 
‘ [Binks feels cestatic. 








FRO ALL. to. Proressor Perper, in a lecture on the Paris Exhibition, tells us 
m OUR St that jewellery is now made by machinery at less than half the former 
cost. We shall yet live to see gold bracelets and earrings voted 
common and vulgar. An effectively painted Rhenish panorama, 
Lurley by name, is included in the Polytechnic’s list of entertain- 
ments. 


Aw actor.of.great American celebrity, Mr. Joun S. Ciarxg, is now 
7 playing at the St. James’s Theatre in a new edition of Mr. Srirzine | 
— Coyrnx’s Everybody's Friend. The piece is not a great piece—in fact, | 
. it is rather the reverse; but Mr. Sornern and Mr. JErrerson have 
oreny preven om ~ ae “ - aan pereenaes (if the 
rformer happens a fine one) depends very little on the merits | 
of the play in Which he makes his appearance. We certainly cannot | The State of Ireland. 
speak well of 4 Widow Hunt ; it is aeuslt conversational. Of Mr.| Weare rather alarmed over here in England at the state of things 
Ciarxg, however, we can speak in high terms. He hasa splendidly revealed by the late Fenian outrage at Manchester. What should we 
. i expressive countenance, which he works to perfection: his voice is do if we lived in Ireland? We have just read in Saunders's News Letter 
ir ni like Joun Parry's, and has Joun Parry's funny and pleasant lisp. | an announcement which fills us with apprehension. It would seem 
/ 
- 





The American accent is nard}y discernible. We are anxious to see | that the most terrible excesses pass unnoticed in Dublin on account of 
Mr. CLanks in a better piece than 4 Widow Hunt. Messrs. Irvine | their frequency. Murder must reckon for little where flaying—even 
and Biaxs cote. the leading comedian creditably ; the female parts | of women—is a common practice, and that it is so we gather from the 
are played by Misses Apa Cavennisu, Burtoy, and Sopuiz Larkin— | advertisement of a large furrier, who winds up his notice about the 
a of whom the last is the cleverest, though the first is clever, and the | mounting and trimming of furs with this blood-chilling sentence :— 
second cleverer. The comedy is nicely put upon the stage, with Mr. | ‘Ladies may dependon getting their own skins back.” 
Frepsrick Fenton's scenery, and on the night of the first performance | 
the house was pretty full and enthusiastic. | ‘ 
A newly-adapted farce by Mz. Mappison Morton has been produced Epigram. 
at the Olympic, under the title of The Two Puddifoots. Mr. Wigan | “A Lavy robbed recently in Westminster Abbey, complained of her loss to tie 
does all that he can with it, and so does Mr. Appison. A Mr. Rengon | Yerser, who merely said, ‘Ob, that is very likely ; ladies should not carry purses in 





- 
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The Polytechnic has altered its programme, and is well worth going | water—on a Bank note. 


also takes part in the trifle; he is not like the other Mr. Ronson in | 9° like this.’ "— Vide Papers, : 
| anything but the name. Muss Fanren and Miss Maria Harris have A Pan-Anglican Synod again should assemble 
little to do, but they do it very well. By the way, it is nearly time ‘The Establishment’s honour to clear from this smirch ; 
| for the Olympic to change its bills a little. People who admire Pious Jadies—small wonder !—will learn with a tremble 
CHARLES ekawe (and their name is Legion, for oy are many) ‘They'll be robbed if they carry a purse into church. 
| will have no objection to see him play some of his old Lyceum parts 
again. ALL THE DirrerENncE.—Port wine leaves its mark on the nose ; 
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LITTLE NELLY AND HER PATRONS. 
| 


Nelly (In*L*ND). | Mr. Codlin (EARL R*ss*LL). Mr. Short (Mr. D*sr**L1I). 


‘REMEMBER, MY DEAR, CODLIN IS THE FRIEND, NOT SHORT.” 
[Vide “* Old Curiosity Shop.” 
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| kep’ ’im at ’is distance with one of my looks. Well, he was a-settin’ kep’ in their proper place, 
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MRS. BROWN IN AMERICA. 


Her Impressions or New York. 


I pon’r think as ever I were more thankful in my life than when I 
found myself safe and sound in a comfortable room in a decent house ; 
but I says to Joxg, ‘‘ My dear boy, wherever is your wife and children ?” 
«‘Oh,”’ he says, “‘ Mother, many miles away from this.”’ 

I must say as I felt ’urt at it’s not bein’ Jor’s own ome, ‘though not 
a comfortable place, and a old black woman a-cookin’, as give us some 
tea; but law bless you the rum things as they ’ad along with tea, for 
there was oysters and fried taters, and love-apples, and cowcumbers and 
all manner, let alone lamb chops and becf-steaks as was cut werry odd. 
I ’adn’t no much appetite, and the place seemed to turn me round and 


| Iwas werry nigh upset the first thing when I got into the room, for he 


says, “Set down ’ere, mother,” and I set down, and if the chair didn’t 
give way back’ards with me, as proved to be its mater thro’ bein’ a 
rockin’ chair. I give sich a scream, for my ’eels flew up, and even 
Jog couldn’t help laughing. It was a many days afore I could get 
used to their ways and wittles. They eats a lot of what they calls 
corn, ag ain’t a bit like any corn as ever I see, tho’ I did used once to 
keep fowls, and rabbits too, as used to feed on it. I don’t ’old with 
their tea, and as to the cold water they're a-drinkin’ constant, if 
I was to give in to it I should soon be brought to a watery grave. 

But no wonder they drinks, for of all the ’eat.as ever I did feel; it 
beat oveng ’oller; and as to the gnats they’re as ferocious as tigers, a- 
dewourin’ you, as is the reason they calls ’em muskeeters, no doubt, as 
was always desperate characters, we all know, as they tries to ketch 
with nets over the bed ; as is downright foolishness, for I’m sure there 
was lots on ’em inside the net as were round my bed, and not one on 
"em was ketched, and you never see sich a figger as I went down to 
breakfast, reg’lar bunged-up, and that irritatin’ as made me scratch 
myself raw. The old nigger woman she told me as there was papers 
for smokin’ ’em out of the beds, so I says to’er, “I knows what will 
settle em, the same as I’ve ’eard say in England, as is a little gun- 
powder,” as she said she could get me easy, and so she did, as I made 
up into a little lump with water and kep’ it agin night. I did not 
feel up to much goin’ about, so I went to bed early, and there 
was them muskeeters a-flyin’ about, and a l6t inside the net as 
was angin’ over the bed. SoI gets into bed, with my little bit of 
gunpowder in a saucer. I’d got a lucifer, as I struck alight with it 
and put it agin the powder, as were damped; but law bless you, I 
never did ; it flared up like mad, knocked me backwards in the bed, 
and set that there net in a blaze. I hollered fire, and rolled out of 
bed, a-draggin’ that net along with me, and if Brown ard Joz ’adn’t 
come up I must ’ave been brought toa fiery grave, ‘as the sayin’ is. 
What with the shock as it give me, and the ’eat as ‘upset me, I was 
werry bad for three days, and little thought as ever I should ’ave come 
to be nursed by a blackamoor, as was that kind through givin’ mea 
turn atween the lights, and standin’ by my bedside‘and me a-wakin’ 
up sudden after dosin’ off through a bad night, and the sun a-settin’ 
ae sudden, no doubt through so much water bein’ about, as put ’im 
out easy. 

I don’t think as ever I was so jolted up and down as I were in one 
of them ’buses as runs up Broadway with no conductor behind for to 
let you in. AsI’ailed one myself a-’oldin’ my umbreller, but it’s 
all werry fine for to stop ’em, but ’owever to get in I did not see, for 
the steps is that ’igh that I couldn’t ’ardly reach ’em, and that narrer 
as there were not no ’old for the foot; and just as I got in at the door 
if the feller didn’t drive on, and I must ’ave pitched back’ard out if I 
’adn’t pitched for’ard and come with my ’ead full butt agin the end of 
the ’’bus as would ’ave stunned me if I’d come with my full force, as 
I were prewented doin’, thro’ the door a-shettin’ with my foot in it as 
’eld me back and broke the shock, but pretty nigh broke my ankle too. 

The way them ’buses dawdles up that street is enough to drive you 
mad; not as they can get along any faster, for of all the crowdin’ and 
pushin’ as ever you see, all a-runnin’ one agin another, and nobody 
couldn’t never cross but fur the police, as is that perlite a-’andin’ you 
over, with their straw ’ats and nice white gloves. 

Of all the ways for to pay your fare in them ’buses it’s the most 
sing’ler, for you ’as to put the money thro’ a little ’ole in the top of 
the ’bus, a-ringing of a bell, as I’m sure they wouldn't never find 
answer in London, where I’ve seed parties myself try and cheat the 
conductor afore ’is werry face, and what they'd do’ with ’is back turned, 
goodness knows. There was a party in that "bus werry civil, as 
offered for to ’and up my money, but I says, ‘ You mutst escuse me, 
but bein’ a stranger, I must keep my weather heye/up,” ‘as made ’im 
look rather foolish. 

We was a-bumpin’ along enough for to loosen évery teoth in your 
"ead, and a werry nice young gal got in as were that pretty, as cer- 
tingly most of the ’Merrykens is, I will say, and there was a old feller | 
in the ’bus as I didn’t fancy, thro’ a-seein’ ‘as he’d been and ’ad ’is ‘air 
dyed a deep black, as looks werry ghastly. I see ’im a-heyin’ that 
young gal the same as he’d been a-lookin’ at me afore she got in, as | 


CL CL ct ttt 


73 





oppersite to that young gal en1 me, and I see as she were uneasy, and 
"im a-fidgettin’ about ‘is fect, and presently he put is foot with all ’is 
force on my tenderest corn, as is a thing I can’t abear touched, so I 
up with the umbreller and I give him a hot one across ’is shins. He 
says, ‘*‘ What do you mean by that?’ “ Why,’ I says, “jest what 
I’ve done, and I'll do it agin, you ole waggerbone, as ‘ave been 
annoyin’ this young gal with your feet as I’ve been a-watchin’ you!’ 
He said as he ’adn't, but the young gal said as he ’ad, so I says, “If 
you dares to molest either ‘er or me I'll call that perliceman as I sees 
about.” Bless you, ke was out of the ’bus in a crack, as give me a 
turn, for theyare sith people for to get in and out while the 'bus is 
movin’; and the young gal told me as there was a good many waga- 
bones as was up’to them games in "buses, so I says, “‘ Let me ketch 
"em at it with me, and see if I don’t settle ’em pretty quick.’’ As led 
to a werry unpleasant mistake two days arter; bein’ in a’bus anda 
old feller oppersite a-movin’ his feet about, and me a-thinkin’ he was 
annoyin’ the young gal as set next ’im, I give him a wiolent prog on 
the toe with my umbreller, as proved to be ’is gouty foot, and the 
young woman ’is own daughter, and a nice row I got into! 

Joe he'd a lot of business as would keep ’im for a week or more, so 
he says to me, “‘ You'd better go and see some of the sights in New 
York.” I says, “ Law, Joz, I don’t want to see no sights, as I’m sure 
them shops up Broadway is sight enough for any one,” and would be a 
lovely street only it don’t seem to ’ave no shady side like Cheapside ; 
but a bridge across, as is downright necessary, for it’s that dangerous. 

So Joz he says to me, “Mother, don’t you bother with nobody.” 
Brown he says, “ I should like to see your mother not poke er nose 
into other people’s business.” 

I says, ‘“‘ Mr. Brown, I knows my way about, and as to pokin’ my 
nose, never you mind so: long as it  ain’t yourn.” ‘‘ Well,” he says, 
‘“‘if you gets into a mess Joz must ’elp you out.”’ 

I says, ‘Jor is one as’ll succour 'is father and mother, as is ‘is 
duty ;” but little did I think of the trouble as I were a-goin’ to get 
into, and all fora trifle, for whatever is‘six cents; as they calls ’’em, and 
ain’t more than a penny'‘as T’ad to pay fora ride in one of them street 
cars as runs all over the place like a/railway without no engine? I 
got into one for to go ‘and’ see a’ aunt of Jor’s wife, as were that 
friendly as she asked me to spend the day with ’er, and me a-startin’ 
early. 

That there nigger woman put me ‘on the car, as wouldn't ’ardly stop 
for me to get in. I set down, tho’ there wasn’t ’urdly a seat thro’ a 
lot gettin’ in jest arter me, as collared the seats pretty quick. I 
know’d it was their ways to pay the conductor as walks up and down 
a-collectin’ the money. I ’ad my money ready in my ‘and, as were 
ten cents. Well, a man come along and stood.in front of me as I took 
for the conductor. So I give’m a dollar—leastways, a bit of s’iled 
paper as acts for one, thro’ their ’avin’ used all their gold and silver in 
the war, a-makin’ bullets’ on it, I suppose, as I considers shameful 
waste myself, the same as ‘a — I’ve ’eard tell about as made sand- 
wiches of bank-notes, as did ought to ‘ave been whipped, a ’ussy. 
Well, this man he didn’t say nothink, but takes the:money, walks out 
of the other end, as their cars is open both ends, as makes em werry 
drafty, and must be awful in cold weather. I set there a-waitin’ for 
my change, when up comes another chap, and asks werry rough for 
my money. I’ad changed my seat once or twice in that car; thro’ 
the draft, one time, and another time ’cos a party were a-spectoratin 
that free as I didn’t care about it. So I says to the feller, “ I paid 
you—leastways, I give a dollar, and wants my change.” “Oh,” he 
says, “I reckon you think as I’m a young ‘o#s.” says, “ You'd 
better reckon what change you've got to give me out of a dollar, and 
give it me pretty quick.” He says, ‘‘ I neversee your dollar.’’ “ Well,” 
I says, “I give it to the other.” “Whatother?’ says he. “ Why, 
I says, “ the other as come and stood afore'me.” He says, “ He ain t 
got nothink to do with it; besides,” he says, “where's he got to?’ I 
says, “’Ow should J know? for you're all'like a lot of wild beastes, 
a-’oppin’ up and down off the thing afore it stops.’’ He says, “‘ You pay 
your fare or come out of the car.” Isays ‘1 won't.” ‘ You must, 
says he, “ for here we stops and turns back.” I suys, “ You're a gang of 
thieves.” ‘Come out,” says he,and pulls at me, I ’ollered “ “+ 
and up come a perliceman, as says, “ Pay your fare.” I says, “1 ve 
paid, and will ’ave my change.” Says the conductor, “She's a reg lar 
beat; she got on the car‘and has been a-dodgin’ me all about. 

Well, there was a crowd, and they come all round, so I thought as 
I'd give ’’em the slip on the quiet, and was a-walkin’ off, when that 
conductor fellow says, “‘ Pay me, or you goes are off to the station- 
‘ouse,” as give me a frightful turn, a-knowin’ as I might be there for 
life, and nobody to get me out. So I was a-goin’ to pay over agin, 
when who should I see but my Joz. I ’ollers “Jow!” as loud as I 
could scream, and over he comes, and glad I was, as he walked me off, 
tho’ I was aggrawated with ‘im for not a-stoppin’ to tell them as I 
were respectable, for their remarks was werry free about me, partik’lar 
the boys, as seem to:me to’ave as much cheek as ifthey was bred and 
born English, as we'all knows is dreadful bad-mannered when not 
as young people did ought to be. 
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HANCE AND MONS. PIERRE. 





ah ee wh Their mothers saw them pale and wan, 
| ALN all the towns and cities fair Maternal anguish tore each breast, 
And so they met to find a plan 


On Merry England’s broad expanse, 
No swordsman ever could compare Do dak de bidigsla tek ak vent. 


With Tuomas WINTERBOTTOM HANCE. 


| 
| The dauntless lad could fairly hew 
A silken handkerchief in twain, 


Divide a leg of mutton too— ; 
And this without unwholesome strain. 


On whole half-sheep, with cunning trick, 
His sabre sometimes he’d employ— 
No bar of lead, however thick, 

Had terrors for the stalwart boy. 


At Dover daily he’d prepare 
To hew and slash, behind, before— 
Which aggravated Monsieur PIERRE, 
Who watched him from the Calais shore. 


It caused good Pierre to swear and dance, Sf yeas 
The sight oyed and vexed him s0 ; Said Mts. Hancg, ‘ Ot course I shrinks 
— From bloodshed, ma’am, as you’re aware, 
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But every day the headstrong lad 
Cut lead and mutton more and more, 
And every day, poor Pierre, half mad, 
Shrieked loud defiance from his shore. 


Hance had a mother, poor and old, 

A simple, harmless, village dame, 
Who crowed and clapped as people told 

Of WinTERBOTTOM’s rising fame. 


She said, “ I'll be upon the spot 

To see my Tommy’s sabre-play ;”” 
And so she left her leafy cot, 

And walked to Dover in a day. 


| 
| 
| 
| Prerre had a doting mother, who 
Had heard of his defiant rage : 
| 


| 2 Sea ae ee ll But still they’d better meet, I thinks.”’ 
| ? ‘“‘ Assurément!"’ said MapAme Pierre. 
Oe nal oa Goma, 20 cohen gr | A sunny spot in sunny France | 
| Son sabre, son plomb, et ses gigots! a a ee wa eee: H 
‘ ‘ e ground was picked by Mus. Hance. 

| ve a m ans enfin, mon Dieu The stakes were pitched by Mapame Prerne. 

nt : f i ° 
| Give ob retaliating er Said Mrs. H., “ Your work you see— | 
Les gigots morts n’ont pas de quoi— ‘ 2 om. my noble boy, and win, 
| Le plomb don’t ever hit you back !” n arde, mon fils!’’ said Mapame P. 
“Allons!’’ “Goon!” “En garde!’ “ Begin !’ 


His ma was nearly ninety-two, 
And rather dressy for her age. 
At Hance’s doings every morn, 
With sheer delight Ais mother cried ; 
And Mossizvr Pierre’s contemptuous scorn, 
Filled Ais mamma with proper pride. 
| But Hance’s powers began to fail— (ine mothers were of decent size, 





His constitution was not strong— Though not particularly tall : 
And Prerrs, who once was stout and hale, But in the sketoh that seuste your eyes 
Grew thin from shouting all day long. I’ve been obliged to draw them small.) 
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Loud sneered the doughty man of France, 
Ho, ho! He!he! Ha!ha! Ha! ha! 

“The French for ‘Pish!’” said Tuomas Hance. 
Said Prerre, ‘ L’ Anglais, Monsieur, pour ‘ bah. 


9° 


Said Mrs. H., “ Come, one! two! three !— 
We're sittin’ here to see all fair; 

‘‘Cest Magnifique!”’ said Mapame P., 
** Mais, parbleu! ce n’est pas la guerre!” 


‘“‘ Je scorn un foe si lache que vous!” 
Said Prerre, the doughty son of France. 
“T fight not coward foe, like you!”’ 
Said our undaunted Tommy Hance. 


“The French for ‘ Pooh!’ ” our Tomxy cried. 

“L’ Anglais pour ‘ Va!’’”’ the Frenchman crowed, 
And so with undiminished pride 

Each went on his respective road. 


TO CLAIRVOYANTS. 


WE have heard of “looking into” a man; and it would scem that 
the police authorities believe to the fullest extent in such penetration 
of sight as a not uncommon gift among Her Maszsty’s lieges. What 
else would induce the guardians of the public peace to issue those 
curiously minute descriptions of the missing Fenians, Keniy and 
Deasy, which refer to marks as profoundly hidden as the men who 
carry them? Not content with the enumeration of teeth which are 
absent from the side or back of the jaw, where the deficiency is con- 
cealed, or with the reference to scratches on those parts of the limbs 
which are always covered by clothing, the writer of the bill which 
promises a reward of £300 to the informant who shall aid in the 
capture of the fugitives, actually alludes to @ large scar “ inside the 
belly’ of one of them. Now, the notion of searching the abdominal 
interior of a concealed Fenian captain for a cicatrice could never occur 
to the mind of mortal policeman, if that mind were not thoroughly 
imbued with transcendental theories of human vision. We hope that 
some clairvoyant will speedily earnthe £300. At present the difficulty 
seems to be in reconciling the visibility of Dzasx’s intestines with the 


invisibility Derasy. 


A Free (man) Translation. 


Lorp Aznercorn the other day made a very neat speech on the occa- 
sion of a distribution of prizes in Ireland. The Freeman's Journal 
reports the address in full, and favours us with a bit of Latin—a prize 
for the translation of which, we trust, was one of those distributed on 
the occasion. Here is the passage :— 

“IT would beg you also to remember, in secking what are falsely called the 
favours of fortune, that the maxim of 1,700 years ago is as appropriute to our own 


days as it was to days of old— “ : 
“*Nullem numeris, habit si, sit prudentia, nos faeimus, fortuna, deam, nos te 


aetogue locamis.’ 
“With every wish that your future may be blessed by the result of your own 


exertions in all that can render you virtuous, successful, and happy, I bid you 
farewell. (Applause.)’” 
No wonder applause greeted this (according to the F. J.) elegant and 
accurate quotation! It is to be regretted that his Lordship did not 
finish the very apt extract— 

“© mihi, dident thatre porter mica mudelo fas entence oflatin!” 





Sheer Nonsense. 


In answer to numerous inquiries after Nicuonas, we beg to place 
before our readers the following paragraph from the Glasgow Evening 
Citizen :— 

“In reference to a statement published this morning, of a Fenian raid na 
Volunteer armoury at C, in Reepham, Norfolkshire, we have just received the ol- 
lowing special telegram from Norwich. 

NIcHOLAS was never superior to the temptation of a glass or a go. We 
presume the two combined were too much for his loyalty. 


Parliamentary Intelligence. 

Mr. E. Mratt was lately invited by the electors of Bradford to 
contest the representation of that borough in the place of the late 
Mr. Wicxuam. We feel it our duty to contradict the possible rumour 
that the M.P. for Westminster and the supporters of Female Suffrage 
wished to bring forward a lady-candidate, on the ground that “a Miss 
1s as good as a Mati!” 


Change of Name. 
Tue Drxe or Newcastur’s colt is to be known in future as Julius 
Ceesar-ewitch, in memory of his great victory. 
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A FENIAN ANTHEM. 
By a Heap CENTRE. 


Ricut shoulthers, bedad! (That's A left, Terry Brreriey!) 
KKape on marchin’, me boys, right away widout cease. 
‘Tis a moighty fine noight, and it’s darkness entirely — 
Let’s go to the barracks to shoot some perlice. 
Sure we've come all the way from Amerrikey, honcys, 
To lead yez to freedom and tache yez yer dthrill— 
Likewise for the sake av collectin’ yer moneys— 
We'll take yer last shillin’s, me boys, av ye will! 


Av coorse, boys, ye’ll thrust us, although we are strangers— 
And thin, since our lives is such precious ones, sure, 

Ye’ll not moind, whin there’s any apparence o’ dangers, 
Av our safety’s the very first thing we secure. 

Thin, onward to freedom, boys, onward so bould now, 
Oh, be off, thin, and slarter all Saxons yez find— 

But, yez see, since the noights is oncommonly could now, 
We'll look arter yer money and jist stop behinc. 


Whist! Trayson among us?—a Saxon is pris’nt! 
St’thrike one blow for Freedom and Liberty's sake! 
Rimimber, my hayroes, ye’re armed and he isn’t— 
We're st’throng, too, an’ many, an’ he's one an’ wake. 
But since yez moight fetch them perlice wid the shindy— 
Ere this act of justice to freland yoz do, 
Jist wait till yer leaders has got out o’ windy. 
Sure, we're safe now,—so go it, me boys!—philliloo! 





Couleur de Rose. 


In the reports on the Classes of the Paris Indust#ial Exhibition 
prepared by order of the Committce of Council on Education, we read 
that in Class 36, “Jewellery and Precious Stones,’’ M.Costier exhibits— 

**‘A rose-pink diamond of some 29 carats, endowed with the extraordinary 

property of becoming perfectly bleached by an exposure of some four minutes to 
ordinary daylicht.. It recovers its rose colour at a gentle heat, and retains it for 
any length of time’in darkness.” 
It is not quite clear to us how it is possible to determine its retention 
of rose-colour under the condition specified, but so great is our con- 
fidence in the luminaries representing England at the Exposition— 
particularl your “black diamond,’”’ CoLe—that we are quite willing 
to believe they are able to see—inthe dark! To be sure, the paragraph 
we quote is from the Ji/ustrated London News, in which the literary 
matter, like the pictures, seems to be produced from blocks. 


Suswers te Correspondents. 


[ We cannot return rejected MSS. or Sketches unless they are accompanied 
by a stamped and directed envelope. We can take no notice of communiea- 
tions with illegible signatures or monograms. | 

E. M. G. (Glasgow.}—You have omitted to send the envelope as stated. 
=e will, however, keep the MS. for a few days for you to correct the over- 
sight. 

BEATRICE.—Most complimentary, but our modesty will not allow us to 

rint it. 
. B.—We have no desire to consult your individual tastes at the expense of 
numerous subscribers. You have made an ignorant blunder in your eolu- 
tion too confidently knocked off “in a few minutes.” 

PAWNEE.—The paddler faces the stern when he ceases to paddle, and 
doesn’t care where he is going, we fancy. Good morning! 

C. H. (Weymouth.)—Send us the paper. 

B. Junror.—You must B more than junior—minimus to think “leather” 
rhymes with ‘‘ever.’’ Nothing like leather could do that ! 

J. T. P. (Sheffield), cum mudltis aliis, will oblige us greatly by under- 
standing, once for all, that our Acrostic department is fully supplied. 

H. M. (Regent’s-square.)—One of the most alarming symptoms con- 
nected with Fenianism is, in our opinion, the frequent revival of that most 
antique joke on Pat-ricta. 

S. C. W. (Kimberley.)—Take our advice, and never attempt comic co 
again. We have had some experience, but we were prostrated by the 
attempt to extract anything funny out of your MS. 

SKINNEM.—The absence of birds forms no excuse for your pigeon’ 
into us! 

A SMALL TRAVELLER.— Would you had gone over less paper! 

E. P. (Shrewsbury.)—What you are so complimentary as to call “ the 
Great Intellent Journal” has no mind to lend itself to your local jokes. 

Declined with thanks :—L. E., Halifax; F. A. K., Brixton; A. M., Glas- 
gow; Alumnus; T- F. B., Abbeybix; W. E., Cambridge; A. I. J., 
Gooch-street; B. P.; W. M., Bitteswell; A. H., Manchester; Xit, 
Tower-street; B. H.; J. C., Praed-street ; B. C. 8., Thornhill-crescent ; 
J. H. D'E., Worcester; D. W.; G. W. P.; Romeo; H. K., Manchester ; 
Stephens H. C. Q. R.; W.A.S.; Novice; X. Y. Z.; Sartorius; Rallim, 

; Glasgow; D. D., Langham-street. 
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A LONG TIME AGO. 


Embryo Swell :—“ Stor a minute! THER®’s NOBODY IN TOWN, AND I HAVEN'T SEEN IT SINCE I was A Boy!” 








CATCHING AT A STRAW. 


Txovex the planet of Love has grown dimmer 
And threatens to vanish from sight— 

Though the pale star of Hope gives a glimm*r, 
And nought but a glimmer, to-night — 

Still the planet and star are above me, 


LISPING IN NUMBEBRBS. 
And neither has left me for good ; 


To tHe Eprror or Fen. 


| | 

| 

| Sin,—From my earliest childhood I have adored arithmetic, which | 

people tell me is a dull and prosaic thing. I deny it! | 

o prove that it is the highest peany I will tell my sad story. | 

I loved and was beloved again. I believed I was about to be united | 

to the object of my affections. I believed my state so fortunate that | 

I seemed to be in heaven. But hate—the hate of another, which has 
followed me through life—dashed the cup of bliss from my lip. 

| In the first anguish of my loss I sat down and penned the following 

lines. Though a little incoherent, as might be expected under the 

| circumstances, they are true poetry. I defy you or @ny one to deny 


Though my lady refuses to love me 
She says that she would if she could. 


They have plizhted her troth to another ;— 
She bends t» the cruel command 
Of a tyrannou: father and mother, 
Which severs the heart and the hand. . 4 
When I pleaded my depth of devotion | 
She said—or I misunderstood— 
That she might not encourage the notion, 
But certainly would if she could. 


Can I ever be happy, I wonder, 
With anyone else for a wife ¢ 

No; the Fates that have torn us asunder 
Have made me a Ccelebs for life. 

But i've still a reflection to cheer me 
And brighten my bachelorhood— 

Yes; my love in declining to hear me 
Confessed that she would if she could. 


it.—Yours, etc., A. Dieucn. 
LINES ON A LONG DIVISION. 


| 
6 +, +, x 8, 11, 
2, 0, 1, 4, 1, 2, 8, | 
4, 0, x 4, 2, 1, 1, = 7; 
8, 2,2,’x 10, — 100, x 5, 8!* 





Hoppera Omnia! 
A» Towa paper states that a train on the North Western Railway, in 
the wostern part of the province was delaved an hour and a quarter by 
| grasshoppers, “which covered the track so thickly that the engine 
| slipped on the rails.” We suspect that the only hoppers concerned in 
| this extraordinary story are “tiddyhoppers!”’ 
| 
| 





© Our correspondent will, we fear, hurdly persunde any one that his lines are in a : . . no 
the least degree approaching to poetry. esent them thus :—Six, add, divided aiaae latest gd in tire-arms is a gun which is capable of being 
by, of eight, eleven, two, cipher, unity, four, one, two, eight, four, nought, of four, | @!5¢ arged with a reprimand. 
two, unit, one, 1y fore eight, two, two, of tea, minus, hunadrei, of five, | << —— 
eight ;—or t+ put It in the form of verse :-— NOTICE.—On Nore ‘ : 

Sick, sad, divided by of hate a leaven, on eee porto Pie a 

os r unity—for ore to wait— e LMA : 
For nought of fortunate, won, equals Heaven! Sixteen pages, Toned Paper, with numerous Tilustrations, enqrared by the 
Hate—too, too often mine—us sundered. Qh fie, fate! Danze, Broruers. 
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pe AND Pi 
THE SENSATION TWINS. 


NCE, under Spain's enfeebling sun, 
Twin brothers lived with me, 
And, personality to shun, 
I call them A. and B. 


They loved each other—that they did, 
"T'was rumoured near and far, 

But from the time each was a kid 
Were most dissimilar. 





A. had a pair of monstrous eyes, 
B.’s8 eyes were awful small ; 
B.’s nose attained a fearful size, 

A. had no nose at all. 


A.’s hair reached, when he shook it out, 
The middle of his leg; 

B.’s little head was just about 
As bald as any egg. 


B. had a thin and taper waist, 
A. had no waist at all; 

A. was too short for proper taste, 
B. just as much too tall. 


And for his benefit I say 
Who further knowledge seeks, 
The one had Civil Service pay, 
The other wrote critiques. 


They meekly bore their painful lots, 
Men shunned them as a cuss: 
And little tiny todding tots 
Would babble at them thus: 


‘““We don’t believe you’re human kind— 
We would not on your oath— 

So unconceivably designed, 
Exaggerations both !’’ 





And A.’d reply, ‘‘ It’s very true 
That I am much too short; 
And. B., I must admit that you 

Teo tall by half are thought.” 


*‘ But why this taunt from every curb, 
In bold defiance hurled ? 

The average we don’t disturb— 
We wouldn’t for the world! 


‘If you complain we’re badly planned, 
Why all you’ve got to do 

Is, add us both together and 
Divide the sum by two!”’ 


The notion pleased the simple lad, 
He thought it quaintly rare, 

It soon became his favourite fad 
To sing it everywhere. 





ooo, 





“ Divide us, please! ’’ they would exclaim, 
With unabated noise, 
A mania it at length became 
With these afflicted boys. 


A Turk there was— Ben Ovserr named, 
An armourer by trade 

(He was the maker of the famed 
“One shilling Damask blade.”’) 


These lads their little joke would shout 
At peaceful Ovuserr’s side, 

And took delight in screaming out, 
*‘ Divide us—pray, divide!” 


The quaint conceit amused him much, 
He’d laugh, and would declare 

With all his honest heart, that such 
A jest was passing rare! 


Encouraged in their mirthful play 
They’d scream and yell and shout, 
Divide us, please!’’ till he would say, 
‘‘ Enough, my friends—get out.” 


But still they screamed and would not list, 
“ Divide us, monstrous men!”’ 

“‘ Well, since upon it you insist, 
I will,’”’ said honest Ben. 


<‘ Your joke is getting stale and trite, 
You shan’t offend again.’ 

And then he smote a mighty smite, 
And cleft them into twain ! 





They shammed no meretricious glee 
At Ouserr’s handiwork ; 

A. felt it very much, and he 
Said sternly to the Turk: 


‘‘ This is a quibble, sir, and what 
Sharp practice people call—’’ 

‘It’s what you asked for!” “ No, it’s not— 
By no means—not at all!’’ 


+ * * + 


I often wish I knew how they 
Drain their unpleasant cup: 

I only know that A. and B. 
Were terribly cut up. 


Perhaps they lived in severed bliss— 
Perhaps they groaned and died— 

Perhaps they joined themselves like this, 
And gave their legs a ride. 


Warranted not to Fade. 
How did Mr. Georce Pzazopvy write his six-figure cheques for the 
benefit of the London poor ? With sympathetic ink. 
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SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


By TueE 


NOTHER great smash 
—the failure of the 
Royal Bank of Liver- 
pool— proves that we 
are not yet out of 
the whirlpool pro- 
duced by the late 
panic. And itis to be 
feared that this crash 
is not likely to be the 

! last. Every such fall 
shakes other edifices 
of card—or Bank- 
note paper—and pre- 





’ 


THe . 








NS y sently they topple 
we down, Meanwhile, 
IN ~ the unsettled state of 
IN Europe keeps the 
money marketat fever 


heat, and there seems 
little chance of an 
early improvement. 
Luckily, the Em- 
PEROROF THE I’RENCH 
did not carry out his 
notion of intervention 
the other day, or by 
this time, probably, 
wm a creat European war 
would have been 
heralded by the first 
salvo of artillery fired 


by either side—France or Italy. Let us hope that the cannons won't 
‘“‘ vo off” as an invitatiomto “‘come on!” 

Tue law is in a stramge) position as regards the prize ring, and the 
sooner an alteration isamade with respect to that noble institution the 
better. It is absurd to-think that respectable railway companies and 
active and intelligent police officers may combine to send off special 
trains—to commit.@ breach of the peace. ‘Surely if Mace is amenable 
to the law for the mere intention of fighting, police-constable A 1, who 
aided the London, Chatham, and Dover Railway in abetting those 
who were to assist at the said breach of the peaee, must come into the 
same category with Macs. I see Beli’s Life speaks of the probable 
and proximate decease of the noble pastime. And when Bell's Life 
begins to think that, I fancy the Ring must feel uncomfortable. For my 
part, though I think it a brutal sport, yet Lam not sure I could vote 
for ics extinction. When fists g6 out, knives come in; and I believe it 
will be found, that with the decline of the science in late years, there 
has been an increase of stabbing cases. Here's a job for one of those 
devoted creatures who delight in drawing up statistics—who can tell 
how many horseshoe nails are picked up in the London streets per 
annum, and what is the proportion of married women with a cast in 
the eye to the rest of the sex, and other equally important matters. 
It would really be worth knowing how many people are stabbed 
annually in these days when boxing is in disrepute, and how many in 
the good old times, when every gentleman could put up his hands 
scientifically. I know for a fact, that, among the Cornish miners 
who wrestle but can’t spar, the use of the knife is far too common. , 

Wuar a splendid autumn we are having. I had occasion the other 
day to travel westward through Bucks and Berks and I think I never 
saw autumn foliage so rich in tint. The leaves have not yet begun to 
fall much, so that the woods are in full clothing—but not of greenery 
Red, gold, purple, and russet, in glorious contrast, make one half 
inclined to believe that “an autumn on the Hudson” can scarcely be 
a. I a sae Leaver has noted the peculiarity of the 

at we 8 see some memori is lov i 
the Hoya Sendectnaltaen rials of this lovely autumn in 
uB Paris Exhibition may remain open a little longer. It is sai 
be at the special request of the Emperor in order thet all his Dood 
may have an opportunity of seeing the show. Whether this is the 
case or not of course one can’t say, but it looks very much as if it was a 
further extension of the time for getting in a little money. The show 
has not been “ran after” (as a grammarian happily phrased it in the 
Telegraph the other day) so extensively as was expected, but no 
doubt the scheme has been a sufficiently paying one. If it is not then 
ee - assured rn owe — will pay, for every possible 

cession '’—even of the sit down— i i 
to turning a little profit. 7” Peer ae ee 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 34. 
At Athens they're going to make him 
A citizen chiel from henceforth ; 
Well! unless people sadly mistake him, 
He always was “ very far North.” 





1. 
In savage hordes the Northmen came 
And gave the land to sword and flame. 
2. 
And when you've leart the Northman’s name, 
You'll see that this word is the same. 
3. 


His bright and brittle ware, 
He brought to England o’er 
From Italy the fair— 
From proud Venetia’s shore. 


4. 


On this blue beauty, I opine, 
Mea diff’rent verdicts pass— 
Some like it on the banks of Rhine— 
And others in a glass, 


5. 


One whom the poets rave about 
With most romantic feeling— 
In real life he is, no doubt, 
A rogue much given to stealing. 
6. 


By the sad sea waves where the curlews whistle, 
Unless you're an.ass, you'll discover the thistle. 
an 
If high ont of water you're sailing 
This party's a cure for that ailing. 
8. 


Uneommonly sad— 
In fact almost mad— 
Over mountain and plain she was driven—by gad! 





Answer To Acrostic No. 32. 


Cc Cow Ww 
I Ich H 
R Rabbi I 
Cc Colt ? 
E Eclipse EZ 
Correct Sotvtions or Acrostic No. 32, RECKIVKD Ocrobxr 23rd:— Ruby; 


Walker; Erin-go-Bragh; Vampyre;.Mark Tapley ; Pedro ; Jussie: Cle . 
E.'T.; W. A. W.; B. M. Brompton; Sweedlepipes; Piggevian ; Yerrap ; cone 
Four Firs; J. R.; Paravassa; ‘Varney*the V.; Tim Bobbin; Valentine ; Nous 
vincit; Engineers out of work; Tummy; Four Boobies; S. & K.; Bunnie, P.; 
E. W. H. & R. W. B.; D. E. HL; Carry Bose A; Bowa ;’Emily of 8.; C. B. HL, 
Chester; Sid; Laura G. ; Printer’s Devil; Gyp; Towhit; Scarr Wheel; Xarifa; 
A.J. H.; A.B. Z.; Ci Mawr; Constance; J. W.; Nanny’s Pet; Bad Knee; R. 
B. H.; Sheernasty ; Tiny Ditten; A Gowk; Crathes; O. K., Brighton ; The La ng- 
ham Anchorite; Polar; R. .O. -Y.; Old Trafford; M. M. G.; ‘(Edipus Brothers; 
Bolivar; Buliwood; Wag; Harrow Weald. ; ’ 


Touching Incident. 


A weEL. authenticated instance of the affection displayed he 
brute creation when well treated by their masters, tess or are 
since on the occasion of a wedding in the family of a country gentle- 
man. The happy pair were on the point of setting out for their 
honeymoon, when the carriage horse, an old. servant, a gallant grey, 
cast his — - 64 ce ie the.sceptic who suggests that the 
wearing out of the shoe was. cause of the 
Truth is stranger than Friction, eres SO Mey: 


Who'll Eat Me ? 
; A TAsMANIAN paper states that the pigs which Captain Coox landed 
in New Zealand have so multiplied, that landlords offer rewards for 
killing them—(do they kill pigs for nothing in England ?)—but the 
paper strangely enough omits:to add that sage grows there in rank 
luxuriance, and that onions are plentiful as blackberries, weighing on 
an average 61b. each. There is also a fair supply of knives and forks, 
but napkins and finger-glasses are searce. 
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MAZEPPA, 


on Battlemeits. 


Enter Mazerrpa. 


come forth! 
OLINSKA (coming from chamber into balcony).—My Cassimir! 
Sentry.— Ha, a conversation! It must be the wind. 
the phenomenon to my employers. 
O.inska.—I am to be married to the Palatine! 
Mazerpa.—Never! J will prevent it. 
Flourish. Enter the CastEruan and Suite. 


[ Exit to do so. 


[ Exit to do so, 


Palatine. 

Oxinska.—This is indeed sudden. 

CasTELLAN.—It is. It is now 4a.m., and I expect him h 5 
At 5.30 a.m, the nuptials will take place. F en 


Enter a Messencer. 


Mresencrer.—My Lord, heven now a princely cavaleade can b® 
distinguished by the naked hi-in the far distance. [Points off Left. 

CasTELLan.—It must be the Palatine. They have walked‘overfrom 
Warsaw before breakfast. 


Enter tmmediately the Palatine’s: Procession from Right. The PAattxe 
himself in a Tent Bedstead. Mussznetr suddenly points off Right: 
Jt ts observed that the Nobility of Poland wear their frocks fastened 
behind, and do not wash behind their ears. 
OxrnskA.—Ah me! 
THe PALatine (suddenly appearing from behind curtains of Tent Bed). 
Boh! ’Tis hi! [Awkward pause. 
OrtnsKA (aside to Castellan).—Go on, it’s you. 
Cast.—Eh ? I think not. 
Ghostly Whisper.—My Lord, I rnanx you for this honour ! 
Cast.—My Lord, I thank you for this honour. 
Patatmne.—The orty Olinska will soon be my-ine! 
Cast. (aside.)—This is going flat (Alowd.)—We'd better get on 
with the toornymong. 


Grand toornymong. Knights in crumpled armour prod their horses with 
their swords, and engage. General triumph of everybody in turn, and 
all at the same time. Everybody crowned—no blanks, 


Scene 2.—TZhe PAvaTINe’s private apartment. 
PaLATInE.—It were a right royal spectacle! But if the orty 
Castellan had spent less money on his toornymong, and more on far- 
nishing his guests’ chamber, it would have been better. 
Enter Mazerpa, cloaked and masked. 


Mazrrra.—I have come to kill thee. 

PaLatinge.— Does it not occur to you that this:is an uncalled-for 
liberty ? 

Mazerpa.—It does. 





But no matter. Thereisasword. Fight. 
[PaLaTInEe takes sword, jfighis, and is killed. 


Enter Everynovy. 
Everynopy.—’ Tis Cassimir who killed him. 
Cast.—Then tie him to the wild horse of Tartary! 
Mazzeprpa.—This is too awful. True, the horse is a compatriot, but 
to be lashed to his back! Ah, ’tis a fearful doom! [ Tableau. 


Scene 3.— Eligible Building Plot in Poland. Atrenpants bringing in the 
Wild Horse. Mazerra is tied on to his back, all scream, and the horse 
trots «ff. Tableau. 

ACT If. Scene 1.—TZartary. Enter Tartar sotprers and Tamar. 
THamMar.—The crown will one day be mine. Then I will buy a 

jacket that is big enough for me. 

Enter Peasants screaming. 
PgAsANnts.—The wild horse of the Volpas! He is coming! 

(The wild horse of the Volpas trots across the stage with Mazerra on 

his back.) 

Scene 2.—Another part of Tartary. Enter THamar. 

TxHamar.—The crown must some day be mine. 
new helmet. 


Then, ha! ha! a 


Enter PRASANTS. 
PrAsanT— 1.. horse of the Volpas! 
Comic Peasant (fo give a lucal colouring) 
Wollopers ! 
Enter the wild horse of the Volpas as before. Shrub falls on him. 
horse(a nervous animal) faints, Enter the Kuan. 


Kuan.—Ha! This is evidently my long-lost son, Mazeppa. Twenty 


The wild ’orse of the 


Wild 





ACT I. Scene 1.—L£xterior of OrinsKa’s Apartments, Night. Sentry 


Mazerpa.—Olinska, the dewy night is, &c.—the soft beams of early 
zephyrs will soon, &c., and under these circumstances I call on thee to 


I will report 


CAsTELLAN.—My dotter, you are this day to be marryed to the 


years ago, when only three weeks old, he ran away to Poland, and I 

have never seen him since. Bear him to my chamber! 
THAMAR.—Then the crown will not be mine! But I will be 

avenged! The jacket and the helmet shall yet be mine! 
Kuan.—Bring out the cheap Mazeppa banner that we've always 
kept in readiness for an event of this description! 

The Mazeppa banner ready emblazoned is brought forth with pomp. 

Tableau. 
Scene 3.—Interior of Kuan’s tent. Mazerpa borne in senseless on litter. 
Enter Kuan. 
My long lost aon! I will take a nap. 
[Goes to sleep on the floor, Mazerra wakes up. 
Mazeppa. Ha! Where am I. (Looks out of tent.) The name on the 
strect-corner says Tartary. Have I then ridden over from Poland, iight 
through Russia into Tartary’ It must be so! It must have taken 
me about eighteen months to accomplish the journey, and yet, 
although I have been tied hand and foot to a wild horse for that 
considerable time, and have had nothing to eat or drink, here I am 
beautifelly clean and as fatas ever. A little more, and it would have 
been almost: miraculous. I will celebrate my deliverance by some 
appropriate gesticulation. 

Defies the lightning ; overhears a conspiracy ; ties his sandal; kills Abel ; 
triumphs over Satan; impeaches Warren Hastings ; salutes Caesar, the 
emperor ; bids farewell to all his greatness ; carries off the Sabine Women ; 
leaps into the Gulf in the Forum ; orders offthat bauble ; rises from the 
sea ; murders Rizzio, and exit to seewhat sort of a night itis. 

Enter: Thamar and Conspirators. 


THamarn.—Now to strike the bul-lew that willamake me master of 
Tartaria and.a‘new'suit! Die, thou aged Can! 


The Kuan starts up, defends: himself and is: almost overpowered when 
Mazerpa comes to his reseue. The Kwan takes new courage and he 
and Mazxerpa finally triumph over the whole body of conspirators. 
Tableau (Mazerra, Kuan). “ The meeting of Wellington and 
Blucher after Waterloo.” 

Mazerpa.—And now to conquer Poland ! 

Kuan (not unnaturally).— Bet why Poland ? 

Mazerpa.—Because my Olinska, whom I love, is there. 
Kuaw:(poditely).—Quite so ! [Exeunt to conquer Foland. 


ACT III.—Poland. Preparations for marriage of the PALATINE. 
Enter a Comic AND INDELICATE SERVANT. 

Comic S.—Nearly everything I have to say has a double entendre, 
and I stagger about the stage as if intoxicated. My performance 
throughout this part is considered the best imitation of drunkenness 
ever seen in a British theatre. But where are the wandering ‘artar 
acrobats who are to perform before the Mighty Palatine ? 

Enter the Kuan, Mazerpa, and others, disguised. 


Mazrrpa.—We are here! (Aside) To-day she is to be married to 
the Palatine. We are, as usual, just in time. 

Enter Ouinsxa, in high spirits, being about to be married to some one 

she hates, 

Mazepra (aside).—Olinska—do not start—'tis I! We walked over 
from Tartary this morning. We were three hours crossing Itussia. 

OuinskA.—My Cassimir! 

Tue CastTELLAN.-—Let the a-sporruts commence. 

Enter thousands of sham acrobats, who take Poland by force of arms. 
Combats of two everywhere. Violent death of all OLINSKA’S relations, 
and ecstacy of OLinsKa herself, who, we hope, will enjoy the change trom 
civilized Poland to barbarian Tartary. Fires of all sorts, and triumph 
of Turtaria. Banners emblematic of the victory (always kept ready) 
produced at the moment of Poland's downfall. Fiourish. Curtain. 


Ovrse.ves.—Fine old crusted absurdity ; very well mounted, and 
always worth seeing. Mazeppa’s dresses in first and third acts worth 
(probably) millions; in second act, about fourpence-halfpenny. 


——ooeaaeaeaeae————————— 





















KHAN. 


‘¢Tupper’nce more, and up goes, etc.” 

Ws have been inundated with letters asking us to inform their 
writers what is the correct sum to give to the Turrer Testimonial. 
We think—more especially as it is stated that no account of the money 
will be rendered—that a tupper-ny subscription will be the best thing 
under the circumstances. 





None so Dusty! 
Tne contractor for St. Margarct’s and St. John’s, Westminster, has 


to pay three hundred and fifty pounds per annum for the privilege of 
clearing the parish dust-bios. 
short, before he can take up that of other people! 


TS 


He has to be down with Ais dust, in 
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THE PLEASURES OF FISHING. 


The little boy has strict orders to watch old Stoutman's float, and to wake him up in ease of a bite. Of course he obeys! 
[Morat.—If you want anything done, there’s nothing like doing it yourself. 


































expires at the conclusion of the piece, and the lady marries No.1. Al 

FROM OUR STALL. this is very well, but rather tediously explained by Mr. Warts 

, A Two-act farce, by Mr. Mappison Morton, If I Had A Thousand | Puriurrs. ‘The performance of the drama is capital. Mr. Betmore 

A- Year, has been brought out at the Olympic. Last week we com- | plays admirably, but is a little too slow. Mr. Binitineron’s make-up 

plained that Mx. Cxartes Maruews was playing the same parts week | is most artistic. Miss Hersert looks elegant, but plays without much 

after week and month after month; and this week we have to con- | passion, and Mrs. Bituineron makes a small part prominent by 
gratulate him on his appearance in a character which suits his light and | playing it delightfully. 


lively manner exactly. There is very little plot in the new adaptation, cuttin 
| but the writing is fluent and clever. Here, for instance, is a neat pun. A-MEWS-MENT 
The wife is finding fault with her husband for not being contented with . . 
his lot. ‘That's all very well,” is the answer, “ but it’s not a lot—it's Ming be—an anything you like, 
| only a little.” As a matter of course, the leading part is played by A cot, a palace, or an attic, 
Mr. Marnews; he scarcely leaves the stage for a minute throughout For extra comforts I don’t strike, 
the two acts, and carries off the piece triumphantly on his own My ways will never be erratic. 
shoulders, He is Mr. Paddington Green, a clerk in Somerset House, I live a lowly sort of life, 
with four hundred a-year for a salary, looking barely thirty—dressing My habits are misogynistic ; 
in admirable taste—and pattering like a storm in harvest. Mr. I shudder at the name of wife, 
Horace Wiaan, as an M.P. who calls himself independent and seems And think celibacy artistic. 


to be everybody's slave, plays with a good deal of humour. Muss 
Louisa Moors has to dress prettily and look lovely; she does it as 
nicely as though nothing in the world were easier. Some people are 
born with it—we mean the loveliness, not the costume. Murs. Sr. 


I’ve simple joys above the mews 
Which border on my dwelling humble, 
The winter chills, and summer stews, 


Henry plays with effect the part of a handsome and rather tyrannical Al nig nae canrhatin = 
> 


wife. The farce is deservedly a success. 
| 
| 
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: ap And female imprecations linger, 
The new Adelphi drama, Afaud’s Peril, is also a success. The four And when I wake, the ostler's girl 


acts are very long and must be cut without mercy, but the piece is Plays “ Not for Joseph” with one finger! 


admirably put upon the stage and admirably acted. We fear that, 
inasmuch as the Adelphi scenery—hitherto unenviably proverbial—is 
concerned, our critical occupation is henceforward lost. The four A Good Haul. | 
scenes of Maud's Periiare charmingly painted. The story of the piece | Two friends of ours went out fishing off Margate the other day. | 
is conventional enough. A young lady marries a baronet; her old They only cong one pla(i)ce, but that was a big one—the bottom of | 

—- | 
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love, supposed dead, suddenly turng up. The lady, who has been to | the 
see Macbeth in her youth, takes to walking in her sleep, and betrays| | 
the secret of her early love to the baronet. Of course the baronet | “Evaryruine dy turns and nothing long.” —A kaleidoscope. 
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WHAT WE MAY EXPECT 10 SEE; 


THE MEMBERS FOR A FUTURE THREE-CORNERED CONSTITUENCY. 
J. Br*ght, log.—“ SO I WAS WRONG TO OPPOSE THE MINORITIES, AFTER ALL!” 
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MRS. BROWN 1N AMERICA. 


AnouT New York anv BrROooKLyn. 


I'm sure it’s a mercy as I’m alive to tell the tale, for what with one 
thing and what with another, one would think as the ’Merrykins was 
bent on my distraction, for of all the people to worret and fidget as 
ever I see, the ‘Merrykins beats ’em, as just suits Brown, but I can’t 
abear bein’ ’urried and drove to death, and as to Brooklyn, where we 
went to stop along with Jox’s wife’s aunt on the mother’s side, why 
it’s a lovely place no doubt, with trees a-growin’ all about the streets 
quite nat’ral, but I can’t say much for the pavement, as is that uneven 





as it throws you down at every turn, as the sayin’ is; but ’owever they | 


come to build it on the other side of the water, with no bridge for to 


carry you safe over, with what they calls a steam ferry as were werry | 


nigh my death, and all thro’ Mrs. Sxrpmors and ’er daughter, as were 
Jor’s wife's aunt’s name, a-goin’ over with me to New York. 

Well, we took it werry gently to the top of the’ill as the ferry is at the 
bottem on, and jest as we got to the ferry asthe ground slopes werry 
much down to, Mrs. SkrpMore says, “’ Urry up, for we're jest in time,” 
and off she sets with JuiA a-draggin’ me on. We getsthro’ the gate, and 
on I were a-rushin’ when the man says to me, “’Old on! ”’ as in course 
I thought he meant me to keep on, and so I did, and if that ferry-boat 
didn’t glide away jest as I put my foot on it, and into the water I 
goes with a flop as you might ’ave ’eard for miles round. As for me, 
I was a-gugglin’ and a-strugglin’ a-kickin’ about, and don’t remember 
nothin’ but a thump on the ’ead, and then bein’ dragged up wiolent 
with a’ook in my back-gethers. I was ever so long afore I was 
myself, and there I was with everythink on me drenched thro’ and 
thro’, with my umbreller gone, and my redicule floated right out to sea. 

Mrs. SxipmMork she did put me out, for if she didn’t say as she 
’ollered to me to wait for the next boat, while I can take my ’ Davy, as 
the sayin’ is, as JuLia pulled me slap into the water thro’ a-jumpin’ 
on board the boat, as I were not up to the ways on. 

They squeezed away at me for to dry me, but, bless you, I was in 
sich a pickle as I says, ‘I must go back!”’ but, bless you, there ain’t 
ne’er a cab to be ’ad for love nor money. I says to Mrs. Sxipmorp, 
“Walk I can’t, and as to goin’ in them cars, as don’t take you near 
‘the door, I: won’t.’’ ‘ Well,’ says she, “then we must get a car- 
riage,” and so she did arter a time, and ’ome I went in it; and if the 
feller didn’t take and charge me pretty nigh ten shillin’s. 

I don’t think as ever I know’d what rheumatics were afore that 
time, as kep’ me in bed over a week, and’ Jor obligated to go ome 
without me, thro’ his wife bein’ took ilk sudden, as is a sure sign as 
troubles never comes single, as the sayin’ is. 

I never can forget, tho’ I ’opes as a Christian I forgives, the way 

as Mrs. Skipmore went on with Brown, a-sayin’ as it were my own 
fault as I fell in the water, whereas it were ’er doin’, as is a reg’lar 
push and drive woman as ’ave worreted three ’usbands into the grave, 
and is a mask of skin and bone ’erself. SoIsaysto Brown, “I'd 
rather stop in this bed for everthan go out with that old weasel agin,”’ 
and so I would; but Jaw, it’s foolishness to say as you won't do 
nothink, for as sure as you ftays so, you're obligated to break your 
word—leastways that’s’ow it always is with me; and so it proved 
about Mrs. Sxipmorg, for I was jest a-gettin’ over the cold as the 
water ’ad give me thro’ never bein’ used to it, as in course don’t come 
nat’ral to human bein’s, but all werry well for fish, as is a cold-blooded 
lot. I was a-gettin’ on werry nicely, when’ Mus. SkipMoRB says to 
me, “It would do you a world of good to get out a bit.” I says, ‘* No 
doubt, but I ain’t a-goin’ to cross that there steam ferry no more.’’ 
She says, “ No, we'll go out to Coney Island, asis a lovely spot.’’ “Sol 
says, “’Owever will you get there, if it’s a hiland, and not cross the 
water?” “Oh,” says she, “the cars takes you.” ‘ Well,” I says, 
“I’ve only got one thing to say, as them cars must stop for me or I 
don't go;’’ for, bless you, them ’Merrykins will jump on and off while 
the train’s in motion, and Jeave a widder and orphins afore the day is 
out and think nothink of it, tho’ went out in full ’ealth to business in 
the mornin’, as ’appened two streets off where we were a-shoppin’, and 
her youngest only five days old, as didn’t seem to mind notbink so 
long as he were buried decent, and the ‘ouse like a fair all the time, as 
would ’ave drove me mad, tho’ in course a tiue friend in affliction is 
what every onc is glad to see; £0, as I was a-sayin’, either stop the car, 
or on it I don’t put my foot. 

So she promised me faithful as she’d stop the car, and oft we sets, 
and gets to the corner where we was to meet that car as come along 
werry gradual and stops for us; leastweys for Mrs. SKIDMORE, as 
*opped up like a bird for lightness, and I was a follerin’ ’er and ‘ad 
got my foot on the step, when on goes the thing a-draggin’ me with 


one foot on the ground and the other on the step. Parties as was | 


standin’ on the step, as is their ways, ’auled and pulled at me for to 
get me up, but law bless you, all as IJ did was to pull a old feller, ina 
straw ’at, right eff into the road, and there we was a-layin’ and 
another car a-comin’ in the oppersite direction as would’ave been over 
our bodies but fora coloured party as they calls them niggers as pulled 
me up by main force, and nearly dislocated me from ’ead to foot, let 
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alone bein’ mauled about by ‘is dirty ’ands as soiled me dreadfully, 
und if Mxs. Skinmoxe ‘adn’t gone on.ever s0 far afore she missed me 
out of the car through a-meetin’ a friend in it, she said as she got 
a-talkin’ with. I don’t think as ever I felt more shook and bruisd 
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than I were when that nigger set me down on somethin’ as proved to | 


be white wash. As for the old man as I'd pulled cff the car, he was 
| uncommon short, a-sayin’ as he should miss a appointment all through 
| me. Mrs. SkipMoxr, she come back for me and wanted to 'urry me 
; on, but I says, ‘It’s all werry well for you, mum, as I’ve ‘eard say 
| come from a Buffalo to go on like that, but don’t suit me as am only 
| flesh and blood.” She says, ‘What do you mean by callin’ mea 
Buffalor” I says, ‘*‘ You told me yourself as you was one.” 
_ says, “* I come from the place called Buffalo.” I says, “‘ Well, if you 

will call places such ridiculous names you must take the consequence.” 

Tho’ when I come to think on it, p’raps, Buffalo aint a word to call 
a lady, as is wild characters, an’ | remembers ’earin’ niggers sing 
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| about ’em in London a-comin’ out by night for to dance by the lights , 


| of the moon, as is not goin’s on as I should ’old with myself. 
I should not ’ave minded arf so much the way as I were flustered, 


with my things tore off my back with that car, but I was dreadful ’urt ; 





about me, and said as I were a reg’lar old cuss to go out with, .as 
’adn’t no proper use in my legs, and if that other party—for I'd scorn 
even to call her a fieldmale—didn’t say as I looked like a reg’lar old 
buccaneer (I thought I should ’ave dropped, and says to Brown, when 
he come in, as I’d rather go to the work’ouse than live in sich a place 
with sich awful langwidge used about me), as Brown only made at 
worse by a-te}lin’ me as she meant as I were one as liked a drop, thro’ my 
face bein’ that red as is all owin’ to the sea-water, as reg’lar pickled 
me thro’ not a-wearing a wail a-board ship, like a many as I see. 

So, arter that, there were a coolness ’twixt me and Mus. Sxipmore, 
and made me take to my bedroom, and would ’ave stopped there only 
but for a Mrs. Cuavuncey, as come to live in the ‘ouse, and a light- 
’arted party, as were unccmmon good company. SoI went outa geod 
bit with ’er, and that’s’ow it were asI see a goed deal about ’Merryker, 
not as ever I shall take to their ways, for my green barege is downrigh* 
sp’ilt with their Laccy juice, as they might as well keep to theirselves, 
as I said to a party as set next to me in the car, and kep’ a spittin’ so 
I says to’im “ That’s great waste.” He says, ‘‘ How?” as is “ What 
did you say?” in’Merrykin. So I says, ‘If you're so fond of that bacey 
why spit it out?’ He says, ‘* Why, you're enough to make anyone 
laff ’isself sick.”’ ‘ No,’’ I says, “ it’s the baccy as is doin’ that,’’ and 
jest as I were a-talking a feller as were the wuss for drink a- 
disputin’ with the conducter about ’is fare, as he said as he'd paid, 
which I know’d to be a falsity, for I’d been a-watchin’ im ever since 
h2 got in, through ’is a-settin’ oppersite, and a-keepin’ a-droppin’ cff, 
being ’eavy in ’is eyes through drink. 

So when he said as he'd paid, I says, “ No, my good man, you ’ave 
rot, though, no doubt, you cannot recollect through your state.” He 
says sich low words as I would not repeat, was it ever so, and the con- 
ductor ketched ’old on ’im to turn ’im out, and if the feller didn't 
ketch ’old of my arm. So I ’ollers, ** Let go.” 
feller as ’ad jest get in, says, ‘Go with ’im, it’s your duty.” I says, 
“You must be as drunk as he is.’”’” He give me a look, and says, “Is 
he not thine ’usband?’’ [I says, “Go on, you idjot.”’ 

By that time they'd got the drunken feller out of the car, and pitchel 
’im into the road, and on goes the ear, and me -settin’ a-lookin’ sawago 
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crash of glass a-breakin, and got a blow on the ’ead and a lump of 
mud in my face, and if it wasn’t that drunken wretch as ’ad took up a 
lot of stones and dirt, and throwed it at the car and broke two or three 
winders, and give the serious man a crack on the nose as made it bleed. 
So 1 says to ’im, ‘‘ Use your ’ankercher for goodness sake, and don't 
be a beast.”” He said as he ’adn’t got one, and if I ’adn't to led ’im 
mine in self-defence, or I should ’ave ’ad my clothes all ruined with'is 
gory ways, 2s wanted to give me back my ’andkercher then and there. 
I says, “It ain't no great value, so keep it.” I gets out of the car, 
and if he didn’t foller.' He says, “‘ Where dost thou abide?” “‘Lsays, 
“No, thank you; I don't want no ’quaintances made promiscous, amd 
you’re welcome toit.” He says, ‘* Thou are a friend in tribulation,” and 
if he didn’t keep on a-follerin’ me, till at last I stops and says, “ Beo 
good as to take your way, for my ’usband don’t ’old with no follerers, eo 
I wish you good day.’ Hesays, “I hope I may see thee next Sabbath.” 
I says, “ P’raps you may and p’raps you mayn’t,” and turns off, but I 
felt as that party were a-follerin’ me, and 1 kep’ a-dodgin’ about for 
to. get rid on’im till at last I were that tired that I were forced to 
go ’ome, and a81 got up the steps I caughtright of that chap a-peepin’ 
round the corner, as made me feel all overish like, for I can't abear 
bein’ watched, and when I did get in they was a-waitin’ supper, and 
Mrs. Sxrpmorx begun a-rayin’ asI'd been out a skylaikin’, as is ways 
| I don’t ald with. 
_ eS 
Tur Prxx or Prrvgerion.—The one “in at the death.” 


with Mis. Skipmoxg, as | ’eard a-talking to the lady as lives with ‘er | 
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A sanctified-lookin’ | 


| at that party as ’ad took the feller for my ’usband, when I ’eard a | 
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SAINT PAUL'S. 
(Magasins.) 
Epirep sy A xy T 


Now that everybody in Barsetshire (and of course we know very 
well what is meant by everybody, for who thinks anybody somebody 
who is not amongst those heavenly bodies which make up his own peculiar 
constellation ?)—now, I say, that everybody in Barsetshire is happily 
married, or, as in the case of poor Mrs. Proudie, otherwise beyond the 
reach of Lady Lufton’s influence, there remains to add only a post 
scriptum to that chronicle, which has engaged the reader’s as well as 
the writer’s attention for the last thirty years. Not that any of the 
people about whom we have talked so comfortably were really beyond 
the influence of this warm-hearted lady ; it might have been better to 
substitute the word interference, but, then, interference is an ugly 
word; and though Lady Lufton was a managing woman, it was s0 
evident that she wished to manage everybody for their own good. 
Some nope there are who decline to have done to them; others, 
again, take kindly to the process, and like Mark Robarts, after a 
period of restiveness, run quite quietly in harness, and are willing to 
receive any number of benefits with amazing placability. They were 
all married then. Major Grantley and his sweet, quiet little Grace 
had come home from the wedding tour; had received the blessing, 
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| accompanied with a present, consisting of eleven hundred and nineteen 
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MS. sermons, from the father of the bride, who was looking stouter, 
and had consented to eat his dinner for three days running, and were 
now contemplating q visit to London. In truth, this journey to the 
marae was a deep conspiracy, in which Mark Robarts and his wife, 
as well as Mrs. Arabin, had joined ; not, indeed, that the Dean’s wife 
was to join the party. There were reasons not altogether unconnected 
with married life which would prevent, but Mrs. Major Grantley had 
a ready ally in Lily Dale, and Mark Robarts had occasion to refer to a 
volume in the library in Sion College, London (he was reading hard 
at Divinity now), and his dear, tender-hearted little wife was quite 
anxious to take all the children; but Lady Lurton would in no wise 
permit this, and ordered them peremptorily to be sent to the Hall. 
The expedition, or rather the reasun for it, had to be kept a great 
secret, or Mr. Crawley would have preached a two hours’ sermon to 
prove how vain and foolish it all was. For, in truth, it was organized 






for the sole purpose (professedly that is—we may have our own 
opinions about the singleness of eye which characterises feminine 
shopping) of buying the materials for a new surplice for that venerable 
gentlemen. Shall it be denied—nay, can it ?—that the object was, after 
all, an excuse for a visit to that most attractive ecclesiastical precinct, 
the Churchyard of St. Paul. 

It is doubtful whether the Grantleys would have understood the 
pleasure of such a visit. Certainly, Viscountess Dumbello had never 
been there in her life since she went with the Archdeacon to hear the 
charity children sing. Mrs. Thorne, when she was Miss Dunstable, 
had been there often enough “for a lark,’’ as she said in her frank, 
jolly manner, and had listened to the blandishments of the young men 
behind the mercers’ counters, and had laughed at them and vexed 
them, and afterwards bought no end of things that she didn’t want, 
andwritten big cheques tor the amount, yes, and had gone to the 
pastrycook’s afterwards, she and her companion, and eaten mock turtle 
soup. It isa wonderful place that pastrycook’s—not the one where 
worshippers at Saint Paul’s and some say even certain church digni- 
taries were, if they are not still—supplied with eleemosynary bottled 
stout and port wine, on eondition of paying sixpence for a halfpenny 
bun, during church time—not that, but the other one, the one where 
we may meet (as Miss Dunstable before she was Mrs. Thorne had met) 
examples from pastors and masters from high to low, from men like 
dear old Mr. Harding, who made a practice of taking his soup there 
when he came to town, to Archdeacon Grantley himself, who conde- 
scended only to sherry and a brown biscuit. 

It was here that the ladies sat down to wait for Mark Robarts, after 
they had filled a cab with parcels. 

Now, where was Mark Robarts all this time? "Where, indeed? 
Could Lady Lufton but have known! But she couldn't. He was 
doing no harm, however. He was looking in at a shop window where 
plated goods and cut-glass lustres were exhibited. Inside, a man was 
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selling, or pretending to sell, great bargains; but Mark Robarts had | 


had enough of bargains ever since that transaction about the famous | 


hunter. He was thinking of this, when suddenly the tones of the 
auctioneer struck familiarly on his ear. He looked up and peeped 
through the doorway. ‘‘Come in, sir; never say die!’’ said a voice 
at his elbow. Jt was the tout of the establishment, and that tout was 
Yom Tozer. The auctioneer was Sowerby. Fiat justitia. 
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NICOTINA. 


A ory is rais'd throughout these isles 
From lips of lord and lazy lackey, 
Complaining Nicotinxa’s wiles 
Prevent the cheer of Io! Bacenz! 
There’s not a smoker in the land 
But mingles nastiness with blisses ; 
For Nicotina shakes his hand 
And smears his mouth with poison'd kisses. 








There's not a dodge but has been tried, 
To keep this torment at a distance ; 
Our pipes to plugs are now allied 
Which offer very scant resistance, 
A brush, a blade of grass, a straw, 
Have stopp'd awhile her wily ravage, 
But Nicotina twigs the flaw 
And makes us sick or very savage. 


Some recommend the humble clay 
Wherefrom no oily mess encroaches, 
That's very well—but who can say 
No cloud of dust your mouth approaches. 
‘The Poet's Pipe is all the go,” 
Another says in terms of rapture, 
“Tf only its design you know, 
Miss Nicotina you will capture.” 


Away with arguments and talk, 
Profuse but always very airy, 
A hero has been found to baulk 
The wiles of the tobacco fairy. 
All smokers will his efforts bless, 
Of compliments not one is barren 
For Nicotrna’s naughtiness 
Is tamed at last by Caprarin WaRnEN! 


A Nice Young Man for:a Small Tea—Trade. 


Tur Liverpool Daily Post containsan advertisement which seems to 
suggest that to “travel in tea” is scarcely a less difficult matter than 
to travel in Abyssinia :— 

ANTED, a Man of strong and robust physical constitution to Travel in the Tea 
Trade; oxe not at all of a nervous or susceptible temperament, but capable 
of standing any quantity of abuse the modern school of grocers and tea dealers may 
inflict upon him.—Address, &c. 
It would seem that among the extras charged at the ‘‘ modern school”’ 
of tea-dealers, the proverbial twopence for manners is not included. 
This is to be regretted, for it will afford ground ‘for the revival of the 
old and heartless joke about gross abuse and grocer language. We 
entreat the tea dealers and grocers to take warning, and amend their 
ways. Let them remember that the world now has its Heyes-on their 


Pekoe-dilloes ! 





As It Should Be. 

Tue debates in the coming autumnal session of Parliament will not, 
it is said, be published in the customary blue-book, but will be printed 
on the “ sere and yellow leaf.”” We have made inguiries as to where 
this report originated, and Echo ‘ Hansarp-’ware!’’ Still we would 


as lief believe it as not.”’ 





Cave Cane-him! 
IncrEDIBLE as it may appear, a gentleman at the West-End lately 


stopped a three-horse omnibus, going at full speed—three miles an 
hour—by merely holding up his walking-stick. We have heard of 
many feats of strength, but this Topham’s all—we beg pardon,—tops 


em all. 





Thick as Thieves. 


A paraGrarH has been going the rounds to the effect that Mrssxs. 
Bases possesses an album about as big as a family Bible, containing @ 
collection of the forged trade marks of their beer, which they have 
been successful in discovering. This simile appears to us to be chosen 
in the worst possible taste. How much more appropriate would it be to 
represent this alhum of rascality as being as thick as one of the 
ledgers of the L. C. & D. R. Co. 





Botanical. ; 
Horticutrurat journals report that the tallow-tree of China has been 
suecessful!y transplanted to the Punjaub. Would not Greece be a yet 


more congenial soil ? 
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SONNET. 


To tue Turncock. 


Ir_ thou delight’st to hear a babbling rill 
Among its pebbles prattle evermore ;— 
To note the streamlet growing wider still, 
With nodding ferns and foxgloves on its shore :— 
If thou dost love tle broad, full-bosomed river, 
Where wealthy argosies securely ride, 
On whose dark breast a thousand cressets quiver 
From lofty warehouses on either side :— 
If thou lov’st water in its every shape, 
A winter torrent dashing down a mountain, 
A stream through meadows making its escape, 
Or the fair column of a flashing fountain— 
Tf thou lov st these as J do, do not scoff— 
And do not—do not cut the water off ! 





‘* Kilt Twice (and more) over.” 


A GYNTLEMAN, writing to the Leeds Mercury the other day to | 


complain of a nuisance in the shape of a wharf where gas-tar (alias 
Blue Billy) is shipped into barges, winds up with this statement :— 
*“T have been hoping against hope that someore more competent than my humble 
self would have taken the matter up ere now, butas a ratepayer, J do certainly 
object to being poisoned every week.” 
We'll be hanged every| Monday at eight if we don't think that, even as 
@ compound householder, a man may fairly object to be poisoned 
only once— which would be enough for most people! 





Birth. 

On the 9th inst., at Printing House-square, the Times of a joke. 
Quoting the opinion of Kou1, the German traveller, it observes :— 

‘* Kohl, the German traveller, remarks that owing to the discoloured eater 
Srom the bogs, and the tawny hue of the bogs themselves, Ireland is as mech brows 
@s grecn,and might as well have been called the Topaz as the Emerald Isle.” 
Granting that an Irishman has a strong affection for a drop of the 
cratur or (rather, perhaps, and) a bottle of Dublin stout, it is surely 


stretching the p'int to dub a whole population— Topaz. 


Very Childish. 


A pious lady of our acquaintance always takes her boys to Saxven 
Brotuers for clothes, on the ground that the Juvenile Deparment must 
be conducted by the INFANT SAMUEL. 


— Answers to Correspondents, 


[ We cannot return rejected MSS. or Sketches unless they are accompanied 
by a stamped and directed envelope. We can take no notice of communwa- 
tions with illegible signacures or monograms. | 

J. H. C. (Manchester.)—Done years ago in Fux. 

A. R. W.—See last answer. 

Stoic.—Stow it! Which is, in the vulgar, ‘‘ don't do it again!” 

W. J. C. R. (Horsham) sends us the old joke about crossing the 
Channel and ste transit. We wish we had the bringing up of him ! 

W. J. (Wellington, Salop.)—We cannot attend to your local matters ; 
you must stop your own LEAKEs, if youcan! 

AjsEw.—We chaff national and social peculiarities, not religious. 

A. B. Z.—There is a difference between initials and a monogram, if you 
will take the trouble to find it out, 

J. S.—Your poetical address is very touching and beautiful—it reminds 
us of the sort of thing the Beadle usd to bring round at Christmas. But 
are you a judge of *‘ measure true’’ ?—at any rate “drawn” doesn’t rhyme 
with ‘ born.” 

‘ RATHER A Durrer” must really find out for himself. 

G. J. F. (Derby.)—Thanks. 

O. W. S. (Edward-street, Brighton.) —We have not the slightest inten- 
tion of “ obliging you by inserting ’’ that bit of advice ‘‘ to people about to 
marry Fi which you have stolen and are silly enough to try to pass for 
original, 

J. C. D. (Brighton.)\—The sketch is good, but we never treat of such 
subjects in Fun. . 

W.—We don’t want Acrostics—and we wish “friends would kindly 
accept this intimation”’ once for all! . 

Declined with thanks:—C. P.; C. H. B., Yorkshire; Q.; A. C., Edin- 
burgh; J. F., Greenock; Miss 8., Acacia-road; J. E. 8., Low Leyton ; 
J. D., Bayswater; Miss M.; J. H., Southsea; L. H., St. John’s-wood ; 
E. R., Lower Norwood; Gauger; The O’Oo ; Mrs. D. L. ; Trin. Coll., 
Dublin; A. W., Glasgow; F.H., Southampton; C. C., Esher; Snooka, 
Leith; C. H. B., Paris; W. J. R. ; Damon and Pythias; A Jolly Buffer ; 





R. S. Peckham ; Correspondent; C. P., Woolwich ; Ceeil; G. H.; T.B.; 
J. R.; T. R. Navan; E. R., Upper Norwood; J. H. H.; W. R.; 


* 


J. H. J.; N. J. H.; W. V. S., Stoke Newington; Audax; E. E.; | 


C. A. P.; K.; A.C., Islington; C. H., Blackfriars-road; T. W.D., Pimlice. 
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OUR NATIONAL PORTRAIT 


LITTLE ADDRESSES TO BIG NAMES. 


Lone ago I grew Byronic 
(Long ago I was a fool), 
Feasting on the rhyme sardonic 
Of the wild Satanic school. 
Then I caught another fever 
(Which remained a longer while), 
And became a true believer 
In the teaching of CARLYLE. 


It grieves me, Tuomas, that the present age 
Is not precisely to your satisfaction. 
Our unbelief—our selfishness in action 
Are certainly enough to shock a sage; 
Confess, though, if the world is getting worse— 
And such appeess the end of ycur researches) 
ur uobelief is not through lack of churches, 
And Self can show a very pretty purse. 


To me the fact seems pretty plain, 
On studying your 

That you would fain be back again 
Amongst the middle ages. 

Yor may, of course, be telling truth, 
Or may be taradiddling ;— 

That middle age to me, forsooth, 
Seems only very middling. 


I wish you never dressed your thought 
In such a quaint apparel, 
Nor deemed your words were good for nought 
Without a double barrel. 
And, whersoever you may pull 
Some fallacy to tatters, 
I wish you'd point us out in full 
A way for mending matters. 


“<> 
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GALLERY.—No. 6. THOMAS CARLYLE. 


Wicked as the world may be, 
Don’t regard it very sadly ;— 
Teach us better, Mr. C., 
If you find us doing badly. 


Who Sends Cooks? 
Tus advertisement has puzzled us considerably :— 


WANTED, a SMALL COTTAGE, or THREE ROOMS, Unfurnished, two parlours 
(AB3.LUTELY), near the sea preferred.—Also, a SERVANT, to cook and cress 
and undress a paralysed man on his left side, aged 53; she must read and write. 
One between 50 and 60 years of age, in good health, preferred.—Addre:s ‘ Teia,”’ 
etc. 
What is the meaning of ‘‘ two parlours (aBsoLuTELy)” ? But that is 
nothing to the next bewilderment. A servant is wanted to cook and 
dress a paralysed man—and then to undress (which we conjecture 
mens to uncook) him—a very difficult task, though he is, according 
to the advertisement, only to be dressed or done on one side. We 
should think the confusion arose from some carelessness of the adver- 
tiser, but the advertiser is carefulness itself, not being content with 
asking for some one ‘‘aged 53,” without further specifying that, even 
if os be 53, he would prefer her to be also between the ages of 50 
and 60. 





Our Stars! 


Tue savants of the British Association have pronounced that 
aerolites and meteoric bodies are the results of ‘dissipated comets.” 
Although we knew the celestial luminaries were up all night, we were 
not aware that they were cf dissolute habits. We ask, therefore, in 
the 5 gee anxiety, whether the constellation Sirius is a ‘‘ Jolly Dog ’ 
star 


NOTICE.—On November the 4th, price Twopence, 


FUN ALMANACK, 


Sixteen pages, Toned Paper, with numerous Illustrations, engraved by 
the Datzizrn Brotuers. 
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AN ODE, 


We tt, Mr. Wuite, 
You're quite 
A new edition—but I'm bound to own 
A small edition—of the Great Unknown. 
One of his novels (pray you, don’t be irate, 
Or think it is my whim 
. To say you stole from him) 
You much remind me of—and that's the “ Pirate.” 
There is this difference ‘twixt his works and yours 
(His fame was, like his garments, homespun made ’o), 
His writing was the writing that endures, 
While your work's bound to fade-oh.* 


Well, Mr. Wuire, 
Perhaps we have no right 
To ask your real name, nor should presume 
To question what folks call your nom de ploom. 
But pardon if my comprehension’s duller 
(withe it — be, when I suggest 
ithout demanding your true name’ aling 
That ‘twas not teat” Renee 
To pitch on Wuite—for white, you know's no culler, 
And you're accused of picking,—if not stealing. 


I'd change my appellation—that I would! 

Other folks call you names, not always good, 

When in fierce diatribes they overhaul ye. 
Basinoton Brack, or Geen 
They name you (so I’ve seen), 

Or any other Banincton May-call-ye ! 


Howe'er, I think you're right 
In never showing fight, 
I do, indeed, my Banincron, my Wuirte! 
Heed not the P. I. G., 
Although, may be, 
Some grudges you to certain critics on it owe; 
Keep your tnxcognito, 
Nor note nor letter 
Send that eternal 
And infernal 
Journal. 
Keep out of sight, 
And shun the light, 
Oh Wurte ! 
I'm sure the less we see of you the better ! 





* Qy. Feydeau :—P.D. 
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SPLITTING THE DIFFERENCE. 


1st Questionable character :—“ Hut.o, I say, THIS "ERE 'ARF-BUVRIN’ AS YOU 
GIV’ ME I8 CRACKED, AND I CAN’T PASS IT 

2nd Ditto :—‘* CRACKED, EH! 
IT THERE!”’ 


WELL, TRY THE ’SYLUM; THEY'LL TAKE 








FROM OUR STALL. 


We were not in time to write anything about Mr. Cuaries 
Reape’s new play, Ze Double Marriage last week. This piece, like a 
great many other pieces adapted from the French, suffers in the 
intellectual sense from an alteration that improves it in the moral one. 
Avcustg Maqvet makes Dujardin the father of Josephine’s child, 
without making him the husband of Josephine; Mr. Cuaries Reape, 
in accordance with Britannic proprieties, has the lovers married. 
Here comes the inconsistency. It is perhaps an indelicacy, but 
certainly not a mortal sin, for a woman to contract a second marriage 
s00n after receiving intelligence that she has become a widow. Surely 
a few syllables of explanation to her original proprietor, when he turns 
up 80 awkwardly to discover an unaccountable infant, would be more 
natural than the course taken by Josephine in accepting the sacrifice 
of her sister's reputation. If Mr. Cuaxves Reape had the intention 
of making his leading female character a despicable and cowardly 
person he has carried out his intention thoroughly ; if he intended her 
to elieit anything like sympathy from the audience he has utterly 
failed. The attempt at suicide by poison in the last act is very feebly 
managed and made the house giggle on the first performance. The 
baby is ten times worse, for that positively made the house yell. By 
the way, in speaking of this baby, a critic on the Daily Telegraph makes 
an odd mistake. ‘‘ With the exception,’ says he, “ of the infant 
Princess Elizabeth in Henry VJJI., there is not a single baby in 
the whole of SHAKESPEARE’s plays.’’ ‘The deuce there isn’t! Why, 
in the Winter's Tale poor little Perdita gets carried about through 
nearly an entire act. There is a baby in arms in Pericles, and there is 
another—a black one, and therefore particularly noticeable—in Titus 
Andronicus. 

The performance of The Double Marriage is capital. Muss Fanny | 

DIsON is most impressive, in spite of one dreadful dress, which | 
must be correct because it is hideous. 


acts artistically, and Mr. WynpHaM is manly and sympathetic. We 
must congratulate Mr. Liongt Broven on his first appearance in 
London. He has already proved himself one of our best low comedians, 
and we are anxious to see him play in some better part than the one 
provided for him by Mr. Cuantes Reape. ‘The mounting of the 
piece is everything that can be wished, and the music, conducted by 
Mr. WALLERSTEIN, deserves a word of commendation. A farce of 
the wildest character precedes the drama. We regret that the opening 
entertainment at the Queen's Theatre—which is a pretty and comfort- 
able house—has not met with an altogether undisputed success; and 
we hope to see it doing better. 

At the Holborn Theatre a new burlesque by Mr. Burnnanp has been 
brought out. The title of it is Mary Turner, a graceful pun upon 
the word Maritana. The only employment that Mr. Burnanp seems 
to make of this pun in the course ot his parody is to rhyme Turner 
with Smyrna; this is a very ingenious feat and betrays the refined 
Cockney. We noticed a clever allusion to Happy Thoughts in 
this burlesque; are we wrong in suspecting that those happy thoughts 
will shortly make their appearance in a collected form with the author's 
name on the title-page? The burlesque is moderately played, Mr. 
Montacve, Miss Joserus, and Miss Cuar.otre Saunpers atoning for 
the too obvious deficiencies of the other performers. A very liberal 
allowance of music-hall songs and break-down dances appears to 
compensate an indulgent audience for a plentiful lack of humour in 
the spoken parts of the burlesque. This kind of entertainment ap 
to be at its last gasp, and it certainly stands no chance ef being brought 
back t» life by such efforts as Mary Turner ; or, the Wicious Willain 
and Wictorious Wirtue. 








An Early Tea. 
An enterprising grocer advertised for sale ‘teas brought by the ship 


Miss Exten Tzrry looks and | Taeping”’ about a fortnight before that vessel arrived in the Thames. 


plays charmingly. Mu. ALFRED Wican, in a part unworthy of him, ' We suppose he was determined on Taeping Time by the forelock. 
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(A lazy fit had bound me), 
I fell a-moralizing o’er 
The snobs [ saw around me. 


They buy unholy suits of clothes, 
And every day they don them; 

Their speech is crapulous with oaths, 
But still the sun shines on them! 


They baw] and holloa, scream and shout, 
Some source of joy they find it— 

And though they leave their ’h's out 
The sea don't seem to mind it! 


F XTENDED on the Margate shore 


They spit, and smoke tobacco rank, 
And live incontinently, 

And though they look as if they drank, 
The sea air fans them gently ! 


The words with which themselves they pledge 
Cause decent ears to tingle ; 

But though it sets one’s teeth on edge, 
It don’t offend the shingle! 


Their showy clothes are slopped with mire, 
Their paws with filth encrusted— 

I wonder Nature don’t retire 
From public life disgusted. 


The sun shines on, the breezes blow, 
When shops and counters free them— 
The waves dance gaily to and fro, 
And seem quite glad to see them! 


Oh, sun and breeze and dancing trees, 
In one commingling blended, 

You are not difficult to please— 
Not easily offended. . 





Coton Talk, 


By THE SAUNTERER InN SOOIETY. 


Last week I made a few comments on passing events which passed 
into quite a different set of events before my remarks were published. 
This is one of the advantages of a large circulation, which necessitates 
going to press early. This week I shall leave the events to look after 
themselves, for there really isno knowing what may turn up at aday’s 
notice. However, there is plenty to talk about without committing 
one’s self to statements as to what GarrsaLpi or the Emprror or the 
Krxo may, can, will, shall, might, could, would, or should do. I can 
fall back on literature, whereof a shoal lies before me. St. Paul's, 
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No. II., bears out the promise of No. I. It bids fair to take the 
front rank in the magazines. But there are two things I must 
note in it. On opening the second number and seeing therein some 
verse, I remembered the bit of editorial eloquence about magazine 
verse and the promise that if a poet sent anything it should appear. 
So I sat down expecting a treat—but didn’t get it. I tried to think it 
was all right, though a little startled about “wounds no skill can 
fathom ’’—they must have been as deep as Mercurio’s well. But 
these two lines took my breath away :— 
‘¢ Within the fern’s sweet stem the oak lies hidden, 
Till by love’s art the scented veil is riven.” 

First of all, “hidden” and “riven” are not rhymes, and secondly the 
smell of a fern-stem is not sweet, being a faint and unpleasant odour. 
Thirdly, “love’s art riving a scented veil” does not quite picture the 
slicing-up of a fern-stalk with the pocket-knife of common life. 
However, the “poem” does not exhaust itself even then: further on 
we read of a solitary bird in the Far West that chants the “ Miserere.”’ 
What an odd bird! My parrot says ‘Pretty Poll,’’ and whistles 
‘Pop goes the weasel,” but he doesn’t chant “ Miserere’’—I should 
like to hear more of that bird. 

The other article that I don’t quite “hold with”’ in St. Pazl’s is one 
on the Drama, beginning with a grave denunciation of burlesque. 
How absurd it is to criticise a mere bit of fun from a high art point of 
view! Burlesque in its proper place and of the proper sort is a very 
good thing indeed: after the beef and mutton of Drama, the trifle of 
Burlesque. However, these solemn objections have been made again 
and again, and Burlesque has survived them. What it will not survive 
is the insidious style of attack, of which Mary Turner is an example. 
Its author seems to have gone over to the anti-burlesque party, «nd 
has dealt Burlesque a far harder blow than all the condemnatory 
articles put together. Old jokes about the “19th sentry,” “‘ change 
of ’air,” &c., lines which sometimes have eight feet, sometimes ten, 
and sometimes more, rhymes which are Cockney ones, and rhymes that 
are not rhymes at all—e.g., “taught yer” and “ torture,’”’ with a »len- 
tiful lack of plot and a great deal too much mere pantomime business — 
these are things which seem flung together with the idea rather of 
injuring Burlesque than supporting it. 

The Cornhill does not contrast well with St. Paul’s. An “ Unde- 
veloped Collector’? seems hardly worthy of development in such a 
magazine. ‘The Satirists of the Reformation,” however, is an 
admirable article. ‘Joan of Arc’’ is nothing much—and I look in 
vain in its illustration for the grace, the skill, and the art one asso- 
ciates with the initials “‘D. M.”’ Belgravia is bellicose— too bellicose, 
for I think its readers have a fair ground of complaint when seven- 
teen pages are occupied with literary squabbles. With much that is 
written in “The Cant of Criticism” 1 heartily agree; but I think 
special pleading goes too far when it says, ‘such novelists as Miss 
Bronte, Geoxce Exriot, and Miss Brappon.’”’ Miss Brappon has 
achieved great distinction as a novelist, but in a sphere of her own, 
distinct from that of the other two writers. Mr. Sana seems 
aggrieved that the Blackwood critic should class the author of ‘‘ Aurora 
Floyd”’ with the author of “ Denis Donne ;” but is his own classifi- 
cation unimpeachable? However, though the language is a bit strong 
and the pleading special, he is defending a lady and an early contri- 
butor to the magazine he edited, and he does it well and boldly. I 
can’t say as much for the ghost of Caprain Suanpon. His “‘ Remon- 
strance’’ is not a very masterly production. No one will accuse me 
of a prejudice in favour of the Pull Mall, which, in the matter of the 
‘Circe’ correspondence, did not, in my opinion, shine to advantage. 
But the ‘“‘Remonstrance”’ is far from a successful effort. In the first 
place it claims for Mr. Barincton Wuire the right to take his inspi- 
ration from a foreign source, and the right to decline to come forward 
and avow hisname. Granted! But those two rights don’t constitute 
a third right, to take his “inspiration ’’—bodily—without acknow- 
ledgment, and with the use of “new and original” adjectives. In 
the second place, the “employer” of the editor of the P. M. may be 
the owner of a magazine—the Cornhii/—but it can hardly be fairly 
described as “a rival magazine to Belgravia.” Thirdly: there is a 
vast distinction between ‘l'HackERAY's taking (if he did take) the sug- 
gestion of a character, or his daughter's taking a trick of style, from 
the French, and Mr. Wuiure’s walking off with a whole story. 
Fourthly—well, it’s hardly necessary to tell Carrarn Suanpon that to 
prove that Lz Sace, Stexnzg, Moriere, and Lorp Lyrron have com- 
mitted literary forays, does rot prove Mr. Wuire innocent. But what 
can CarTain SHAnpon be about when, after instancing “‘ The Caxtons’”’ 
us a reproduction of “ Tristram Shandy,” he asks, “ Yet who dares 
protest ? who dares shout ‘literary thief!’ here?’”? Who? Why, 
your fiend Mr. TxHackeray, Caprain S.; and I wonder you never 


—_. 


read his smashing papers in Fraser when you were in that pleasant | 


retirement of yours. 

For the rest, Belgravia is as readable and pleasant as usual. The 
illustrations to “‘ Dead Sea Fruit’ and “ Netting” are not up to the 
standard of Belgravia blocks, the figures seeming like studies at 
Mapame Tvussavup's. 
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So I says, “Let's go in’ere ;” for I sec a place where ladies’ lunches 
was wrote up. She said “ No,” but walked straight in with me. So 
the waiter he come and asked what we'd take, for that poor creetur ’ad 
tottered to a seat and was a-leanin’ ’er ’ead down. 

So I says to ’er, “ You'd better take a somethink;” and she says 
“‘Borbony,” as the waiter brought, and she took off and kep’ on 
a-weepin’ like. 

I asked the waiter for a little drop of brandy for myself, as I ’adn’t 
touched, and if that poor woman in ’er confusion didn’t take up the 
glass and swaller it down. Well, arter that she set quiet like for ever 
so long, and then she says as she'd like some beer, and arter that she 
begun for to weep like out loud, till the waiter come up, as were some 
kind of foreigner, and said as they couldn't allow no such noise there. 
Law! she turned on ’im and called ’im all the Dutch waggerbones as 
she could lay ’er tongue to, and used such awful words that I was 
a-goin’ to run out of the place; so the waiter he come and asked for 
the money for the beer. 

I says, “TI ain't ’ad the beer; let’er pay.” He says, “She can’t ; 
she’s a beggar.”’ 

Up she jumps, and ketched ’old of ’is ’air, a-yellin’ and screamin’ 
like mad ; so they calls in a policeman, as turned ’er out, and would 
’ave interfered with me, only I told ’im as she were unbeknown to me, 
and as I thought she were in distress; but he only winks and says to 
me, “ Don't you believe all as is told you ;”’ and took and pushed ’er 
away, as I was glad to get free from. 

(To be concluded in our next.) 


MRS. BROWN IN AMERICA. 


Anout New York. 


I NEVER did meet with sich insults in all my life as jest through 
a-goin’ to a shop to ask a civil question, as you might as well give a 
civil answer to, as don’t cost nothink, and so I told them fellers as was 
a-settin’ there a-grinnin’ like a couple o’ bamboos, a-suckin’ of tooth- 
picks, as is a dirty ‘abit and can’t be no nourishment in. For I was 
a-walkin’ along Broadway, as it ’ad nearly cost me my life for to cross 
what with the pavement and what with the ’busses and carts, and jest 
as I was a-goin’ along I see in a shop winder a roll of Coburg cloth. a 
deep claret colour, the same as I ’ad the winter afore last, as [ bought 
near the Elephant and Castle, as were a rich colour, and looked werry 
’an’some made up, and that ’ard to match through me ’avin’ took the 
remnant, as were jest over five yards, through bein’ double width, and 
didn’t leave not ’ardly a bit over, though I must say as I always sus- 
pects Mrs. Poxuin of ’avin’ cabbaged, as the sayin’ is, as it’s natural 
as she should, through bein’ a tailor’s daughter and brought up to the 
business, and can work a button-’ole better than any woman as ever I 
see, though no reason for to respect ’is memory, for when in liquor 
would use the sleeve-board pretty free over their bare backs, and was 
pretty nigh the death of ’is own mother through a-throwin’ of the 
red-’ot goose across the room, as he meant for to haim at ’is wife, and 
missed ’er by a inch, a-ketchin’ of the old lady atween the blade-bones, 
as must 'ave been instant death if it’ad but been a foot ’igher up. 
Well, as I were a-sayin’, I was always anxious for to match that 
Coburg, through ’avin’ sp’ilt the back breath with something sticky 
as I set on the day as I got ’ere a-waitin’ for my things at the docks, 
as is always full of some filth or other, and in my opinion was treacle, 
as stuck to me like pitch, and nothink would not get it out, as set tur- 
pentine at defiance, and benzine weren’t no more than water. Well, 
as I was a-sayin’, goin’ up Broadway, what should I see but a bit of 
that werry same coloured Coburg as I was a-thinkin’ I might. go arf 
the world over and not match ; so I goes into the shop, and there was 
them two as was what I calls whipper-snapper chaps, and the moment 
I gets inside the door one of them ’ollers out “‘ We don't want any!” 
I didn’t take no notice, but only pints with my umbreller to that bit 
of stuff in the winder, and says, ‘*‘ I'll take a yard and a quarter, not as 
I wants more than three-quarters, through arf a breadth bein’ all that 
is sp’ilt. 

So one of they fellers says, ‘‘Can’t you read?’ I says, “In course I 

can.”’ 
‘‘ Then,”’ says he, “don’t you see as there ain’t nothink retail sold 
ere?’ “ Well,” I says, “what of that? I don't want nothink retail, 
but only what I've asked for, as is enough of that claret-coloured 
Coburg for a back breath.” 

‘Oh, I see!’”’ says one of the fellers, “you wants to retail your 
gownd.” I says, “If you was a geutleman, as you are not, but only a 
counter-skipper, you would not speak that rude a-illudin’ to a lady’s 
dress.” 

He only bust out a-larfing, and bein’ reg’lar tired, I thought as I’d 
take a seat as was placed there, like music-stools; so I takes ’old on 
one to draw it nearer to me, a-goin to set down at the same time, when 
if the dratted top didn’t come off in my ’and, and down I went with a 
’eavy shock, enough to bring the ’ouse down. Well, them fellers bust 
out larfin’ like downright hidjots, and never offered for to ’elp me up, 
as were a-settin’ on the floor that confused with my fall as I didn’t 
























































DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 

; No. 35. 
In true British fashion we bid him God speed, 
And happy the people he goes to, to read. 
They'll all flock to see him to judge of his looks, 
The author of so many wonderful books. 
Nor coin nor xvdos he'll certainly lack, 
And we shall be glad when we welcome him back. 





1. 
Too many rash aspirants claim 
This mighty name ; 
We recognize of all the host, 
But three at most. 
2 


What Mr. Wetter, Senior, desired, 
His soul with legal knowledge strangely fired. 
3. 
In language, we know was decidedly classie, 
Old Horace would often roar out for the Massic ; 
And if in a hurry to toss off his liquor, 
This word he would use to make siaves bring it quicker. 
4. : 


The pest of a noble profession, 
And punished for frequent transgression. 


know ’ardly where I was, and ’ad ’urt my elber. So I says, ‘It you The public repeatedly suffers, 
was a couple of men instead of hapes as you are, you’d come and ‘elp Fer people are really such duffers. 
me up; for the man as wouldn’t lift ’is ’and for a fieldmale in distress 5 
we all knows what he is.”’ an 
I do believe as I should ’ave been settin’ there now, only a lady He stood like a peg 
come in with a wail down, as picked me up, and then showed me a In the grass, at square leg. 
6. 


letter as proved as she were the widder of a hoficer as ‘ad been slew'd 
in the war; but bless you, them fellers were that rude to ’er, a tellin’ 
’er to clear out, so I walked out of the place with ’er, for I wouldn't 
’ave laid out my money with such characters, and says to the lady as 
they was the fust ’Merrikins as.’ad been rude to me; and if she didn’t 
tell me as they was Hinglish, as made me blush for my country, and 
would ’ave gone back and give ’em a bit of my mind, only the lady 
says “Don't!” Ah, poor thing! she had know’d sorrers, through 
’avin’ ’ad ’er ’usban’ wounded in battle, as died on a avalanche as was 
carryin’ ‘im to the ’ospital, as they did ought to ’ave on the spot in a 
battle. I’m sure I don’t know why ever any one is such a fool as to 
go fer a soldier, as only gets killed for their pains; and I’m sure the 
way as this poor lady were ’art-broken and that overcome, as I thought 


All Europe an interest in this evinces 
From beggars and tradesmen to nobles and princes ; 
I speak in the present but being ne rover, 
I fancy by this time it’s ended and over. 
7. 
They fonght like bricks in days of old, 
They gained immortal glory, 
They sleep beneath the churchyard mould, 
Their names revered in story. 


Answer To Acrostic No. 33. 


she were a-goin’ to faint, and ’ad to support ’er, for she didn’t seem to 

ave no strength in ’er. 'I says, “Do you live far from ’ere?” “ Oh,” 3 torr 

says she, ‘‘ miles.” sah tial J Jackdaw W 
I says, ‘“‘ You'd better set down on a door-step. Oh,’’ she says, UU Umbri 1 

‘* just round the corner I got a friend as keeps there.”’ : BR Rbyton N 
“T says, “ What does he keep?’ But she didn’t say nothink, but y Y a G 


leans on my harm till I thought I must ’ave dropped with ’er, for she 
So.uTions or Acrostic No. 33, zecxrvep 30ra Oct. :—None correct. 


kep’ on walkin’. 
TS 
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yciTyY CLERKS ’ 
DINING COMPY 
> (LIMITED) 













SUGGESTIONS FOR THE CIVIC PROCESSION ON THE NINTH. 


1. The Man in Brass. 10. The Worshipful the Lord Mayor. 16. Persons ef Rank. 25. More Police. 
2. The Man out 11. Aldermen who have not passed the 17. The Fishmongers’ Company. 26. More Police still. 
3. Magog. 4. Go 5. Hog. chair. 18. The Grocers’ Company. 27. Most Police, in a compact body.” 
6. Dog-its coat and p 12. The Mace. ; * 19. A Limited Company. 28. The Civic Seal, by kind permission 
7. Distinguished Members of the Stock 13. The other November Dignitary. 20. Would-be Be f-Eaters. of F. Buckland, Esq. 
Exchange. 14. A u of November Fog. 21. Bishop’s gait. 29. The Military. 
8. The City Jester. 15. A Deputation of November Mist, 22. The Poultry. $0. The British Public. 
9. The Aldermen who by kind permission of Swell Mob- | 2%. Cheapside. 31. A Deputation from the Hatters’ 


have the chair. ster, Esq. 24. Police. Company. 


—_ 
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THE DOUBLE MARRIAGE: 


Or, Not ror JosEruine! 


ACT I. Scens—Ezterior of the Chateau of the Baroness de Beaurepaire. 


Enter Josepuine and Rosz, her daughters. 

Jos.—How poor is mother, and yet how proud! 

Rosz.—And how respectable, and yet what an old bore! 

Jos.—Who ean it be who drops purses with shillings in them in our 
path day after day ? 

Enter a Farrarv, Derenpant. 

Faitu. Dep.—It is Monsieur Riviere. See, he comes! 

Jos.—We will conceal ourselves. 

Enter Mons. Rrvrere. 

Mons. R.—TI love Rose, and would marry her; and for an ingenious 
method of getting over a ‘high-minded, haughty old mother, commend 
me to the plan of dropping purses in her path—thus. 

Sheds purses all over the stage. 
his is indelicate. We are 


[ They do. 


estes 
—L 


Jos. (coming down).—Mions. Riviere ! 
haughty, and cannot aceept coppers. Go! 
[Avit Riviere, much shut up. Joserure and Rose go into-house. 


_ . Enter Carr. Rayna. 

Cart. R.—8o thisis the house that I have bought of its impoverished 
owners. In ten minutes I start for Africa; but I thought I would 
just look in ‘and see:my property first. 

Enter Farrurut DepEnpant. 


Fartu. Drp.—What would you, sir ? 
Capt. R.—A Faithful ‘Dependant! (Aloud) I have come ‘to claim 
my property. 
Farirn. Dgr.—Then my poor old missis will be turned into the 
street ! [Weens. 
Capt. R.—Oh, that's quite another pair of shoes! I couldn't think 


of doing less than make them a present of the estate-as it-stands,under 
those circumstances. And:now for Africa. 


Enter the Baroness, with Joserutne and Rosx. 
BaronEss.—I really don’t quite like accepting:a magnificent chateau 
and grounds from an utter stranger—you see, Lam-so very haughty, 
and extremely high-minded. 
Cart. R.—Quite so. Ha! an idea! I will marry Josephine—go'to 
Egypt and die, and then everything will be hers, as a matter of course. 
Baroness.—The very thing! So shall the sensitive feelings of 
delicacy that are so characteristic of a Beaurepaire remain unruffled. 
Go—marry this utter stranger on the spot. 
Jos.—But I love Camille ;—no, no, mamma—not for Josephine ! 
Baroness.—But I insist! My family pride will not allow of my 
missing this chance of making myself rich! Besides, Colonel Camille, 
our lover, is reported ‘dead. 
They get married, and exit Rayna to Africa. 
by Baroness. 


Triumphant comic dance 


Enter Farrarvut DrerenpDant. 
Farru. Der.—Madame, Colonel Camille is coming. Hurrah! Hurrah! 
At.—Colenel Camille! 
Enter CAMILLE, very much eut up. 

Cam.— Yes, here lam; come to claim my Josephine! 

Joe.—Oh, horror! Iam married! I thought you dead! 

Cam.—Married! And I had dreamt of such happiness. 

Jes.—Happiness? Ha! ha! ha! Happiness is for others—not for 
Josephine ! [ Tableau. 

ACT II.—Awful Chamber in the Chateau. 


Enter the BARoNnEss in mourning. 


Baroness.—Raynal is dead, and we are in expensive mourning; 
but my girls, somehow,-seem delighted. Well, thanks to our family 


pride, we have swindled Raynal’s heirs out of this chateau. Family 
prite has its advantages ! [ Exit. 
Enter Rose and JosePuwe with Camiye. 
€08.—Camille! We are secretly married now! Poor Raynal! 
All laugh. 


Cam.—And we have an unacknowledged pipsy wipsy ! 
Jos.—We have! Mamma knows nothing of it! 


Enter Farrurcvt Derenpant. 

Farrn. Der.—Captain Raynal is not dead! Here is a letter from 
him, dated the 6th June! 

§es.—And the battle in which he was killed was fought on the 4th. 
Wasn't it ? 

Cam. (bright idea).—Pernare 1t was THE FourtgEeNnTH!!! ( Fact.) 

Ses.—No ; the fourth, you donkey! He returnsto-day. The baby 
must be sent away; but I must see 7 Sefore it gees. 
Rose and Josermine pull baby out of hole in weinscot, in which, for 

excellent reacons, tt is concealed. 

Yos.—Poor ickle sing; Did i find it stuffy,then! (Changing the 
suhyject.) And dil ze naughty dole bleckbeetles concep into ite pickley- 
aéckisy mouse! 
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Enter Raynat. Sereen upsets. 


Cart. R.—My dear old Jo.! 

Enter Riviere, the copper dropper. 

Jos.—Ha! ha! (hystericai/y.) 'Yhen you were not dead. 

Capr. R.—No. (Aside. This baby! Can Jo. have been kicking 
up behind and before in my absence? It must be solved. Whose is 
this baby ? [JosEPHINE very much taken aback. General fix. 

Rosze.—It is mine!!! 

[ Annoyance of Riviere, her lover, gratitude of JosEPHINE, and great 
relief of RaynaL. Tableau. 


ACT III. The Camp before Philippesbourg. Night. Enter Camttue. 

Cam.—I am here to take Philippesbourg. [ Flourish. Drums. 

Enter GeneraL Boum end Surre. 

Gen. B.—It’s a most amazing thing that I can’t move without a 
drum accompaniment. Gratifying at tirst, it becomes an intolerable 
nuisance after about fifteen twelvemonths of it. But this is not the 
point. Yonder redoubt is to be stormed to-night. Who will head the 
forlorn hope ? 

ALL (politely).—I! ; 

Gen. B.—It is certain death, so toss for it. ‘All I know is that Z 
won't! [ They toss for it, Cart. Rawnau is the odd man out. 

Cam. (to Capt. R.)—Do you know that itus.certain death ¢ ? 

Carr. R.—I do. I rather want to die. [ Exit. 

Cam.—And sodoI. Ha! an idea! 

[Summons his-regiment—the whole fifteen. 

Cam.—Soldiers of France, I want to die. The storming of yonder 
redoubt would offer a favourable opportunity, as it is eertain death ; 
‘but-others are to have the honour of attacking it. (Let us sterm it 
when nobody's-looking ! 

Sotprers (slowly, rubbing their chins withenthusiasm).—W ell—ye—es. 

Cam.—It is true you don’t wantto die. 

Sotprers (with more enthusiasm still).—Wedpn't, we don’t, upon our 
souls we don’t! 

Cam.—Then come on! [All rush off cautiously, explosion heard. 

Enter Generar Boum, RayNat, and all the Sotpigrs. 

Carr. R.—He has taken the fort while nobody was looking. Were it 

not that he is dead, I would bring him to court-martial ! 


ACT IV. Exterior of the Chateau, Enter Joseruine. 


Jos.—My Camille is killed in a forlorn hope; and Raynal, my 
husband, whom I don’t love, survives! Family pride reduced us to 
the necessity of swindling him out of the chateau by a marriage which 
I contracted in the hope that he would be immediately killed—and, lo, 
he survives! Ha-ha! Pvison! poison ‘ 

Enter RaYnat. 

Cart. R.—I'm afraid you don’t love me. 

Jos.—No, I don't. 

Carr. R.—Her talent for repartee is marvellous! — Perhaps you 
would have preferred Camille ? 

Jos.—Infinitely. But he is not for Josephine. 

Enter CAMILLE. 

Cam.—And why not ? 

Jos.—Ha! ha! ha! He-lives! he lives! helives! _ 

Carr. R.—Look here, Camille, what do you say to this—Jo. is only 
married to me by civil contract—I annul it thus! (tears it up.) Now 
take her and be happy! 

Jos.—My Camille. 

Cam.—My Joseph. 

Enter Riviere. ; 

Mons. R.—Rose, I know all about that inconvenient baby. Come, 
take me, and be happy! 

Roszt.—I will. But a baby, 


s0. Unreasonable creature! 
Baroness.—But how about the chateau. Am I, with all my family 


pride, to be turned into the street ; or am I to live rent-free in another 
person's house? Which is my family to do? 

Carr. R.—Stop here; don’t pay me any rent, 
the place your own. ; mo 

Banoness.—My family pride is satisfied. Iwill! — i 

Carr. R.—And if our friends in front will only signify their appre- 
bation of the manner in which my, or rather Camille 8, dear old Jo. 
has been kicking up behind and before, there won't beya happier party 
in all France than the Double Marriage ; or,—— 

Jos.—Not for Josephine ! 


more or less, needn’t have put you out 


and, indeed, consider 


CurTAIN. 

Ocrsetves.—Rather a dangerous piece, well written (but much too 
long), and well acted ; particularly so by Mn. Wiican, Miss Appison, 
Miss Terry, Miss Hopson, and Mx. WYNDHAM. Mr. Lions. 
Brovcu is an unobtrusive low comedian. Mux. Srernens played a 
very small part remarkably well. Pretty theatre, and particularly 


comfortable stalls. Good orchestra, too. 
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BEER AND TEAR. 


Benevolent party :—“ Poor otp MAN! Has ANYONE BEEN ILL-USING HIM ?” 
Irreverent party with pipe :—“ Lok BLESS YE, NOBODY AIN’T A-BEEN ILL-USING ’IM—BUT SOMEBODY'S BEEN A-MALT-TREATING OF HIM!” 








Mine is a sensitive heart, and of a truth tenderness is a failing that 
A SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY. is ulways leading me into difficulties. I could not support the sight of 
> ee see. his anguish ; and as soon as he found the use of his voice—which was 
Cuapter I. pretty soon—I thought it best to move away. 
i “ T’xtx be hanged if I do!” 
I was standing at the verge of the pavement at the bottom of Ludgate- : Cuarter II. 
- hill, with one foot on the kerb and the other inthe kennel. ’Tisan{ I nap not gone many steps ere I fell in witha donkey. Now, an 
: attitude of irresolution and uncertainty, and throws a man off his | ass is an animal I can never pass without giving him the time of day. 
level. And when a man is thrown off his level there's no telling what | There is a gentle patience with which he listens to my discourses that 
may be the end of it. I took my foot out of the kennel, and as I set | wins my heart in spite of myself. 
it down beside its companion on the granite I repeated my exclama-| He was harnessed to a sort of barrow, laden with mackerel, and he 
tion— was standing in Farringdon-street to allow the stream of traffic to 

“T'll be hanged if I do!" pass up Ludgate-hill. 

Now, tis an undertaking ne man in the possession of his senses| ‘*’I'is ever s0, Honesty!” said I; “thou and I must e’en wait to 
would make if he was not quite sure of avoiding the penalty. There | let our betters go by. See how yon ‘ Bow and Stratford’ rolls by— 
are many inconveniences connected with being hanged, which would | mark that Pickrorp’s van—and thou'rt obliged to wait with thy 

incline us to hesitate. A man of sentiment and refinement would | fish, though they be perishable goods at best.”’ 
shrink from it. The idea of engrossing the attention of so many | As I said this I had taken up one of the mackerel and was moral- 
. ’ pons. from the Sheriff and the Ordinary down to the most ragged | ising over it. 
tat ggar in the crowd, is a shock to delicacy. Besides, hanging entails| ‘‘ Come, I say, jest drop that ’ere ?” said a voice. I looked up. It 
ha hee early rising, and early rising is bad. Oh, great Sun! for what dost | was Jack's master. ‘“ And this is thy tyrant, then!” I thought to 
i ie thou quit thy roseate couch at so unearthly an hour, but to air the | myself. ‘Thine must bea hard lot, with one so suspicious of his 
iF world for us poor mortals? Whip me the man who would rise before | kind—so devoid of sentiment.” But I said nothing, and replaced 
if eleven, if he could help it. If he couldn't—well, ’tis different, and | the fish. 
yf there's an end on’t. But early rising is a thing I never cared for or; Just at this moment the tide of traffic was broken for an instant, and 
Ht ay practised ; and indeed I can think of no worse way of beginning a the ass’s master hastened to take advantage of it. 
I ' day than getting up at eight to be hanged. | Kim up!” said he to Jack; and before the poor animal could obey 
i And this brings me back to my first proposition. ‘I'll be hanged | him, he seized him by the head and dragged him along, dealing him at 
. if Ide!” said L. the same time a score of heavy blows with a thick stick that he carried 
| As I uttered the words I brought down my cane with a smart rap | in his right hand. 
on the stones —for if the intention and the deed be the same thing, as | could have found it in my heart to have given the rascal a sound 
. learned legists tell us, it was on the stones that I brought it down. | drubbing for his pains. But I refrained. I protest I am too soft- 
‘ But between the deed and the intention a plaguy fellow must nceds | hearted. I feared I might by chance hurt him, or he me. 
! thrust the foot on which he wore his largest and tenderest corn. ‘ “Farewell, Honesty!” said I, as Jack shambled off with his load. 
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And then I know not what tender emotion stirred me, but I fel 
tear trickling down my cheek. “ Farewell, Honesty !”’ ‘uit I aot en oe 


| 

| 

| as I put my hand into my pocket for my kerchief. 
It was gone! 

| Cuapter III. 


I nave come to the conclusion that ’tis not the best way to « 
through a story to begin at the end. ’Tis an unprofitable ae. Pre 
_ and tends to lead one into digressions. Now, digressions will be the ruin 
| of me in this world and the next. I shall be so beset with di¢ressions 
ite shall never reach my destination. ~ 
| Kee - bared Lp ma a erg _— was I set down to 
write you out my journey, and I’ve not got three steps from the bott 
| of Ludgate-hill. And this because of my fatal failing for davenien. 
I had proposed to write a chapter on Pickrorp’s vans, and another on 
Public Executions; but here's the end of my tether, and I am still 
| standing with one foot on the kerbstone and the other in the 





kennel. 
| * * + * . * * 
| _ As I was writing that last sentence, I felt I could bear it no longer. 

It had rang in my ears all day. I had looked out of window, and ‘out 
- doors, and upstairs, and downstairs, but I could not discover whence 

it came. 
| “T can't get on! I can’t get on!” 

’*T was a little plaintive voice like a child’s. 

“T can’t get on!” This time I traced it to its source. "T'was 
nothing but a little squirrel in a revolving cage. As he ran, so ‘his 
prison turned, and he still kept crying, “I can’t get on!” 

Oh, great principle of Liberty! was I wrong to make the instant de- 
termination to.set that poor little captive free? My heartassures me I 
was not. I fumbled at the wire-fastening—it resisted my efforts; but 
| the equaxel bit my. fingers all the same. 

~ * 








* * * 


Another digression. But it-shall be‘the last. I have sworn it, and 
| so‘there's an end of the matter. And ’tis no much matter either, for 
after all *tis no.more than this :— 

As I stoad on'the pavementat the bottom of Ludgate-hill, with one 
foot on the kerb.and the other in.the kennél, I suddenly remembered 
that it\was Lormp Mayor's Day. ‘Shall I igo and see the show ?” 
yw ’ — ‘And myself answered, “I'll be hanged if I do!” 

‘didn’t. 








=e 
Bagged. 

A CORRESPONDENT writes to complain of the growing tendency to 
es and instances the following advertisement as a proof of what he 

eges :— 

Baas! Bacs! Bags! 
Cormack’s Great Bag Warehouse. 

He asserts that the word “ trousers’’ should be used instead of the 
vulgarism ‘‘bags.’’ Our friend is quite mistaken as to the articles 
referred to. They are not such as one thrusts one’s legs into, but the 
kind of bag into which (after making such a stupid mistake) he had 
better put his head ! 


American Irish. 


We have heard a good deal lately of the importation of the Irish- 
American element. We have been glancing at a journal, probably not 
very well known, entitled The American, and we have discovered in one 
of its leaders strong evidence of American-Irishism. The article 
“Diet’’ begins with Yankee twang enough, speaking of the negro 
development of muscle as “ probable superior” to that of other—no, 
we quote incorrectly—*“ to other people.’’ Butthe Hibernian influence 
is very perceptible in the passage which follows :— 

“The North-American Indian is a specimen of fine development on animal food ; in 
endurance they equal the Highland Scotch, probaly neither inferior nor superior.’ 

We are not quite sure who “‘they”’ are. Doesour friend mean that 
the North-American Indian are ?—but, surely, when “they” are 
definitely asserted to be “equal” to the Highland Scotch (‘they ”’ 
must be pretty ’cute!) ;- there can be no probable possibility of their 
being either superior or inferior. It does not require a knowledge of 
Evcuip to tell one that things cannot be equal and unequal to each 


other at the same time. 


Wines and Spirits. 

Tue Paris Correspondent of the Morning Star announces the 
approaching marriage of Home, the spiritualist, and Mapamze Mokr, 
“the champagne widow.’ We are glad to hear that Home has 
adopted so respectable a trade, and that henceforth his dealings in 
“Cham ’”’—with a “c”’ instead of an ‘s’’—will be of a nature we 


need not deprecate. 


‘Commespep to the notice of the Board of Inland Revenue.—How 
did Mr. Tuomas Cantyve shoot Niagara ?—With a poetical license. 
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THE TIMES. 


Wuen Paterfamilias reads with such care 

The daily prelections from Printing-house-square, 
Does he think, as to wisdom like theirs he aspires, 
Who’s hid by the curtain, and who pulls the wires ? 
Does he ever, as dauntless as stout DeLorarne, 
Desire, as did Cosprn, to worry DeLang ? 


Does he really believe what the sage “‘ leaders’? say— 
When to-morrow will come contradicting to-day, 

And the view that the public believes eomme il faut, 

Is inspired by the spleen of that weathercock, Lowe ? 
Does he find that whene’er in that view he confides 
That the wayward opinions change like the tides ? 


Did he turn to his bees with increasing delight 

When he read what the ‘“‘ Bee-master’’ once used to write ? 
Does he really believe that “* Historicus”’ knows 

More than all men, when learning he pompously shows ? 
And when “5. G. O.”’ venom ’gainst Bishops will brew, 
Has he never found out ’tis the tongue of asbrew * 


The strange second column will yield to‘his-wife 
Mysterious enigmas, queer stories of life, 
Ani'tidings will come from the ends of the earth, 
fo herald a death or acknowledge a birth, 

Does he:even, with innocence green as in youth, 
Believe that the telegrams always tell truth ? 


N’importe, as the French.say, he’ll stick.to his Times, 
‘Nor class inconsistency e’er among.crimes, 
When-weary with “leaders’’ he'llturn to the place 
‘Where Russe.’'s pen goes at so gdllant.a pace. 

And little:he'll care ‘for the right and the wrong, 
While gaily the Jur:rer thunders along. 





A case for theS. forthe P. of C.toA. 

WE beg’to eall'the attention of ‘the:active and energetic Society for 
the Suppression of Cruelty,:to apiece of barbarity recorded :in. the 
Standard. That paper, in its impression of Tuesday, the 8th November, 
says :— 

‘‘Madame States and Mr.Rigby have been singing uninterruptedly since Thursday 


evening. 

The managers of the Covent Garden Concerts were guilty of the 
most heartless cruelty to compel two people—one of them a lady—to 
sing without stopping for very nearly a week. ‘This ought to be seen 


to at once. 





Answers to Correspondents. 


[ We cannot return rejected MSS. or Sketches untess they are accompanied 
by a stamped and directed envelope. We can take no notice of communica- 
tions with illegible signatures or monograms. | 

AN Apmreer or ‘'Fun's'’”’ Porstny.—Thanks. 

Gre Ber.—None of your Gee-bee-ring ! ; 

CauLp K:a1w.—Pretty fair, but nothing very startling. 

ANTI-HUMBUG.— We can't insert your queries, which are too personal ; 
but we agree that the Geographical Society isa greatdo! Anybody can be 
an F.R.G.S.—even the publisher of a Gazetteer! 

AN ITALIAN ReruGEe.—Nothing of the kind! 


8 ent ‘*8.”’ 

S. B. (Aldgate.)—Very good for a boy of fourteen. Take lessons. 

TEaGvE (Brighton).— Would be passable, if not eo like thesort of thing 
we are fatigued of. 

A Brownite.—Thanks. 

G. H. S.—Under consideration. 

E. R. (Norwood) sends us the following :—“ Where ought donkeys to 
find the best stabling ?—Inassize towns, to be sure.”” Wehave puzzled over 
that for a weck, but we don’t see what its point is, unless E. Kk. always 
resides in assize towns—at least, that’s the only connection we can see be- 


tween the locality and the animal. 

F. W. 'R. (Slough.)—Slough—we beg pardon—how could you suppose 
yours a parody? ‘Your lines resemble ‘‘ Beware ”’ about as much as General 
Tom Thumb resembles Longfellow. ; : 

Declined with thanks:—H. E. W., Bristol; J. R., Exeter; G. 8., 
Willenhall; A. G. C.; T. 8.; F. H., Manchester; J. V. Y., Melton 
Villas; S. E. P. M.; Sconi; W. H. E., Exkbank; Old Cock; H. kt, 
Walworth-road; F. D. H., Russell-equare; J.G. B.; J. W. H., Man- 
chester; G. . N., Old Kent-road; A. G., Great Western Hotel; 
J.J. M., Hull; H. G. C., Clapton ; J. B. O. D.; A. Y. Z. ; Stoicus ; 
A. N. F. F. R. T.; Skyblue; H. H., Bristol ; M. G., Denbigh-street ; 


A. G., Norwich. 





—you’re our old corre- 
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“TRAFFIC DIVERTED.” 
A Sketch taken at King’s Cross on the morning of the Fourth of November. 











figger which they was some on em old wimmens spanels a bustin 
THE GREAT DINING QUESTION. with good livin i don’t want to be nasty But if was to blo upon You 
Srr,—As a well-known caterer for the public, permit me to express | Would be wuss for you than yure humbel servvent to command 

my admiration of your remarks on the above subject in last week’s J TROTTERS. 
number. They touch, Sir, what I may be allowed professionally to 
call the marrow of the theme ; whilst much that has appeared in other i 
journals has been dictated, I fear, by sadly interested motives. ANOTHER FAREWELL.” 
The inherent vices of our present system are s/ow and varied cookery. 
The diner’s golden rule should be, ‘‘ Go to a plain house which gives a 
special article.” .Our modern dining-rooms are glass, gilding, and 
upholstery. What pays for all this? The scanty pittance of the 
struggling clerk! Varied cookery means extensive apparatus. From 
whence is this wrang? From the hard-won earnings of the weary 





F iow down, sweet Tamesis, to the sea 
Thy stiff old stream deliver, 

No more on thee I'll row, says Skey, 
For ever and for ever! 


Row boldly, row for pluck or spree ? 


warehouseman ! : k : 
inst these abuses my system is atriumphant protest. My rooms ra, ro ay ae 
are comfortable without being luxurious, and I devote myself entirely Wor aver and tee ever. : 


to the perfection of the suceulent and nourishing pie. For the small 
sum of sevenpence (the very figure you name) I provide a Jarge beef or 
mutton pie, bread, and a pint of porter; should any inordinate appetite -And muse upon the river, 

require more, potatoes are forthcoming for one additional penny! No- And here of thee will hum, my Skey, 
thing but the very finest meat appears on my table; and as a proof of For ever and for ever. 

this (and of my purely disinterested motives in writing to you), I : 

enclose my butcher's bill for one day, which you are quite at liberty to A thousand punts will dream on thee, 
publish, together with the name and address of Your obedient servant, A thousand barges—never | 

Original Pie Rooms, True Blue-street. I. B. Suarpe. I disagree with thee, my Skey, 

[We print the enclosure as our correspondent requests: but cannot For ever and for ever! 
aren our ne} of the impression that there is some mistake in the SD 
selection.—Eb. : . 

mousens snows, cobleain Geel, The Middlesex Ragistry. 

Sevr,—this cums open as i shall git my muny Tomorrer which iave| A RumovuR, since contradicted, that Curer Justice Bovrtt had 
calla manny times an must Ave It them last lot the price was not rose | appointed his son, an officer in the 17th Lancers, Registrar of Middlesex, 
as was wuth dubbel the muny bein prime fed in a swel naborood let | created a great deal of unnecessary stir. The young soldier would 
alone the perleese bein so down on a cove as it aint wuth a cove’s wile | have been eminently fitted for the sinecure. Asa Lancer he could do 


and the cats thairselves up to hevery move an the dawgs was the old | all that was wanted—bleed his country. 


But here I'll sigh and take my tea 





Lordon: Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Worts, St. Ardrew’s Hill, Cases Svenmens, and Published (for the Proprietor) by T. BAKER, at 80, Fleet-strect, E.C.— 
November 9, 1867. 
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THE DILIGENCE DRIVER. 


Paxs1o Paice is a family man, 

A Catholic staunch and a Catalan ; 

Her Masesty’s mails he hath to drive— 

His oaths are many—his horses five— 
Anda, caballitos ! 


Master is he of a clumsy craft ; 

It is cranky forward and cranky aft; 

A thing of a weird and ogglesome kind, 

With a cab in the front and a ’bus behind— 
Anda, eaballitos ! 


Yet Panto Pate in his inmost soul 

Is fond of his calling, upon the whole ; 

Many might think it infra dig.,— 

There is none of your pride in Pasto Pric. 
Anda, caballitos ! 


ED 


His visage is dark, his dress grotesque ;— 

And a certain air of the picturesque, 

Which rather becomes him, possibly springs 

From his horror of soap and such-like things— 
Anda, caballitos ! 


To him there is little or no romance 

In the frontier limits of Spain and France ; 

But how he would wonder and stare, poor man, 

At a "bus in the Strand or a Pickrorp’s van! 
Anda, caballitos ! 


In a Hundred Years. 


AN extra smile or a burst of tears— 

A fine to-day or a dull to-morrow— 

A bit more joy or a drop more sorrow— 
All the same in a hundred years. 


A thousand hopes or a thousand fears— 
A lifetime sad or a lifetime wasted— 
A cup drained empty or left untasted— 
All the same in a hundred years. 


If things were thus, as one often hears, 
I'd seize the pleasure, I’d leave the sorrow— 
Enjoy to-day and defy to-morrow— 

All the same in a hundred years. 


FROM OUR STALL. 


A compounp of Byron, DeLavicne, BAYLE BERNARD, BEVERLEY, and 
Cormack has been produced with success at Drury Lane, under the 
title of The Doge of Venice. Many of the speeches are much too long, 
and this fault naturally makes the play seem a little tedious in parts ; 
but the scenery and the dresses ure splendid. At the close of the first 
act a representation of the Carnival at Venice is given ; this tableau—or 
series of tableaux—is received with enthusiastic applause. We have 
one complaint only to make against it; some of the lady dancers 
actually wear black stockings. ‘These abominations should be worn by 
nobody but maiden aunts and hospital nurses. Mr. Pueirs, who had 
a thundering reception on the first night of the piece, plays Marino 
powerfully, but his telescopic method of delivery lengthens the already 
lengthy sentences to a dreadful extent. Mr. J. C. Cowpzr, the 
Bertuccio, has not quite learned to economize his voice; he dresses 
well, however, and acts in a manly way. Mr. H. Sincitarr makes a 
somewhat rowdy kind of patrician, and Mr. Barrett presides at a 
carnival symposium with all the ponderous gravity of a Lord Chief 


Justice. Mr. E. Pueps is mildly in earnest, and contrives to die | 


game at the termination of the second act. The Angiolina of Mrs. 
H. Vezr is charming ; if it fails a little in dignity it makes atonement 
in grace. ‘The width of this lady's range is really something to marvel 
at. 
from three or four of the Italian masters, and is very well played by 
Mr. Tu.iy's orchestra. With its magnificent setting and very 
creditable acting, the play can scarcely fail to draw for some time; its 
production has planted another feather in Mr. CHaTTERTON’s cap, and 
we hope that its success will give a fresh stimulant to his efforts on 
behalf of the poetic drama. 
A lively farce by Mr. W. S. Girpert, called Allow Me to Explain, 
has been brought forward at the Prince of Wales’s. It is founded 
upon a notion that has been used jusgu’ a Ja corde on the other side of 
the Channel, both on the stage and in the comic almanacs. Some 


vou. VL. 





The music introduced into The Doge of Venice has been selected | 





| and breakfasted at Oos. ( 
| ing that this friendliness was mere Vos-tentation. 
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MASKS AND FACES. 


Master Tommy has prevailed on Julia to take him out to buy a mask for the 
family Guy. This is how the ungrateful monkey shows his appreciation of her 
kindness ! 








very sprightly dialogue reconciles us to the threadbare character of the 
subject, and the trifle is pretty smartly played by Messrs. G. Honey, 
Bancrort, and Montcomery, and by Miss Massey, and Misses BLANCHE 
and Aveusta Witton. Mr. Rospgrtson’s Caste continues running as 
though it would never stop; and its performance, mellowed by 
practice, is now about as perfect as a performance can be. 





‘‘And Which!” 


Ws are surprised and sorry to find the Chronicle—a really excellent 
journal, es a rule, and full of interest for lovers of our literature— 
falling into a vulgar error, which is the prevailing sin of the age—we 
mean the too common misapplication of ‘and which.’’ Our contem- 
porary, in an otherwise capital article on Spanish ballads, gives a 
version, in which the following verse occurs :— 

‘* Beneath the iron of his lance, 
The pennon of a Knight of France 
Flew out, in memory of the day 
His spear unhorsed the Frankish Knight, 
And which he bore from out the fight, 
A trophy of that gallant fray. 
This error is becoming epidemic. Can nothing be done to teach people 
that ‘‘and which”’ is not to be used unless the conjunction couples the 
relative to another relative—expressed, and not merely understood— 
which refers to the same antecedent ? * 


An Oos-ance! 


Emperor of Austria and the King of Prussia met the other day 
a teehee All things considered, we cannot help think- 


i ich” Is ; heir own 
* Cur friends the “‘ And-which ” Islanders would put this sentence intot 
language thus :—‘‘ Another relative—expressed, and not merely understood—and 


which refers to the same,”’ etc. 
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Coton alk. 


By THE SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


A position of great difficulty to both Italy and France has been 
solved by the defeat of the Red Shirts and the capture of GARIBALDI. 
The King of Italy has still a most perilous path to pick; but it is to 
be hoped that the fatal necessity of a war between the two nations is 
avoided. Vicror Emmanvst will have his hands full for some time to 
come in settling internal trouble on this score. 

Our Abyssinian expedition is en route, and, if we may trust report, 
promises well. The troops are the right men for such a place, and their 
Indian style of warfare is calculated to startle his most Christian 
Majesty, THEopore. ' 

I wisu our internal affairs looked as healthy. Unfortunately, in 
spite of Mr. Disragui’s triumphant pean at Edinburgh, we have 
serious troubles here in the South. Bread and meat riots are not 
healthy outbreaks ; and an increasing passion on the part of the lawless 
populace for pistolling policemen is becoming too evident. 

Tug sentence of the Fenian prisoners must have been generally ex- 
pected. It is satisfactory tojthink they have had their case conducted 
by Mr. Seymour instead of Mr. Jones and Mr. Roperts. I fear 
people cannot divest their minds of the impression that these men are 
to die, because they are Fenians and rehels—or even because they 
rescued Fenian prisoners—not because they committed a cruel and 
cowardly murder. I hope, however, that by the time this is in print 
Macuire will have been pardoned. I think there is a probability of 
his innocence, and in such a case a man should have the benefit of the 
doubt. | 

I know Fn is well known to “ Jack,’’ and is popular in the fo’ks’le 
—as well as elsewhere. I have, therefore, much pleasure in bringing 
to Jack’s notice some admirable rhymes by Mr. Gray, Assistant Sec- 


retary to the Board of Trade. ‘They may be briefly described as 
‘* Steering and Sailing Rules, thrown into rhyme as aids to memory”’ 


—and here they are:— 

Two Steam Ships meeting. 

Meeting Steamers do not dread, 

When you see three lights ahead— 

Port your helm, and show your Rep. 
Two Steam Ships passing. 

Grern to Green—or, Rep to Rev— 

Perfect safety—Go ahead! 
Two Steam Ships crossing. 

If to your Starboard Rep appear, 

’Tis your duty to keep clear; 

To act as judgment says is proper— 

To Port—or Starboard—Back—or, Stop her! 

But when upon your Port is seen 

A Steamer’s Starboard light of Grrey, 

There’s not so much for you to do, 

For GREEN, to Port, keeps clear of you. 

General Caution. 

Both in safety and in doubt 

Always keep a good look-out; 

In danger, with no room to turn, 

Ease her !—Stop.her !—Go astern ! 

After the recent collisions in the Thames, these lines come aptly, 
and may do good service—for one thing, may bring something to the 
funds of the training ships, for they may be bought neatly printed on 
card—the proceeds of the sale being handed over for the benefit of the 
boys in training. 

A satcu of books from Messrs Casseit, Petrer, ann GALrin. 
There is the Illustrated Almanac, with a cover like wall-paper—only J 
wouldn't paper any room of mine with it. The Almanac is printed on 
fine toned paper and is crammed with illustrations of which the 
engraving is as a rule admirable of its kind. But the printing does 
little justice to the engraver’s labour, and the same remark applies to 
all the batch before us, except perhaps the Magazine. The cuts do not 
seem to be brought up with any skill, and the result isa bad colour and 
‘“‘rotten’’ effect. This is a great pity, for some of the pictures are 
admirable specimens of engraving, while Graphotype even would be 

almost too good for the printing in some instances. Casseli’s Magatine 
continues to improve. It is a model of a well-edited and well-written 
periodical, neither too light nor too heavy, and combining those 
generally irreconcileable things, amusement and instruction, in 
judicious poportions. The chief story is carefully illustrated by 
Mr. Brap_sy—the drawing on page 49 is full of character and truth. 
“‘ William Smudge’s Amendment” is a remarkably clever story. The 
Quiver is well conducted, and some of the stories are well told, but the 
invariable introduction: of the “‘ goody ’’ element (which of course is, I 
know, an essential part of the scheme of the Quiver) seems to me a little 
overdone. Some of the illustrations are good—that on page 73 is 
curiously bad, by the way. I can’t close my notice, however, without 


recording my protest against an article by the Rev, J. B. Owan on 
WELLINGTON and Napo.son, for its bigotry and unfairness. Everybody's 
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Year Book reaches me from Messrs. Wyman. It is a useful almanac 


and contains (besides the usual articles “‘ without which no gentleman’s 
almanac is complete ’’) a dinner carte for every day in the year. This 
feature will recommend it to the friends of the Barmecide, who can 


feast off it easily and plentifully. 


In Broadway, “ Brakespeare’’ pushes on briskly, and grows in in- 


terest; and there isa paper by Bucuanan on Walt Whitman which 


should by no means be overlooked. 
another of those “‘ surgical’? papers for which Broadway is noted—we 
trust the operation will do good. 
good Carlylese, though the likeness is rather of manner than matter. 
The verse is not quite so good this month. -G 

halts somewhat, especially when it reflects in French, and as it is not 
poetry, but only common verse, might have rhymed more than the 


alternate lines. 
particular as to the mechanism of what we write—the poets can play 


pranks if they please. 


‘“‘ Musical Critics Criticised’’ is 
*‘ Bull in the Whale’s Belly ”’ is 


‘Love's Looking-Glass”’ 


Mere versifiers, as most of us are, we ought to be very 
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Poor Humanity! 
Life’s but vanity, 

All its visions of bliss must fade ; 
Hopes that we cherish, 
Must swiftly perish, 

Vows are broken as soon as made. 


Poor Humanity! 
No urbanity 
Greets « man on his way through life ; 
Fortune will beat him, 
And foes defeat him,— 
He'll be snubb’d by a scolding wife. 


Poor Humanity ! 

What insanity, 
That a man should ever be born; 

If he starts thinking 

He’ll take to drinking, 
Reeling home with the milk at morn. 


Poor Humanity! 
Foul profanity 
Greets a man in the London streets, 
Life is a muddle, 
A dream, a puddle, 
Plenty the bitters, and few the sweets. 


Poor Humanity! 
What inanity 
Shows, my friend, in each face we sce, 
Still we'll be merry— 
So pass the sherry, 
This is a fabula told de te. 








The Upset Price. 


Tue miscreant who attempts to upset a train receives a severe 
sentence at the hands of the law—and very justly, too. But the 
speculator, promoter, financier, or what you please to term him (a 
word of one syllable would suffice), when he upsets a whole company 
of shareholders—literally taking the bread out of the mouths of widows, 
orphans, and gentlewomen, gets—what does he get ? Inall probability 
—a testimonial. 
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fae-simile ! 


value of the least line—for a mcre hair’s-breadth, more or less, destroys 
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OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


Tue time for the reviewing of illustrated books is at hand and 
although at first sight these columns are hardly suited for the beaes 
discussion of art topics, our readers must admit that it is « fun ’’ to 

ee a writer in a comic paper teaching solemn critics their work. as we 
had to do last year, and shall haveto do again, probably, this winter. 
Critics, as Byron says, ‘‘are ready made,” and too many of the writers 
who discourse wisely about engraving haven't served their appren- 
ticeship to their work. The over-lay-cutter and machine-man who 
at the printing-office, when they call there, would rub shoulders with 
them if they were not shy of his inky jacket, could teach them more 
of their business in ten minutes than they have learnt in all their lives. 

We don’t suppose the gentleman who criticised the art-books for 
the P. M. G. last Christmas will be allowed to shine in that line this 
year. Whether the London Leview critic does or does not, is not a 
matter of much importance. The Saturday.Revicw critic has opened 
on the subject and there is hope for him, for he evidently “ beeins 
young.” Hethrqws off (in an article on “ Iilustrations,”’ on Nov. ond) 
with the theory that “ wood-engraving is giving up its original métier, 
by making itself the slave of the designer in becoming fac-simile 
cutting, which means trying to look like etching ’—we condense his 
remarks into this handy form. [Every statement he makes is erro- 
neous, but the error is only the error of ignorance, not the error of 
wilful misapprehension, and there is hope that a writer with his 
appreciation of art may yet learn a little more of wood engraving ere 
he writes again. 

To say that wood-eneraving is striking out a new line in fae-siinile- 
cutting is nonsense. Has the Saturday reviewer ever seen Dvuner's 
wood-cuts? ‘They are very early samples of the art, and they are 
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To say that fve-simile cutting tries to be like etching is nonsense, 
too. If the draughtsman’s design is like etching, so must the engraving 
be, or it is not /ac-simil/e. But does the Saturday critic know RETHEL’s 
pictures ? Their broad, effective lines are far beyond the reach of 
etching needle and acid! 

The critic compares tint-engraving, or the cutting of washed 
drawings, with /”c-simile engraving, very much to the depreciation of 
the latter. Ile talks about “ the lines of the engraver being invented 
and arranged to interpret the tinting of the draughtsman.” He has 
yet to learn that particular tools cut particular tints, and that the 
master engraver can sct a prentice hand (who begins his lessons by 
cutting tint) to cut it, just as knitting-books direct ladies to “pearl”’ 
so many, ‘‘take two together” and ‘‘slip”’ one. (Of course, just as 
there are neat knitters and slovenly, there are good tint-cutters and 
bad.) When fae-simi/e cutting is to be done, the work, though it 
seems equally mechanical, is really more difficult. It is very well to 
say that itis only ‘“ cutting away the white spaces, and leaving the 
designer's lines ’’—but let our friend the critic try his hand! If the 
leaving lines and clearing out of spaces be all that is needed in fac- 
simile cutting, why is the Graphotype, to which he compares it, so 
erievous a failure, when compared with hand-work ? Tocut a drawing 
fac-simile, the engraver must enter into the artist’s spirit and know the 


it. In truth—and it would be well for the critics to learn this, once 
for all—both styles of engraving require skill, patience, intelligence, 
experience, and each is admirable in its way—each is necessary, for 
there are some effects fac-simi/e cannot render, because the designer 
can't give them ; and some effects that tint cannot approach. One more 
note for our critical friend and we have done—when a block by Sandys, 
Leighton, or any of the big men is being engraved, the engravers call 
in the aid of photography, and take a portrait of the drawing; so that 
they are not “ without-a guide for corrections,”’ and do not ‘ destroy 
the original utterly.” : 

All this preface leaves us little space for the book which suggested 
the discourse—North Coast, and other Poems, by Itosperr BucHANAN. 
Fortunately the book does not need much—it speaks for itself. ‘The 
poems are among Mr. Bucuanan’s best, being for the most part poems 
relating to the trials and sorrows of the very poorand the sinful. One 
line in the ‘ Ballad-maker” is worth bushels of “ proverbial phi- 
losophy ”’ :— 


*Tis hard to find one’s way without a light 
Through this dark world, seeking the bit o’ bread; 
And being good comes after being fed. 


That line should be written up at the Poor Law Doard, in all unions, 
and—since the Metropolitan Act has begun to deprive poor hawkers 
and costers of the chance of carning the ‘bit o’ bread ’’—in all the 
police-courts of London, For the excellence of the drawings the 
names of the artists employed give a suflicient guarantee, and the 
Broruers DauzteL appear to have taken extra pains to teach the un- 
learned critics that they can cut in tint and fac-simile equally well. 
Altogether, Messrs. Rourtepce’s Art-book bids fair to be one of 
the first if not tie first of the season. 


EFUN. 
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ST- GILES. 


A Lonpvon poet sang of late 
In exquisitely tender verses, 
How in their whirl the wheels of Fate, 
Changed cars of triumph into hearses. 
Ife said St. James's wit and smiles 
Were trodden under foot by shoddy— 
Bah! let me sing about St. Giles, 
And chronicle the sin of toddy. 


Long years azo, St. Martin's Fields 
Were ripe with grain and purple clover 
Where grisly thieves the Kitchen shields, 
And yellow ‘busses topple over ; 
The very spot, where rose the lark 
To sing its song to all creation, 
Ts given over after dark 
‘To deathly deeds and desolation. 


Just where the parson from his door 
Relieved the sorrows of the humble, 
The workhouse shields the houseless poor, 

Who execrate the mighty Bumble. 
A thousand nightingales in song 

Have warbled melodies for ages, 
Where now canary-sellers throng, 

And linnets chirp in tiny cages. 


Where Strephon sizhed and sighed to win, 

And dainty Phyllis churned her butter, 
The costermonger shrieks for gin, 

And helpless rolls about the gutter ; 
Where Sacharissa “neath her fan, 

Was smiling at his lordship’s raving, 
The ragged wife adores the man, 

Who beats her head against the paving. 


There’s not 1 spot and not a stone, 
But spoke a poem when we met it, 
That does not echo to the moan 
Of poverty—do we regret it * 
If we have sorrow for St. James, 
And sing about its loss of swelllom, 
We needs must weep St. Giles’s shames, 
Although we think about them seldom. 


Quantum Mutatus. 

Mr. OrnGan, Inspector of Released Convicts in Ireland, in a paper 
lately read at Belfast, announces that by procuring employment for 
prisoners immediately on discharge, and by inspiring them with a 
sense of personal obligation to him, he has been enabled to restore 
large numbers to honesty and respectability. Such an amelioration of 
the felon is indeed an OnrGan-ic change, and we should like to see a 
good many instruments playing the same tune! 





Cut and Shave. 


A Bavarran journal, the Gazette de Kempten, announces its intention 
to publish daily a dudletin des mensonges, in which the canards of the 
day will be kept distinct from the authentic news. It would be well 
if our English papers would take the hint, and have the sub-editorial 
department thus divided under the right heads, though it might not 
be always essays to keep the canards to their separate pen. ‘The 
wielder of the scissors might at least keep all the shear absurdities in 


a column by themselves. 





Civilization. 

Tur only daughter of the Indian chief ‘‘ Spotted Tail” is finishing 
her education at Omaha, where she learns Italian and music. Of course 
the young lady cannot bear the odious name by which her father is 
known, and so we suppose she is called Miss Peacock, by those who 
teach her to play the peahenno! 





‘‘Gousset, Gousset, Gander!” 

Tue chief French restaurateur at the Paris Exhibition is reported to 
be a bankrupt, and his liabilities are estimated at 1,500,000 frances. 
There can be no doubt that the grasping meannes3 and mismanagement 
of the Imperial Commission must be held responsible for his failure. 
This is not the only instance in which they fratricidally killed the 
gousset with the golden eggs. 

LD 
‘Tue Best Substitute for Silver ’’—Gold. 
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AS THE ACT DIRECTS. 


BY OUR OWN PURVEYOR. 


Wuat I want to know is, if anybody can tell where we shall all go 
to? Meand the rest on us that is, as is bein’ for ever told to move on, 
as I’m told there’s a reward offered by Guv’ment for the fust as dis- 
covers perpetiwal motion—and if Sir R. Mayne ain’t a-tryin’ arter 
the prize with us as is always put on the go by the perlice, then there 
ain’t no reason in the way we're harrissed. 

Tt was bad enuf all round the Ryle Exchange and them parts as is 
rode over by the Lorp Marg, which many a time I've seed his own 
carridge a-stoppin’ the way, and passengers turned off of the pave- 
ment in front o’ the Manshin House for to make room for the company 
as was a-bein’ set down to a dinner; what’s more, things ’as gone so 
fur afore now as for one or two quiet parties to be shoved slap under 
the ‘orses ’oofs by the officers as was took off their duty to act at the 
Rite Honorable’s street door. It used to be bad enuf all about there, 
when a cove was ’ad up and couldn’t ekam a tsenoh yennep—as is the 
way some littery gents, as found out all about us costers, says as we 
talk back’ards, and means “earnin’ a honest penny.’’ There was one 
gent as — blowed our gaff, or at least he thought as he did, when 
he got ’old cf Birt Green an’ one or two more larky ones, as he stood 
a couple o’ bob to for them to tell him all about our ways. Bless his 
innersent heart—as was a ‘stout party, with a white ’at an’ a green 
waterproof—if he didn’t get reg’lar conflumptioned with the way they 
gagged into ’im; for why, there wasn’t no gaff to blow pertikler, only 
he would have it, and set it all down in print as reg’lar as clockwork. 
That was in the good old times, mind yer! not as we thought ’em good 

then ; but they was a precious sight better than these here, when 
we're drove clean off of every kerb, and hunted down even to the wery 
slums, as the Ack directs. “Street Reggilation Ack,” they calls it, 
but it’s all 7 - _ us comune oe, Soa ete as I wish some 
speri t, like him as wen ambet orkis, ’ud just try a spell 
eee, costerin’, an’ go out with a barrer load ’o dy hy fruit 
or a shillin’ a ’underd walnuts, or else come the dodge o’ sellin’ the five 
useful articles for a penny, and try to patter about the broad belcher 
ring an’ the weddin’ ring, that, if it ain’t got the goldsmiths’ mark, is 
got the blacksmith’s, an’ the elegant scarf pin, an’ the somethink 


funny and somethink amusin’, all wrapped in a sheet o’ songs. Why, 


| November 16, 1567, 


| greens an’ fish ain’t got no sale now, not even in back turnin’, and as 
for hollerin’ of yourself hoarse, it’s a month without the hoption of a 


fine to open yer tater trap above a whisper. It’s all agin us—that's 
where it is. There ain’ no interferin’ with the ’Ansoms, as is always 
a-lingerin’ up an’ down for a fare; there’s no pullin’ up of the shop- 
keepers as sends out butcher boys an’ butter boys takin’ up the pave- 
ment with trays and baskets; an’ if a man can only square it with 
the perlice, an’ pays rates an’ taxes, he’s as safe as the Bank. 
Why, I was a-tryin’ to find a turnin’ whereI could get out o’ the way 
of the coppers, close to your office, yesterday, and came oppersit to a 
crib where there was second-hand furniture to sell, an’ not quite off o’ 
the footway neither, as a feller—the very ugliest Cheeny as I ever 
see !—was sweeping the dust in clouds over the gents as passed his 
shop. What was done to’im? Nothink. When he was told on 
it, he ups and cheeks the lot, an’ says, if people didn’t like it they 
must cross over to the other side. Have they stopped the Lorp Mare’s 
show? Is the perambulators done away with? Has the touters out- 
side the fotografers been ’ad up, or else the shop-walkers as comes 
out to pint to the ribbins and the welwets as is hung in bow-windows 
Has anybody been forced for to take down them there patent gas- 
lights, as ketches you ene for your nob when you looks into the win- 
der where they’re over your tile and gets up sudden? What about 
the flunkeys as waits outside in Regent-street while their misses is 
a-shoppin’? and is the butchers to be summonsed for hangin’ their 
meat arf over the pavement, and yellin’ like mad for people to come 
an’ buy their block ornyments? What about the perlice themselves, 
as lounges about the doors at the warious courts, an’ obstrucks the 
traffic at the sessions, an’ fills the public-houses, an’ monopylies the 
bars, an’ perwades space everywheres? I’m sick on it! an’ if it 
wasn’t for bein’ honest, I’d jest get conwicted an’ sent to the only place 
where we’re not moved on, for stealin’ a peeler’s rattle. 


All-en the Downs. ' 

We learn with regret that the Lorp Mayor is suffering from a 
slight cold. It appears that His Worshipful attended at the Guildhall 
on the 9th inst. “dressed in a little brief authority.” Common pru- 
dence, one would think, should have dictated that such a garb is 
totally inadequate to meet the exigencies of a November day in London. 
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EXHIBITION ! 


THE BENEFICENT RESULTS OF THE GREAT INTERNATIO 
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BROWN 1N AMERICA, 


(Continued from our last.) 


LS 





It YS 


She'd been and walked i ‘erry low her “0 | ; : 
at ced me down into a werry low part where there | a place as is that conspicuous with them cars all about it, and willer 


was a great crowd, and seemed like the docks. Well, I was a-starin’ 
about me a-thinkin’ which way I’d go, when a feller just close by me 
stoops down and picks up a pocket book, and says to me, “ You've 
dropped this.” I says, “ O, dear no.”’ : 

He says, “ You must ’ave, for there ain’t no one else near as looks 
like it.”’ I says, ‘‘ What’s in it? ”’ 

“Well,” he says, “ It’s money, I guess, and opens it, and there sure 
enough was lots of them paper dollars.” So, I says, “My good 
man, it ain't mine, and if you finds out them as ’ave lost it, you'll be 
rewarded ’ansome for your ’onesty.”’ , 

‘Ah,”’ he says, “no doubt; but,” he says, “I’m off by the steamer, 
as I can’t afford to lose my passage, though I should be glad of the 
reward, for I’m a poor hemigrant as’ve a wife and large family, and 
am come over ere to earna livelihood, and ’ave left a mother at’ome as 
is a old lady as I should be glad to scnd ’er a trifle.’ I says, “'That's 
right to think of your mother; but,’ I says, ““ why didn’t you bring 
the old lady ?”’ . . 

“Oh,” he says, “’cr ’ealth was that bad, and I never would ’ave 
left ’er but for distress.” ‘Ah,’ I says, “it’s drove a many to 
desperation ; but,’’ I says, “I can’t keep this ’ere pockct book and all 
the money.” 

“Oh,” he says, “do, and you can advertise it to get the reward.” 
“Well,” I says, “‘ but where can I send it to you?” 

“Oh,” he says, ‘‘never mind me, give me a dollar or two, and I 
shall be satisfied.” ‘ Well,’ I says, “you can take ’em out of the 
pocket book, and I’ll explain to them as owns it.”’ 

He says, ‘‘ Oh, no, I wouldn't touch a cent of it as they might say 
as you'd been a tamperin’ with it, as would p’raps take away my 
character as am only a stranger myself jest from England.” ‘ Law,” 
I says, “ that is singular, so am I,’”’ and I quite took to that young 
man.  But’’ I says, “are you a goin’ away for good?’’ ‘ Well,” 
he says, “I may be back in a week or two, and am always to be ’eard 
on at this ’ouse close by.”’ 

I says, “‘ Why not leave the book there.’’ Oh,” he says, ‘‘I shall 
miss the boat, I can’t stop a minute; but,” he says, “ you'll make a lot 
of money, and I shall be satisfied with five dollars.”’ 

Well, I thought as any one as owned the pocket book would be glad 
to pay five dollars, so I takes the moncy out of my pocket, leastways, 
I took out two or three of them notes, and afore I could count ’em 
that chap says, *‘ that’ll do, and grabs the lot, and was off in a instant, 
and there I was a-standin’ with the pocket book inmy’and. I seea 
werry respectable lookin’ party as were a minister [ should say, so I 
goes up to ’im and says “ Excuse me Sir, but what would you advise 
me to do with this ’ere pocket book full of money as a poor man ’’—I 
hadn’t got no more out when that good for nothink willin says, “’ere 
policeman, and pints to me as that perlice collared immediate. 

I says, ‘‘ Whatever do you mean ?”’ 

Says the perlice, ‘I knows all about it, I’ve been watchin’ you and 
your ’complice, a fixin’ the business.” 

I says, “I ain’t got no complice, as am from Brooklyn.” 
you mean,” says the perlice. 

I says, ‘No, I am not from Jersey, though a aunt of my dear 
mother’s lived there and could buy a bottle of brandy for a shillin’ and 
no duty on tea.’’ 

“ Ah,” says the perlice, “a reglar bad lot.” He says, “ You step 
with me as the justyce will soon settle with you.” 

I says, “What are the justice got to do with it as only wants to 
advertise the lot, as no doubt the numbers is stopped.” ‘ Yes,” says 
the perlice, ‘* we’ve stopped a good many, so come on.” . 
. I says, ‘I don't want to come; you can take the money and when 
the rightful owners claims it, you can give me my reward, as I’ve paid 
the poor man as found it.” 

Well, I see the perlice look at the minister as said, “I think she’s 
speakin’ the truth.’ I says, “In course I am, why shouldn't 1*”’ 

So the perliceman says, ‘‘ Now you'd better go ’’ome and mind ‘ow 
you talks to any one as you meets in the streets, or you'll get into 
trouble,” and the minister says, ‘‘ Get ’ome at once, for this is a wicked 
place.” 

‘So I says to the perlice, I shall take your number, and make it my 
business for to enquire into what you does with that money,” so off I 
walks, and if that minister and the perlice didn’t keep on the broad 
grin; but I didn’t want none of their impidence, so the perlice put me 
iN a Car as was a-going my way home. : 

When I got ’ome I never said a word to nobody till Brown come 1n, 
and then I told ’im what ’ad ’appened, and he only says, “Oh! rub- 
bish, it's some of your cock-and-a-bull stories.” I says, “1 don’t 
want none of your jeers and sncers Mr. Brown, as am not a fool for 
to pay money out of my pocket without a secin’ as I’m likely to get 
money’s worth, for that pocket book was full of notes.” 
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_ TL fclt ’urt with Brows and didn’t say no more and kept dark about 
it, and only got out of Mrs. SxipmMorE where them Justices was to be 
‘eard on, as she told were the city ‘all, and then, I says to myself, 
I'll go to-morrer if I’m alive, as I know’d the spot well through being 


trees a waving, and all manner, and a crowd on the steps all a-waitin’ 
for that justice as is not always to be got, for I had to wait ever so 
long afore I could get even to speak to im as wouldn’t tell my busi- 
ness to no perlice as were a-standin’ all about; but I know’d a trick 
worth two of that as would ’ave give the office pretty quick to that 
other perlice as would ’ave diwided the swag no doubt, as the sayin’ is. 

I waited ever so long, and as there wasn’t no chance of gettim’ ’old 
of that justice, as I wanted, till I was that tired as 1 said I'd go ’ome 
and ask Mrs. Cuauncey for to come with me, through ’er knowin’ of ’er 
way about as ’ave been a long time among ‘em, and never did get into 
sich a car for crowdin’ and obligated for to stand up all the way in the 
middle of that car, as jolted me frightful and pitched me on to parties 
knees as wasn’t pleasant in their ways, and my feet a throbbin’ like 
mad all the way and only got a seat just as I got near ’ome, and told 
the man as drove as he did ought to be ashamed of hisself to take 
more than ‘is number, as all he answered were “’Ow ?”’ 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 36. 

Tx the Law's grip safe each one 

Stands, and justice must be done. 

Not with wild revenge or hate,— 

All must feel compassionate, 

For those who in an evil hour 

Rose to o’erthrow old England’s power, 

For such actions they must die— 

Thus we crush conspiracy. 





1, 


The row went on till there were left 
Some whisker and four eyes, 

Those hapless critturs both bereft 
Of sight, as I surmise. 


2. 


Ife said that “ imago”’ a gerund in “ go”’ 

Was surely ; the schoolboy, you see, didn’t know. 
Such ignorance faith in his teacher would shake, 

And when he said that,—pray, sir, what did he make? 


3. 


A maiden clung to her in olden days, 
And was rewarded by this lady’s praise. 


4. 


A bard might say this is a bourne’ 

From which no trav’ ller can return, 
Without, ah! most unhappy fellow, 
A certain organ wrong, and yellow. 


5. 


In colours red and golden, 
It comes amid a throng, 
With leaves that when unfolden 
Grive story, tale, or song. 
And ne’er since I remember, 
In all my “ blessed days,”’ 
Have more come in November 
To win our blame or praise. 
6. 
A word that we know in reality’s Greek, 
That speaks of your mind whether clever or weak. 
Answer To Acnostio No. <4. 
Dane 
Ibid 
Salviati 
Ruin 
Arab 
Eringo 
Lumper 


lo 
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Correct SoLvuTIoNs oP Acmostic No. 24, ReceIvep Nov. 6th:—Ruby. 
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THE BISHOP OF RUM-TI-FOO. 





holy clan 
man ; 
glican ; 


came. 


ti-foo, 
And Peter 
name. 


His people—twenty-three in sum— 
They played the eloquent tum-tum 
And lived on scalps'served up in rum— 
The only sauce they knew. 
When first good Bishop Peter came 
For Peter was that; bishop’s name), 
o humour them, hé did the same 
As they of Rum-ti-foo. 


His flock, I've often heard him tell, 

(His name was Peter) loved him well, 

And summoned by the sound of bell, 
In crowds together came. 

“Oh, massa, why you go away ? 

“Oh, Massa Peter, please to stay !”’ 

(They called him Peter people say, 
Because it was his name.) 


He told them all good boys to be, 
And sailed away across the sea, 

At London Bridge that Bishop he 
Arrived one Tuesday night— 
And as that night he homeward strode 

To his Pan-Anglican abode 
He passed along the Borough Road 
And saw a gruesome sight. 


He saw a crowd assembled round 
A person dancing on the ground, 
Who straight began to leap and bound 
With all his might and main. 
To see that dancing man he stopped, 
Who twirled and wriggled, skipped and hopped, 
Then down incontinently droppe 
And then sprang up again. 


The Bishop chuckled at the sight, 
“This style of dancing would delight 
A simple Rum-ti-foozleite, 
I'll learn it if I can, 
To please the tribe when I get back.” 
He begged the man to teach his knack, 


“ Right Reverend Sir, in half a crack!"’ 


Replied that dancing man. 


The dancing man he worked away 
And taught the Bishop every day— 
The dancer skipped like any fay— 
Good Perex did the same. 
The Bishop buckled to his task 
With dattements, cuts, and pas de basyue 
(I'll tell you, if you care to ask, 
That Peter was his name.) 





was 


ROM east and south the 
Of bishops gathered, to a 
To Synod ‘called Pan-An- 

In flocking crowds they 
Among them was a bishop, 


who 
I1ad lately been appointed to 
The balmy isle of Rum- 


his 
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<< Come, walk like this,”’ the dancer said, 

“ Stick out your toes—stick in your head, 

Stalk on with quick, galvanic tread— 

Your fingers thus extend, 

The attitude’s considered quaint.”’ 

The weary Bishop, feeling faint, 

Replied, “I do not say it ain't, 

But time, my Christian friend !"’ 








“ We now proceed to something new— 
Dance as the Paynes and Lauxtis do, 
Like this—one, two—one, two—one, two!” 
The Bishop never proud, 
But in an overwhelming heat 
(His name was Peter, I repeat) 
Performed the Payne and Lauri feat, 
And puffed his thanks aloud. 


Another game the dancer planned— 
‘‘ Just take your ankle in your hand, 
And try, my lord, if you can stand— 
Your body stiff and stark. 
If, when revisiting your see, 
You learnt to hop on shore—like me— 
The novelty would striking be, 
And must attract remark.” 


ee — 





‘No,’ said the worthy Bishop, “ no ; 
That is a length to which, I trow, 
Colonial Rishops cannot go. 

You may express surprise 
At finding Bishops deal in pride— 
But, if that trick I ever tried, 
I should appear undignified 

In Rum-ti-foozle’s eyes. 


*‘ The inhabitants of Rum-ti-foo 
Are well-conducted persons, who 
Approve a joke as much as you, 
And laugh at it as such ; 
But if they saw their Bishop land, 
His leg supported in his hand, 
The joke they wou!dn’t understand— 
"T would pain them very much !”’ 








Melancholy! 

A CORRFSPONDENT wishes us to tell him what sort of salad a merman 
and mermaid hugging each other would be taking. Then, without 
waiting for an answer, he says, “‘ water-c(a)resses.”” To aggravate the 
insult he adds that he is an old soldier himself at dry humour, but sends 
this to Fun because the latter is a wetter-’un. 
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A KINGLY CAREER. 


Were [I but monarch for a day— 
For just one day—of these dominions, 
I'd make reforms in such a way, 
That there could be no two opinions! 
I'd do away with party strife, 
Whip Liberal hounds off Tory haunches ; 
And prune with an unsparing knife 
Each Government Department's branches. 


The poor should be employed and paid, 
The workhouse be a home for beadles, 
And all the slopsellers be made 
To find their workers food—and needles! 
Reviewers all should speak the truth, 
And pen and ink be locked from fools; 
And Government should find our youth | 
At once in playgrounds and in schools. 


Lawyers should really earn their fees, 
And doctors keep us well—not ill; 
And those, who liked, should have their teas, 
And those, who liked, their beer should swill ; | 
And all religions should be viewed 
With rev’rence, tolerance, and fairness ; 
And Bigotry should ne’er intrude, | 
And Charity should lose its rareness. | 


I'd teach each man in that one day 
To fear his God and love his neighbour, 
I'd all abuses sweep away ; 
And when night came, to end my labour, 
And I once more, for great and small, 
The Golden Age’s dance had led off— 
I should not feel surprised at all 
If they turned round and cut my head off! 


Our Sore. 
A Few months ago the Rasan or Mysore spent 
between seven and ten thousand pounds in celebrating 





his birthday, and, last summer, a still larger sum on 

occasion of his adopting a a ag oaiion tee LE FOLLET. 

grant of thirty thousand to celebrate his investiture European Eccentricity :—'* WHAT FUNNY-LOOKING CREATURES THESE 
_ Rew! ag of —, 7 he — = in ~ way _ vonmaamene sont” 

sanaiian "te yi com - aan ae _ a al Asiatic ditto :—** KoKOKAMA TZE TZE BO BO!”’—(Which, being interpreted, 
Rasau, z ; means the same as the above.) 





= ” i teat ae ae 
The Man for Galway. | Answers to Correspondents, 
WE are a little puzzled to see the object of this advertisement :— |_ We cannot return rejected MSS. or Sketches unless they are accompanied 
MATRIMONY.—A Gentleman of Independence, aged 25, who can trace, and | bya stamped and directed envelope. We can take no notice of communica- 
satisfactorily prove, descent on both sides trom a.p. 1305, desires to meet a | gong awit illegible signaiures or monograms. | 
Young Lady of moderate fortune, to be retained in her own right; honour strictly | 4 . 
observed a diiesia il ry _—_. Galw: H. C. L. (Hoddesdon.)—We do not require acrostics. 
en ee ee Soren es yee C. H. S.—We don’t discuss questions of religious belief; they don’t 
How can this very independent gentleman trace his descent on beth | otetlen ti Ss oetieas one ae. 6 ; 
sides from a.p. 1305? ‘There must be two years—not necessarily long W. W. N. (Warwick) is “persuaded” that a mild joke he sends us is 
oe s—one for each side! Then, does he never stir outside his house ? | good enough for our columns. He should not suffer himself to be persuaded 


f he does, he can hardly walk far without meeting a young lady of | g0 readily. 
W. G. (Llandudno.)—Not of sufficient general interest. 


more or less moderate fortune. And, since all he wishes to do is to! W 
meet her—he does not express a wish to speak to her, even—surcly | Peo Alta rumour had been contradicted, so the joke wouldn't do as it 
there need be no such great stress on the fact that she will retain her | stood. ‘ . . 

fortune, unless he ies to indulge in a little highway robbery. We | SALT. a eae see how oe wennees went be, Segeens » &8age 
are surprised he only gives the “address for one week; one would “Ss. —We a Hens _ lly RiP a todisaaie of verse. _— 

have fancied he intended it for any number of weaks! E. W. F. (5, Duke-street, Portland-place.)—Go to hear the Christy's 
Minstrels by all means, but don’t send us their jokes as if they were your 


own. 
4 Word and a Blow. F. B. W. C. O.—It is a little too good of you to send us “‘ Mrs. Brown at 
Quorn Tomxrys “ This gale has now lasted a week, Oxford.”” Just turn to your dictionary and look up the word “ Plagiarist.’’ 
Yet is still high as ever, thinks I!” P. Y. (Cambridge.)—“ A Bright Idea’’ has occurred to five hundred 


uoth J “ You've not far for the reason to scek— eople before it dawned on you ! 
8 ea ae ' i. C. (Paddington.)—Artists will caricature their editor at times! 


It’s blown so, of course, ’twill be high!” : 
| Op SarLor.—Right you star—we mean, are! ; oe ; 
MoncoosE.—That depends on the quantity. Certainly, if it’s worth it. 
Butcher-Surgeons. Declined with thanks :—Pro Bono Pimlico; T. E. C. C., ie) Seen; 
Tue butchers have held a meeting at Northampton to discuss the | Nobbs; Observer; T. D., Peckham; R. H. Y., Ham oe °F. 8. 
i : “ | Fudge; G. B., Canonbury Park; C. E. Y., Isle of Wight; C. F.5., 
necessity of bleeding calves to death. We wish the London butchers Birinzham: W. C. S., Waterloo: T. 8.: R. W.C.B.; Truth; W. S. 
would reflect for a moment on the prices they are charging, and hold McL., Chelsea: Shea, HN.. A. H., Donnington; T. H.; 8B. D., 
& meeting to discuss the necessity of bleeding their customers 80 | yanchester; E. A. K.; D. A. S. H.; W. R. H., Bayswater; A. S., 
Severely. Gravesend; J. P. T., Holloway; M. H., Brighton; A. J. B., Alfred- 
‘ ' place; L. C., Liverpool; F. M.; an illegible L. L. D. of Dublin ; 
* “Sweet are the uses of adversity.”"—What matters it to the man |G. F. N., Sevenoaks; H.N., Kew; KR. S., Kidderminster ; A. C., George- 


with an empty pocket how high the price of butcher’s meat may be ? | yard, Lombard-street. 
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RIDING—NOT AT ANCHOR. 





Jack (who is riding a sporting lieutenant’s horse to cover) :—‘' LurFF—LUFF, YB LUBBERS, OR I SHALL BE ABOARD OF YE!” 














word “ fire’ into six syllables to turn his penny, ’tis an honest artifice ; 
but, in order to try to save a little on an advertisement, the latter mis- Would you believe it, sir, the gent has never taken the least notice 
leads the whole world. It is mean ! _of my sympathetic communication, in spite of his inviting such an 

| offering the same ?—Yours, Penny-A-LINEB. 


Ws have great pl in inserting the following letter, signed | Since men Sente was a crook shape, I hope you soon will get it 
ee ane Cen eemmmmnames seinen 0 henteworking tal) = py hook or by crook; and if not a-taking of too much latitude, 
| men, who are for ever ma 1 » | . : . iaaele 
| Better, say we, the ‘devouring element’’ of the penny-a-liner than | Shall reat to communicate, if agreeable, in less than a crac 
| the condensed fog of those who, like the writer of the advertisement —. “1 8 ; ee _— 
| quoted below, sacrifice sense to brevity. If the former expands the As often oo zon ee, oe De wet same terms—expecting one 







To tugs Eprror or Fun 
Str,—I appeal to your sense of justice, and that noble impartiality | ——————————vee 
which is the palladium, &c.* While perusing my daily paper the | Food for Laughter. 
other morning, my usually quiet and retired neighbourhood—I beg : a. . , , : 
vardon, disposition—was thrown inte an alarming state of &c.* On| Tue following delicious bit occurs in a letter published in the Zimes 
investigation, the excitement was found to have arisen from the follow- | of the 30th ult :— 
ing advertisement :— ‘ Gra,—The te es having taken up the subject of cheap food, it is now in every- 
ody’s mouth. 









— 







L°?; on the 3rd October, between Salisbury and Ryde, viaé Portsmouth, a 
BROWN SILK UMBRELLA, with a rhinoceros horn handle, crook shape. What is in every body’s mouth—the Times? or cheap food? For 


OIE SOUND anGLED with Mr, ——, ——street, Belgrave-square, shall receive | 4, sake of the digestion of the public we hope not the former, and in 
1 gh oy dhe pol aa peels the interest of humanity we fear not the latter. Could we but betieve 
® By hens : oe Wie Seles eri 1 com | the fact it would be the best clap of thunder we have heard for a long 
municated, sir, bu threw my commiserations into a lyrical form, as | time—it would, by Jovs! 
you will perceive. | 


















Lives To Mr. —., 





| ee eee 
7 | (Tele)graphic Language. 
Sir, I lament as you should have lost your umberella, | Srvce the hoax about the Fenian rising at Reepham, the Daily 
A brown silk one, with a handle made of the horn of a rhinoceros. | Ze/egraph appears to have been very much on its guard, and is deter- 
If I said I didn’t sympathize sincerely, sir, I should tell a | mined not to make another mistake. Asa proof of the excessive care 
Falsehood, which ’twould be gross flattery to describe as most | it exercises to prevent error, we may quote from a recent article on the 
prepos’erous. Suaw and Lomax cases. The D. 7. stated that the former person was 
Se —_—_—_—_—— | committed, with hard labour, for brutality to “‘a young female servant 

® We omit some well-known phrases here.—Ep. | girl.’ It was determined there should be no mistake about the sex. 


tt 












| 
| 
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COMMUNICATED. | II. 
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SMOKING HIM. 


Tobacconist (to youth who has been turning over the stock of pires for the last 
quarter of an hour, and has bought nothing) :— Au, I seg wnat iT 18! You’RE 


80 PARTICKLER, YOU OUGHT TO BE MEASURED FOR A PIPE!” 





FROM 0UR STALL. 


A FARCICAL comedy in two acts, Kind toa Fault, has been highly 
successful at the Strand; it runs upon the difficulties incurred by a 
rich and amiable gentleman through giving way to the impulses of a 
good nature. Out of these difficulties, Mr. Witit1am BrovcGu has 
built a very ingenious and bustling plot. The dialogue, though a little 
diffuse in the middle of the second act, is brisk ; and everybody seems 
to go out and come in exactly at the right moment. Mr. Betrorp has 
a part which fits him to a hair; he is genial, inconsequent, full of 
heart and utterly destitute of thought. He looks and acts as though 
he had never felt for an instant the responsibility of having a purpose. 
Miss Fanny Gwynne plays with singular grace and earnestness, and 
Mr. ParsEt_e makes a character out of the jealous husband. Mr. D. 
James and Miss ExizaA JouHNsTONE are lively as a pair of comic 
domestics. Actors and author were loudly called for at the end of the 
first performance. 
_ The revival of Morton’s comedy, The Way to Get Married, is not 
likely to do the coffers of the Olympic much good ; the piece is utterly 
unworthy of its author’s reputation. Even the small measure of 
success that attends its re-production is due to the performers, who 
exert themselves manfully to keep it on its legs. Mr. CHARLES 
THEWS, with all his liveliness, has hard work in making the character 
of Tangent seem real. Mr. Henry Nevitue pleasantly astonishes us 
y his ease and vivacity as Dashall; this gentleman’s high-comedy 
light has for some time been carefully hidden under a melo-dramatic 
, His acting in Morton's play is charmingly gay and imper- 
tinent. Muss E. Farren’s Clementina Allspice is the best thing in the 
plece—the very perfection of snobbery and heartlessness. Clementina 
1s one of the most loathsome females in comic drama ; Mss FaARREN 
gives the boarding-school curtsey—the dollish simper—the avaricious 
toadyism of talk—admirably. In short, she makes Miss Allspice as 
contemptible as the drawbacks of a pretty face and figure will permit. 
We saw some performing Arabs at the Egyptian Hall a few days 


bushel. 


VOL. VIL. 
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ALL THE DIFFERENCE. 


I cannot let you link your fate 
In such a fate as mine ; 

The rapture of a wedded state 
At present I resign. 

We might be happy, but I fear 
Our chances are but small :— 

I like you very much, my dear, 
And love you—not at all. 


Long, long ago I had a thought 
_Of making you my wife ; 
Since then experience has taught 
The lesson of a life. 
The vows you loved so much to hear 
"Tis useless to recall :— 
I like you very much, my dear, 
And love you—not at all, 


Before this year that’s dying out 
Has altogether died, 
You'll find another love, no doubt, 
And I another bride. 
At least, I’d better be sincere 
(Whatever may befall ;— 
I like you very much, my dear, 
And love you—not at 





| 
| 
| A NOVELTY. 


Scatter broadcast scraps of Latin, 
Sentences of grammar Greek, 
| I’rench—of course, if you are pat in— 
| Make your yellow lady speak. 
Make your hero wild and frantic, 
Let him on iced pudding sup— 
Hang society pedantic— 
‘As a flow'r it cometh up.” 


Coin a heroine exotic, 
Make her blasphemous—you can— 
Talking nonsense idiotic 
For an ordinary man. 
In rich palaces and hovels 
This will Mr. Mune sell; 
Yes the public naughty novels, 
Loves—‘ Not wisely but too well.” 


| 


ago. Let us hope, for the sake of the dyspeptic, that the fascinating 
creatures are not going to exhibit in public. One of them has a habit 
of eating wine-glasses, another eats only snakes, a third is fond of 
balancing himself by the bare feet on the edge of a sword, anda 
fourth has the genial knack of taking his eye out and putting it back 
again. The entertainment is accompanied by Arab music, which 
appears to have a particularly stimulating effect upon the native 
listener. We are not the native listener, and wedidn’tlike it. Letus 
not omit the pleasing child of Araby who ties a cord round his waist 
and allows people to tug the ends until the middle of his body assumes 
a circumference of about one inch anda half. This performance of 
itself is enough to drive the strongest spectator to brandy-and-water. 


————————eeee— 


Name! 

Or new magazines there seems to be noend! It is a pity a little 
more originality is not expended on the naming of these ventures. 
Cornhill, Temple Bar, St. James's, St. Paul's, and Belgravia, have all 
stood sponsors, and now a musical monthly is christened after Hanover- 
square. What next? We suppose a medical magazine—perhaps two 
—The Savile Row, and The Upper Wimpole Street. A legal periodical, 
The Lincoin’s Inn Fields, or The Chancery Lane, will possibly be the 


next. 





A Grievance. 

A B.A. AnD First Crass-mMan encloses us the accompanying para- 
graph, and complains bitterly of its wording :— 
W ANTED, several gentlemanly MEN to travel and takeorders. Apply personally 
or by letter to 
He states that, supposing a travelling chaplaincy was the office for 
which a gentlemanly man was required to take orders, he applied, and 
was astonished to find that it was a bagman’s place that was offered. 
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Coton Gatk. 
Ry THE SAUNTERERB IN SOCIETY. 


ERY far from de- 
lighted must the 
Loxp Mayon 
have felt on the 
first day of his 
diynity. Hiss- 
ing. hooting, and 
rotten eggs, 
were the only 
creetings he re- 
ceived. Well, I 
can't say I pity 
him much. He 
saw that Mr. 
DisRAELI com- 
ing out in the 
new and unex- 


reformer was 
universally 
cheered and 
feted; and he 
appears to have 
thought a hum- 
ble imitation of 
the CHANCELLOR 
Or THE Exeue- 
queR by the 
worshipful the 
Mayor would be 
an equal success. 
And indeed to 
see the leader of 
the Conservative 
party carrying a sweeping measure of reform, was scarcely more 
startling than to find the chief of the City Corporation trying 
to do away with tomfoolery and empty show. But the Lorp 
Mayor was not prepared to go such lengths as his model. A 
genius might “educate his party’’ right round from one peint 
of the political compass to its exact opposite, but the corporate 
intelligence was not so bold. His worship could give up the man 
in brass and the wicker giants, but he could not fling over the escort 
of cavalry, and clung to a few shreds of the old show. ‘The resultwas 
a miserable display—too shabby for a procession, too pretentious for 
anything less ceremonious. As touching the great question, “ Shall 
the Ioxp Mayon have a show?” there is as much division as about 
the old question, “ Shall Cromwell have a statue?” If he is to have 
a show (and there is much to be said for keeping-up ceremonials) for 
goodness’ sake let us have something really imposing and in good taste. 
The greatest argument against his having a show is—not that a few 
people are checked for a few hours in the too general occupation of 
money-grubbing, but that the streets are for a time given up to 
ruflianism and robbery. If those elemente could be eliminated, I don’t 
eee why the Lonp Mayor should not have his show, the sight-seers 
their treat, and the banner-men, watermen, and other assistants their 
yearly five shillings and feast. 

As if the spectacle of a Lorp Mayor, hissed from the City to Weat- 
minster and back, were not enough to make one rub one’s eyes and ask 
** Js this the Nineteenth Century ?” here we are, having bread riots, 
superadded to Fenian conspiracies in St. Giles's, and a general wearing 
of fire-arms. For this last evil the remedy would seem easy enough— 
let there be a license for fire-arms—not a heavy one—and let all 
unlicensed weapons be impounded, when found. Accidents as well as 
crimes would be largely prevented, and a man would not care to pay 
for a license unless he wanted the fire-arms for sporting purposes or as 
a precaution against violent robbery. ‘Fhe boon such an enactment 
would confer on dwellers in the suburbs weuld be immense, for they 
would be relieved of the incessant popping-and-banging (Sundays and 
week-days) which goes on in such neighbourhoods, where reughs and 
idlers loaf about with guns, firing at every fly ing thing they see, to the 
disturbance, and no less to the peril of the inhabitants. I shall be told 
that the police have sufficient pewers now to put a stop to this, but who 
ever saw a policeman (especially when he is wanted) in the suburbs ? 
I have lived a few miles out of London for some time past and the 

only policeman I have ever seen was one who called at the house and 
nearly frightened the servants into fits with a large printed handbill, 
headed. “ Buro iaky,”’ and describing the supernatural devices of house- 
breakers for getting into houses through keyholes and down chimneys. 

London Society shows well this month with good “‘ Thumbnail Sketch- 
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| ine.” a clever block by Miss Kate Epwarps, and an illustration by 
| the vigorous pencil of Mx. Pasavrer, to an dg mi toe 
| Se, ry of a Mail Guard.” Good Words is more than ort inarily goo this 
month. There is a drawing, @ charming one, by WALEER, and it 
| illustrates a poem—a real poem—by Miss IsaBELLA Fyv IE. That's 
enough for the money, I think, without counting the rest of the 
number, though it contains a “Guild Court a 
ture by Pinwety. The Sunday Magazine keeps up its num we of 1 us- 
trations—and their excellence. ‘The Flight of Birds, by the Due 
or ARGYLL, is concluded in this number. Tinsley s is good, too, this 
month. ‘The editor has got his team well in hand now, and drives 
them, as he can drive—admirably. “The Detrimental ”’ is capital, and 
' the novels swing on well. The “ Disadvantages of Convalescence 
has been better done by CuHartes LAMB. Routledge s Magazine for Boys 
is quite up to the mark. Le Follet seems on its mettle now that the 
regular mags. are going in for fashion plates. The Gardener’ s Magazine 
is fall of wintry wisdom, and if it did nothing else, sent me off to 
Carrer’s Nursery, near Sydenham, where a peep into the houses was 
like getting back into the middle of summer—a very pleasant sensa- 
tion when one’s own garden has quite put on its winter weeds. So 
‘there's an end of the periodicals for this month, I believe, though 
_ there’s such a lot of them now that as soon as one hasrun through one 





pected ré’e of a | batcha fresh set begins to accumulate. 


SZ 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


No. 37. 
A Great man gone, a leader lost, 
Whose star untimely sank, 
He leaves his country trouble-tost ; 
And this reveals his rank. 





3 ¢ 
When slangy folks come off the winners, 
They use this term about the rafile ; 
And robbers use it too, the sinners, 
When people's vigilance they bafile ;— 


2. 
Bat respectable persons in language polite ; 
Would describe their luck thus—and of course would be right. 


3. 
Tf you talked about azimuth, nadir, and zero, 
To Deerslayer (Cooper’s old leather-legged hero) __ 
Of your speech were he anxious the sense to be gleaning, 
He'd utter this word, asking ‘‘ What is your meaning ?”’ 


4. 
Some said “‘ Have it out,”’ 
Others, “ Have it stopt!”’ 
I say past a doubt 
If but this were popt 
In your hollow tooth, you'd be 
Soon from all your anguish free. 
5. 
With spectral hand, with rapping table, 
With writing red upon his wrist, 
To summon spirits he is able— 
I call him this, and clench my fist, 


6. 
It grows in my garden, as lovely in hue 
As the eyes of my darling, so tenderly blue. 
But it comes of the tribe that the cook would produce 
If you asked for the stufling that’s fittest for goose. 
7. 
A town in the North 
Which—’ tis written—brought forth 
A recluse world-renowned—an adventurous chap, 
Vide one who, we know 
Is the friend, not de foe 
Of all lads English-born whom you'd count worth a rap. 





ANSWER TO Acxostic No. 35. 


B Bard D 
A Alibi I 
N Nunc Cc 
Q Quack EK 
U Umpire E 
E Exposition N 
T Templars § 





SoLvtTions or Acnostic No. 85, RECEIVED 13TH Nov. :—Disorderly Room; D. E. H. ; 
Holdfast ; Trissie Cigarette; A. B., Fifeshire; L. O. A. F.; Sainted Maria; M. b-. 
Queen’s Coll.; I. A. E.; Three Carshalton Fools; Nuf; Tiny Ditton; Pat; J. Je5 
Pluff; Frank and Maria; Emsworth. 
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BROWN IN AMERICA, 


Tue Ways or New York. 


MRS. 


I says to Mrs. Cuauncey as I should feel obliged if she'd go along 
with me and see one of them Justices ; as said she would with pleasure, 
through a-wantin’ to go and see Mrs. Linxern’s clothes, as were 
for sale. I says, “ Whoever’s she?” “ Why,” she says, “the widder 
of our President, as were cruelly murdered of a Good Friday at the 
theayter.” “Oh,” I says, “ I never knowed as they was open, but,’”’ 
I says, “’owever is it as he didn't take care on ‘is widder, the same as 
Prince Haupent, ’as left ’is’n werry comfortable, but,” I siys, “ poor 
soul, if she’s drove to sell ’er clothes, it must be Queer Street with er, 
as were the case with poor Mrs. Paty, as were left total unprovided, and 
drove to a arms’ ‘ouse without even the donkey-cart as poor Pain did 
used to go round with wegetables, and a ’onest man, as I will say, for 
that time as [ give ’ima ‘arf-crown a-thinkin’ as it were a penny be- 
tween the lights, a-buyin’ of some taters for Brown's supper, as is 
particular partial to ’em baked with a black pudding, as is pretty eatin’ 
in cold weather, when you can trust them as sells’em. So she says as 
this poor lady’s clothes was fur sale in Broadway, and off we went to 
see em, a8 [ nat’rally expected would be ’er crownation robes the 
same as is shown in London at Mapam Tvssor’s as bought ’em ’erself 
of Queen Victoria, not as she were drove to it thro’ want. 

But as to Mus, Livkeun as is ’er name, ’er clothes was all werry 
well, but nothing much tv look at, and I should say as she might ‘ave 
got rid on ’em on the quiet, as won't fetch much except the lace, and 
no doubt if she’s that bad «ff as the ’Merrykins as is a noble-’arted lot 
will make it all right for 'er, and so I told the party as were a-showing 
"em, as cut me rather short. So [ says to Mrs. CHaunegzy as we'd 
better go, and so we did, and got downstairs and stood for a moment 
a-talkin’ at the door when up comes a perliceman and tells us not to 
stop the doorway. Well, I moves a little further and was a-restin’ 
myself agin a iron rail, up comes the perliceman, and says, “ You 
mustn't set ’ere.”” I says, ‘“‘[ ain’t a settin,’” no more I wasn’t, but 
only a-leanin’,,as proved too much for them railin’s, as were only a 
a gate as opened with my weight, and if a man ’adn’t been comin’ up 
the steps with a basket of oyster-shells on ’is ead, [ should ’ave gone 
down back'ards, as made that perliceman grin, and the coloured party 
as was a-carryin’ them oyster-shells he said as it were lucky as [ 
didn’t bust ’im. 

Mrs. Cuauncey she were a-starin’ in at a shop-winder a-talkin’ toa 
friend as she’d met with, and she says, ‘‘ Mus. Bxown, this ’ere is a 
gentleman as is a lawyer, and ’ave been a judge.” ‘ Oh,” I says, 
“indeed! Then,’ [ says, “pre’aps he can tell me about that ‘ere 
perliceman as ’ave got that pocket-book.’’ ‘* Yes,’”’ she says, ‘‘ and 
he'll see you ’ave ycur rights thro’ a-knowin’ them perlice and their 
ways, as is downright tyrants.’ So she says, a-turnin’ to ’er friend, 
“ Mr. Boarsson, this is Mus. Brown,”’ as I made my obedience to ‘im, 
but was that friendly, as he shook ’ands and said as he'd ’eard a deal 
about me, and quite looked on me as a old friend. 

He certainly did not look much like a lawyer, let alone a judge, 
thro’ bein’ that shabby in ’is clothes, which was reg’ lar rags in places, 
with ’is boots as ’adn’t seen blackin’ for weeks, I should say, with a 
shirt as was filthy, and matched ’is face and ’ands, and kep’ a-chewin’, 
and smelt fearful of sperrits, and as pale as death. When he'd ’eard 
my story, as he didn’t seem arf to listen to, he says, ‘* Ah, the rascal! 
This must be looked into, and I’ll mike’im pay; but,”’ he says, “it will 
cost you money.” =‘ Oh,’’ I says, “I don’t want to go to law, as miy 
cost me thousands, and end in the work’ouse the same as Mrs. Lam- 
BERT, as’er father left thousands to, as never got ’er rights, tho’ at 
law ovér thirty years, and was sent to jail for the costs.” _ 

So he says, “Old up a minnit; you goes ahead too quick.” So I 
says, ‘“‘ Excuse me, but ’ow much will it cost?’’ ‘* Why,” he says, 
“ten dollars to-day for me to search the records.” ‘ Why,” I says, 
“they surely don’t keep the perlice in the records, as will be easy 
found thro’ me ’aving took ’is number.’”’ He says, ‘ Let’s ‘ave it.” 
“Law,” I says, “ what is to be done?” 
mind; I’ll ketch ’im sure. But,’ he says, “ wait a moment ; I must 
just step round ’ere and see a man; I won't bea minuit.’’ 

Nor more he wern’t, but smelt wuss of liquor than ever. v 
he come back, he says, “’Ave you got the money about your I 
says, “I’ve got fifteen dollars.” He says, “ That'll do for to-day. 
Now,” he says, “you meet me to-morrer, at twelve to the minnit, at 


. the City ’All, as is a large buildin’ with a flight of steps up to as is 


white marble, leastways would be but for tobaccer juice, as stains 
everythink.” So I says, “I'll be there to the minnit.” He Says, 
“ Bring ten dollars, in case I should want to pay the fees, as 1s eavy 


in sich cases.” 


Well, he walks ’isself off all of a ’urry, without sayin’ ‘ Good morn- 
ing,” or anythink. So I says to Mus. Cuauncey as he were werry | 


short. ‘Oh,’ she says, “ bless you, the judges is a-waitin’ for ’im, as 
can't get on without ’im.” ‘Ah,’ I says, “[ suppose he’s got to go 
‘ome and dress.”’ She says, ‘‘ Bless you, no; that's 13 way, a5 ave 


Says the lawyer, ‘ Never | 


So, when | 





got oshuns of splendid clothes at ‘ome, and won’t never put ’em on, 
tho 1s wife, as ‘1s my own sister, goes down on ‘er knees to’im.” [I 


says, ““Indeed!”’ and was glad to ‘ear as he were ‘er sister's "usband, 
. 1; ’ ’ . 9% . , ° ’ 
for I didn’t ‘arf fancy ’im, but didn’t say nothink, but ’ome I 
goes. 
(To be continued.) 





_—_ . 


A RHYME UPON RHYMES, 


“Tue sea gives her shells to the shingle,’’— 
Because they're no good to the sea; 

And J beg to offer a jingle 
That's not of the least use to me. 

Some rhymes [ have got on some fly-leaves, 
Among the contents of my desk, 

Which [ took, neither with leaves nor dy leaves, 
From some one’s burlesque. 





I have weaved them to-day in a fashion, 
Designed all their beauties to show. 
‘They may put purists into a passion, 
But that won't be my fault, you know. 
Still, the harvest of rhyme to my sickle 
That falls, though decidedly queer, 
Is just of the right sort to tickle 
The fine cockney ear. 


THESE ARE THE RHYMES. 


T quitted Baden Baden, 
Where [ lett Sik Warer Carpen, 
(Whom the Zelegruph is hard on), and [ journeyed next to Basle. 
Like a knight of good Kine Axruur 
I thought that [ would rather 
Keep on always going farther; but I called the Kellner, Carl ; 
And I suid, ‘‘ In this here quarter 
Are there boats upon the water ?’”’ 
Yes,” saya he, * but they the sort as yon’d not like to sail in far.” 
Just then there comes a leiter 
Krom the beautiful Roserra 
(No marvel that they pet her), who was there with her papa. 
In London last I'd seen her 
And her sister, fair GkORGINA, 
Whose eyes are somewhat greener, though [ fancy se's the star. 
But their cousin, sprightly Saxan, 
| ‘Chan both of them is fairer, 
And her style of beanty’s rarer, and her eyes were bright as Spa. 
| But I ve flirted much with FLoxa, 
And have said that [ adore her; 
Though I told the same to Laura, which was going much too far. 
And my words to AKABBLLA, 
When my love [ dared to tell her. 
Were those I spoke to SreLLa, who referred me to mamma, 
As sloops are to a liner 
| 
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Were all those girls to Dinan, 

Who is infinitely finer than a fairy or a fawn ; 
And never would | leave hor 
Except perhaps for Eva, 

Whose other name is Cleaver, and who's lovely as the morn. 
When ['d twice perused the letter 
From the beautiful Roserra, 

I concluded I had better be otf at once from Basle. 
And, quick as shell from mortar, 
Before papa had canght a 

Likely husband for his daughter, I had taken leave of Carl. 

| ‘‘ I'll go home,” said I, * and learn a 

Lesson out of Mary Turner ; 

The rules of rhyming stern are in the school that I adore. 
And Bb is not an author 
In the class who third or fourth are, 


But from the well of Cuaccek doth continually draw, 





Sold Again! 

CommeNTING on gentlemen-rider matches at the late Houghton 
| Meeting at Newmarket, the * leading journ il”? says:— 

| ‘‘ There is rather a rage for gentlemen-rider matches here now, a thing unheard 
of in the old Newmarket days—somewhat pro:inci«d, we venture to thing it, and 
derogiting from the legitimate form of he.d-quarters. One of them, between 
Colonel Kaor and Mr. R-vinald Herbert, wound up the sport of the afternoon, the 

former, on Shrapnell, squandering his opponent.” 
We have too often heard of people being sold on the turf, but to 
| sonander his opponent” is about the last act of which we supposed a 


gentleman jockey capable. 





eR 


we 


ken 


linge 08 
ms 
en ee 


~ 





— 
LRN Net: te 


6 | RMR ages 


7 ai = 


aR 


°s ‘ 
te . i) 7 
a. ai i. di ea aa 


RE wn we 5 _ 
a ee 
. Rie 

. ee 


e 





- 


Kyte ~ 
“7 P 
4 , e a 
scents ae - 
a tye 
2 
7 yt 


\ AWA += 


A NATURAL 


Philosophical Damsel (with the peculiar chignon) :—“‘ How ABsURD 
THAT LUMP ON ITS NECK!” 


AN OLD LOVE. 


Lixzs to A Wipow, BY AN ANCIENT FLAME. 


Ir is not that I love you less devotedly than when 

Your summers were but twenty—and your children were not ten. 
You the queen of this poor bosom in my fancy still I crown, 

As when your name was Parker, and before you married Brown. 


No! I love you still as fondly as I did in days of yore, 
When I used to call at tea-time, or a little bit before ; 

When I used to bring the kettle, pour the water in the pot ; 
When I proffered warm affections, and I handed muffins hot. 


No! I love you still as fondly as I did in ancient days, 
When we used to go out walking in our sentimental ways ; 
When I handed you politely over stile and over gutter, 

And my feet were in a puddle and my beart was in a flutter. 


Then there came a separation, and it cost us sighs and tears— 
Our paths, they were divided, as you know, for many vears. 
And when at length we met again, the changes were not few 
I had taken a drysaltery—and Brown had taken you. 


But I love you still as fondly as [ used to love you then, 
And could I only wed you, should be happiest of men. 

But the love of age is wiser than the love of youth by far— 
It likes its shares at premium and does not care for par. 


Your wedding Brown I pardon—for they say that he died “ warm,’ 
And wealth would guild the rav of time on that dear form,— 
Yet an obstacle arises—but one obstacle—and that’s ' 

That I'm told that all the money has been settled on the brats! 





Within a ‘‘T.” 
Panisran Poiice—Detective. London ditto—Defective. 
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REFLECTION. 


IT SEEMS THAT NATURE SHOULD COMPEL THAT POOR ANIMAL TO WEAR 








A Slip ‘‘ Not.” 


Ir is desirable and convenient, when a public writer happens to have 
a meaning to express, that he should express that meaning, rather than 
its very opposite. The author of the following sentences, quoted from 
a leading article in the Daily Telegraph, seems to say something quite 
contrary to common-sense, and therefore, let us charitably assume, to 
his own real opinion :— 

“‘The personal liberty which we all enjoy could hardly be maintained if the 
guardians of the streets were not, as a rule, inaccessible to bribery, and not to be 
hindered by fear or favour from discharging their duty.” 

“The personal liberty which we all enjoy” is, in fact, maintained 
despite the lamentable truth that “ the guardians of the streets” are 
| sometimes “ hindered by fear or favour from discharging their duty ;” 
_and the proposition that, if they were not to be so hindered, there 

would be a consequently increased difficulty in the maintenance of our 
| personal liberty is merely—a muddle. 








Walk your Chalks. 


| 

A FoOxHUNTER is to an Englishman the emblem of goodnature and 
geniality—one of the “ right sort’’—and certainly Mr. Scratron, who 
hunts a country of very considerable extent, is no exception to the 
rule. Dining with the gentlemen of the hunt at the Royal Hotel, 
Southend, he is reported, in Beil’s Life, to have said: — 

**He thanked those who had walked puppies for him.” 

We cordially endorse Mr. Scratron’s sentiments, and shall be only 
’ | too happy to return our hearty thanks to the person who “ walked” 4 

watch for us some time since, if he will have the kindness to return it. 





The Antiquity of Fenianism. 
FgNIANISM dates very much farther back than most people suppose. 
| We would remind our readers that when Heropias's daughter was 
' living there was a head-sent-her. 
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| THE PRECOCIOUS BABY. 


A VERY TRUE TALE. 
+ (To be sung to the Air of the “ Whistling Oyster.’’) 


N elderly person—a prophet by trade 
With his quips and tips 
On withered old lips, 
He married a young and a beautiful 
maid ;— 
The cunning old blade 
Though rather decayed, 





She was only eighteen, and as fair as 
could be 
With her tempting smiles 
And maidenly whiles, 
And he was a trifle off seventy-three: 
Now what she could sce 
Is a puzzle to me, 
In a buffer of seventy—seventy-threc! 


Of all their acquaintances bidden (or bad) 
With their loud high jinks 
And underbred winks 
None thought they’d a family have—but they had — 
A dear little lad, 
Who drove ’em half mad, 
For he turned out a horribly fast little cad. 


For when he was born he astonished all by, 
With their “‘ Law, desr me!”’ 
** Did ever you see!” 

He'd a weed in his mouth and a glass in his eye. 
A hat all awry— 
An octagon tie, 

And a minature—minature glass in his eye! 


He grumbled at wearing a frock and a cap, 
With his “‘ Oh, dear, eh!” 
And his, “‘ Hang it, you know!” 
And he turned up his nose at his excellent pap— 
“‘ My friends, it’s a tap 
That is not worth a rap!” 
(Now this was remarkably excellent pap.) 


He’d chuck his nurse under the chin, and he'd say, 
With his “ Fal, la], lal’’— 
‘* You doosed fine gal!” 
This shocking precocity drove ’em away : 
‘*A month from to-day 
Is as long as I'll stay— 
Then I’d wish, if you please, for to hook it away!” 





His father, a simple old gentleman, he 
With nursery rhyme 
And ‘‘ Once on a time,” 

Would tell him the story of “ Little Bo P.” 
‘*So pretty was she, 
So pretty and wee, 

As pretty, as pretty, as pretty could be!” 


fe 


He married a beautiful beautiful maid. | 
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But the babe with a dig that would startle an ox 
With his“ C’ck! Ob,my!""— 
“Go along wiz 'oo, fie!” 

Would exclaim, “I'm affaid ’oo a soching ole fox!’ 
Now a father it shocks, 
And it whitens his locks 

When his little babe calls him a shocking old fox ! 


’ 





The name of his father he’d couple and: pair 
(With his ill-bred laugh, 
And insolent chaff) 
With those of the nursery heroines rare; 
Virginia the fair, 
Or Good Goldenhair, 
‘Vill the nuisance was more than a prophet could bear. 


‘‘ There’s Jill and White Cat’’ (said the bold little brat, 
With his loud, ‘‘ Ha, ha!’’) 
“*’Oo sly ickle pa! 

Wiz ’oo Beauty, Bo Peep, and ’oo Mrs, Jack Sprat.! 
I've noticed ’oo pat 
My pretty White Cat— 

I sink, dear mamma eught to know about dat!” 


Le early determined to marry and wire, 
For better or worse 
With his elderly nurse— 
Which the poor little boy didn’t live to contrive : 
His health dida’t thrive— 
No longer alive, 
He died an enfeebled old dotard at five! 





MORAL. 


Now elderly men of the baehelor crew, 
With wrinkled hose 
And spectacled nose, 

Don’t marry at all— you may take it as true 
If ever you do 
The step you will rue, 

For your babes will be elderly—elderly too! 





+ 


EE TT ee 





f 
. 
; 








Se <A A 


5 as a 2 


tere ae eat niet 
OS Se ee : 
ssc ea 9 . antenna rt ae ro . 
en . 
“ao . 


NATIVE AND FOREIGN PRODUCE. 


lst Young Lady :—“* Ws ’aD RHUBUB PUDD'N ON SUNDAY—GROWED IT 


OURSELVES !”’ 


2nd Ditto (with dignity) :—“ So ’aAD WE, BUT ourn COME FROM TURKEY 











OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


In The Bear King (Grirritu & SApAny those old companions in 
arms—their favourite weapon being the long bow— Messrs. JaMes 
GreEnwoop and Ernest Guisgt, have combined to give the youngsters 
a treat of rollicking improbabilities. The former gentleman’s powers 
of ‘“‘bamming”’ are well supported by the latter's grotesque pencil, 
and the result is a volume that will set many a boy wishing to be a 
bear this Christmas— not a bear in manners that is, but in habit, or 
rather coat; for King Lynes of Bruindom was a little to be envied, in 
spite of some of the drawbacks inseparsble froma crown. The book is 
well turned out in every respect, and does credit to the old-established 
house et the corner of St. Paul's Churchyard, which supplied the 
present generation, and the previous generation too, with the books 
that delighted their younger days. 


(NovemBER 23, 1867, 


FIDOLE-DE-DEE. 


A New Licut on History. 


From all that I could ever learn 
From tale or poem, myth er riddle— 
From sculptured stone, or storied urn, 
Or legends of the Age styled Middle, 
It seems, when Rome began to burn, 
That Nexo played upon the fiddle. 


Of course it isn’t my affair ; 
With Hist’ry one must rest contented ; 
But Hist’ry in this case, I swear, 
Appears confused, if not demented,— 
Would play the liar—not fiddle, were 
The latter not just then invented. 


To blacken Nero is the rage— 

There’s lots of pitch left Hist’ry’s pot in! 
’Tis said he ventured to engage 

Incendiarism and Arson’s plot in!— 
I think he fiddled to assuage 

His grief—and show the scrape he'd got in! 





THE HUNTER’S SONG. 


I wave been where the buffalos browse, 
I have been where the elephant snorts, 

I have been where the tiger hunts Indian cows, 
Where the lion at midnight resorts. 


I have tried a back-fall with a bear, 
I have fought with a boa in a coil, 

I have strangled the wolf in its terrible lair, 
And have managed the panther to foil. 


The crocodile, swordfish, and shark, 
The elephant, jaguar, and skunk— * 

I have killed all of these, I may say, for a lark, 
Nor felt (forgive slang!) in a funk. 


But here, in my lodgings in town, 

I daren’t go to bed of a night, 
For fear of a beast that is broad, that is brown, 
1 And a terrible beggar to bite. 








talks about a boy who feeds his fish with worms, and “ gazed on the 
cruel sight with eyes as cruel as the sticklebacks’ own.’’ The boy 
was taking delight in a cruel sight possibly, but the fish were follow- 
ing their instincts, and seeking their food, and if there were any ex- 
pression in their eyes, it was, at worst, greediuess. 

Every Boy's Book (Routtevcr & Sons) is thoroughly true to its 
title. It contains every possible sport, pastime, study, game—in 
fact all that a boy cares to know anything about. We cannot think of 
any book that is so fitted as a Christmas gift for Young Hopeful home 
for the holidays. Zhe Beechwood Boys and Archie Blake, published by 
the same firm, and written by Mrs. Er.oaxt, are sound, wholesome, 
amusing stories, without the very “goody” element too generally 
introduced. There’s plenty of incident and fun in them, and the boys 
talk as real boys do, and not in the stilted language tale-writers fondly 
attribute to them too often. The Curate’s Discipline (Hurst 


Tue same author and artist have worked together in the Purgatory | & Buacxerr), a novel by the same author, has stood over for review 
of Peter the Cruel (Rovttevex & Sons, Broadway.) The object of the | 80 long that we regret we have only space to say it contains some 


book is, to quote its last two lines, “to check thoughtless cruelty 
towards creatures that are dumb and helpless,’’ and an admirable object 
it is. The story shows how one Peter, a very cruel lad, was, for his 
sins, changed successively into a beetle, a bluebottle, a snail, an ant, 
and an eft, with all the punishments, pangs, and tortures which 


| 


awaited him in those shapes. The narrative is droll, interesting, and 


instructive, and the illustrations comic enough, though it is to be re- 
gretted that they show marks of a growing carelessness in the delinea- 
tion of animal forms, which an artist so experienced in natural history 
cannot too soon correct ; but the three judicial ants on page 139 are so 
very wise and human, without losing the ant character, that we can 
hardly have the heart to complain. We must, however, protest against 
Mr. James Greenwoon’s calling aquaria torture-places for little fish | 
and reptiles—he has probably never had one, and has never seen tame 
minnows and gold-fish follow their owner as he moves by, and nibble | 
and play with his fingers when he dips them in the water. He makes | 


another mistake, and one that jars with the tenor of his book when he | 





well-drawn characters, and a plot which, without being sensational, is 


attractive and absorbing. 








Well Shaken Before Taken. 


I am waiting for Death to transport me to Styx, 
For I feel, at this point of my trials, 

Like one of the labels that chemists affix 
To the necks of their horrible phials, 

I'm resigned at the thought of resigning my breath 
When the skeleton wishes to take me ; 

For Sickness and Age, the attendants of Death, 
Are already beginning to shake me! 








From the Highlands. 
Tue Fiower or tue Forest.—Its stalk. 








NoveuBer 23, 1867.) 
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A FACETIOUS FLAUTIST. 


Ou! for melodies of muses, or a fluent poet’s pen, 

To describe the wildest wag, and far the wretchedest of men. 

He resembled the hyena in its laughing—wretched brute ; 

And spoilt half his peace of mind, and all his practice on the flute. 
At a temple of Tuaxia he was hired to tootle-tum, 

Just between a hairy cornet and a most seductive drum. 

All his efforts they were fruitless, when he screwed his mouth to 
He burst out in cachinnation in an idiotic way : 

And he laughed until he whispered to the cornet “It’s a bore : 
I will give up the profession, and will play the flute no more.”’ 


Then he tried some dreary dodges, risibility to kill, 

Sat-out sermons by the dozen, made his supper on blue pill ; 

But his silly, stifled laughter woke the solemn rector's pew, 

And he shouted at ‘“‘ The Talmud” in the Quarterly Review. 

When he heard of a disaster, an unfortunate decease, 

Of a broken leg or shoulder, or a mantle smeared with grease, 

He would dance with exultation, and his mouth assume a shape 
Very opposite to “‘ corners-down,” and very like a gape ; — 

And he sighed, “It gives me heart-ache ; this is eating out its core; 
I will give up the profession, I will play the flute no more.” 


If the management were prone to think the public could rejoice 

In a horrible tragedian with an “iron railings’’ voice, 

And allowed him thro’ Macheth to howl with shakings and with strides, 
In the orchestra my flautist sat and simply split his sides. 

When the tender, spooney lover talked romance and marriage bells, 
From behind the drum proceeded shouts and Colney Hatch-like yells. 
Mr. Bunyan’s “ Pilgrim’s Progress” was to him exciting food ; 
And he revelled in the murder of the babies in the wood ; 

And his mouth grew more unsteady than it ever was before, 

And he sighed, ‘Ah, this profession! I will play the flute no more.” 


Once he hired himself to tootle in a most artistic house, 

Where his leader, in a frenzy, took to imitating Srravss. 

He had all the flowing hair, and all the antics and the tricks, 

And he danced about the fiddles like a cat on red-hot bricks : 

And he screamed for agitato, thrashed the footlights with his bow, 
Waved his hands at piano movement, kicked at every forte so, 

That my flautist, in a most improper manner, nudged a pal, 

And embraced the biggest ’cel/o in a fit hysterical. 

Then he gibbered and in handfuls from his head his hair he tore, 
Saying, “ Hang this vile profession! I will play the flute no more.” 


play, 


Time, who heals our little sorrows, brought my flautiet no relief, 
For this fatal cachinnation brought him finally to grief. 

So relaxed became his visage, so elastic were his lips, 

That he took to draining tankards and to execrating sips. 

And at last when he was dropping at the “‘ Barley Mow” a tear, 
A gigantic draught of Cooper split his mouth from ear to ear, 

And the only art then left him was to drivel and grimace, 

For the managers—all tyrants—shut their portals in his face. 

Now he chalks upon the pavement, “Sirs, your coppers I implore ; 
I have guv up the profession; I can play the flute no more.” 


How Not to do It! 


“Ir the Reformed Parliament is worth anything, one of the very first | 


things it will do will be to sweep away at one blow the Government 
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NOTES BY AN ELDERLY GENTLEMAN UNBORN. 


CoMMUNICATED THROUGH A YounG ANCESTOR. 


I was looking over a dusty volume of some old newspaper, the other 
day, and found myself in the middle of last century, and among a vast 
number of oddities, I promise you. Those were the days, you know 
when streets and houses were lighted with ae days also of 
steam power and wire-telegraphing ; and a comically grand opinion the 
age had of itself, one may see by its literature. The thought may 
raise a smile—though it should be a melancholy one—that humanity 
could have ever been 80 conceited as to think it had reached a wonder- 
ful pitch of cleverness in those clumsy, roundabout, costly, and wasteful 
operations, such, for instance, as burning enormous quantities of solid 
fuel to produce vapour for setting machinery in motion. 

There is nothing now but gorilla to be had at the restaurants on 
the Whitechapel boulevards, or in the fine fashionable streets of the 
East-end—not a plate of plain horse at any price. I remember, nor 
was it so very long ago, when that used to be an Englishman's chief 
food, as I suppose it may be even to this time in the good old-fashioned 
Tory manufacturing towns, that stick by the habits and traditions of 
the past. When I wasa boy, gorillas in this country were 
almost entirely for hunting dogs; and it was not till about 1950, or as 
late as 1955, that the practice of killing gorillas for food became at alll 
general. I don’t know what we shall come to next, orgo back to. Tt 
would not a least surprise me if sheep and horned cattle should be 
eaten some of these days, just as they were indeed a , or 
less than that. I have often wendeeel why more is saan Tine 
elephant. It is, with the single exception, perhaps, of the kangaroo, 
the commonest animal we havein England. I don’t even know that 
the kangaroo should be excepted; for though certain districts are 
completely over-run, or I should rather say over-hopped, by this 
prolific beast, the elephant is seen wherever we go. No doubt he is 
a strong and willing servant; but he might surely be turned to profit- 
able account in the provision market ; especially when cats, rats, dogs, 
frogs, toad-stools, dormice, caterpillars, slugs, snails, and blue-bottles 
are all getting dearer every day. It is the merest ignorant prejudice 
to assert that the only parts of the elephant worth eating are the 
proboscis and the tail. 

I have an aunt living, a monstrous old lady, who can remember 
having talked to somebody who, a long while before that, had been in 
the same room with a man who had once met the intimate friend of a 
doctor who had attended, in his last stage of decay from old age, a 
person whose father had known a very intelligent plumber, who had 
plumbed at the house of a gentleman hand-and-glove with several of 
Str Epmonp Bgares’s closest and dearest friends, who had all declared 
in confidence that they looked upon him as a decidedly remarkable 


man. 








Answers to Correspondents, 


[ We eannot return rejected MSS. or Sketches unless they are accompamed 
by a stamped and directed envelope. We can take no notice of eommunica- 
tions with illegible signatures or monograms. | 

THRESHING FLOoR.—You have flailed—we beg pardon, failed to turn the 


advertisement to good account. 
A. F. A. (Sutton.)—We shall really have to publish the full names and 
addresses of those who send us that veteran joke about Pat-riots. 
IcHTHYOSAURUS MEGATHERIUM.— Very clever, but too personal for us. 
“ Tuat Cuuna Man.”—You had better try Chinese; your English is 





Department which has the distribution of prize money. Nine years | not presentable. 


and a half have elapsed since the fall of Banda and Kirwee, but the 
first instalment of the prize money is only just being doled out—and 
even that to a portion only of the troops entitled to it. Similar delay 
takes place in every instance, and too often the poor fellows, to whom 
the money is due, are dead long before the dilatory Department can 
find time to apportion the money. We would suggest that the officials 
who treat our soldiers with this culpable negligence should be served 
in the same way. Let their salaries be paid to them nine years and a 
half after they are due! 


A Lowering Skey. 


We are assured that the gloomy views held by Dr. Sxry as to the 
effects of a course of training on the constitution are anything but 


popular in Cambridge. The day is far distant when the Cantabs wil! | 


make the doctor’s arguments an excuse for Sxsy-daddling out of 
future contests. 





Prudent Precautions. 
We have no wish to pry into the domestic relations of the authorities 
of the War Office. We believe they have issued instructions that 
in making experiments with the new ordnance, the charges of powder 


shall not be too high fer fear of “ wearing the breeches.” This looks D. T. ; M. 
| land-street; H. H., Exminster. 


ominous. 


to 
| the knowledge of that fact did not make us glad, 


| of the *‘ good things ”’ the larder contains. 


VILLIKINS says :— Inclosed you have a few lines, and would be glad 
know if you thought them worthy.”” We didn’t think them worthy, but 
as Villikins stated. — 

E, G.—We have a great mind to print your “ joke”—e.g., that is, to 
construe freely, as warning to others. ' 

L. M. J.—How could you send such a venerable joke by post? It might 
have expired on the road. : 

A. J. R. T.—We are utterly at a loss to understand the meaning of your 
sketch, ‘‘ Honi soit qui mal y pense.” 

J. P. (Camberwell) sends us some rude and 
London Kifle Brigade, and says, ‘‘ Lick this into shape.” 
bear enough to look after the licking of his own cubs. 

ALLEN.—Not practicable. em 

W. J. R. (Cheapside.)—The ballad won’t do, even in its altered form. 

“Tue NOKkMANDY Prippin’’ reads as flat as a Norfolk biffin. — i 

Ir a communication dated ‘* Lord Mayor's Larder, 9 Nov., 1867,” really 
came from that quarter, we hope it is not to be taken as an average sample 


Declined with thanks:—Philopagmon ; Llewelly V.; Cecil ; Ww. W., 
Bath; S. C. E., Campden; Anonymous; H. L. W. 5., Harrowgate ; 
J. C. G., Vietoria-street; S. F. C., Euston-square; St. Mark; E. M., 
Manchester; L. R.; F. H., Barnsbury-park; F. C.S., Everton; E. L. ; 
J. R., Edinburgh; W.S. C., Hampstead; A. N. Z.; A. H. D. C., Ches- 
ter; J. W. T., New Wandsworth; H. E. F., Glasgew; D. D., Rugeley ; 
, Bristol; J. ¥.; M. J. G., Winchester; G, G.; E. F., Great Port- 


1 remarks on the 
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A TASTING ORDER. 


By Our Own CoNnNOISSEUR. 


Tre was when no gentleman's education could be considered 
complete until he had attained some reputation as a judge of Port 
Wine. The levelling tendencies of the age, Sir, have relegated this 
as well as some other accomplishments necessary tothe thorough man 
of the world, to the limbo of oblivion. Egad, yes—the limbo of 
oblivion: that was the proper way of expressing one’s self when [ was 
myself @ young man with some pretensions to being a buck, and hang 
me if I alter my literary style to suit any new-fangled notions, to 
please any of your young jackanapes contributors, who may call me an 
old “put” if they like, or whatever other word stands for that 
expression in your modern vocabulary of thieves’ Latin and stable 
slang. [Th one of them the other day giggling behind my back as 
[ led the way to the west vault in the London Docks. Why, Sir, the 
Dock Cellars were an institution bafore he was born, and I remember 
very well how a party of us went down in poor old Jamuy (wircuer’s 
time, and how we were likely to have spent the night there, egad. For it 
was considered the thing, then, Sir, to giveevery man that went down 
a bit of candle stuck at the end of a piece of hoop, and for one of the 
ee who had a “ Friend at Court"’ (you understand ?) to begin with a 

w glasses of some of the old sherry, and to lead on to the old port— 
some that had been left in bond, and the warrants lost for ever so 
many years. By the time that each man had got to the base of the 
Great Kiln, which is called the Queen’s Tobacco- Pipe, most of the partv, 
by Jove, could see a couple of candles apiece ; till we, who had stronger 
heads and didn't mix (twig ’), blew them out; and then says the 
cooper who had us in tow, “ Lights out, gents; but keep your hand 
against the wall and follow.’”’ Hey! That was diverting! They 
went round and round the kiln for hours, and a pretty stats some of us 
used to be in when ve got into ‘the air again. ‘There are no such 
gentlemanly and friendly pastimes now, Sir; it’s a hanged utilitarian 
age, and people don’t even go to see the cellars. I don’t wonder at 
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that, for the old bonded wine must have given out long ago; and 
there’s no broaching a cask here and there wherever you like to call 
for it. 

Egad, Sir! If some of that old particular bonded was made up 
from inferior when it began to run low, and if the inferior was 
made up from next inferior, and so on till they came down to all-ages 
mixings, and even dock water, no gentleman’s stomach could long 
stand such a blending; ani I can easily imagine that if some of the 
warrants should turn up, after all, from people who have ft their '24 
or their ’48 to ripen, there must be the deuce to pay, and, to use a 


nautical expression common in my day, “no pitch hot.” However, 


Sir, I was about to say when interrupted by this, as i think, excessively 
lively diversion, that egad, there’s no port wine now, Sir. Why, hang 
me if wine-merchants even believe in “ beeswing,”’ and some of ’em 
have even gone so far as to keep their butts and hogsheads not in 
cellars, but in light ranges of warehouses in a temperature kept at one 
uniform pitch by hot air pipes, or some confounded contrivance. I 
really couldn’t help laughing the other day when one of these 
individuals on whom I called in Lime-street (I believe he sells claret at 
less than six shillings a bottle, which is what I consider to be the 
gentlemanly price)—when he told me, I say, that wine wasn’t improved 
by darkness, nor by what he was pleased to call dirt, nor by those 
wonderful growths which all of us (us of the old school at least) have 
seen clinging to casks and bottles, and which have completely draped 
the very arches of the dock vaults. Why, Sir, I remember the time 
when tho bottles would be brought to table enveloped inches thick— 
yes, begad, inches, Sir—in these wonderful substances, which are not, 
{ am informed, edible, but which are very interesting examples, Sir, of 
what, by Jove, nature will do if left to herself, Sir, ina cellar. Want 
of space forbids my enlarging, so I will defer any present discussion of 
the characteristics of dry and fruity ports. 





hed (‘or the Proprietor) by THOMAS BAKER, at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.— 
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Country Domestic (accustomed to a “‘ General Shop”? where everything is sold) :—‘*’ ARF A POUND 0’ TREACLE AND THREE RED ’ERRIN’S, PLEASE 














Ht 
Scenz.—A Fashionable West-end Draper's. | 


ee a — ' 

| originalit i i i i “ue | : 

g y of design. The illustrations are by the first artists of the shin 

OUR LIBRARY TABLE. day. Messrs. Hoventon, Smauz, J. Lawson, ee and DaALzIEL f y 

In Vivien and Guinevere, Messrs. Moxon anv Oo. carry on the series | contribute figure subjects, while the landscapes, which come with a rare i 

of Idylls of the King, illustrated by Gustave Dorf, which they com- | tenderness in the new colour, are by Messrs. NortH and Burton— 
menced last year with the publication of Elaine. The new volume, as | need we say more? The engraving is worthy at once of the book and 
the well-known firm from which it emanates. ‘The literary part of the 


| Splendidly got up as its predecessor, with fine paper, clear type, and : } os . 
handsome binding, is far beyond it in respect of illustration. We | book consists of a wise selection from serious and religious writers o 


| cannot tell whether it is that the subjects appeal more to Doxé's | all ages. The only thing out of place among them will be found to be 
| 
| 
{ 


—, © 


artistic tendencies, or that he has become better acquainted with | some halting and not altogether apposite verses about an Australian 


TeNNyson’s poetry and the Arthurian cycle, but it is certain that the | stockman. : 
The Champagne Country (RouTLEDGE AND Sons) is an amusing book ; 


| present illustrations are at once grander and more accurate than those ; 

| Of Elaine. The steel engravings are admirable specimens of the skill by a thorough-going American, who cannot, of course, talk reasonably, 

| Of the first steel-engravers of the day, who have had no light task to | or even decorously, when he gets upon Old World notabilities and a4 

| translate Dorté’s drawings, with the material in which they work. | creeds. But he is very instructive and entertaining when these e 

| Doré’s genius is essentially that of a wood-draughtsman, in our opinion, subjects are not present to irritate him, and when he is talking about 

_ and we, therefore, giving all due credit to the steel-engravers, confess | the growth of the vine and the manufacture of champagne. Our ; 
readers may safely take a glass of ‘‘ the sparkling’’ with him, for he is £ 


our preference for the photographs, taken from the original drawings, 
| with which one issue of this splendid work is furnished. The “ Dis- | a good judge of wine, but we should not recommend them to propose | Pt 
| embarkation ” and the “ Sea-fight” in Vivien, and the “Terrace Scene”’ | to him the health of his Holiness or of the old aristocracy. : 
| and “ Dawn of Love” in Guinevre are admirable examples of the great ee ee ee ee oe 


_ Frenchman’s genius. With regard to the poems they illustrate, we : 
; need only say that we presume there are no me opinions as to the fact Standard Quotations. i! 
that the Jdy/ls are the grandest things the Laureate has written. ‘**T crve thee all, I can no’’—Moreg. ‘| 
| Messrs. Wane anp Co. follow up their last year's beautiful gift * A famous man was Robin’’—Hoop. a 
book, The Spirit of Praise, with Golden Thoughts from Golden Fountains, “If I were King of France, or, far better”’—Porg or Roms.* ; 
| 4n exquisite specimen of engraving and typography. The whole ‘The ploughboy is whooping ’’—ANon. | 
| volume is printed in a sepia-brown ink, which does away with the *‘A poet could not but be’’—Gay. 
harsh contrast of black and white which so often pains the artist, who ** And so does Mrs,””"—Jounson. | 
| finds in his engraved work none of the half-tones which existed so | “Tt was a Friar of orders ’’—Gray. | 
| profitably on the block. The inexperienced in printing are not aware 
| Of the difficulty of keeping the ink one uniform tint—a difficulty they | «Two of a trade can never agree.” —This does not apply to gin and 
| would not be led to suspect from the aspect of the book before us. | pitters, | 
| | 











| The title-page is as delicate and beautiful as a bit of Maltese filagree | 
jewellery, and the capital letters and finials abound in grace and | 
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* Alexander Pope was a Catholic. 
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fantasy rather than thought, and skilfully painted—the textures 
especially. A ‘Proud Margaret,” by SANpDYs is in his best style—and 
that means a good deal. ‘The Acrobat’s Rehearsal”? by Ropents, is 
clever and truthful, and there are notable works by ORcHAKDsOoN, 
Perriz, Tovrrier, Loxe, Sant, Lestig, and Nicot, with som 
charming landscapes by Leapger, Creswick, G. Sant, Core, and 








Town Talk. 


By Tne SAUNTERER IN SocIETY. 








ss K AF 0! there can, I fear, C. J. Lewis. 
sc" ye COS be no use in disguis- 
MG Mee) ing the fact that the 
we Ss «Lorp Mayor has 
been “found out.” 
The abandonment 
of ceremony and 
pageantry has in- 
duced people + to 
pluck up courage 
and look behind the 
show—and the ghost 
turns out to be only 
a turnip and a sheet 
after all. This 
sounds like civic 





‘ DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 38. 


My Lords and Gentlemen, ’tis with good reason, 
I’ve call’d you here at this unusual season ; 

But really that Kine Turopore, you see, 

Must suffer for his deeds; and I shall be 
Delighted, if you'll vote us lots of tin, 

While we the war with spirit will begin. 
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A table well Jaden before him he saw, 

And viewed all the viands with wonder and awe ; 
treason, but I fear And yet he spoke‘soft to himself, and his words 
it is only too true— Were, “ Giveme a.dazen of delicate birds.” 

,as it is too sad—a . 


aY}case. I began to ; 
RRS St fear it when I learnt The Standard 6f:Bngland.blew out to the wind, 
2 that “the worship- They had leftiall the slnggards some distance behind ; 
ful’’ had been hoot- ‘The sight it:wasone that,no tourist should miss, 
=. «ed from Cheapside ‘They had gone—-+-putasword in, that answers you this. 
>}. °4 to Westminster and 
| back. I felt a grow- 3. 
dng conviction when 
«Eeaw in Fleet-street 


re = 


Fair and loveable:was she, 
A most: winsome lady ; 
» the. veritable shells And the manner; in which he 
of the eggs that ' Dreated her;.was shady. 


had been throwm at him. But I+was eonvinced of 2 I -_ 4, 
his portrait in eneeof the,eheap illustrated papers, for I saw he Faithful, e’en in life and’ death, 































had not been considered of sufficient importance to call fora new block. i , > 
The picture of a previous Lord Mayor had been pressed into the:service __ Tilt her lover's latest breath ; 
—his head had been removed (I don’t mean actual decapitation-bat the ee aaueipilion ae died. 


cutting away of part of the engraving) and a fresh block let in, whereon 
the new Mayor's face had been drawn and cut. Unfortunately #little 6B 

difference in the gauge of the tint and a few minor discrepancies . oa 

remained to tell the story too plainly. No! I repeat with tears in my een tebet Bak we Naeey 26, Bok eee ap 206 Cows, 
eyes (I have just been looking at the portrait again), the Lorp Mayor Will hint - re . like the ? 

is no longer the great creature he was. A blow has been struck at the 0 . a yy anes very Sine ” : 

root of civic glory that must make the mace tremble and breathe me WOES SF WEP SRR F5 ey O e 

faint hopes of emancipation to all the devoted turtles of Ascension 6. 

Island. He carried some eggs in his pocket, 


We'll say on the 25th, ult., 
Sat down, then sprang up like a rocket, 
For this was the awful result. 


—- 


Wuart between Fenian threats and Clerkenwell misconduct, the 
Government is like to be compelled to hang the Manchester prisoners, if 
it wished ever so much to pardon them. The misguided persons who 
think they aid the cause of the unhappy men, either by menace or 
by uproar, are ror the people to confound clemency with cowardice. 
It would be well if Mr. Jones or some of the legal gentlemen who 


have connected themselves with those who brought the name of the 


Answer To Acrostic No. 36. 


working men into disgrace at the Home Office the other day, would F Fight t 

look after their protég¢s. What answer is left for the sincere friend of E Error | R 

the working classes when their enemies can point to the fact that the N Naomi i 

official residence of an English Minister was invaded by a hooting and IT India A 

ill-mannered mob, calling itself a deputation of working men? And . ee - 
ous 


then, what nonsense they talked—it is giving it too high a name to 
call it treason. But how odd it is that these men, whose intelligence 


Correct SotvTionsor Acrostic No. 36, RECBIVED Nov. 20 :— Plydwy ®.; Glipus 
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one may safely Pac is more developed than their manners, should 
so utterly miss the issue, and rant about executions for political offences! 
The condemned men at Manchester were not tried even for political 
offences. They were tried, found guilty, and sentenced for as plain a 
ease of coarse and cowardly murder as was ever committed. I have 
spoken up in this column often enough for the working classes, and for 
Ireland, and my sincerity should not be suspected, but I cannot help 
speaking out plainly on this subject, for I am grieved, as well as dis- 

ted at what has taken place; a good cause has been often enough 


imperilled, throughout the Reform struggle, by the self-elected advocates | 
who have upheld it, but it has seothdall'e stare injury oe. and I ca 


truly sorry for it. I dare say I shall be abused ! 

I raipa visit the other day to the French Gallery, the sceptre of 
which the ente rising and courteous M. Gampanr has resigned into the 
able hands of Mx. Watts. The exhibition contains a very fair show 
of Cabinet pictures by English and foreign artists, and a large and 
ambitious work by Mas. Bennam Hay. The subject is a Florentine 
procession got up by Savonaxova for the burning of vanities — for further 
particulars please see catalogue, or better still, Gzorce Euior’s in- 


comparable Romola. The picture is a large and laborious work, full of | 


eee 





Brothers; A. W. C.; The Ghost; Martin; Three Mankeys ctc.; Joe B.; B. T.; 
Moggins; J. B.; N. N. N.; Breakside and Hamish; Pluff; Lisa and Beppe; 
L. C. T.; M. A. L. R.; Tiny; Margaret and Mary; J. R.; Dio dell’or; Faggot; 
Tosh; Jas.M.; Knurrand Spell; O. K., Brighton; Emsworth; Peggy; Polar; 
B. a. 2 C. D.; D. E. H.; A Windsor Pair; Tiverton; E.L.O.; H.C. B.; Harrow 
Weald; Nanny’s Pet; 2 Duffers; Katie; Clunch; Artful Dodge; sid; Long Jack ; 
Knights Templar; Constance; Tail Comm.; Bella; Hurricane; Maniac; Cute 
Youth ; Cc, J. F.B.; E.M.H.; J. W.H.; Columbus; Darkey; Betsy H.; Gena; 
A.D.; Engineers Out of Work; S.J. H.; Trissie; Ayz; B.; Zeta; Royal Hill; 
Liewellyn ; 3 Cockroaches; Gleeful Guineapig; Hampshire to Wit; Red Mullet; 
L. M. N. R.; Bunnie Price; Hythe; Elton; In Copia Cautus; Valentine; Merry 
Andrew ; Hoidfast ; Tolkimsha; Peto; Special; Merryman; Pedro ; Smediey Card 
Sharps ; Duo Horatii; 3 Carshalton Fools; Curly G.; Loughbro’; J. G. F. 5.; 
Cadi; Timber; W. E.H. D.; F. W ; A.J. A. W.; Gyp; Bokes; 89th. 








Bully for You. 


_ Tue press of Madrid is writing down bull-fighting. But the motive 
is not humanity but economy. It seems that bull-fighting costs the 
nation about two hundred thousand pounds per annum, so the papers 
have determined to take the bull by the horns. We wish them success, 
no matter what their motive is, for the extinction of the brutal sport 
will be ‘‘a good Mad-riddance of bad rubbish.’’ 
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NOTES BY AN OLD GENTLEMAN UNBORN. 


(CoMMUNICATED THROUGH A YouTurvL ANcESToR.) 




































Tue venison riots in the south-west of England suggest man i 
reflections. The price of deer’s flesh, aking the Head escatcaat 
Great Britain, is about thirty-five shillings and sixpence a pound for 
the best parts, and is as low as twenty-six or even twenty-four shillings 
for inferior portions of the beast. These figures are quoted from market 
lists which do not differ considerably, from one end of the land to 
another ; but, if anything, they tell in favour of those very districts 
where complaints have taken a threatening form. The price of venison 
is lower than it was this time last year, and only a shilling a pound 
higher than at the same period of the year before last. Wages certainly 
have not fallen. The earnings of an ordinary labourer, which we may 
put at something like thirty pounds a week, or ten pounds a day 
assuming the number of working-days in a week to be three, cannot be 
called bad. Many a curate with a large family struggles on from year 
to year on a slenderer stipend, eking out his haunch of pony or ribs of 
venison with turtle and other things at which the labourer turns up his 
nose.. There is really no excuse, in the present scale of market prices, 
for a popular show of discontent. A few kinds of provisions are dearer 
than’ we might wish them to be; such, for instange, as kittens and: 
snakes; but they are scarcely necessaries, and if working-men would: 
be content to eatiturkey, pheasant,: blackcock, ptarmigan, and other 
wholesome though: not:costly food—-nay, sometimes to overcome their 
prejudice against:ertolans,y:which are none the worse because they may 
be had.almost for the 'asking;:and are a staple item in prison and work- 
house-distaries-there: would be no need of any outcry on the score of 
scarcity. 

I have before pointed:out the unreasonableness of objections to eating 
the flesof elephantss: Repeatedly have I dined off elephant, and ean 
truly saythabit is quite as palatable as horse or chimpanzee. 

Walkingnyesterday with Lord and Lady —-—, on the terrace of 
Tower Hill my:lord pointed out the spot where the Mint stood-in his 
father’s: time; and:observed that there are persons now living who can 
remember the days before a metallic currency was abolished, and when 
gold and-silver were still called the “ precious metals.” This puts one 
in mind:.of the) frauds lately discovered in connection:with the Hyde 
Park railings, which, for reasons of economy, were to have been made 
of silver instead of bronze. Suspicion was first excited by the great 
weight of the rails; and one of them, being tested, was found to be 
merely gold, with a coating of silver uponit. I hope that the con- 
tractors who were guilty of this nefarious proceeding will not escape 
punishment. 


SAY ! 


A MapnriGAL. 


Say, have you seen my CELIA pass, 

With locks of gold and lips of cherry ; 
With foot so light upon the grass 

It scarcely shakes the dewdrops merry ? 


Say, have you seen the lovely maid, 
Attired in flowing gown and kirtle, 

And wearing round ber brows a braid 
Of roses, gilliflowers and myrtle ? 


Say, have you met her on the down, 
Or where the purling brooklets chatter, 
Or in the meads, or near the town !— 
You haven’t ? Well, it doesn’t matter ! 


Chaffing and Chaffering. 


b “Wuar great effects from little causes spring!’ says somebody— 
‘the poet,” probably. No doubt hundreds have read the following 
advertisement in the Daily Telegraph (there are so many advertisements 
that you don’t get a fair penn’orth unless you do read them) :— 
CHAFF! CHAFF!! CHAFF!!! 
BUANK BLANK and CO., the greatest chaff-cutters in the world, next to the 
aa awe of Parliament, Westminster, are now selling good clover chaff at, etc. 
Those who glanced at that notification little guessed the effect it would 
have on Mu. DisxakE.i’s Edinburgh speech. The CuaNceLLor oF THE 
Excuraver was evidently put on his metal by the assertion that any- 
body was running Parliament hard in the matter of chaff. He must 
ie have surprised the North Britons, who deal more in oatmeal than 
Cc . 


The Argumentum ad Absurdum. 
WE never believe a man when he professes to be restrained from 
marrying by the extravagant style of female dress. Such arguments, 
as a lady observed to us, are simply fa/-/al-acious. 
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AGAIN! 


Acatn the Parliament’sin swing, 
And scandal rife at Boopie’s— 
Again the giants have their fling, 
And scarify the noodles. 
Again the lobby’s full of bores, 
And agents full of papers, 
And Cranporneg scowls and Russe snores, 
While Osnoxne cuts his capers. 


Again tuft-hunters button-hole— 
Your Irishman has fai/ings— 

Again does Excuo fire at Cour, 
Andi Cowrer “ slates’’ the railings. 

Again poor WuHattey plays the foul— 
Will nobody unseat him F— 

And Dizzy still keeps very cool, 
While Guiapstone longs to eat him! 


Again with heavy heart and head 
Reporters sit and scribble— 

Again: old members sigh for bed 
When special pleaders quibble— 

Again great promises are broke— 
And members dine at seven, 

Though ragged beggars starve on “ toke,”’ 
And paupers cry to heaven! 


Again is left the country home— 
The gun, and basket-carriage, 
And mothers long for Nice and Rome, 
And daughters sigh for marriage. 
Again do Folly’s bells and cap 
Go splashing through the gutters, 
Again hall-porters take a nap, 
And paper from the shutters. 


Againcome little days and nights, 
Rieh:dinners, indigestion ; 

The jolly friends, the silly fights— 
Again comes back the question— 

Allotted days for work we keep, 
And calculate their number ; 

They wake us from our beauty sleep, 
And rob us of our slumber! 








AN ECHO. 

We should really have thought that Tuomas Hoop’s verses, begin- 
ing :— 

" ‘*No sun, no moon; 

No morn, no noo; 
No dawn, no dusk, no proper time of day,’’ 

and proceeding through a host of negatives to the sum total of visible 
darkness, the aggregate nothingness comprised in the word “ Novem- 
ber,”’—would have been too well known for the most unscrupulous 
plagiarist to hope that any attempt at appropriation could possibly pass 
undetected. Such an attempt, however, appeared in He/ves of the 
Clubs the other day, the very name of the original poem being conveyed. 
This is not the first time these verses have been “annexed ’’—they were 
scribbled on some prison wall by a scamp of a cadger, who was credited 
with the authorship by many papers. Dx. Wynter quoted this 
garbled version in a paper in Good Words, and dubbed the tramp “ the 
laureate of the beggars” :—and Ds. Wynrer should have known 
better and should have been more careful, having himself fallen a 
victim to the plagiarist. For in the feuilleton of the I/lustrated Times 
some years since appeared an article on ‘* Mourning Establishments,” 
sent in as original by some one in Ireland—and paid for, before that 
irrepressible “ constant reader” wrote to inform the Editor that it was 
a crib from Social Bees. But the joke did not end there, for a yet 
longer memory, referring back, discovered resemblance between the 
Social Bee essay, and asketch in Hood's Magazine (to which, to make 
the coincidence more extraordinary, Dr. Wynter was a contributor) 
entitled “The House of Mourning, by the Editor.” 





Tell It to the Marines. 


To the correspondent who inquires if rear-admirals belong ex- 
clusively to the Horse Marines, we reply—Call at Whitehall and make 


the inquiry personally. 





Up to the Nines. 
SxITTLE-sHARPERS too often escape conviction in our Courts of Jus- 
tice ; is this because the evidence invariably discloses an alley-by ? 
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THE ART OF POETRY. 


| You take your paper, pen and ink— 
Pooh, any fool can do it ; 
And then you settle down to think 
Of how to rattle through it. 
You get a fancy ready-made, 
You set the verse a-flowing ; 
And Poetry’s as good a trade 
| As any trade a-going. 


A bit of Prarp—a bit of Moorrs— 
Or else a bit of Bayty; 

t And then a bit of Horace, or 

. The “ Verbum personale.’’ 

ee | You hunt about for double rhymes 

ite (Which Baruam will secure you) ; 

ae I’ve done the trick a dozen times— 

, It’s easy, I assure you, 


: Alliteration is the “ go,” 

Antithesis the fashion ; 

A lot of elegance, you know, 
And jolly little passion. 


Perhaps you'll get a bob a verse, 
Hh As magazines are many ; 

, Perhaps you'll fare a little worse, 
Aoi ate getapenny. ~ 





A Suggestion. 


Tue police are now taking extra precautions for their own—and, let 
us hope, for the public—safety; may we hint that it would in no way 
impair the efficiency of members of the force if they were supplied 
with a dram of mountain dew before mountin’ du-ty ? 
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Hairdresser (anxious to puff his anti-bare’s-grease) :—“ EXcUSE ME, SIR, BUT YOU ARE A LEETLE’ —— 
Yzs, I was Born 80!”’ 
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FOR THE CUTTER. 








L’Empire C’est—‘‘Le Pays.’ 


| Tuar impartial and experienced journal Ze Pays has been devoting 
| its consideration to England of late. In a recent article—headed 
| “Starvation and Hanging in England,’”—in which it tells the French 
| poor that they are hungry and cold, “ but over there they starve —it 
| thus addresses the ‘‘ philosophers, moralists, and politicians’ :— 

| 


‘Look at Manchester! What do yousee there? A scaffold, is it not? and five 
| gibbets black and dismal against the grey sky. There before long will be executed 
the five condemned Fenians, the five Irishmen who claim the independence of their 
unhappy country . .. . do you who wish for liberty desire that you were 
| Englishmen ?”? 





Le Pays is evidently so well-informed on English subjects that it 


| seems presumptuous to tell it that the five Fenians were not sentenced 


| to death for wishing liberty to their country but for murdering an 

inoffensive policeman in the execution of his duty. Let us change the 
scene—if those five Fenians were five Frenchmen desiring the liberty 
of their country—and not guilty of murder but merely of a political 
crime—should we not see a scaffold then? Well, no! probably not— 
they manage these things better in France, and the five would have 
been shot down in the streets without the bother of a trial. We borrow 
the last sentence of the Pays’ article: ‘Do you, Fenians and FINLENS, 
who wish for liberty, desire that you were Frenchmen ?”’ 





a 


A Wise Saw and a Modern Instance. 
‘** The Ancients were very careful of their Dramas, and I hope the Moderns wili 
be so to.’"—Mr. Benjamin Webster. 
Manacer Wepsster thinks “ Why should I pay 
Stupid dive authors? The dead ’uns I'll try on.” 
Perhaps he won't find, what is proved every day, 
That a live ass outvalues, by far, a dead lion. 





Tue first thing a hen says to her brood, and not the last thing a 
child says to his father.—“Shell out!” 
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THE TWO KINGS OF BRENTFORD. 
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MRS. BROWN 1N AMERICA. | 


(Continued from our last.) | 





The next day I was off in good time, but what with them cars 
a-gettin’ stuck with a cart aercss the tramway, thro’ a ’orse a-jibbin’, | 
as they calls it, and then me not a-rushin’ on board the ferry-boat for | 
to risk my life, I was loft behind, and so never got to that City ’All 
till five minutes past twelve, and there wasn’t a westment of that | 
lawyer wisible. I was vexed, for I didn’t know where to find him, | 
and Mrs. Cuavuncery, she were not able to come with me, so I had my 
trouble for my pains, as the sayin’ is, and ’ad to go ’ome, and in the 
hevenin’ Mrs. Cuauncry come in to my room, and said as ’er brother- | 
in-law had waited ’ours for me and wasted ’is time, tho’ he’d paid the 
fees out of ’is own pocket, and wanted me to go the next day and take 
five-and-twenty dolars, and indemnify that perliceman as he got ’is 
eyeon. I wouldn't be too late the next duy, but got there a ‘our too | 
soon, as were the same place to mect at. 1 waited over a ’our, when | 
up come that Mr. Boaisson, and says, ““’Ave you got the money, as 
| there ain’t a minit to lose? The Jude is a-waitin’ for it.’’ So I | 
| give ’im the five-and-twenty dollars, lcastways thirty, thro’ only ’avin’ 
| three ten-dollar bills. Off he went like a shot round the corner. 

Mrs. Cuavuncey, as ’ad come along with mo, she says, “’Ow that | 
| one ’ead ‘olds it all I can’t make out, for he’s got everything on ’is | 
shoulders, as might be President, but it ain’t worth ’is while.” I says, 

“ Not worth ’is while? What do you mceanf’ ‘ Why,” she says, 

“it’s mean pay as the President gets, as is nearly all spent in drinks, 

thro’ ’avin’ such Jots of parties as he’s obligated for to stand treat to.’’ 

I says, ‘‘ No doubt, for I've ’eard say as the Lory Mayon ’isself spends 

a fortin’ in dinners thro’ a lot of parties as reg’Jar eats 'imup.”’ I says, 

“T suppose he'll be back in a minit or two?’ ‘ Well,” she says, 

“pre’aps, but he is that busy as he don’t sometimes take ’is clothes off 

for weeks.’”’ I says, So I should think.” 

So we walks up and down for a bit, and then Mrs. CHauncery says, 
“Dear me, there’s one o’clock, as promised I’d be with my mother by 
’arf-past twelve.’’ Isays, ‘Is it farofft’’ Shesays, ‘“ Over in Jersey.” 
“ Nonsense,” I says, ‘‘why, that’s further than England,” but she 
only meant jest over the water as they calls Jersey, as makes it werry 
confusin’ to any one as isn’t up to their ways. 

So off she went, and I waited another ’arf-hour, and then ’ome I 
went with rather a misgivin’ as all were not right. Mrs. Cuauncry 
she never come ’ome all night, nor yet the next day, as’ad said she 
might be kep’ with ’er mother, as she told me were sick. When I 
told Brown, as ’ad been away for near a week, he only said as I'd 
been dore again, and went off to sleep. So I thought as I would not 
be made a fool on, and the next day I goes up to that ’all where I was 
told the Judges was. I asks a party as were a-standin’ at the door of 
one of them rooms which were the Judge, as pi’nted to a party as were 
a-talkin’. I says, “‘Go along with your rubbish, as if I didn’t know a 
Judge when I secs ’im, as any one can tell ina minit, for his wig and 
and gownd.”’ “Oh,” says the man, “we ain’t none of that trash 
ere.” I says, ‘“‘ What are you a-callin’ trash? as is what I should call 


ere 
one Judge as I’ve seen with ’ardly a shoe to ’is foot.”’ 

So I walks into the room and began a-askin’ for the Judge. A 
perliceman as was there told me to be quict. I says, “Don’t you 
interfere with me, as don’t want you, as knows you well.”” So he says, 
“Clear out, and don’t bother.” I says, ‘1 will sce the Judge.” Just 
as I were a-talkin’ a werry nice gentleman as come up said, ‘‘ What's 
the trouble?” So I says, ‘Sir, I wants to see a Judge as’ll see me 
righted.’ “Well,” says he, ‘I'm a Judge.’”’ I says, ‘‘ Oh, indeed!” 
for I was took aback, for, tho’ quite the gentleman, he wasn’t no more 
like a Judge, with a short jacket on anda moustache, than me. But he 
spoke werry kind, and said as I’d been treated shameful, and if I could 
ketch that lawyer feller as weren’t no lawyer at all. I says, “ Escuse 
me, my Lord, but he must be a lawyer, thro’ bein’ Mrs. Cuauncey’s 
brother-in-law.” ‘‘ Well,” he said, “he’s a rascal, and if you bring 
‘im in my way I’]] ; unish ’im.” oe 

Well, jest as I were a-goin’ to speak, I says, “There he is, | 
a-meanin’ that perliceman as I'd give the pocket-book to, as just come | 
up, “I gays, “‘I'bat’s the man, my Lord.” ‘ Oh,” says the Judge, 
“that can't be, he’s a cfficer.” ‘ Yes,” I says, “and ‘ave got the 

ocket-book.” Well, the Judge calls ’im, and up he comes, and reg’ lar 

razened it cut as the pocket-book were full of false money, and as the 
Judge sided with ’im, I could say no more, so out I goes, a-wowin 
wengeance agin that lawyer. 

That werry night Mrs. Cuavncry she come ’ome, and told me as 
that Boaisson ’ad been and deserted ’er sister, and left ’em without a | 
crust, and I thought as she’d ’ave broke ’er ’art a-cryin’, a-sayin as 
’er poor sister were that bad with a infant only three days old, and not 
’ardly a rag to cover ‘er, as she says, “‘ I’m come to fetch some of my | 
own things for ’er, and must go back at once, for ’er life's in danger ; 
and,” she says, ‘‘I shan’t get my money till Tuesday, and ’ave give 
my last dollar to my poor dear mother, as I don't expect to see the 
mornin’,” Well, I lent her ten dollars, and my warm shawl for ‘er 
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poor sister, as I feit for thro’ that feller ’avin’ stripped of everythink’ 
a8 “ad been playin’ a game, and reg'lar stuflin’ up poor Mus. Cuauncry 


| with them lies about ’is bein’ President, as said as she'd ‘ave trusted ’er 


life with that man; “ But,’’ she says, “what I cares for is the way as 
he’s been and robbed you ; but,” she says, “ you shall be paid, for there's 
my sister’s property as will be sold and fetch ten thousand dollars the 
week after next.’ I says, “’Ow came he to leave ’er that?’’ ‘‘ Oh,” 
she says, ‘he ain't no power over all her property, tho’ he’s got a good 
deal—a scoundrel !—as I'll search the world thro’ but I'll find ‘im, if 
he’s above ground.” 

I don’t think as ever I see any one more wexed than. that poor 
woman, as took on so about me bein’ robbed by that feller, and Mrs. 
SKIDMORE quite short with ’er, a-sayin’ as she wanted ’er board money 
as she promised ’er next week, and said as ’er boxes ’ad things in ‘em 
tenfold the value of ’er board, as were only two weeks behind, as I 
could speak to, for I'd see silk dresses myself in that box as was worth 
pounds, besides a gold chain and ornyments as Mrs. Cuavuncey said 
she didn’t wear cos they looked like givin’ herself airs as didn’t be- 
come no widder. Well, she went off with them things under my 
shawl, as she wore thro’ not a-wanting Mrs. Skipmore to pry into er 
business, as is werry disagreeable we all knows; and as to Mus. Sxip- 
MORE, she were as sulky as a bear for days arter, as Mrs. CHauncey 
didn’t come back, and I began to feel a little bit fidgety, but no doubt 
it's right. 


THE SONG OF “THE SPONGE.” 


I nave a friend, a trusty friend—this is an awful tale, 
Will make the most audacious cheek immediately pale ; 
And he’s become a mystery, a mystery to me, 

Though further than my neighbours into millstones 


He lived a very quiet life, it boots not to say where, 

In Gray’s Inn or the Temple, or a stucco West-end square. 
He was the mildest of mankind, devoid of guile and sin, 
And calmly smoked his pipe, and took a casual glass of gin. 


He was, indeed, what you might call an intellectual bloke, 
Likewise he was a merry wag, and dearly loved a joke; 

He had a most stentorian voice, and in a pleasing style 
Could take a part in cateh or glee, and archly eould he smile. 


But now a fearful change has come across his spirit’s dream ; 

His tongue hath lost its quips and jokes, his eye hath lost its gleam. 
And he’s a man of mystery, for when I go to sup, 

I find his oak is sported—and his windows lighted up. 


No answer comes, although I kick; I bang the door in vain, 
I whistle the familiar tune beneath the window pane. 

I roar, and shout, and execute a war-dance on the ground, 
And then I listen at the door, but never hear a sound. 


It may be that he loves me not, and looks with anxious eye 
At one peculiar trick I’ve got of drinking bottles dry. 

It may be that my presence now upon his spirit jars, 

And he remembers how I smoked a score of his cigars. 


He may be ill and disinclined for company each night— 

And yet he keeps his windows in a perfect blaze ot light. 

It may be that society upon his spint palls, 

And he is weary of the world and kettle-drums and balls. 


It may be he’s engaged upon an epic or a tale, 

That intellectual labour makes his manly cheek grow pale. 
It may be that he shuts his door and sits before his glass, 
And struts about and postures, an unmitigated ass. 


He is a mystery to me, I think I've said before, 

His windows flare to every sky, and still he shuts his door. 
I'll swear he is a Fenian, and take the Peelers in, 

And, as of old, he'll give me eleemosynary gin. 

I meet him sometimes in the street, the subject of my rhymes, 
I see him with a sardine box and Illustrated Times ; 

Some chocolate he carries, too, and makes a lively pun 

He’s probably extracted from the current part of I'un. 


And still there is this mystery, this very churlish dog, 

He will not let me enter and have my glass of grog. _ 
It’s gone on now for many weeks, it’s quite beyond a joke, 
To cadge for evening stimulants and find a sported oak. 


can see. 








Reason or Instinct P 
A rrienp of ours possesses retriever so highly trained that he will, 
at’ the word of commund, fetch a copy of Turrex’s “ Proverbial 
Philosophy” from the nearest bookseller’s, but—sensible animal—he 


| never attempts to swallow the contents. That dog deserves a testimonial 


—a boney-fide one. 
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BAINES CAREW, GENTLEMAN. 


F all the good attorneys who 
Have placed their names upon the roll, 
But few could equal Barnes CAREW 
For tenderheartedness and soul. 


‘She makes me sing, ‘Too whit, too wee!’ 
And stand upon a rounded stick, 

And always introduces me 
To every one as ‘ Pretty Dick’!” 


«‘ Oh, dear,” said weeping Barnes Carew, 
This is the direst case I know’ — 

‘“‘ I’m grieved,”’ said Baca, “at paining you-~ 
To Cons and PorrertuwalteE I’)1 go— 
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Whene'er he heard a tale of woe 
From client A. or client B., 
His grief would overcome him 80 
He'd scarce have strength to take his fee. 


“To Cosn’s cold calculating ear 

My gruesome sorrows I']] impart ”— 
“No; stop,”’ said Barnzs, “I'll dry my tear, | 
It laid him up for many days, And stecl my sympathetic heart !”’ | 


When duty led him to distrain, ‘She makes me perch wok a tree, 


And serving writs, although it pays, 
Gave him excruciating pain. 


He made out costs, distrained for rent, 
Foreclosed and sued, with moistened eye— 
No bill of costs could represent! 
The value of such sympathy. 


Rewarding me with, ‘Sweety—nice!’ 
And threatens to exhibit me 
With four or five performing mice.” 


‘“‘Restrain my tears I wish I could,” 
Said Barngs, “ I don’t know what to do! ” 
Said Captain Baca, ‘* You’re very good!” 





“Oh, not at all,” said Baines Carew. 


No charges can approx'mate 

The worth of sympathy! with woe ;— 
| Although I[ think I ought to state 
| He did his best to make them so. 


Of all the many clients who 
Had mustered round his legal flag, 
No single client of the crew 

Was half so dear as Caprain Baca. 


Now Captain Bacco had bowed him to 
A heavy matrimonial yoke— 
i} His wifey had of faults a few— 
| She never could resist a joke. 


mci | Her chaff at first he meekly bore 
iy ae | Till unendurable it grew. 
bal “ To stop this persecution sore 
; I will consult my friend Cakew. 





** She makes me fire a gun,”’ said Baga, 
“‘ And, at a preconcerted word, 
Climb up a ladder with a flag, 
Like any street-performing bird. 


** And when Carew’s advice I've got 
Divorce a mensé I shall try ’’ 
(A legal separation—not 
A vineulo eonjugti.) 
“ Oh, Barves Carew, my woe I've kept : 
A seeret, hitherto, you know : ’’— She gives me groundsel every day, 
As panae Caxgsw, E-quinrz, he wept And hard canary seed to eat.” 
| 0 hear that Baoo had any woe.) ‘e = woe ! Chendt Oh dire to tell!” 
aid Barnegs,) “ Be good enough to stop "— 
And senseless on the floor he fell . ’ 
With unpremeditated flop. 


‘‘She places sugar in my way, 
In publie places calls me ‘ Sweet!’ 





es a case, indeed, is passing sad, 

My wife—whom I considered true— 
W ith brutal conduct drives me mad.” 

‘I am appalled,” said Baines Caxzw. 


| 
} | | “What! sound the matrimonial knell 
| 





Go on—the cruelty, sir, please.” 
y please But, hang it—come—I say, you know !" 


a ; ; | 
| Of coating paces apaaraiel § Said Carrarn Bace, “ Well, really I | 
| Why was I an attorney? Well— Am grieved to think it pains you so | 

I thank you for your sympathy, | 


“ Domestic bliss has proved my bane, 


A harder case you never heard, But Barves lay flat upon the floor, 


My wife (in other matters sane) Convulsed with sympathetic sob— 
And gave the case to Mr. Coss. 


hain enatcidinasoee asin ee 











Novemper 30, 1867.] 





FROM OUR STALL. 


Tux production of La Grande Duchesse de Gerolstein at Covent Garden 
is an interesting experiment. Half the inhabitants of Paris went mad 
over the piece; and even in sober London—where nobody is mad 
enough to go mad about comic operas—its first performance created an 
absolute furore. We have no special reason over here, as they have in 
France, for laughing at an elaborate satire on German military 
matters. We have no ScunEIpER and no Dupuis. Certainly we have 
no CovpuEr, for he died of gout the other day—and we are told by a 
daily paper that his death was occasioned by the exertion of singing 
GenERAL Boom’s music. Lastly, the English Jibretto which may or 
may not be a faithful translation, is far from elegant, and farther from 
funny. But the delightful music nearly or quite atones for all these 
drawbacks. ‘The composer of La Grande Duchesse plagiarizes now and 
then from OrrENBACH, as the composer of Semiramide plagiarized very 
often from Rossini; such thefts are easily forgiven. The ‘ sabre” 
song will be hummed, whistled, and sung about London for ever so 
long. GeENERAL Boom’s parody on “ Piff Puff” is an exquisite piece 
of caricature. Every bar of the music, in short, is charming; and 
nearly all the spoken parts of the opera might be cut out with advantage. 
Miss Jutia Maruews has a pleasant and flexible voice, but alas! it is 
not always in tune. Her acting is hardly so humorousas we could wish 
it; but the stage of Covent Garden is not the best of all places in the 
world for trying to be funny in. One might as well make faces in the 
centre of Salisbury Plain to amuse the inmates of the surrounding 
villages. Mr. W. Harrison is a very satisfactory Fritz; we doubt 
whether a better one could have been foundin England. Mr. AyNsiEy 
Coox is a little too extravagant as the General. He overacted and 
oversang in the first act on the opening night; in the second act he was 
comparatively tame and positively hoarse. It is a terrific part—a part 
for a bullock to play; and, if it really induces gout, we can only say to 
Mr. Coox in the language of the advertisements, ‘‘ Look to your 
Feet!” «Mr. Sroyie plays and sings like an artist ; Mr. Frank 
Matruews plays like an artist, and sings——? Outof a tiny part, 
almost pantomimic, Mr. Frep Payne makes immense fun, and gets a 
roar at every entrance and exit. Oh, a thousand pardons, Miss 
Aveusta THompson; we were forgetting you—how could we forget that 
you act and sing charmingly? The Grande Duchesse is beautifully 
mounted, thanks to Mr. Aucustus Harris, under whose direction it 
has been brought out. 

The new Romeo is a very handsome creature. We do not much like 
Miss Vestvai’s performance, because we consider it too loud; but 
there cannot be two opinions about Miss Vestvaui’s face and figure. 
Miss Mitiy Parmer plays Juliet with great earnestness and consider- 
able passion. This young lady deserves a more prominent position 
than the one she has hitherto occupied on the Londonstage. Mr. 
Ryper declaims sonorously as Friar Lawrence, and Mrs. Marston is 
the very best Nurse we have. 

Ar the St. James’s Theatre, Morron’s School of Reform has been 
revived. The performance of Mr. J. S. Crarke in the part of Tyke 
is artistic in the highest degree. Whether he speaks the Yorkshire 
dialect-properly we confess ourselves unable to decide; we will content 
ourselves with saying that he quite made us laugh and nearly made us 
cry. Itis no small merit in Mr. Ciarke to have achieved so thorough 
a success, when surrounded by all the difficulties of a scratch company. 
Miss Burron and Mr. Irvine are the only two performers worth 
looking at or listening to in all that company. 

Att people who like to laugh till they cry should see the Christy’s 
Minstrels in their imitation of the Beni-Zoug-Zoug Arabs. It is the 
drollest thing imaginable, and as complete in its way as the serious 
musical part of the performance. The counter-tenor of Mr. RawLinson 
and the bones of Mr. G. W. Moore are as well worth hearing as ever. 

We are glad to note that a new pianiste, Miss Amy Coynz, the 
daughter of the well-known /ittérateur and dramatist, Mr. Stertine 
Coyne, made a successful débit last week at the Crystal Palace Con- 
certs. Muss Coyne has been studying in Germany, under HituEr, 
the accomplished master of many accomplished pupils. 








From the Heart-ic Regions. 

Tue Hull whalers have had a bad time of it last season, many of 
them returning to port comparatively “clean.” Strange sights abound 
in those little-frequented latitudes, yet everything that came under the 
notice of the crews was so very unlike a whale that it almost had the 
effect of making the men themselves “‘ blubber.”’ 


Not so Black as they Seem. 


Many lessons may be learnt by “civilized” nations from the savage. | Blue; Tom; H. W., Grove-place j_ 


We speak within the bills of mortality when we assert that pocket- 


Picking is an offence absolutely unknown among the aborigines of | bridge; R. L.; F. W., Howard-street; Joryst B.; 
Australia. This speaks volumes not only for their honesty but for Query ; 


their simplicity of costume. 


FUN. 
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AN ADDRESS ON AN ADDRESS. 


You wear a legal gown and wig, 
You know the way to wield a brief, 
To raise your voice in accents big, 
Or make it tremulous with grief; 
You plead a cause, in short, with grace, 
With fitting gestures, fitting tones :— 
Take up that Deputation’s case, 
My Jonzs! 


And teach them plainly what is what ; 
Point out how very wrong they went— 
To fright an office-keeper’s not 
To overawe a Government— 
That talking through an oaken door 
At Ministers, with hoots and groans, 
Is silly, tell them—I implore, 
My Jonzs! 


And show that loudly spouting what 
Would be—my language is direct— 
Rebellion, if it were not rot, 
Is scarce the way to win respect. 
** Soft words don’t butter parsnips ’’—true! 
But also, “‘ Big ones break no bones.”’ 
Pray tell them noise proves nothing,—do, 
My Jonzs! 


In public offices to brawl, 
To hector over servants there,— 
Then bolt when the police they call— 
Is no heroic d affair. 
Oh, rate them for that ugly rush, 
Each thinking man of them bemoans— 
For which I feel that you must blush, 
My Jonzs! 


Tripping. 

A CONTEMPORARY informs us that “The young women of Kenosha, 
Wisconsin, are to compete for prizes at a dancing tournament.” 
Surely, this is putting the matter on a wrong footing. Tournaments 
were for the display of feats of arms, not of feats of legs. At the 
dancing competition the president will be the King of (dancing) Booty, 
we suppose, and list slippers will be excluded from the lists. 


Answers to Correspondents, 


[We cannot return rejected MSS. or Sketches unless they are accompanied 
by a stamped and directed envelope. We can take no notwe of communica- 
tions with illegible signatures or monograms. | 

J. R. (Tonbridge.)—Your “‘ Lament from the Poultry”’ is ill—we will 
not say, foully—done. Amend thy ways; thy letter describes thee as one 
who “ almost wants his Suter H and, indeed, thou showest signs of empti- 
ness, and that not of stomach only! : 

A DIsaPPoInTEeD Party.—Doomed to another disappointment—declined 
with thanks. eed 

Tyro Eronrensis.—If you did but know how we tire-o the double 
acrostics sent us, after our repeated notice that we don't want them! — 

H. M. (Craven-street.)—We hear on good authority that Mr. Rimmell 
intends to prosecute the next person who perpetrates the worn-out joke of 
calling him a head-scenter. e are glad to hear it, and we aball eend him 
your name and address at once. 

W. X.—See last answer. 

G. W. Y.—We don’t do that sort of thing. 





A. B. (Baxter-road) asks, “ Are the inclosed good for anything?’ No; 
Good for nothing. 
Q. C. S.-We don’t “‘ want your address to send you a cheque.” You 


t be content with a check instead. 

TRe AUTHOR OF ‘‘NEOROBIONCOPALEN,” &c., has not forwarded a 
stamped envelope for the return of his sketches. 

HumpvuG.—Look back and you will find your answer. 

T. HAwKINS.—Your communicaticn was answered as H.M. You wrote 
our St. Mark so like H. Mark, that we thought it was your name, 

A SoLpreR.—We do not see the juurnal to which you refer. 

S. W. (Parliament-street).—Drawing of no use to us. 

G. R. S.—Notion not bad, but workmanship very feeble. 

MaBeuL.—The sketches, we regret to say, are valueless. — 

Declined with thanks.—J. A, Exeter; N. W. J.; Literate; I. L.A, 
| Sheffield; Manx; C. H. W., Somerset House; Tim, Glasgow; Alpha, 


y 


| ngs : ; ° : : 
Middlesex ; J. A. D., Glasgow; F. F.; H., Dublin; M.,G w;A.C. c. : 
ius; No Egg; J. C., Edend - Good Gracious; Juvenilis; Sky 
Seen tone ’ ove-place> ¥. W., Ludgate-hill; H., Dublin; 
Blanch ; ‘‘ Off to Pastors New;”’ s., ee, 
E. P. J.; The O'Oo; C. B., Notting-hill; AN; J. WH Fo: 


urch-street; Fin; E. T. B., Newar 
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THE WALRUS. 


By ovr own Oxup SHEKARRY. 


Ir is delightful to the hardy hunter for whom the toils of the chase 
are over to contemplate the brute creation in their subjection to the 
power of man. He has so often been made painfully aware of the 
exact opposite when toiling under the heat of a tropical sun, he has 
striven in vain to subjugate the morose mosquito or by the frozen flood 
of the me | Frith stood for hours in the deep disappointment, 
which mocked his efforts to hook the hardy haddock a drag the 
dripping dab from its lymphatic lair ; that as he sits cnoss-legged and 
gloats with semi-savage glee over the imprisonment of the mild hyzna 
and the degradation of the King of Beasts; he not inexcusably ex- 
periences a thrill of pride and laughs aloud as he interprets for himself 
the peteanpe eloquence which is expressed from a hundred hairy 
muszz 

Still greater will be his inward satisfaction if to the memory of the 
perils of the chase, he adds that scientific knowledge without which 
the hunter, to say nothing of the Shekarry—is lost in the vast 
wilderness of difficulty and doubt ; and will probably fall a prey to the 
white ant, the gallynipper, the jigger of the western slopes, or the 
voracious bugaboo of the boundless prairie. And yet how few of our 
rising generation really know anything of the natureand habitat of 
those strange creations which nature is for ever consigning to our 
shores. Alas, political economy and the rights of labour are now taught 
in our schools where once the stickleback and the cockchafer held a 
place ; so that even the spoilt children of society, the effeminate idlers 
of salons and the loungers upon the gilded couches of corrupt civilization 
remain in ignorance even of the monsters which inhabit the beverages 
that en consume ; and seldom reflect upon the strange and struggling 
forms of brute life which animate the sausage of commerce or the vol au 
vent of daily consumption. I was watching one of these votaries of 
fashion, these soft-handed feather-bed dundies only on last Sunday as 
I stood by the den to which the latest Zoological animal has been con- 
signed. I had been reflecting on the ignorance which distinguishes 
mankind from the ape of the Himalayas or from the Seal of the 
Labrador reaches, and memory aided by the profound studies and un- 
tiring observations of years of hardy enterprise, had carried one back 
to the time when I was alone in the Great Tartaric Acid Steppes 
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hunting the Kangaroo and the Walrus, as they came with the summer 
suns across the Persian Gulf to seek the golden nutmegs of the illimit- 
able West. ‘ This animal” said I “is amphibious, and therefore can 
stand on its hind legs! How marvellous the strength and activity 
with which it swings its huge bulk into the top of the feathery palms, 
there to seek with its fleshy antenne the Corus vslvulus, or leathery 
whelk ; how often have I tracked you (I was apostrophising the de- 
jected walrus) by the spoor that your vast flippers have left in the 
otherwise pathless gum groves of the Guinea Gulf. How your sire 
and dam’”’—‘“I beg you pardon, Sir,” said the attendant respectfully, 
“but he ain’t accustomed to such language as those; and I ask you, Sir, 
as is, 1’m told, a old Shekarry,—an’ you knows best what that means,— 
how you'd like it yourself ?”’ 

The rebuke was just. I have had a brotherly feeling for the walrus 
from my boyhood. 


“The Channel squadron having put into Plymouth, leave was given to the 
watches to go on shore till the morning; and one only remained unaccounted for.’’ 
—Speech of the First Lord, at Guildhall. 

Buitue Corry, disclaiming the epithet slow, 

A feat of Whitehall regulation can show ; 

For watches, ashore with alacrity popped, 

Kept excellent time, and but one of ’em stopped. 


The Beery Barometer. 


A CONTEMPORARY observes, “ A tolerably fair barometer of the true 
state of the barley harvest may generally be read at this season of the 
year in the price of Burton Ales.’ The peculiarity of this barometer 
consists—if it is a Fair expression—in its proneness to stand at Very 
any so long as Change lasts, after which it generally veers round to 

tormy. 





NOTICE.—Now Ready, price Twopence, 
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THE LICENSED VICTUALLERS’ TEA TRADE. 


Sceng :— The exterior of the “ Chequers.” Enter Mrs. Bouncer from door C, 
wiping her lips. 


Mrs. B.:—“’Orrm FoRGETFUL THAT Mr. Potts 1s! I oRDERED A POUND 0’ 
TEA THIS MORNIN’, AND I’vE POSITIVELY ’AD TO CALL FIVE TIMES TO REMIND 7!M 
OF IT; AND WHEN ’E did SEND IT, IF IT WASN'T A ’ALF-POUND INSTEAD OF A 
POUND—80, YE SEE, I'VE JEST STEPT OVER AND CHANGED IT!”’ 


NOTES BY AN ELDERLY GENTLEMAN UNBORN. 
CoMMUNICATED THROUGH A YOUTHFUL ANCESTOR. 


Ir is worthy remark, as at least a curious coincidence—whether or not any cause 
may be assigned to such a fact—that three successive Speakers of the House of 
Commons, including the present functionary, should have been operative shoe- 
makers. Some crafts, more than others, would seem to possess the fortunate 
peculiarity of getting largely represented in the House of Commons; while there 
are trades which unaccountably keep aloof from the Legislature of the United 
Kingdom. Two members of the present Cabinet, three Government supporters, 
and seven of the Opposition, are bricklayers; but there is not one chimney sweep on 
either side the House. Nor are there any bakers, I believe, in Parliament. On the 
other hand, butchers, glass-blowers, tallow-melters, tinmen, bird-catchers, book- 
binders, stokers, cokers, brokers, gardeners, firemen, watermen, gasmen, carpet- 
beaters, boot-closers, drivers, and divers others to boot, have seats in the Legislature. 

y is this? I have long puzzled my mind, in vain, to account for the dis- 
crepancy. 


An oyster was caught one day last week, near Colchester. This is the second | 


one was a poor and almost doubtful specimen. 
grown mollusc, exhibiting much docility and intelligence. It has been sent to the 
Zoological Gardens, where a glass tank will be speedily prepared for its use, 
and two attendants appointed to keep alternate watch by day and night over the 
interesting stranger. Barriers to prevent the crowd teasing this rare and sensitive 
object of public curiosity are already being erected round the space in the middle of 
which the tank is to stand. For the first week of the extraordinary attraction, an 
increased charge of admission will be made. ; 

The Rey. Mrs. BaoaDBAND, who is spoken of as the new Bishop of Berwick-upon- | 
Tweed, is the second daughter of a lady 1 remember to have met at dinner some | 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 39. 


Now Christmas is coming, in spite of fine weather, 
From all parts of England they’ll gather together : 
By men, like themselves, rather fat and full-bodied, 
They'll soon have their sides felt, and punched at and 


prodded : 


And all, whether honoured by medal or card, 
Will be led to their fate in a blood-boltered yard. 
But don’t let the notion ovcasion you pain— 

At dinner by Christmas you'll meet them again. 





1, 
There was a king in Thule 
(As Gortue has observed), 
Who took his liquor duly— 
From that he never swerved : 
But what he flung in the sea one day 
Was a thing too good to be thrown away! 


2. 


If you've e’er read The Curse of Kehama 
(You probably haven't, I wis), 

You'll know that believers in Brahma 
Are constantly watching for this. 


3. 


The hare has many friends—see Gay— 
Moreover, it has some relations, 

And this is one that’s found, they say, 
In South American plantations. 


4. 


A month (from this not very far) 
In the old Jewish Calendar. 


5. 


The fiend, who was set to twist cables of sand, 
He failed in making a rope therewith — 
He probably had not the dexterous hand 
That graces our Owen MBxeEpITH. 
Though how out of SANp he wove his story, 
Is something that scarcely redounds to his glory 


6 


A hide that’s dried and scarified, 
And those who have it wish they’d not it! 
But when the critie’s lash is plied, 
Your wretched scribblers wish they'd got it. 





ANswER To Acrostic No. 37. 


Swag 
Prize 
Anan 
Nervine 
Impostor 
Salvia 


Hull 


HOnapwym 
HPWH Zhe 


Musical Note. 





member for the Hundreds of Chiltern. arliament as 


The Ch i 
not what it used to be. oe 


to be. E a on is not what it used 
- Kverything is not what it used . 
what I used to i. sed to be. Iam not 


— 


So.uTions or Acrostic No. $7, RECEIVED 27TH Nov. :—Kilt; Lo 
Téngo; Encyclopadia; Royal Hill; 89th ; Lisa and Beppe; Plaff; 
Hampshire to Wit; Ruby; Zubs. 


: +. : AN eminent authority on musical antiquities assures 
that has been seen in England, within the space of five or six years; but the other | | 414+ he has the heat possible reason to believe that 


I am told that this is a fine, well | the violin on which T'artin1 composed his remarkable 


Reverie du Diable was the only real and original 
fiddle-de- D—. 


distinguished by his particular rdle. 








A Note with ‘‘a hitch” in it. 


An actor may be said to resemble a sailor ;—each is 


ers DE Socittt.—“ The Glass of Fashion.” 
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FROM OUR STALL. 

T the Queen's 
Theatre Still 
Waters Run Deep 
a nd The First 
Night fave been 
attracting larger 
audiences than 
The Double Mar- 
riage. ‘Those who 
have seen Mr. 
Wiaan in the two 
pieces — or in 
either of them— 
will easily ac- 
count for this 
phenomenon. 

There is a con- 
siderable quan- 
tity of Stock Ex- 
change jargon in 
The Game of Specu- 
lation that must 
be utter Greek to 
the softer sex of 
playgoers ; and 
the plot bristles 
with improbabili- 
ties that must be 
obvious to all 
playgoers of 
either sex who 
enjoy moderate 
powers of reason- 
ing. Still the 
comedy is written 
in such admirable 
English — adapt- 

ed, as everybody knows, from not less admirable French—and 

Mr. Cuartes Matugws plays Affable Hawk so perfectly that 

The Game of Speculation is always welcome. At the Olympic it has 

been revived evidently in a furious hurry ; and this isa shame, because 

Mr. Lawes’s dialogue deserves, at all events, to be carefully studied 

and glibly spoken. The gentleman who appeared in the character of 

Hardcore was notably imperfect in his words. We are not right, by- 

the-bye, in saying that he appeared in that character; he appeared a 

good way out of it. Hardcore is an uncultivated and rapacious dun— 

not a beaming and benevelent old fogey in spectacles, undecided 
whether to ask for his money or not. Mr. Appisox, who had taken 
the trouble to get his words by heart, was as good a representative of 
l-arthworm the miser as the original one, Mr. Frank Matrurws ; and 

Mx. R. Sovran, also master of the text, made a characteristic Pros- 

pectus. ‘The sham Baronet of Ma. Henry Nevitte is hardly so satis- 

fuctory as the sham Baronet of the Jate Rorert Roxy. Mus. St. 

Hiunxy, as the wife of Afable Hawk, was charmingly dressed ; and the 

young lady who played Julia played it with graceful propriety. We 

are glad to notice the engagement of Mus. Stiriine at the Olympic, 
and the announcement of a new comedy in which that lady and Mr. 


| Matuews are to perform. 





dhe Colleen Baun has just succeeded Arrah-na-Pogue on the playbills 
of the Princess's ; and crowded houses attest the wisdom of the substi- 
tution. Mx. F. Luoyps, assisted by the assistance of his assistants, 
has given the dear old play some effective scenery. Mn. and Mrs. 
Dron Boveicavrt are as delightful as in the Adelphi times. Mn. D. 
Murray plays Danny Man with much feeling, though his voiee is 
hardly capable of such exquisite pathos as that of Mr. E. Fatconenr. 
Messrs. Atkins and H. Me.ion, as Corrigan and Father Tom, are 
careful. Muss Emma Bannetr makes a genial and animated Ann 
Chute, and Miss Exswortny is imposing as Mrs. Cregan. The 
orchestra of this house has much improved of late. 7 

A new American troupe is now performing at the Holborn Amphi- 
theatre, and filling the house to eulibuiees “nm 


_—$————_————__.... 
Put That in Your Pipe! 


Yee, gentle reader, put that in your pipe and smoke it. “Put 
what?” you ask! Why, the tobacco of Messrs. Witzs of Bristol. 
who have intimated to their workpeople that, whenever the price of 
the quartern loaf is above 8d., they will advance the wages of the men 
ls. a week, and of the women 6d. a week. Such benevolence deserves 
a record, and every smoker can assist to puff it. 


Tue Kino or THE CaNNON-BALL Istanps.— Major Palliser. 


FUN. 
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MAUD'S PERIL. 


ACT I.—Nondeseript Park Lodge in Sir Ralph Challoner’s grounds (very 
good scene, though). Enter Susan TarER.oy. 

Svsan.—My husband, Toby Taperloy, sentenced to penal servitude 

for life, for murdering a gamekeeper, has escaped from prison and 


returned to me. 


Enter Tony. ; 

Tony.—Disguised as Iam ina scratch wig of red hair, my own 
mother wouldn’t know me. Well, old girl, what news ¢ as 
Susan.—Gerald Gwynne is dead, and Maud, who loved him, is 


married to Sir Ralph Challoner. 


Tony.—Gerald Gwynne is not dead! He is in this village and will 


be here directly. 


Enter Mavup CHALLONER. 
Mavp.—My foster sister Susan! ; 
Svsan.—Maud, Gerald Gwynne, your old lover, lives! 
Mavp (screams).—Ha-a-a-a-a-a-a-h ! 

Enter GexaLp GWYNNE. 
Grratp.—He does! My Maud! 
Mavp.—Away! I thought you dead! Here is my husband! 
GERALD.—Her husband! [Full band heard without. 

Enter Simm Ratrew Cuatroner in hunting costume, attended by two hunts- 
men in livery hats and red plush breeches. 

Srr. R.—I always hunt with a full band. 
Mavn (enthusiastically).—You do—you do! 
Str R.—It amuses the fox. 
Mavp.—My ever considerate husband ! . 
GeraLp.—Her husband! Then (dright idea !) you are married! 
Mavup.—I am! [ Zadleau. 


ACT II.—Dilapidated Room in unused wing of Ralph Challoner’s Mansion. 
Night. Enter Mavp Cuatoner from dinner party to Sim Rarru. 
Sm R.—So soon home! I am afraid the dinner was slow. 
Mavp.—It was—it was—it was! (Aside) Oh, Gerald Gwynne, 

Gerald Gwynne, what a superior person you are! 

Sir R. (tender/y).—You are unwell, dearest. Have you eaten any- 
thing that has disagreed with you ? 

Maup.—No—no—no! Oh! oh! oh! 

Stx R. (with deep meaning).—These troubled moans, this agitated 
demeanour, that clammy brow, point unmistakeably to cucumber. 

Mavpv.—No—no—no. It is nor the cucumber! Leave me—lcave 
me! [ Waves him off. 


[ They emdrace. 


Enter Susan. 

Svsan.—I have got Toby a situation as groom to Sir Ralph. Some 
people would think it treacherous in me, to introduce an acknowledged 
thief and a convicted murderer into the boseém of my benefactor’s 
family, but they do not understand the promptings of a generous heart. 

Mavp.—Oh, Gerald, Gerald! 

Enter GERALD by window. 

GrraLp.—I am here! I love you! and I take this means of proving it. 
Say not that the climbing secretly and uninvited into a married lady's 
boudoir at dead of night is the act of an utter blackguard, for I will 
not believe it. Call me not a contemptible hound, for that would set 
the audience against me, and I require their sympathy in fourth act. 

Mavup.—No, Gerald, I will not call you by those harsh names. I 
will characterize this escapade as a thoughtless imprudence of happy 
boyhood. But you must go, nevertheless. 

[ Terrific crash of thunder, that (somehow) destroys all the bellputls, locks 
all the doors of the apariment, and leaves the keys on the other sides. 

Geratp.—I fly! Ha! the doors are all locked! 

Mavpv.—The window. 

GrraLp.—I cannot get down that way. 

Mavp (only she doesn't say this).—But you got up that way, you know. 

GeraLtp.—Oh, Maud! 

Mavp (only she doesn't say this, either).—There are sheets in my 
room, and by tying them together you could easily let yourself out— 
but no matter—for some reason, best known to yourself, you will not. 

Enter Tony. 

Mavp.—Toby, what do you do here ? 

Torny.—And Mr. Gerald Gwynne, what do you do here!!! 

Avprsencs.—Had him there! 


ACT III.—Drawing-room in Sir Ralph's House. 
+UESTS (tcithout),—Ha! ha! ha! 
Enter Str Rarpn. 

Sir R. (speaking of).—Good bye, gentlemen. I won’t ask you into 
the drawing-room after dinner—you’ll excuse me, I’m sure—Adelphi 
guests, you know—hardly presentable. Terrible people to have to 
dinner; but I must ask them, as they possess astounding county in- 
fluence. I met them first at Hilton’s drawing-room, where Ethel ; or, 
only a Life, died on the piano; and then they turned up at Ferns Villa, 
where Nellie Armroyd, lost in London, was discovered by her husband. 
On both of those occasions they behaved themselves so abominably that 
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nothing but their we a. county influence would induce me to 
invite them here. ow to settle Toby's hash—the charges of pilfering @ ‘i lk 
8 s oton Gaik. 
By THE SAUNTERER IN SoorETy, 
























are brought clearly home to him. 
Enter Maun, sleep-walhing. She goes to window. 

Srr R.—Maud, is this distress of mind, or another cucumber orgie ? 

Mavp (in her sleep).—Away! Escape by the window! Sir Ralph | 
does not know of our meeting ! 

Sir R.—Confusion ! 

Mavup.—Take this (gives /etter to Ratpu). It is your last letter. 

Sir R. (awaking her).—Maud, what is this ? 

Mavp.—Ha! Where am I? 

Sir R. (sternly).—Go to bed! [Exit Mavn, to ded. 

Str R.—Now to learn who the villain is who has destroyed my 
peace of mind. (Reads letter.) It is Gerald Gwynne! I will kill him! 
But how? (Tony Tapervey heard singing without.) Ha! a thought. 
(Pulls Tony into room.) Toby, I know all—you are a cenvicted thief 
—an escaped convict—but I will spare you if you will stab Gerald 
Gwynne. I have given orders that all trespassers shali be stabbed, so 
you will incur no responsibility. 

Tosy.—But the gold! 

Sir R.—I will go and fetch it—I have millions in my bureau. [Erzit. 

Toxsy (looking of')—Why not murder him instead, and collar his 
millions? I will! [ Exit after Sin Ratpu. 

Enter Mavp. 

Mavp.—I dropped Gerald's letter here. (Yell heard.) My husband's. 

well-known yell! 


THERE is news of the opening, by Mr. German Reep, of a small 
operetta house. There is room for such a venture, and there ought to 
be plenty of patronage, although we are not—as people are always 
telling us—a musical race. Not musical! Don’t we take a deep 
delight in Orrennaca? Don't we keep lots of music-halls going ? 
Yes ;—but we don’t patronize English opera and “ good music.”” That 
may be true ;—the English Opera Company did come to grief. But 
wasn’t igowing in a great degree—three-quarters, say—to their own 
mismanagement, and the dreary rubbish they put on the stage? And 
as for “ good music ”’— that, I suppose, must mean the sort of thing wo 
get at the St. James's Hall concerts. I have just been to one, and all 
I can say is, that I wonder they are half as well supported as they are! 
A music publisher who wants to push his wares, gets onc—perhaps 
two really good singers to sing them. Then he fills up the rest of 
his programme with musical “ padding” and inferior performers, ani, 
with the aid of a chorus that seldom sings in tune, he thus contrives to 
subject his audience to between three and four hours of continuous 
“music”?! There has been plenty of satire of publishers since the 
times of GotpsmiTtH and Jounson. Why has not some wit held up 
the mmsic publisher to deserved ridicule? He deserves something 
more tham ridicule, for it is to the music-publisher, and the system on 
which he works, that we owe the deluge of vapid and meaningless 
jangles, and the illiterate and senseless doggerel, which go respectively 
by the names of new music and new songs. The publisher of books 
must have some jretensions to taste and judgment—if it is only in the 
selection of a reader. ‘The musical publisher needs nothing of the 
sort, for he gives some well-known singer a percentage—so much for 
every copy sold of a new song; and the singer sings it to puff it, and 
the public, having it thrust down its throat thus, can hardly choose 
but buy it, though it be such bitter bosh as the ballads of CLaninet, or 
some half dozen others one could name! It is high time that real 
lovers of music did something to redeem the art, and rescue the repu- 
tation of our national music from ignorant publishers and rapac:ous 
singers, from scribblers whom Moses would not employ to be-rhyme his 
wares, and composers whose chief and only merit consists in their 
memory. But enough on that subject. Lideravi antimam, I sincerely 
wish Mr. German Reep success, and trust that he will prove that we 
do possess a taste for good music—when we can get it ! 

Avery excellent idea has been started by the *‘Censor”’ of the Jorning 
Star—that of supplying a thousand poor boys and girls with a Christmas 
dinner, without distinction of creed, and [ trust without insisting too 
vehemently on the old story-book moral, that while Virtue shali have i's 
feast, Wickedness shall be allowed to starve in the gutter. A committee 
has been formed, with the names of Mr. Yates, Mr Strerry, Mr. Scort, 
and Mr. Friswe11 on the list, as a guarantee that it means real business, 
and not mere flatulent philanthropy. I wish the plan success with all 
my he:rt, and I strongly recommend my readers to buy a little real 
enjoyment for themselves by subscribing a mite to the fund. Between 
ourselves, Christmas Day means to most of us a fit of indigestion from 
eating too good a dinner ; but I'll guarantee that every one who, when 
he has finished his meal can reflect that he has helped to give theso 
poor little creatures a dinner, shall be blest with the good digestion 
that comes of a good conscience and a good heart. Now then, ladies 
and gentlemen, who is going to buy a good digestion for Christmas 

av # 

The last number of TinsZey’s Magazine keeps well up to the mark. 
Both the novels grow in interest; “Jamrack’s”’ is amusing ; ¥ Mak- 
ine the Best of It’’ is original; and [ don't care about the “Story of 
a Chignon.” But the remarkable thing in the number is a paper on 
Ireland by a real Fenian—startling enough to make DPaterfamilias’s 

i nd on end. ; 
eee furnishes a pretty little scented almanac this year, 
illustrated by the pleasant pencil of M. Jutgs Cusxer, who has 
chosen the Seven Ages of Man as his subject, and illustrates it skil- 
Oe all the haridy books I ever met with, I can't recall one 80 full of 
useful information as Gutch’s Literary and Seientife Register and 
Annual. Would you like to know its ingredients ? Take all the arts 
and sciences, from Acoustics to Zoology. Season with Gard: ning, 
Domestie Economy,and Building. Garnish with Historical Memoranda, 
and Weights and Measures. Carefully strain the contents eer 
pocket-books and throw in. Stew all down till you get the ae, ya 
tea of information (at the rate of three pounds of best gravy 7 - x 
make a cupful), and you'll have 4 faint idea of this capita ; ne 
volume. It is my private impression that it is the possession of —_ 
pocket-book that accounts for the profound erudition of that psa wing 4 
“every schoolboy,” who, according to writers in the papers, “ knows 
every blessed thing under the sun. 


ine 


Enter Tony—he drops his knife. 

Tosy.— The knife—I’ve dropped the knife! 

Mavp.—Ha! ‘That voice! 

Enter Str Rairu, very much cut up. 

Sm R.—I am dying! 

Enter GERALD. 

Geratp.—Sir Ralph cut up? Here is the knife (picks up knife). 
Who did it ? 

Sir R.—You! There is my murderer—the knife is in his hands! 

[ Zableau 
ACT IV.—Loom in an Assize Town. 
Enter Mavyp and Sm Raupnu, very weal: from effect of wound. 

Srr R.—In half an hour the verdict in “The Queen v. Gerald 
Gwynne” will be given. 

Mavup.—It was not he who stabbed you! 

Sm R.—It was. He stabbed me to prosecute his intrigue with you. 

Mavp.—He had no intrigue with me. I swear it! (Wandering). 
What oath shall I take? ‘he oath administered to married women on 
dealing with their separate estates ? Or would you prefer the Oath of 
Allegiance? Or the oath administered toa Member on taking his 
seat? I have always a large supply on hand. Country orders 
executed with promptness and despatch. 

Sin R.— Her mind wanders. Go! [ She goes 

Enter Tosy. : 

Tozny.—I want some money, or I’ll go to the Court and inform. 

Sm R.—Monster! I will get you the necessary cheque. [Exit to do so. 

Tosy.—Now for some food. (Cuts bread, and drops the kuife.) 
Hullo, The knife—I've dropped the knife ! 

Enter Maun. 

Mavp.—That voice! That remark! The words he used with re- 
ference to the knife are the same that the assassin used on that 
dreadful night. He said “ Zhe knife—I’ve dropped the knife!” 

Lony.—This is indeed conclusive! I plainly see all hope is gone. 

Sir R.—I feel much worse than I did. I am going to die. I will 
write a full confession. (Writes one.) The Courts are not very far 
off. Take this to the judge with my comps., and tell him to direct an 
acquittal. [L£xit a servant with note. 

Losy (erying).—Save me! Save me! 

Jury (without)—Wow, wow, wow! 

Sm R.—The jury are delivering their verdict ! 

Jury (in the far distance).—Not guilty ! 

Enter Two Detectives. 

Two Derrcrrves.—Your note has entirely altered the aspect of 
affairs. On the strength of that overwhelming evidence, the judge has 
directed an acquittal. ; 

Str R.—Then I can die happy. 

Maun (wheedlingly).—Oh, don’t die. 

Siz R.—Yes, I must—and you shall marry Gerald. 

Mavup.—Oh, I cauldn’t, really. 

Sm R.—But you must. 

Mavup.—Well, of course, if youinsist——. (Iv @ burst of gratitude.) 
You really are very good. 

Sir R.—Not at all— Don’t mention it. [ Dies. 

CuRTAIN. ; 
_ Ovrsetves.—Bad piece—melodramatic and stagey; but improved 
Since first night. Well acted, and capitally mounted. Mx. Betmone 
also much improved since first night. 
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| OUR NATIONAL PORTRAIT GALLERY.—No. 7. LORD LYTTON. 


| LITTLE ADDRESSES TO BIG NAMES. 
Ou, Butwer Lytron—Lytron Butwer, oh !— 

A first-rate plan Her Masesty has hit on 
Sari at all events, for folks who go 

o circulating libraries) to show 
Readers of this and all succeeding ages 
Whether to search a catalogue’s dry pages 

For Lytrron Butwer or for Butwer Lytron. 


The Truthful and the Beautiful are one ; 
So keep your title and your laurel glories, 

And keep them long, My Lord; for you have done 
Some pretty true and pretty pretty stories. 


Yes; the Poet’s fine eye, as it rolls in a frenzy, 
seize in its travels historic, 
The fall of Pompeii—the fate of Rienzi— 
The doings of Hanotp and Warwick. 


We much prefer, of all your works voluminous, 
Those homely stories, full of tender graces ; 
(We've not enough of Grsnon or of Hume in us 
To love the tales of half barbaric races.) 
“My Novel” and “ The Caxtons” yet resume in us 
Delightful memories of times and places— 
Of places and of times far far awa 
From Fleet-street and this dull ae day. 


But we can't see the merits the public have seen 

In your “ Lady of Lyons,” to tell you the truth ;— 
Where the heavy Papa sells the pretty Pauline 

For the sake of—preserving his honour, forsooth ! 


; Well ; having fought, My Lord, and won your way 
Through paths beset with jealousies and quarrels, 
Believe in sincerity we say, 
“ Long live your title, and long bloom your laurels!" 


‘‘A DOG’S LIFE”—AND DEATH. 


_ We livein a Christian and humane country. We have a Society 
_ for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals, and numerous other institu- 
‘tions of a like beneficent character. We have laws, for those who skin 
_ cats, or torture rats, or overwork horses. We repeat, we live in a 
| Christian and—— eh “Oe 
| What was that cry of pain? “ Only killing a dog!" Only killing 
| a dog !—Just let the police, who of course administer the laws we were 
| quoting above catch them at it. “But it is the policeman who is 
killing him!” | 
| Yes, in our humane country the law authorises a constable to kill 
| stray curs—generally, we presume, by beating them into a jelly with 
| his truncheon, but not always. If our readers want to know more 
| about this humanising practice we recommend them to read an article 
in the Gardener’s Magazine, which will tell them how lost dogs are 
| made into manure. We will extract a few passages in the hope that 
| the Secretary of the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals 
| may find something in them to beguile a few of his idle moments :— 
| The London police are now authorised to catch and kill stray dogs. They follow 
| their instructions with vigi'ance, and mayhap with gusto. They catch and kill, ard 
the dead dogs are transferred by night in carts or wagons to this spot, and here 
| they are boiled down just as they are, skins, hair, and all. They are tossed into the 
cart in a solid mass, and as soon as they arrive they are taken out of the cart by 
means of pitchforks, and thrown at once into the coppers, or piled up in heaps 
ready for the next boil. It occasionally happens that, as the cart comes along at 
night, a whine or faint yelp is heard from the midst of the canine corpses. ‘The 
carman is not alarn:ed; he has heard such a noise before from the unsightly heap, 
and he just takes hold of a small pole-axe which he carries with him for the pur- 
pose, and proceeds to discover which of the corpses has come to life again, that he 
may knock it on the head. The fact is, a dog now and then escapes complete killing, 
the poison administered acting only as a powerful narcotic, from which, after long 
sembling death, and being kicked, forked, and jammed in the mass, the poor wretch 
begins to revive, and perhaps struggles to the top, and gets a gulp ef reviving fresh 
air ere emitting the expression that secures his second execution. More than once 
| a handsome dog, not very much hurt either by pitchfork or poison, has sat up ln 
| the cart and begged to be spared his ignominious doom. - 
| Really, after reading that, one feels quite proud of such a Christian 
/and humane country as ours! 





“On THE Carps.”—P.P.C., and D.I.0., 
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CASUAL SHELTER. 


Well-informed and eompassionate youth ;—‘‘Ir awy’r NO USE YER VAITIN’ 
THERE, GUVNER ; THEY WON'T LET YER IN AFORE EIGHTEKCLOCK—IT’S AGIN 


THE RULES !”’ 








OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


Ir we wore several children—we are too big to squeeze down con- 
veniently into one—we should be unanimous in declaring that the 
funniest and jolliest book we have seen for a long time is A Bushel of 
Merry Thoughts (Messrs. Low, Son, and Marston). The illustrations, 
outrageously quaint, are by WiLHELM Buscu, and Mr. Harry Rocsrs 
supplies graceful yet laughable tailpieces and headings, and an ex- 
planatory text in comic doggerel. ‘lhe cover, which is one of the best 
bits of colour printing we remember to have seen, for brilliancy and 
effect, is quite enough to attract the little folk. But the contents! 
There's the story of the two naughty little boys of Corinth, who 
would plague Diocengs, and came to grief accordingly. There’s the 
tarilling history of the little boy and girl who, through a love of 
Sugar-bread, were nearly eaten by an ogre and ogress. There is the 
sensational story of the cat and the mouse, with which are incorporated 
a lamp, a pair of trousers, a pan of blacking, and a boot with a hole in 
it. And lastly, not leastly, there’s the tragical tale of the little boy 
who would go skating, and was first frozen too hard, and then thawed 
too soft. The drawings are really funny bad drawings—bad of malice 
aforethought, every line having a purpose. LanpsgeR himself could 
not have put more expression into the hind-legs of the cat shut in the 
door at page 12 of the second story. We commend the book to all 
lovers of genuine fun, youn g or old. 

A very charming little book is The Children’s Poetry Book (Messrs. 

UTLEDGE and Sons); with seventy illustrations, sixteen of which are 
coloured ones—not mere garish daubs, but pleasant bits of colour, to 
which the Mzssrs. Daziex need not be ashamed to put their name. 

€ collection comprises all the best poems in the infantine repertory, 
and the smaller cuts are, though slight, thoroughly artistic—one 
of the most desirable qualifications for illustrations intended for 
children, 

_Mesens. Low, Son and Marston are publishing a tastily bound and 
nicely printed series, which takes its name from the first volume— 
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‘““WHAT’S IN A NAME?” 


(SHAKESPEARE. ) 


For instance—Mr. SHarrr's a fool; 
Than GioopMAN there was ne’er a subtler : 
While Usnen never went to school, 
a And Mr. Bisnor is a butler. 
There's Savace—quite a mild young card ; 
And old McLean’s to study Banting ; 
WILDE for the Church is reading hard, 
While Quicke can't hurry without panting ! 


Craven's seen service with the “ Blues,”’ 
And Barenstor has twice been wedded ; 
While Marker cannot hold his cues, 
And Lover by the girls is dreaded. 
T Imow that Sack gets awful tight, 
And Deacon only sw a ; 
Day has been lately made a knight, 


‘ 
i 
: And Hatz is on a sick-bed tossing! 


Jack SLENDER cannot see his seals, 
‘Toocoop they have some thoughts of hanging ; 
WisemMan’s a follower of Brarzs! 
Mann’s frightened at a rifle’s banging ; 
Sroxt in his socks is six feet four ; 
Ricn as a bankrupt’s just gazetted, 
Si2PHERD commands a rifle corps, 
JoLuy to skin and bone has fretted! 


CLARKE cannot write with any ease, 
I’'aRMER grows nothing but his whiskers; 
NELSON was never on the seas, 
| And Sterne and Prrsst are really “ friskers.” 
| Cooke only cooks his own accounts ; 
Wa tkex of riding gets a plenty; 
Horseman a charger never mounts, 
And I am Gray, though only twenty! 


a 


——— eae 


Theatrical. 


| 

| 

Snices, who is a merry wag, hearing that The Liar 

| was originally played by Foorr, said he supposed | 
| Cuartey Matuews had altered the title, for to have } 
| been played by foot it must have been a harp with 

| pedals. 

| 


The Life of the Chevalier Bayard. If the other volumes are as intcrest- 
e, and appear in as pleasing a setting, the publishers ought to have 

| nothing to complain of. 

| Messrs. Warne and Co. send us The Model Cookery and Housekecping 

| Book, edited by Miss Jewry, a copious but not inordinately over-stuffed 
collection of good receipts, illustrated by colour-plates so good that we 
should think a duly-qualified cook who could not read might make her 
dishes up from them. This is a book that has been long wanted, for 
we have had nothing of the sort, unless we must reckon that ponderous 
and pretentious work, Beeton’s Book of Household Management, with its 
smattering of natural history and anecdote asa make-weight. The 
wise housewife will welcome the Model Cookery Book, which does rot 
profess to be more than it is, and better still, is what it professes to be. 
Sea-Fights, a Book for Boys (WARNE AND Co.), giving a stirring account 
of our great naval battles, will, we venture to prophecy, be very popular 
among the bigger boys this Christmas, while the little folks are catered 


for in Nursery Tales; a New Version (same publishers). 





A Conundrum. 
By A VERY RUDE OLD PARTY. 
Wuy is a lady's throat like an appendage to her watch ?—Because 
it’s a chatter-lane (chatelaine). 





Favoured by Lord Dundreary. 
Wuy is the six-horse roller at work in Hyde-park like an Ancient 
Briton ?—Because it’s ‘‘ weawing the woad.” 
seacpenieanienasiiliaaanaeaamnsnset 
Give him his Due. 


too absurd to say that “ Man is not perfect "—who 
any who were perfect strangers, some 
perfect fools ? 


Ir is altogether 
is there who has not met with m 
who were perfect rascals, and not a few who were 


Sse 
eS 











ih | Hearty Party :—“ Ha! na! CapttvaAL PRESH BREEZE THIS, NOW! 
Biht what I CALL THE PLEASANTEST PART OF THE DAY—DON’T you ?” 


MRS. BROWN IN AMERICA. 
Tus Ways or New Yorx.—(Continued. ) 
It was a werry wet mornin’, as is a thing as you don’t often see ’ere, 


and Mrs. Sxripmorg in a nice temper, a-sayin’ as she'd break open that 
Mrs. Cuauncery'’s boxes, as she were sure were a “‘ beat,”’ as she called 


She didn’t 'ardly notice Mrs. Skipmorr, but asked me to come to’er | 
room, “ For,” she says, “I’ve got good news for you.” 
you caught that waggerbone?’’ ‘No,’’ she says; “but,” she says, 
"Liza's property is walued over twelve thousand dollars, as she'll get | 
next Monday sure, and only wants a few dollars to carry ’er on.”’ 

I says, “’Ow is she doin'?”’ ‘Ob,’ she says, “ All right; but,’ 
: she says, “I don’t want to borrow no more money of you, but if you'd | 
EG let me ‘ave twenty dollars on my gold chain, as is worth one ’undred, 
thro’ bein’ pure gold from Californy, where it grows nat'ral, and to be 
‘ad for the pickin’ up.” “Jaw,” I says, “why ever, then, don't 
parties go there and fetch it away ?’ She says, “ Bless you, they do, 
and that’s ‘ow my dear ‘usband lost his life, thro’ it bein’ too much for 
: im.” “Ah,” I says, “I've ’eard say as it is the ’eaviest thing out, 
tho’ a sack of flour ’as been know'd to flatten a man like a pancake, 
as ‘is foot slipped in a carryin’ it on ’is back, and ’ave seen it myself in 


j 4 
j F 
i ; the Bank of Hingland in a Jittle barrel as nobody couldn't lift.’’ 
> “Well,” she says, “you ask anyone about Californy gold, and I'll 
a look in again to-morrer mornin’ the fust thing, as I am a-goin’ to 
sleep ‘ere.”’ 


Well, she went out werry soon, and as I did not want to say nothin’ | 
to Mas. Sxipmone, I asked that nigger woman about Californy, as 
told me it were a place as she ‘ad 'eard a deal about, and know'd one 
coloured lady as ’ad went out there, and come back with gold rings on | 
every finger up to her second j’ints. While we was talkin’, back 
come Mxs. Cuauncey and said as she should be that obliged if I'd let | 
‘er ’ave the money on the chain, as er dear mother was at the last 
grasp. So I did not like to be ’ard-’earted, but give ’er the money and 








| ‘“MAY DIFFERENCE OF OPINION,” ETC. 


‘er, when in who should come but Mrs. Cuauncey, as was all smiles. | 


I says, “‘’Ave | 
_I was a-turnin’ a corner who should I see but that there BocissoNn ? 
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| THE NIGHT GUARDS. 
| (A Lay or Lonpon, Zemp. Vict. J.) 


‘‘ On tell me, tell me, Mother mine, 

What sounds are those that break the stillness ?’ 
Exclaimed a boy of eight or nine, 

Still suffering from recent illness :— 
‘Oh tell me, for methinks I hear 

The clang of arms, my Mother dear!” 


The Mother listened for a while ; 
Two briny beads were on her lashes. 
She heard the tread of rank and file— 
Of subalterns in silken sashes, 
’T was vain to chide the starting tear ;— 
Her husband was a Grenadier. 


On either side the street there went 

Stern men with guns upon their shoulders: 
All pale but resolute, they lent 

Small notice to the stared beholders. 
Amidst the troop (towards the rear) 
That Mother marked her Grenadier. 


‘Sleep, sleep,” she muttered ; “‘ sleep to-night ; 
Thy Father will be back to-morrow. 

At Duty’s voice, till morning light, 
He leaves me here to thee and Sorrow. 

At Glory’s call, defying fear, 

He goes to guard the Bank, my dear. 


“He goes to guard the lonely pile, 

‘‘ And keep secure its precious portals 
Against the foes of Britain’s isle, 

Or British but burglarious mortals. 
The night is long—the night is drear :— 
“ But then he is a Grenadier. 


“To Drury Lane another band 
Will march with equal resolution ; 
And armed unto the teeth will stand 
Four hours before that institution !’’ 
“Mamma,” replied the child in fear ; 
‘1 will not be a Grenadier! ”’ 


From the Egyptian Hall. 


Tus 13 | I’m charmed to see you, as the performing snake said to 
| the spectators. (‘The compliment was not returned.) 








took the chain, “ But,’’ she says, “don’t let anyone see it, for,’ she 
says, ‘‘I should not like that spiteful cat, Mrs. SkipmMorg, to know as 


| I'd borrered the money, as you shall ’ave back next Tuesday as ever 
_is.” Well, she give me the chain, and I let ’er’ave the money. 
“But,” I says, “this chain is werry light gold.” 


‘“‘ Ah,” she says, 
‘‘but it’s that pure as they can't afford to put too much into it.” 
Well, she took the money, and was off all of a bustle. 
next day but one arter that, as I was a-goin’ down Bowery way, thro’ 
‘avin’ ’eard as there was cheap things to be ’ad down that way, and as 


He didn’t see me, for I drawed back in a door-way for to let ’im go on 
fust, but I follered ’im pretty quick, and was pretty nigh out of 


————_—___ 


It was the 


breath with walkin’ so fast, when I see the feller dive down into a cel- | 


lar where they sold liquor. 
now in a trap, my lord.”” So I goes to the top of the steps as led down 
to that cellar, as were a reg’lar wine waults—and there's a-many on 
"em about. 
So down I goes, and 
walks up to ’’m, and ketched ’old of ’is arm. If you'd seed ’im stare, 
and ‘eard ’im swear, thro’ me a-makin’ ’is drink as he were takin’ g0 
the wrong way, you would ’ave blessed yourself, as the sayin’ is. 

I says, ‘‘ You wile character,” I says, ** not only to rob me, but your 
own wife, and leave ’er destitute with a infant unborn. You did 
ought to be ashamed of yourself.” He says, “ Why, you must be 
tight, mother.” I says, “I’ve got you tight, and mean to ’old you till 
I get a perliceman.”’ 

Well, the man at tho bar stared, and before I could think ’ardly twice 
that feller shook me off that wiolent as sent me a--taggerin’ agin a lot 
of fellers as was settin’ drinkin’, and if they didn't all set on me, and 
bonnet me, and ketch ’o'd on me, and afore I know’d where I was | 
was up them steps and in the streets. 

Well, I see a perliceman, and up to ’im I rushes, and tells ’im ‘ow 
I'd been scrved down in that cellar, for my bonnet was smashed an 
my gownd tore, and if he didn’t turn on me like a fiery dragon, and 


* Ab! ah!” I says, “I've caught you | 


| Well, I peeps down, and there I see the waggerbone | 
a-drinkin’ and talkin’ to the man at the bar. 
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say, “‘ What the doose were you a-doin’ down there?” I thoucht: 
should ave dropped, and just then up the steps of that cellar oe . 
man as I'd see behind the bar, and says, “ Let ‘er go; I dont't want 
to punish ’er this time, but if ever she comes agin I'll ’ave ’er locked 
up.” I was in a rage, and I says, “’Ow dare you, as calls yourself a 
respectable man, treat a lady so?” He says, “Oh, there’s lots of 
ladies like you as we ’as to get rid on;” and the perlice says, ** You 
may go this time; but don’t you never try it on agin like that, or you 
won't get off quite so easy, I tell you.’ : 

I could have bust out a-cryin’, I was that vexed; and I says to the 
perliceman, “I do believe as you're in with the thieves, or you wouldn't 
side agin me as were a-tryin’ to collar as}big a waggerbone”’ He 
says, “ Now, I don’t want none of your sass; but, as you secms a old 
flat-lad, I won't be ’ard on you; but don’t you go down into no more 
cellars, or you'll get it pretty rough.” 

I made the best of my way ’ome, and when I told Mrs. SkrpmoreE 
’ow it were as I come to be sich a figger, she says, ‘It’s a wonder as 
they didn’t kill you; but,” she says, “ who is the man as you wanted 
to ketch P So I told ’er all the story, and she says to me, “ Why I 
guess you've been reg’larly fooled, and that cussed woman—that Mrs. 
Cuauncry—is at the bottom of it, as I’ve been and broke open ’er 
box, as there ain’t nothink in but shavings and some lumps of stone, 
for to make it feel ’eavy; but,’’ she says, ‘what made you say as’er 
box was full cf property?” I says, “’Cos I see it with my own 
eyes.” Well,” she says, “she’s carried everything off.” “No,” I 
says, “‘she ‘ave not, for I’ve got’er gold chain, as is worth a deal 
more than T lent ’er.” ‘Where is it?” says Mrs. Skipmore. So I 
says, “I’m a-goin’ upstairs to set myself to rights, and I'll fetch it 
down to you.”” She says, “ Get it at once.’ 


(Zo be concluded in our next.) 











THE CONTENTED TRAMP. 


Don't tell me of grand dinners, which 
Make folks with envy fret; 

While here I lie beside the ditch 
I'm getting my bank-wet. 

Don’t talk to me of splendid wine, 
That sets folks longing so— 

Here on this deal-plank couch of mine 
I'm getting my Board-oh! 

Don't name cigars of rarest brand, 
That Britons seldom see— 

For every hedgeside in the land 
Finds lots-of weeds for me. 


I live so well where’er I go 
In Unions any day— 

Prinee Metternich himself, you know, 
Might envy my Toke-eh? 





Train-Oil on Troubled Waters. 


We are rather surprised to see that Train, whom we thought to 
have been long ago relegated to the congenial retirement of an asylum 
for idiots, 1s still stumping the States. We have just received a Kansas 
paper, which boldly points to him as “‘ Young America’s candidate for 

e Presidency in the good time coming.” If by “ Young America” 
Weare to understand that portion of the population which has got no 
further in articulate speech than “da-da”’ and “‘ta-ta,”” we admit that 
Train may be a fitting representative—he would hardly be so after 
the intellect of his comstituents began to dawn. Here is a splendid 
example of his concise and logical eloquence! After declaring that 
the regular faculty are destroying their female patients by giving 
aleoholic medicines, he asks what can save weak woman, always 
in-doors, never exercising, and living a hot-house life ?— 

“Nothing but a vote that will enlarge her sphere—increase her ambition—make 

€r exercise more in the open air,:and learn her to be her own physician.” 
When this ranting noodle declares that woman-suffrage is the specific 
a ali these things, he propounds a more foolish ‘nostrum than any of 
€ quacks he denounces. Imagine any woman on the strength of 


ving her name on the list of electors venturing to write a prescription 
for herself! 


In-Tea-resting 
We wonder whether, now that the publicans have taken to selling 
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be kneaded into 
about the “ enclo 


constitution) which allows 
into a subject for ribaldry. 


Unborn,” but he declines to 


THEATRICAL NEWS. 


By Our Srecrat Liver. 


7 . . . . . 
We hasten to give immediate contradiction to an absurd anecdote 


which is not going the round of the papers, and has not appeared in 
the columns of a contemporary, but may possibly do so at any moment, 
as one of our sportive contributors in an unguarded moment had the 
imprudence to hoax our common friend Gopemovene with it. Anxious 
to prevent if possible the complications which might arise, should the 
statement find its way into print, we have no hesitation in asserting 
that Mr. Frecurer while performing Hamlet at the Lyceum the other 
night (and we may here say how sorry we were to hear of his indis- 
position, and how sincerely glad we were to hear of his recovery,) did 
not say to the Ghost — 
** Remember thee ? 
Ay, thou poor Ghost, while Emery holds a scat 
In this distracted globe!’ 





Travellers’ Tales. 


Tr you tell me you have heard 
The song of the Oobolia bird, 
If you tell me you have seen 
The herds of Hipponocerine, 

If you tell me you have viewed 
The scaly Popoboscus’ brood, 
If you tell me you have strayed 
Where the sportive Flagnies play ed, 
If you tell me that you know 
Where the Bangri bushes grow 
Where the lofty Snafsnafs rise 
Rivalling the Gwahab’s size, 

If you tell me of sueh scenes,— 
Tell them, toe, tothe marines. 


Tue likeliest bird to see a joke.—The chaffinch. (Ef Mr. Franx 
Buck anp says “ the hedgehog,” don’t believe it.— Eb.) 





Answers to Correspondents. 


[We can take no notice of communications with illegible signatures or 
monograms. Correspondents will do well to send their real names aid 
addresses as guarantees. We cannot undertake to return unaccepted MSS. 
or Sketches, unless they are.accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope ; 
but we cannot enter into correspondence regarding them, nor do we hold 
ourselves responsible for loss.] 

C. A. L. E. P. (Colchester.)—We meant that we really could not make 
out the meaning of your article, which was as obscure as a sentence we 
tumbled over in an article on “‘Carousals”’ lately in the 4rgosy,on which 
we commented in the same number. ; 

VENATOR.—Our old correspondent ‘‘8.”” in another form! This makes 
the third appearance of the pervading ‘‘ 8 ”’-sense. 

A. T. (Edgware-roaf) incloses some dreary jokes, and anys :—“‘ Tf the 
following contain enough humour, I submit them to you for insertion. We 
would not vaccinate a donkey with them, for fear of the & for the P of C 
to 


A. 

Dos.—If we describe your jokes as dos-picable we are miles nearer 
making a pun than you are. 

A WOULD-BB ARTIST— Will never, we think, an artist on the wood be. 

T. H. T. (Kennington Green) says: ‘If the enclosed be a joke, er if it can 

one,” etc., etc., ete. Weare as much in the dark as he is 

“ ” for he has forgotten to enclose it. 
F. C. (Brighton) begs to tender some jokes on Railways. His tender is 


ALFRED B.—We wish Alfred would let joking B. ; 
R. CLARKE (Dovonpeet: 20° to be envied a constitution ‘(not a British 
im to turn the recent executions at Manchester 





not connected with a joco-motive. 


Atrocity should try a new signature; we ~enaD ee GROG atrocities. 


Some of his latest are fanny, but are they original 


H. L. (Leicester.)—Much obliged. 
H. MWe ae per Y. A. with the “ Elderly Gentleman 
~ ono the fuel 

B. C. (Paddington)—has ores i ; 

Not a J care is we don’ tapes with your views, we decline? 

A. W. (Ladbroke-square.)—Th . 

G. M. (Warren-street.)— We cannot inform you. 


Declined with thanks :—Cam; R. J., Peter-street; Fauld; Croix ; J. P.; 


M. M. B., Glasgow; Y. R., Navan; Jack Horner; Ww. W., Liv 1; 
E. G., ede TD. G. K., Stonehouse ; W.: ROK, 


Pan, Leeds ; H. 


they retail a growth that is largely advertised as of good quality. ; ; ; H ock- 
; - J. H. D., Swaffham; L. M.N. F. 0. P.; F.5.A., Haverst 

If they do, we shall better understand Kincsxey’s line about “ the bar Sn eiaast W. S., Tottenham Court-road; Fog; Parkfield; 

and its Moning.” J. Mcl., Glasgow; C. F., Singapore; L. M. J.; J. H., Helensburg; 

So j J. McK.; T. A. S., Ste ben e-groee; Degen: Sigg | 
METHING Ex i i 1867.—Dread an .R.S.; J. B., Bristol; W. D., ; er; H. R., Sav 

meat riote G Exeter-ordinary in the year of grace 186; r ye 3 Th eae! Jey Boo; Engineer ; Chez; H. N., Kew. 
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MINCING LANE. 
Report or Ove Own Oommissioners. 


To the Honourable Council of Public Instruction at the Office of the Society 
Sor Promoting the Younger Soma of the Aristocracy. 


GentLumen,—On conclading the very arduous and difficult inquiry, 
the tt of which we have, as you will doubtless observe, been 
compelled to refer to a professional gentleman (he was once a school- 
master, and his means of living are now precarious), in order that the 
spelling might be duly corrected, the composition regulated 
according to those 
the prefaces to works of an educational description. 

On concluding, as we before observed, a task at all times difficult 
and seldom satisfactory, we cannot refrain from expressing a hope that 
you will hereafter avail your honourable selves of our labours within 
a distance of not more than 25 deg. 11 min. east of Temple-bar. 


Meanwhile, we hasten to lay before you some ef our discoveries in that. 


portion of industrial London known as Mincing-lane, so called, as 
we have with almost irrecoverable exertion ascertained from the 


peculiar gait of the inhabitants of the district. You will readily | 
understand that, though we examined several of these people, and | 
on various occasions put such questions to them as were least likely to | 


be answered, we were not always successful in our endeavours to 


| obtain full and unequivocal replies. The chief occupation of the place 


(and it is entirely deserted at night except by a few elderly persons | 


who spend the remnant of their days in carrying pails on the stairs,)— 
the chief occupation of the place is that of brokerage, an employment 


which consists of standing with the hands in the trousers’ pockets, and | 
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that many of them realise scent per scent, and it is this peculiarity, 
accompanied by the excitemertt occasioned by the bellman who 
summons the competitors to work and refreshment (or as they appro- 
priately express it, to “tear and treat”), which will, doubtless, account 
for the fact that the hats, which are the chief attributes of these 

ple, assume various angles of incidence, according to the particular 
on in which they are engaged. Thus we elicited that at the 
tea sales, the brim is well down on the forehead: in the atmosphere of 
sugar it reclines upon the left ear; coffee sets it nearly straight, wine 
throws it on to the right organ of combativeness, and skins, rags, and 


classic models which are so frequently referred to in | dye stuffs rest it on the coat-collar behind. We have now no further 


duty than to leave you to your own conclusions. 





On A Recent Birthday Benefit. 


Iv a benefit’s due, 
Ma. B., for your Sue, 

Because that its nights not a few are ; 
To the cause of the hit— 
Captain Crosstree, to wit— 

There's surely adebt that is Dewaxr ! 


Manufacturing Votes. 
No doubt Mr. Drsrazt thought he had made quite a new invention 
when, by his Reform Bill he created the new elector. But the Y ankees 
were put on their mettle, and they have beaten him. An American 


iti has j ied at Washington fo tent for “a voting 
the hat very much on one side. This laborious occupation is main- | eee just applied at Washington for a patent for 5 


tained for several hours a - (with intervals of course for refreshment), ee 
ined Local witkhe eee cee eae To the Benevolent 
efly charac e | , ; : P 

hardness of the seats and the thoroughness of the draughts, orale the | Wuar ovr Stazst Avans wawt.— A good jacketing. 
full-flavoured, but, as far as we could learn, not pernicious odours of 7 a denmaanha a Paaaaie: alemaletaeae®, te 
colonial produce, samples of which may be seen, but the names of Tue “ Krnpty Season”? AMONGST _THE Pustisuers.—Every boy 
which you will excuse our recapitulating, as well as any gum animi | trying to cut everybody else's throat with—a “Christmas Number. 
adversions upon the crash of technical terms, at many of which we | ee —E—E eee = ; 
stick-lac-king the power /myrabolam dictu) of conveying any idea of | NOTICE.—A special extra edition of Foun, printed on superfine tone? 
their real meaning. We were able, however, to judge for ourselves — paper, ts issued every week, price twopence. 
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A DISCONTENTED SUGAR BROKER. | 


d GENTLEMAN of City fame 








Now claims your kind attention ; 
East India broking was his game, 
His name I shall not mention: 
No man of finely pointed sense 
Would violate a confidence, 
And shall J go 
And doit? No. 
His name I shall not mention. 





He had a trusty wife and true, 
And very cosy quarters, 
A manager, a boy or two, 
Six clerks, and seven porters. 
A broker must be doing well 
(As any lunatic can tell) 
Who can employ 
An active boy, 
Six clerks, and seven porters. 


His knocker advertised no dun, 
No losses made him sulky, 
He had one sorrow—only one— 
He was extremely bulky. 
A max must be, I beg to state 
Exceptionally fortunate 
Who owns his chief 
And only grief 
Is—being very bulky. 


‘* This load,” he’d say, “‘ I cannot bear, 
I’m nineteen stone or twenty ! 
Henceforward I'll go in for air 
And exercise in plenty.” 
Most people think that, should it come, 
They can reduce a bulging tum 
To measures fair 
By taking air 
And exercise in plenty. 


In every weather, every day, 
Dry, muddy, wet, or gritty, 
He took to dancing all the way 
From Brompton to the City. 
You do not often get the chance 
Of seeing sugar-brokers dance. 
From their abode 
In Fulham Road 
Through Brompten to the City. 


He braved the gay and guileless laugh 
Of children with their nusses, 
The loud uneducated chaff 
Of clerks on omnibuses. 
Against all minor ee that rack 
A nicely balanced mind, I'll back 
The noisy laugh 
And ill-bred chaff 
Of clerks on omnibuses. 





His friends, who heard his money chink, 
And saw the house he rented, __ 

And knew his wife, could never think 
What made him discontented. 











SA 


It never entered their pure minds 
That fads are of eccentric kinds, 
Nor would they own 
That fat alone 
Could make one discontented. 


“ Your riches know no kind of pause, 
Your trade is fast advancing, 
You dance—but not for joy, because 
You weep as you are dancing. 
‘Tl'o dance implies that man is glial 
‘l’o weep implies that man is sad 
But here are you 
Who do the two— 
You weep as you are dancing!”’ 


Ilis mania soon got noised about 
And into all the papers— 
His size increased beyond a doubt 
For all his reckless capers : 
It may seem singular to you, 
But all his friends admit it true— 
The more he found 
His figure round, 
The more he cut his capers. 


His bulk increased—no matter that— 
He tried the more to toss it— 
He never spoke of it as “fat” 
But ‘‘ adipose deposit.” 
Upon my word, it seems to me 
Unpardonable vanity 
(And worse then that) 
To call your fat 
An “ adipose deposit.” 





At length his brawny knees gave way, 
And on the carpet sinking, 
Upon his shapeless back he lay 
And kicked away like winking. 
Instead of seeing in his state 
The finger of unswerving [’ate, 
He laboured still 
To work his will, 
And kicked away like winking. 


His friends, disgusted with him now, 
Away in silence wended— 
I hardly like to tell you how 
This dreadful story ended. 
The shocking sequel to impart, 
I must employ the limner’s art— 
If you would know, 
This sketch will show 
How his exertions ended. 





MoRAL. 


I hate to preach—I hate to prate— 
I’m no fanatic croaker, 
But learn contentment from the fate 
Of this East India broker. 
He'd everything a man of taste 
Could ever want, except a wairt: 
And discontent 
His size anent, ; 
And bootless perseverance blind. 
Completely wrecked the perce v. .. h- 
Of this East India broker. 
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BEHIND THE SCENES. 


| 

| 

[Perrine (Critic of the Weekly Washtub) introduceth Murrixs (his Country eaten 
} 

| 
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“\. HE holidays are drawing near, and Master Harry, Tom, or Dick 
Begins to dream of pantomime, of transformation, and of trick, 
f Harlequin in spangled shine, ; 
Of skipping, tripping Columbine, the fairest of the train, ; 
Of lean and dieuinel Pantaloon and Clown, whose cheery voice will soon 
To shouting crowd proclaim aloud his welcome “ Here we are again! 
Oh, happy boys, to whom this Christmas brings 

A never-ending store of pleasant things— 

Full well may they the merry season honour! 

But oh, Grieve, TELBIN, BeveRtEy, O'Connor, 

To you this time of holiday but means 

No Ft at all “‘ Behind the Scenes !”’ 


Just come behind and you will find, as I have said, a world of work ; 
No man or boy they here employ who shows a tendency to shirk. 
See, there they're laying on Dutch metal 
O’er stem and tendril, leaf and petal, of some bright fairy bower ; 
And theret hey’re making giant noddles for that bigheaded Court that toddles 
Behind the king, who loves, full swing, with bladder sceptre, blows to shower. 
And there’s the bowl and pap-spoon, as I guess, 
That’s meant to feed the pantomime princess. 
Yonder’s the window Harlequin will jump thro’— 
And there’s the garden-frame for Clown to plump thro’— 
And there’s the pallette of reds, blues, and greens, 
With which they paint the flats ‘‘ Behind the Scenes.” 


From end to end huge cloths depend, from roof to floor like monster maps, 
And chaps, perhaps with linen caps, on flaps and traps deal raps and taps ; 


i 
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mn | ‘ SS t. WIE { 4 And one is harnessing a dragon 
ae | t Pe yp NS NS is { To some enchanter’s gilded waggon, while on the bridge on high 
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Another with his paints and size, among the flies, is laying skies ; 
While some one pops the steaks and chops upon a roaring fire to fry. 

For men, however busy, still must eat, 

And labour lends a relish to the meat, 

And gives a flavour that is ‘‘ extra-super,”’ 

To glistening pewter pots of humble cooper— 

This is a fact one generally gleans, 

Whene’er one visits here, ‘‘ Behind the Scenes.’’ 


Both night and day they’ll toil away till they’ve prepared their pantomime— 
That fount of joys for little boys demands no little toil and time. 
What lots of flowers, and silver showers, 

What fairy bowers, what dungeon towers, what shops for Clown to rob, 
What flying cars and floating stars, what golden dishes plates and jars— 
Oh here they’ve et an endless lot of properties for this one job. 

Hullo! I say my coat is splashed with blue— 

I’m dabbed all over glue—and so are you! 

And hang it all—it is too bad, now that is— 

With bits of foil stuck over my new hat is! 

And see they mock us—saying by these means 

They’ve painted two more flats “ Behind the Scenes.” 
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A QUESTION OF ORNAMENT. 


Adolphe (to his friend Tomkyn) :—“ Tuv8, you sez, MON AMI, OUR EMPEROR DECORATES us !”’ 
The British Tomkyn :—“ Au, we ARE ADORNED BY NATURE!”’ 








FROM OUR STALL. 


Nannouncement in last Wed- 
nesday’s Daily Telegraph, 
commencing ‘ GRAND 
MorninGc PERFORMANCE 
Tus Eveninec,” led us 
to Drury Lane in the 
afternoon. Theentertain- 
ment was organised for 
the benefit of Mr. Firz- 
JAMES, lately of that 
theatre, who is now ren- 
dered incapable of pursu- 
ing his profession ; he was 
a deserving artist, and a 
very good representative 
of old men. Almost all 
the theatrical companies of 
any consequence in London 





Much as we dislike medley 


Playbills as a rule, the object of this occasion was praiseworthy 
enough to carry us through three-quarters of the performance. 
An act from Caste (in which the absence of Ma. Gzorce Honey 
was noticeable) opened the proceedings. Mr. A. Wican, 
IONEL Broveu, and Miss Marxkuam played a scene from The 
First Night. The Royalty staff appeared in a selection from Black 


Eyed Susan ; and a contingent from the Adelphi performed part of The | 
Wreck Ashore. We were happy to see that Pavi Beprorp obtained | 


| 


| 
} 


Mr. | 


detail. When we left the house the audience was clamouring for 
David Garrick, which had been removed by several degrees from its 
proper place in the bill. The theatre was very well filled, and we are 
glad to hear that this performance bas amply realized the expectations 
of its kindly promoters. 

The Olympic has given us a new comedy in three acts, called, From 
Grave to Gay. It is adapted from the French by Mr. Bensamin 
WepssTER, JUN., and was received with favour on its first appearance. 
There are some smart things in the piece, bearing chiefly on the 
mysteries of the legal profession; but parts of the dialogue are in- 
sufferably tedious and aimless. It requires an immense quantity of 
cutting to be made commonly presentable to an audience uninfluenced 
by esoteric reasons for applause. Mr. CuarLtes Matuews is all quick- 
silver as a shrewd and lively man of business ; and Mr. Henry Nevitur 
does all that is to be done with a sombre and ungrateful part. Mr. 
Appison, as a fidgety old lawyer, plays with a great deal of humour; 
and Mr. Horace Wican has to talk ever so much nonsense and slang. 
Luckily he does this in Irish, so that the greater part of it is quite un- 
intelligible. Mrs. Strrtinc, whose entrance was hailed with a yell of 
applause, plays with taste and liveliness, but givesthe comic “ tag” 


assisted on this occasion, | with an amount of gushing pathos that would grace a last dying speech 


those of the Olympic and | and confession. i 
the Princess's being con- | mentality. Mrss Lovisa Moore looks nearly angelic, and delivers two 


spicuous by their absence. | or three long and impressive speeches with great force and effect. The 


There is not the least necessity for all this senti- 


piece will no doubt run, after the surgical operation we have already 


suggested. 

A brisk and original farce, entitled Highly Improbable, written by 
Ma. W. S. Grizert, was preduced, and well received, at the Royalty 
last week. The daughters of a crotchety M.P. having been carried off 


‘to his borough in the height of the season, propose to avenge them- 


selves on a young squire whom he introduces as his future colleague. 


How they attempt to carry out their conspiracy our readers must dis- 
cover for themselves. Miss C. Appison sustained the principal 


an enthusiastic reception. The programme is too long to be quoted in | character with great spirit. 
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Coton Talk. 


By Tue SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


EALLY, all things consider- 
ed, that best-abused and 
hardest-worked of public 
servants, cabby, has 
managed his agitation 
with propriety and mo- 
deration. There have 
been some acts of violence, 
but these are very few 
compared with the num- 
ber of cabmen, and con- 
sidering the excitement. 
The meetings were well- 
conducted and well-be- 
haved, and the oratory 
may set the Reform 
League an example of 
coherence and temperance 
of language. And cabby 
truly has a _ grievance. 
Sixpence a mile is really 
far too low a fare, while 


the c of taxes and 
license afe too numerous 
and too heavy. He is 


quite right, too, to protest, 
not so much against hav- 
ing to carry a lamp 
(though if he is to do so 
the m should be applied 
to all vehicles) as against 
the pains and penalties 
Oe and the police interference 
to which the accidental extinction of his light will subject him. 
I heartily wish him success in his endeavours to obtain justice. 
It is my fate to go about town a good deal, and as I am but 
a poor walker I have a tolerable experience of cabs and cab- 
men, and the result of that experience, looking back over several 
years, is, that I have very, very rarely met with incivility—and 
in those rare instances the offence was rather chaff than imper- 
tinence. Instances of overcharge have not been quite so rare; but 
when one thinks of the impossibility of cabby’s making the legal rate 
remunerative, one wonders they are not more frequent a hundredfold ; 
besides, the fact that a conscientious man pays more than the legal 
fare tends to make him suspected of ignorance of distance, whereof 
cabby is ery tempted to take advantage. No; on the whole, I can 
say honestly for cabby that hard-worked and under-paid as he is, and 
exposed to bad weather as he is, I have found him civil, obliging, and 
reasonable as arule. He has again and again been made a subject of 
by comic artist and comic ‘alienated’ aah ill-naturedly, I feel 
sure—so that it is only just that he should have justice done him in 
pages whesein he bee been p soma at quizzed now and then. 

n Society this month comes out rather well in point of ill - 
tions: —‘*‘ The Queen of the Ball,” by Miss ELizn Sonteee is oe 
graceful. ‘Thumbnail Studies’’ are continued with spirit, and there 
is a good steeplechase story. We have the second instalment of the 

Piccadilly Pa which promise to bea valuableaddition tothe usual 
contents. In the Cornhili the most interesting thing is “Dumb Men’s 
Speech, anarticle which few readers will mias i they be wise. “ Jackthe 
Giant Killer” brings us an illustration by Warxer that is very fine. 
Belgravia has no special novelties this month, but there’s a gos paper 
on “ Country Newspapers.” Cassell’s Magazine gives a double n a 
for Christmas—and a wonderful amount of really good matter it gives. 
Of the Christmas portion there is scarcely a story that is not worth the 
price of the whole book—“ Giant Bigbully,” “Two of a Trade,” and 
“A Bad Night's Work,” Seing vary and original. In the regular 
magazine part the judicious ixture of essays and historical papers 
with the lighter fictions is wisely maintained. ' Both the magazine and 
the Quiver seem to be better printed this month. The latter is quite 
2! os mark, and has illustrations by Grupert, Pinweii, and 

_ Tux Christmas number of London Society is one of the best it has 
given us. It must not be judged by its first picture or its first 2 

Softly the Echoes Come and Go”’ represents half a dozen people in 

the unpicturesque act of singing with their mouths wide open ; and 
“A Dread Christmas Eve at Sea’”’ is a parposslees bit of horror How- 
ever, we have, to make up for this, ‘‘ Hertford O’Donnell’s Warning " 
and “The Jubilee Christmas”—capital short stories,  “ Christias 








eee rset } 


der Lock and Key” is the gem of the number, and comes with much 
‘ores fant now, with its evident truthfulness and accuracy. The illus. 
trations to “A Nice Mince Pie” are excellent, and almost reconcile 


one to the article. Mn. Watson’s picture is fine, too, and s0 are Mr, | 


Pasqurer’sand Mr. A.W. Coorzr’s. In his “ Beauty with the Holly,” 
Mr. W. L. Tomas shows, not only how he can draw, but how he 
can engrave. He cannot give us proofs of this latter ability too 
often. Altogether, the Christmas London Society is so good, that it 
will puzzle its younger rivals to equal it. “ From lively to severe” — 


from Christmas numbers to an instructive serial! I have received the | 


first part of Cassell’s Popular Educator, a new, revised, and enlarged 
edition. “ Diluted omniscience ” is the only term that can adequately 
describe the state of the happy being who shall master and digest this 
encyclopedia of learning. Papers on every possible subject will be 
found in it; and if it is as accurate as it is copious and comprehensive, 
the work is a wonder. It is to be wished that the cuts had received 
more justice in the printing; but the general turn-out is good. 








AN APPEAL TO A GREAT TEACHER. 


Great mystery Asiatic ! 
Who did pa wonders teach 
In that most famous speech, 
Cheered by Edima’s sons in tones ecstatic :— 
te not too busy, 
Great Dizzy ! 
Incline an ear unto a brief suggestion— 
A little hint 
That may have somewhat in’t, 
Worth—well, you see, there lies, of course, the question— 
Worth, p’rhaps, a thousand million 
Billion, ~ 
Or not a tizzy! 
But take it anyhow—a liberal gift— 
Not the first liberal notion, by the way, 
Which (as your friends would say 
Up in the North) you have been known to “lift.” 


You've done some mighty things with courage hearty ; 
For instance, you 
Contrived to do what no one else could do— 
To “educate your party”’ ; 
Ah, what a job 
To plant in WaLPoLe’s nob 
A knowledge of the wisdom of Reform! 
To make of Norrucore a disciple warm 
Of those same measures quite 
At which, when preached by Bricut, 
He used to storm :— 
To make, in short, a host of headstrong pupils 
Swallow a plan 
They hated, to a man; 
Swallow their own words, too— 
Unpleasant that to do! 
Than one’s own word much bitterer are few pills 


__ However, you succeeded— 
You did, in brief, exactly what was needed, 
Contrived—as any master does in school— 
O’er all your party to exert your rule— 
To reason brought them— 
__. Taught them 
Straight to accept whatever you besought them ; 
And to obey, 
Without the least gainsay, 
The laws you made, and hold whate’er you stated ; 
_ that your party, ae 398 say, 
ou, in some m ous 
Was educated’ ’ ™ 


Oh, Mighty teacher— 
Reform's best preacher! 
Take from the Liberal books another leaf— 
The Resolutions of the veteran chief 
(Eart Russe11, to be brief) 
Are really worthy of consideration— 
And—may I add ?—perhaps appropriation ! 
Assume the ré/e of teacher yet once more, 
And we will hail you, when the task is o’er, 
With roaring cannon and with rocking steeple, 
With flags and arches, and with cheerings hearty ! 
You've shown that you ean educate your party — 
Now, Epucats rug Porte! — 











Se 
SS A SS 


——— ee 











a 


—— 


= as 
——— 
=>: --—r—rr 


i 


STAT 





“LEONORA.” 


DREAM. 











ee 
a 





7 
¥ 
’ 
= . - — . — - 
b~ - as ® a = 
“ ts ce od 
— : neti ss eee ia 
=e areas a ete i 
o east 
aan etna 
OER a ome = orn os - me 
a gelation anode " 






| 


be 











December 14, 1867.) 





i We 





FALL if 





wea. Kir? 
ibilan 
Bo\ MM il 

i fh 
GAN 


“ Ht LL 
fi) (/// 4 Y AVSSSSTL we 4 a : oe 
ee a ain ' 


/) 


i 


iW NW /j : | I ; 
VWF HA 
AY Au ys 


The Ox that ought to win the Prize at the Cattle Show. 





NOTES OF AN ELDERLY GENTLEMAN UNBORN. 


CoMMUNICATED Turovcu A YournruL ANCESTOR. 
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could not last, or at all events that it must come in time to be merely 


nominal, 


That the mineral oil, solidified, shou!d have taken the place 
of the once “precious metals,” cannot be wondered at. The very 
abundance of gold and silver was an emergency demanding a change | 


of medium. Public feeling was hardly ripe for a total abolition of 


solid forms of coinage; and even now an intrinsic value, or costliness 


representing value, is insisted on, in the law which prescribes that | Morning Advertiser -— 


bank notes shall be printed on paper made from cobwebs or cocoa-nut | om = 
distributed one thousand scented artificial bouquets to each lady present. 


milk. There was something to be said for the adoption of a petroleum 
currency ; but the balance of argument was certainly against its con- 


tinuance beyond the term of dire and imperative necessity. ‘The 
petroleum pound sterling was positively dangerous, from its liability 
to spontaneous combustion; and one day a banker's clerk, carrying a 


large number of these coins, exploded at the corner of Lothbury, 


setting fire to a large capitalist who was passing at the time. People 
commonly complained that petroleum money burned holes in their 


pockets. My prediction that it would gradually cease to be the cir- 
culating medium in this country has been verified. 

It 1s time that a prohibition should be put on the foolish excess into 
which diamond-makers are forced by fashion. The quantity of char- 


coal converted, during the past month, into diamond drops for 


chandeliers, diamond knobs for publicans’ lamps, diamond bell-pulls— 
a silly, antiquated affectation, seeing that bells have not been used these 


years or more—diamond paper-weights, and diamond door- | 


handles, exceeds, in the official returns to the Carbonic Department of 
the Board of National Fuel, 97,696,969,000,111 pennyweights. It may 

bad “‘ political economy ”’ to advocate any check upon production ; 
but, ina famine, the waste of food would surely deserve punishment ; 
and in the scarcity of fuel its application to purposes of useless and 
vulgar ornament ¢cqually calls for legal interference. What are our 


chemists about, that they do not discover some cheaper process of 


making diamonds than spoiling charcoal ? 

_ What fs to be done with the Law Courts ? 
nineteenth century architecture in the Strand has completely outgrown 
its requirements. Nobody goes to law nowadays. 
& spade, or the knave of that suit a trickster, he does not bring his 
action for damages, because he knows it would be sure to go against 


That interesting pile of | 


If we call a spade | 


him. But the fact is, we have no knaves now, or very few, at all | 
events. People are better, as well as wiser; that is to say, the age is | 
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Shaw,—Pshaw! 
_CAPTAIN SHAW, according tothe Building 
| -Vews, has compiled a table showing the 
causes of 29,069 fires which occurred in 


London in the years 1833—65. We find 
among the items that 44 per cent. of these 
conflagrations were caused by “sparks from 
pipes,” while only 1} per cent., it is stated 
Eo further on, can be traced to “smoking to- 
ee | | bacco.” We really cannot reconcile these 
— | two statements: if we take “ smoking 
| tobacco” to include cigars as well as pipes, 
| We can only conclude that Captain Suaw is 
of opinion that a large number of the pipes 
smoked, and giving out sparks, did not 
contain tobacco. Really, our tobacconists 
ought to see into this charge. 
Fiddle-de-dee! 
| Tue renowned Paganini created no little 
| excitement by his feat of fiddling with one 
| string. ‘This is nothing to the performance 
| of one of our crack jockies, who won a fine 
race at a late meeting, after “fiddling’”’ with 
| his horse. 
| Scientific. 
| Tus Mining Journal announces a new 
invention for puddling by steam power. A 
| good many railway companies could prove 
| that muddling by steam power is by no 
| means a recent discovery. 
By Our Nincompoop. 

Wuy is a modern Reformer like a flea? 
(with our apologies to Mr. Disraeir).—Be- 
cause he is given to “ leap in the dark.”’ 
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in advance of all ages that have gone before it, morally as well as 
chronologically. A Divorce Court! Fancy that! Why, if you told 
a young couple that such a tribunal ever existed they would, being 


| well-informed persons, acquiesce in the historical statement, but they 


Ten or twelve years ago I predicted that a petroleum currency | would not quite understand it 





Flowers of Speech. 
A most astounding feat which took place at the late complimentary 





| benefit given to Mr. Srrancz, is thus briefly chronicled by the 


‘““It may not be out of place to mention here that Mr—— of 13, ——St reet 


The astonishing fact is announced as calmly as if “ each lady” must 
not have been more than a she-Briareus to carry her thousand 


bouquets. 





In the Name of the Prophet—Figs! 


How easy it is to amuse a child—only place a box of figs before a 
d see how quickly they will be in their Lveme-nt. 





A Place to Avoid, 


“THe place to spend a happy day.” Treasure your happy days, 
guard them as jealously as you would your last shilling—never spend 
them—you will find they are ‘‘ few and far between.” 


Short and Sweet. 
Says the old saw, “‘ Every bullet finds its billet.” 
His arrows find many 4di/lets-dour. 


Ccpip caps this— 


A Sensible Advertisement. 
A Scotcu brewer advertises his “Celebrated Leith Ales.” If ever 
an advertisement needed publicity it is this, as in the ordinary course of 
things, the products of the Leith-y waters must be buried in oblivion. 


A word in due Season. 
Foorra.t players cannot be too careful in guarding against catching 
cold after the violent exercise of the game, or they will probably be 
troubled with a “ hacking’’ cough. 





QuvuarTeR-Mastexs.— Landlords. 
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NO SENSE OF HUE-MOUR. 


MN . 
/ 


Photographer :-—“ AND A VERY EXCELLENT LIKENESS IT IS OF YOU, SIR! 
| WovLp You—A—WOULD YoU LIKE IT coloured ?”’ 


MRS.-BROWN IN AMERICA. 
(Continued from our last.) 


Wet, I thought as she were werry greedy and graspin’-like, so I 
stopped to wash my ‘ands and face, and then down I come, and I says, 
“’Era it is.” She says, “As I thought! reg’lar bogus.” ‘“ Ah,” I 
says, ‘she said it were from some place like that as I don’t remember 
the name on.”’ She bust out a-laughin’, and says, ‘ Why, I means 
it's no more gold than you are.”” I says, “ You don’t meanit! But 
why call it ‘bogus’?"’ ‘* Why,” she says, “sham is bogus, as it 
ain t worth a cent.” 

I thought as I should ‘ave dropped, and just as we was talkin’, in 
come Brown, as begun a-laughin’ like mad, and calls me a old un- 
licensed pawnbroker, and all manner like that; but I felt so wexed, I 
says, “ I'll never do a good-natered thing agin!’’ and I felt quite ill 
through wexation. 

That afternoon Joz come back, and when I got’im to myself I 


| asked ‘im all about the pocket-book, as he said were a old trick, and 


that the perlice were right ia sayin’ as the notes was all false. 

I says, “ Jor, then I tell you what it is; them false ones looked for 
all the world like real ones. Not as anyone is to blame, for I’m sure a 
bad florin as I took I wouldn't believe were bad till your father took 


' and melted it on the fire-shovel; but,” I says, “‘’owever could that 


Mus. Sxipmorw take sich a party as Mrs. Cuauncry?” “ Why,” 
age Jox, “she seems to ’ave took others in besides Mrs. SKIDMORE.” 
“ Well,” I says, “‘ Jox, she certin'ly ’ad a way with ’er as would take 
in aconjuror. But,” I says, “my dear boy, when are we a-goin’ to 
your own ’ome?”’ ‘ Why,” he says, “my ‘ome will be ’ere, for I’ve 

t ,* stop in New York, and am come on, and my wife will foller in a 

ew days. 

I was glad to 'ear that, and told ’im ’ow much money I'd been robbed 
on, as were werry prowokin’, thro’ it bein’ all my own as I'd saved up 
t Joz to sell for me, and certin’ly I did 
of them dollars for my bank notes, as is bank notes all the 
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A DOMESTIC GRIEVANCE. 


Sprrits there are if you'll only wink 
At Davenport tricks, and Marshall “ sells,’ 
Not half so pleasant as those we drink, 
But given to flying guitars and sells :— 
Concealed is D. D. Home I swear, 
Or somebody worse, in my creaking chair, 


A whimsical bachelor life I’ve led, 
In a two pair back for many a year, 
I've hair on the thing they call my head 
Though it won’t last long at this rate I fear, 
Considering handfuls out I tear 
In a fright at the ghost in my creaking chair! 


’Tis all very well for the folks who sit 
In family circle, or wife on knee, 
But little ones never around me flit, 
And nobody bullies or comforts me. 
So upon my honour it’s hardly fair 
To be worried to death by a creaking chair. 


| When down in the socket my candle sinks 
And the obstinate fire has ceased to burn, 
| ’Tis a terribly ghostly hour, methinks, 
And time for me into my bed to turn, 
Beside the seat I’ve left—I stare! 
An echo comes out of my creaking chair. 


The ghastliest deeds that ever were done 
Keep rushing about in my crazy brain, 
I’m thinking of murders—the clock strikes one 
And fanciful thoughts revert to Cain! 
The mystery after all is there— 
Composed of cane is my creaking chair ! 


Qui s’Excuse s’Accuse. 


At the late Old Bailey Sessions, one of the persons 
summoned on the petty jury, was excused from serving, 
on the plea that he had suffered six months’ imprison- 
ment for felony, and did not, therefore—honest fellow! 
M4 —consider himself a fit person to try others. This 
Q precedent must not be carried too far; if every one who 
ought to have suffered six months’ imprisonment were 
excused from serving, how would it be possible to em- 
panel a jury? 


TuE ZooLoGicaL GARDENS.—Wal-rus in urbe. 


world over, and the ’Merrykins is glad for to get ’old on’em no 
doubt, as I should be myself. 

Joxz says to me as he ’adn’t got much to do for a day or two, and 
would take and show me about the place, as is werry wonderful, to be 
sure. I see a picter on the wall of a wild man of the woods a-carryin’ 
off a dark fieldmale, as is a sight as I told Joz I would not see, was it 
ever so. He says, “There ain’t much chance of your seein’ it,” and 
on we walks, and was a-lookin’ at a lot of places, and see the sojers, as 
looks some like French and others like Germans as I've see over there, 
but Jog said as they was Dutch, and I’m sure the things as I did see 
quite confused my ’ead, partik’ler bein’ took for to see the wild 
goriller, as ’ad wrote up agin his cage as he were a wiolent disposition, 
but law, poor thing, he was a-settin’ in some straw as mild as milk, 
and I don’t believe as he could snap any one’s ’ead off with a twist of 
‘is tail, as they says he will when loose. SoTI says, “ Jor, I’ve ’eard 
a deal about that goriller, as your father did used to read about, but 
never knowed he was from ’Merryker.” Jor says, ‘No, he's a 
African.” ‘ Well,’ I says, “I don’t ’old with them Africans, for I’m 
sure a glass or two of their wine pretty nigh killed me. Then,” I 
says, “I wants to see that ’ere crocodile as there was a picter on 
outside the place as was stretched all across the street, and showed 
that crocodile a-carryin’ off a black nigger in’is mouth asa dog would 
a bone ;” for that picter was ’angin’ out from the top winders of the 
‘ouses. But law, bless you, when I see the crocodile he wasn’t longer 
than my arm, and kep’ in a drop of dirty water as they say is ‘is 
nat'ral elephant, along with some other poor live things, as I pitied, 
partik’ler a young woman as ’ad overgrowed ’erself, tho’ no more 4 
giant than me, and a fat baby, as a little soap-and-water wouldn't 
‘ave 'urt; they was all a-goin’ to act a play together. 

I says, “I should like for to see that, as I well remember seein’ 4 
elephant preform on the stage just for all the world like a Christian.” 
So Jog says, “It ain’t the animals as is goin’ to act, but ’uman bein’s.” 
So I says as I didn’t care about it, for 1 see by a picter of it as it were 
all about murders, as is things I don’t ’old with. So we went to see 
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the waxwork, as is wonderful, though I can’t say but 
what them ’Merrvkin generals looked werry much 
knocked about ; and as to Queen Wictoria, she is dreadful 
changed since I saw ’er alive a-openin’ Parlyment; but 
then sorrers will wear anyone out. But why ever that 
Hempress of the French should be that shabby I can’t 
think, as in course is nat’ral in them’ Merrykin generals, 
as fightin’ will spile any one’s clothes, as I says to Jor, 
as he often come home with ’is clothes all tore and dirty, 
through fightin’ with other boys. They said as there 
were thousands of curiosities in that museum, so I says, 
“Well, it ain’t much like a museum.” But there was 
crowds there, and one party was a-sayin’ as he was 
not at all amused. I says, “Excuse me, but you don’t 
come to a museum for to be amused, but for to’ave your 
mind improved.” Well, if the feller didn’t bust out 
a-larfin’ in my face, and said, ‘‘ Guess you're a reg’ lar 
old green’orn,”” as was like ’is manners. So I says, 
“Jor, I’m that tired as I’d rather go ’ome, and so we 
did, and I don’t think as ever I were more tired in my 
born days ; and when I told Brown as I’d see a live 
goriller, he only says ‘‘ Walker,” as I considers a rude 
remark, so didn’t tell ’im no more about it. 
















DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 40. 


TERRIBLE work at the stations, 
Silence that’s strange in the streets ; 
Loud and irate exclamations, 
From every man that one meets. 
Say, then, what can be the reason, 
Seek, and the answer explore ; 
We, at this festival season, 
Can’t get one, now, after four. 





1. 


Now no longer to and fro, 
In the busy streets we go ; 
At the time when twilight comes, 
Then they vanish to their homes. 


9 


He travelled by night, 
Caught cold, lost his hearing, 
But soon put it right, 
The ailment not fearing. 
Since his time, deaf men 
Have rested contented, 
For their doctor then 
Ear-trumpets invented. 


3. 
There’s nothing more pleasant at breakfast or tea, 
And we like it at every meal ; 
And if not supplied in abundance to me, 
Most injured and angry I feel. 
4, 
A tribe with a name that sounds odd when repeated, 
Of late by the armies of England defeated. 
5. 
It bounds upon prairies and mountainous passes, 
And feeds, I believe, upon mosses and grasses. 
6. 


In sauce or a paté there’s nothing so nice, 
But then just consider the terrible price. 


ANswER TO Acrostie No. 38. 


Qs Quails Ss 
U Up P 
E Elaine E 
E Evangeline E 
N Nomadic C 
S Squash H 


HO BRECT Sotutions or Acrostic No. 38, Recetvep 4th Dec :— 
R.H; 3 Blind Mice; Ye One Ninny; B.T.; Donothing Tento- 
our; Four of Us; C.J.T.; Hampshire to Wit; M. H. Faust 
H.; Dagnall; Ex Oriente Lux; Frank and Maria. 
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Friend in the crowd (to party just sentenced) :—“ Wot ’a’ YER Got, Brit ?” 
Bill :—SxrvEN pays!” 

Friend :—“ Tuat atu!” 

Bill :—Seven Christmas pDAYs, MIND!” 


Se 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[We can take no notice of communications with illegible signatures or monograms, Cor- 
reepondents will do well to send their real names and addresses as guarantees. We can- 
not undertake to return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accompanied by a 
stamped and directed envelope ; but we cannot enter into correspondence regarding them, 


nor do we hold ourselves responsible for loss.) 


C. J. A.—Thanks. ; = 

P. R. (Union, Oxford.)—Will any one believe that “P. R.,” dating from such an 
address, rhymes “‘ Circe”’ and ‘‘ purse”’ 

AGnEs.—Your jokes have caused us ag’n’es enough! : 

E. C. W. (Carshalton) says :—‘‘ I inclose you a piece of poetry.” — The third and fourth 
lines try to rhyme “scene” and “dream.” Poetry indeed! It isn’t even verse. — 

Rover.—We have complained of that old ‘ head-scenter ’’ (r)over and over again ! 

L. L. M. (Mount-street, Liverpool) must be perfectly well aware that the joke he sends 


us is not original. ~~ 
M. A. S.—Your ‘“‘ Macbeth Modernized 


murders already connected with the piece. 
‘‘LINES BY A GENERAL LOVER” are nothing particular, as might be expected. 


NrIwEL.—The joke is a poor one. Why give Mr. Bernal Osborne the credit—or rather 


discredit—of it ? 

Sanpy.—Thanks. 

Birp or Prey.—Don’t be a goose! 

ScRATCH.—We have a large correspondence, and you must wait your turn—tbat is, until 
we come to the scratch ! 

CRITIPHOBIST.—We sympathise with you, but don’t see how we can help you. 

Declined with thanks :—'Piydwy Puvvidos; R. O, I., Somerset; G. H., Liverpool; 
G. B., Greenhays; T. M., Glasgow; J. B. W.; H. A, Walworth; A. B., Gresham- 
street; Constant Reader, Newcastle; J. F. V.; 8. T., Edinburgh; G. L. G.; Nobody's 
Child; E. W., Rochester-road; Skyblue; W. R., Belfast; E. H., Downing-street ; 
A. J. G., Mecklenburgh-square; J. W. T., Newstead; H., Dublin; W. W. B.; 
A. B. X., Borough; J. J. H.; C. G., Islington; B. V. H.; G. R. S.; Philop 
gmonestatos ; R. D. G.; C.M., Manchester; H.C.; H.D., Blackport ; W., Kingaton- 
on-Thames; E. T., Newcastle; W. T. L.; C. C.C. 








only adds one more murder to the too many 
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CROYDON STEEPLECHASE. 
By our OWN GANDIN. 


Here 


Yes, Monsrecrk te Repacrevr. Nous sommes encore ici. 
we are again! Heep! heep! hourai! Vive le sport! 

I render myself to the steppelchaise ; I who have been so long 
silent. And why ? 

Two reasons; and of these two, first, that I have my apartment, my 
lodging, at Crouidon. 

Second, that I have myself consolidated in the midst of England a 
love for the sports national—la chasse, la steppelchaise ! 

How? You shall hear. I, who celebrated myself at the course 
rymnastique at the Palace of Sydenham, pursued that study with an 
assiduity profound, an ardour irrepressible. The trapeze, the Indian 
club, the barre horizontal; all these were to me at length but a 
childplay, a bagatelle. My ambition expansive, to itself demanded a 
career yet attainable. I had ‘exhausted to the echo” (phrase 
Anglais) all that to me commended itself of pale ales, of sherry- 
cobler, of rampunch ; and what was equal—at the athletique. 

Also. I was saturated ofthe genuis Anglais. I had acquired to 
myself the gilet, the waistcoat rotund of the John Bull, the effusion of 
the jolidogue! 

What then remained ? 

I answer: to aecomplish myself in the course, in the horse-race 
above all in the stepehlchaise. 

‘Hola there' yousir, Monsieur Jimmy Snaffle.”’ 

Thus I apostrophised to myselfa celebrity one of your English pre- 
cepteurs des Chevaux ; your horsestrainer. 

Of him then to avail, that I might behold myself in the kneebreech, 
the Newmarkut-away ; the top boot of the highfligh; the raceur, the 
jocki Britannique! 

Iam one of the stepehlchasseurs, the sporteurs of the church, and we 
are all jolidogues. 

2,500 francs. Hunderpound. Such is the figure of the animal 
superb, restive, irrepressible, on which I balance myself. 

Away! Vol au Vent! So I call bim. 

He aways with himself. 

With me also, still balancing, but with difficulty. 

One must submit oneself to the inevitable. 
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Vol au Vent is rendering himself with divergence, and I am sepa- 
rated from my friends of the chase. 

One must submit one’self to the inevitable. 

I am alone, still balanced with impenetrable courage on the back 
of one who defies me. 

Away! My spirit is infected of itself with a grand excitement. 
Away! Go it, you who are of the cripple! 

My companions are still behind—I am alone. I measure myself to 
Mazeppa, for I no longer balance: my body extends upon the saddle. 
With a sublime sang froid I support myself by the embrace to which 
I compel the neck of my enemy. 

He is still as to his name Vol au Vent. 

As to his irrepressible malignity also. : 

But fortune ever has in regard les braves. We approach a fascine: 
your English hurdle, and my blood crépes of itself with that peril. 

Brave Vol au Vent! Horse of the most noble! He refuses it, to 
himself. 

And yet shall I be no more of courageux than this beast here? I, 
who have set glory to be of the most attainable ? . 

No. let him refuse to himself the hurdle, the fascine! I will 
myself accept it by leaping over his head! Another moment, and 
the affair was accomplished. It was no longer he but I who should be 
named Vol au Vent: and I was on the other face of the hurdle—the 
English “‘ right side upmost of the hedge,’’ where there was a digue— 
a duckditch of the greenest and most profound. 

There I was recovered of myself by the rest, and triumphant of the 
chase borne back to Crouidon by one jolidogues, to whom I drink, ®1r, 
in your English maxime :—“ May the amusement of the morning bear 
of all refections, that of the evening. 


Good! 

Our gallant contemporary the Standard, which is the organ of the 
chivalry of England, was betrayed the other day into a statement that 
the fair sex will not consider very complimentary. In speaking of 4 
new series of services at a City church it stated, with regard to the first 
that “the attendance was good, being mostly composed of men. 
Ladies, whether electors or non-electors, will vote this rude, we fear. 


Te Lanp ror THE Dietomatist.—Cape Finesse-terre. 
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THE FORCE OF ARGUMENT. 
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‘‘ My darter’s no pratty young doll— 
I’m a plainspoken Zummerzet man— 

Now what do'ee mean by my Pout 
And what do ’ec mean by his Ann ?”’ 


ORD B. was a nobleman 


bold 


the-Sea 


that he 





At local assemblies he danced 
Until he felt thoroughly ill— 

He Waltzed and he Galloped and Lanced 
And threaded the mazy Quadrille. 


The maidens of Turniptopville 
Were simple—ingenuous—pure— 
And they all worked away with a will 
The nobleman’s heart to secure. 


Two maidens a]l others beyond 
Imagined their chances looked well— 
The one was the lively Ann Ponp, 
The other sad Mary Moret. 


Ann Ponp had determined to try 

And carry the Earl with a rush, 
Her principal feature was eye, 

Her greatest accomplishment— gush. 


And Mary chose this for her play 
Whenever he looked in her eye 
She'd blush and turn quickly away, 
And flitter and flutter and sigh. 


== = 


Vp 
Vp — 
(a , 
7 A y 
aay 
Ly - ad 
sh) 





it was noticed he constantly sighed 

As she worked out thescheme she had planned— 
A fact he endeavoured to hide, 

With his aristocratical hand. 


Old Ponp was a farmer, they say, 
And so was old Tommy Mork Lt. 

In a humble and pottering way 
They were doing exceedingly well. 


They both of them carried by vote, 
The Earl was a dangerous man, 

So, nervously clearing his throat, 
One morning old Tommy began: 
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Who came of illus- 
trious stocks, 
He was thirty or forty 
years old, 
But several feet in 
his socks. 


To Turniptopville-by- 


This elegant noble- 
man went, 
For that was a borough 


ee ea 


Was anxious to rep- 
per-re-sent. 





Said B., ‘I will give you my bond 
I mean them uncommonly well, 

Believe me, my excellent Ponp, 
And credit me, worthy Morg.. 


** It’s quite indisputable, for 
I'll preve it with singular ease, 
You shall have it in ‘ Barbara’ or 
‘Celarent ’—whichever you please. 


a 


NA i — 


“ You see, when an anchorite bows 
To the yoke of intentional sin— 

If the state of the country allows, 
Homogeny always steps in— 


‘“‘Tt’s a highly «esthetical bond, 
As any mere ploughboy can tell —— ” 
“« Of course,” replied puzzled old Ponp. 
“‘T see,”’ said old Tommy Morz.t. 


good then,”’ continued the lord, 
en it’s fooled to the top of its bent, 
With a sweep of a Damocles sword 

The web of intention is rent. 


“‘ That’s patent to all of us here, 
As any mere schoolboy can tell.”’ 

Ponp answered, ‘‘ Of course it’s quite clear ;”’ 
And so did that humbug More tt. 


“ Tts tone’s esoteric in force— 

I trust that I make myself clear ?’’— 
Morg11 only answered ‘‘ Of course,”’ 

While Ponp slowly muttered, ‘“‘ Hear, hear.”’ 


«« Volition—celestial prize, 
Pellucid as porphyry cell— 
Is based on a principle wise.”’ 
‘‘ Quite so,”’ exclaimed Ponp and Morgtt. 


*“‘From what I have said, 
That I couldn't wed either, in fine, 
By Nature’s unchanging decree 
Your daughters could never be mine.”’ 


‘‘Go home to your pigs and your ricks, 
My hands of the matter I've rinsed.”’ 
So they took up their hats and their sticks, 

And ezeunt ambo, convinced. 
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By Tne SAUNTERER IN SOOIETY. 


EW people will deny that 
the burning down of Her 
Majesty's Theatre is a na- 
tional loss. The conflagra- 
tion was, from ali accounts, 
a splendid sight, but the 
ruins are most depressing. 
Had the whole place been 
burnt to the ground, 
crumbled into one undis- 
tingnishable heap, the etfect 
would have been less melan- 
choly. ‘The shell is left 
Sa standing and shows mar- 

aS i '  vellously few traces of the 

mV \ '  flames—but you can see it 

\ is only the shell—it is the 

SS a mere corpse, out of which 

3 a \ ae Na it - the life and soul are gone. 

=a hms = ee (|. Jt is-most sincerely to be 

= hoped that it will be re- 
built, and that speedily. 

Everyone will be glad to 

sce it rising from its ashes 

like—no! confound that 

example of ancient poultry, 

the phoenix, one must avoid 

him! And yet one ought 

to say something neat and 
appropriate. Shall we say,’ rising after its fall like an almond 
tumbler? I have just been reading (and looking atthe pictures 
of) Mr. Troetmeigr’s Pigeon Book, so I owe -him the tumbler. 
But like a tumbler or not, Her Majesty's will no doubt be re- 
built—its front seems to bear, beneath the bas-relief, the sentence, 
Exoriam aliquis nostris ex ossibusuitor, (I take the quotation from the 
Daily Telegraph. I own I cannot construe it, but of course that 
classical journal is always correct in its Latin.) There were some odd 
scenes at the great fire, but few of them could have been more comical 
than the Haymarket company cooling the roof of the theatre with 
buckets of water. I would have given a good deal to see that! Un- 
fortunately, 1 was out of town, so that I saw nothing at all of a fire 
‘‘the like of which,” says the Morning Post, “has only been seen by 
those who have been witnesses of similar disasters !’’—a profound ob- 
servation which I defy anybody to contradict. 

The exterior of Argosy looks well enough. The design for the new 
wrapper is effective, simple, and appropriate. Mr. Crang has suc- 
ceeded better with this than with the illustration to “‘ Anne Hereford,” 
which is hard and lacks feeling and expression, though there’s earnest 
work in it. The view of Dieppe is uninteresting. The literary 
contents are not startling—but then this is a First Number, and I 
have often statcd mv theory of First Numbers. There are some pretty 
lines entitled “* My Love;” and ‘‘ Alone in the Forest!”’ is fair. It is 
too early to judge of “The Miller's Revenge.” I doubt the good of 
keeping ‘The Log Book.” 

In Storm-Bound, the Christmas number of Tinsiey’s, there is no effort 
to devise new machinery, the passengers for Dover being storm- 
bound at Calais tell stories to pass the time, after the old Christ- 
mas story model. which Mr. Yates has perhaps done well to take in 
its simplicity. The stories as a whole are good, but one of them “The 
(Jueen’s Messenger’s Story ’’—should never have been printed at all. 
‘* The Stewardess’ Story” is capital, so is “The Manager's.” The stories 
about “ The Man who was in a Hurry” and “ The Man who was drest 
to Death” are amusing sketches. “'The Detrimental's Story” is 
nothing very new, and is overlarded with French phrases. The 
** Story of Salome”’ is a weird bit of originality and that of “ Suzette ”’ 
is touching. “ The Solicitor’s Story,” is capital, but surely there must 
be some mistake about it, for mention is made in it of “Mr. 
Surratey Brooxs’s delightful little volume, Russians im the South ’’— 
and yet in the table of contents we are told it is written by Mr. Surrey 
Brooxs! “The Story of the Yellow Bandanna”’ is funny, but the 
idea on which it is founded was anticipated long ago in Fun. The 
illustrations taken altogether are above the average, that by Mr. 
Baxnes, belonging to the “ Detrimental’s Story” being by far the best. 

The cover is telling, and the whole is more thana good shillingsworth. 
Tue December number of Good Words shows no falling off. Its 

illustrations are capital, and the “Story of Two Charities” is a paper 

calculated to do good service. The programme for the new year is a 

strong one, boasting as it does the names of Tennyson and GLapsToNE 

in the list of contributors. The Suisday Magazine keeps up the number 
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and excellence of its illustrations. 
I can’t say that I think much of the December number of Broadway, 
It has some lines by Bucnanan charmingly illustrated, but in other 
respects contains nothing remarkable. ‘The miseries of Dramatic 
authorship” is a sort of half-wail half-cock-crow article by some very 
third-rate dramatist, who thinks himself a second SHakEspeare and 
is angry to find his friends do not share his belief. The Magazine for 


Boys winds up the year well, and holds forth promise of good matter | 


for the next twelvemonth. 
Tue exhibition of cabinet pictures at the Dudley Gallery is a good 
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It is really a miracle of cheapness, | 


one, although the committee with praiseworthy modesty seem to have | 


hung their own pictures on the line to begin with, and then filled up 
the spaces with what came to hand. Hayes, Ditton, C. P. Kyiaut, 
Gopswin and C. J. Lewis contribute some exquisite landscapes, Firz- 
GERALD sends a lovely bit of fairy fancy, and Hatt, Rossiter, Top- 
1AM, Les~rz, Marks, CaLtperon, YEAMES, Watts, Poynter and 
Weekes exhibit figure subjects of considerable merit. There are two 
good animal pictures—both doggies—by Riviere and Simms. The 
New Water Colour Exhibition of Sketches is hardly as good as last 
year’s show. I miss the delightful pencil of the younger Warren. 


Nevertheless there is plenty to see and admire, for the Society com- | 


prises too many artists of note to fail in interest and merit. The old 
Society’s display is on view too, and is a good one, in spite of the 
strictures passed on it the other day by the Daily Telegraph critic, who, 
by the way, was in error when he made Cart Haac the text of a long 
sermon on the evils of body-colour—which that artist, as it happens, 
does not use! 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


No. 41. 


A ciarE of light in the midnight sky, 

A column of flame that mounts on high ; 

And then the tramp of a thousand feet, 

And the thump, thump, thump of the engine’s beat, 
And the shouts of men, and the women’s sereams, 
And the crackle and roar of burning beams! 

A wond’rous sight, it must be allowed, | 

And a regular treat for the shouting crowd. 

But you and I, oh, reader mine, 

Lament for Music’s fallen shrine. 





Bs 
In the hand of the QuEeERN 
’T will be found, I ween, 
And when the Masters Old, 
Painted the Child 
And Mother mild 
They gave him this to hold. 


2. 
It means but little : «and: yet*we know 
That little means much at certain times, 
If you guess what a little it is, twill throw 
A little more light onthe other rhymes. 


3. 
Named he-was above the rest 
Of the minstrels in the place 
(Brown1ne tellsus) as “the best 
Troubadour of Boniface.” 


4. 
He died not far from Bristol city— 
He died not far from Bristol city— 
But he was born a Bengalee! 
His death, which was a shocking pity — 
His death, which was a shocking pity— 
Occurred in Eighteen Thirty-three. 


5. 
Their bills turn up, as Christmas bills 
Turn up about this season ! 
Their legs are long, because in Tills 
They walk, a simple reason! 
And they have also tails and wings 
Wherewith to fly, the pretty things. 


Answezr. To Acrostic No. -39. 


C Cup P 
A Avatar R 
T ‘Tapeti I 
T Thammuz Z 
LsLucile ‘E 
E ElephantiasisS 


So.vtions or Acrostic No. $9, Recervep 1lru Dec. :—Ex Oriente Lux; H. 








} 
' 


! 


| 
} 
| 


ee ee ee > 








eam ara ararraae a rte 
A 
—_—_——— 


DecemBEeR 21, 1867.] Pr TN. 











ANASTASIA TOMPKINS. 





tionate wife. It is the fashion that has changed—hoops have 


out, and draggle-tails have come in.” 


A Srory or THE Breaptu anp Heicut or Fasuuoy, 


On one fine autumn evening two or perhaps three years avo an 
observer with ordinary intelligence and a telescope might have seen 
the good ship Bobalink set sail from the port of London. She was 

| bound on a long and perilous voyage. She was to touch at the South 
Pole with a cargo of fans and wine-coolers for the conjectured inhabi- 
tants of the frozen zone. This task was entrusted to the Bodalik and 
her gallant captain, by the Society for the Propagation of Hopeless 
Absurdities. She was then to convey aselect band of botanists to 
New Zealand, these scientific enthusiasts being desirous of beholding 
the nutmeg growing in its native forests. To be sure, it did not grow 
in New Zealand, but that only added the zest of dfliculty to their 
efforts in the pursuit of knowledge. From New Zealand the Bobalink 
was to proceed to Cochin China. witha mission sent out by the United 
Clubhouses to teach the Chinese how to devil the drumsticks of their 
fowls. The mission was: accompanied hy the Vice President of the 
Royal Academy of Musie, who,, from living near a mews and two 
poultry-fanciers, had conceived the idea of teaching the Cochin China 
cock how tocrow musically,. When. these various tasks were accom- 
plished, the good ship Bodalink.was to sail along the shores of Bohemia, 
and endeavour to discover:the north-west passage between Snow Hill 
and the Monument. 

Well might the wife of the captain of the Bobalink heave a sigh as 
she stood on a capstan in St, Katherine’s Docks and waved a farewell 
to her beloved husband. 

The captain of the Bobalink was called John Tompkins, and his wife 
was Anastasia. Tompkins; before she became his wife she had been 
Anastatia, Papergoose, but she had sacrificed that euphonious 
patronymieat the altar when she was united to her Tompkins. 

She was a bonny dame was the wife of the captain of the good ship 
Bobalink! ‘Though her face was not laden with fat, she covered a good 
deal of ground. ‘The circle described by the hem of her dress would 
have made a table to dine more than a dozen. She was good-looking— 
and there was a good deal of her. The captain as he took a last glance 
at her through his telescope gave a sigh. 

“ She’s a tidy craft,’’ suid he to himself, “as she stands there with 
all her sails set. Well, I think she’s quite right to call herself my 


to 


better half for she'd make nearly two of me! 
& * * * * * 


Years rolled on. The Bodalini sailed on her long and perilous 
voyage. She landed the fans and wine-coolers on,a convendent ice- 
berg, and put the botanists ashore in a quiet and retired bay in New 
Zealand, where they were invited to a large dinner by the natives 
and eaten with the utmost hospitality. She then took the Mission to 
Cochin China where its members were kindly received. The musical 
professor failing to instruct the fowls in the rudiments of harmony, 
was driven by necessity to earn a modest living asa teacker of the art of 
sucking raw eggs. The captain then made sail for the coast of Bohemia, 
but losing his reckoning in a tornado off the Cape, was carried into the 
Bay of Biscay and ran aground off the Isle of Wight; when he, to- 
gether with the crew, passengers, ship and cargo were taken ashore 
in a lifeboat. Longing to behold his adored wife once more, the cap- 
tain as soon as he had deposited the vessel in the hands of a skilled 
French-polisher took a berth on board a penny steamboat bound for 
St. Katherine’s Docks. Before leaving he telegraphed to his wife 
announcing his arrival, and then wrote by the next post to tell her to 
expect a telegram. By this means he broke the news to her gently. 

While the vessel on which he had embarked was off Cherry Garden 
Pier, he beheld a strange sight. 

“ Frizzle my best Sunday wig! ”’ said he—his only fault was that he 
used these frightful oaths on the slightest provocation, ‘‘ Frizzle my 
best Sunday wig, if there is not a lighthouse on the St. Katherine's 

ocks,”’ 

“Ease her!’ said the captain of the penny boat—it was a remark 
which he frequently made. “ Ease her, go on ahead! Well, it does 
look like a lizhthouse—it wasn’t there when I left yesterday.” An 
—_ he added, with deep feeling, ‘‘ Ease her astarn—back her—go on 
ahead !’’ 

At length the vessel approached the pier. Imagine the bewilder- 
ment of ‘l'ompkins when the object which he had mistaken for a light- 
house came forward and embraced him. 

“Serew my harmoniums to concert-pitch!’’ he exclaimed—it was 


contemporaries. 


Fenianism.”’ 








CONTENTMENT.—A PASTORAL. 


Tux sheep lay around, they had eaten their fill, 
The lambkins their frolics had done ; 

The streamlotisearce whispered, the air it was sti!], 
And the shepherd he slept in the sun. 

A ruddy, young shepherd! so peaceful his lot— 
His aurse contented and gay— 

I vow not a.wayfarer went by the spot 
But envied him there as he lay! 


“Oh would,” sighed a maiden of loveliness rare, 
‘“‘ That thus for one hour I could rest ; 

In slumber all dreamless, forgetting the care— 
The angnish that rends my poor breast ! 

Sleep on, blissful shepherd, to happiness born— 
Unelouded thy life by the gloom 

Of love that's requited with coldness and scorn— 
That has its sole hope in the tomb.” 


“ Alas!’ said a merchant, “I’ve toiled till I’m old 
‘The master of millions to be ; 

Each land of the earth yields me riches untold, 
And my argosies sail on each sea. 

In bulkiest ledgers I sum up my wealth— 
‘This rustic has little or nought— 

But I'd give every shilling to purchase the health, 
lie takes without even a thought!”’ 


A. statesman passed slowly ; he said, “I have swayed 
The destinies, aye, of a world! 

I’ve fed the red battle-field, monarchs I’ve made, 
And dynasties headlong I've hurled! 

And now when life’s closing—my titles, my birth, 
Aly honours, and deathless renown— 

I weigh them all calmly, and—what are they worth 
Beside the sweet peace of this clown ?”’ 


The shepherd he opened his merry blue eye, 
And, s«anning the sun-lighted lea, 

Remarked with a frown, and observed with a sich, 
“What a dod-rotted vool I mun be. 

There's Giles, the Squire's flunky, wi’ flour on his yed, 
And buttons so bright on his tail ; 

He rides on a coo-ach, on pudden’ he’s fed, 
And swigs at the best o’ good yale. 


‘“‘ While Giles pads his stockin’s and gives I his cheek, 
I—be’nt [ a vool to be zure! 

I tends they there ship for zix shillun’ a week ; 
And I’m darned if I does if no mooar!”’ 

This said, the young shepherd resumed his repose, 
And gently in slumber sank he, 

While faint en the zephyrs’ the murmur arose— 
*¢ What a dod-rotted vool I mun be !”’ 
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gone 


Yes—in expanded crinoline, or in close-clinging train, the same | 
tender, affectionate wife, with the same heavy milliner’s bill 
13 ever the same, or asa poet has finely observed, “ The Ruthful and the 
Trootiful are one and everlasting!” 


Woman 
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Tr excitement of recent events seems to have affected our Hibernian 
They appear to have lost their heads—at all events, 
they have lost their eye for the ludicrous, or they would never give 
us such comical statements as they have of late. 
pleasure in sending the following Irish bulls to the Cattle Show :— 
The Belfast News Letter assured us a little while since that “ Tre 
O’Donocuvt is using his influence to preserve the character of the 
Reform League, which has been destroyed by its sympathy with 
The gentleman alluded to has at times been gailty of 
silly actions, but he is not likely, we think, to waste time in preserving 
that which has been destroyed. 


We have much 


an j i ‘ the Royal Academician. ‘‘ What ; : ; : ; 

acces ae Row srt om - . , The Dublin Evening Mail supplies us with the second specimen of the 
“Your welled wife, my Tompkins!” indigenous Ox. It stated that ‘ Forty Highlanders, commanded by 
“My wife! Impossible! She was plump—expansive—pyramidal. | Major Gordon, passed through London ”’ on their way to Lome, and, 


You are lean, attenuated, lamp-post-like.”’ 
“Oh cruel, cruel Tompkins! Iam your own—your Anastasia!’ 
“Good gracious, then, how you have altered!”’ 

“T, altered! No, my Tompkins, I am unaltered—your own aflec- | 


| after praising their appearance, went on to say, “ Forty-seven of their 
number were upwards of six feet high.” 
genius will inform us, if forty-seven of the forty were over six tot 
high, how many there were out of the forty under that height ? 


Perhaps some mathematical 
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STREET ARAB PHILOSOPHY. 


Unfeeling Street Arab :—“ Comm atonc Bru! Hene’s A LARK; GRAND TRANSFORMATION SCENE AT HER Masgsty’s THEAYTER, 


KEGARDLESS OF EXPENSE; FREE GRATIS, FOR NOTHINK!”’ 








NOTES BY AN ELDERLY GENTLEMAN UNBORN. 
CoMMUNICATED THROUGH A YOUTHFUL ANCESTOR. 


I suovp be one of the very last persons to decry any useful enter- 
prise, merely on the ground of its being somewhat difficult and even 
dangerous. The old voyagers had much to set against the risks they 
ran; and it would be a species of foolhardiness to call them foolhardy. 
But now that we have map every square mile of land on this 
globe, and sounded every fathom of sea, it is a question whether the 
great hardshipe—for they are great—and the perilous chances—for it 
is vain to deny their peril—of intercourse with the moon are at all 
likely to be repaid by commercial or any other benefits to our planet. 
Nothing but mineral products, chiefly a very inferior kind of ironstone, 
some portion of which is etic, can be derived from visits to that 
side of the satellite, at all events, which has yet been tolerably 
explored. Caprars Hyrsuiar’s account to Mr. Marino, communi- 
cated by this gentleman to Dz. SwaLLowTALs, gives, indeed, a sanguine 
colour to the speculations of the Lunar Trading and Inter-Navigation 
Company ; but practically the narrator of those marvels, which Dr. 
SwaLLowTALsz would have us credit in every astounding particular, 
seems to have no more to show for his fifth voyage than he had for 
his first. We knew then, what we simply know now, that the journey 
either way can be accomplished with great personal discomfort and 
with little terrestrial profit. How much more are we likely to learn ? 
And what tangible good are we ever likely to get ? Caprain 
Hyrxuik assumes that he has been the first to the moon. T| 
am to allow him the credit, if credit there be, of having first | 

conducted a number of rash companions to our miserably sterile | 
satellite; but lam not quite sure that his claim to priority goes 
ee this frivolous — ae ~~ middle of the Nineteenth 
,@ paper was publi under the title “‘ Surprising Adven- 
are one fase PratL”’; and though some attempts have lately | 
been made to damage the authenticity of that paper, it is at least certain | 
that all the allegations therein contained passed unchallenged the | 


acute investigation of Epcar Pox, a philosopher of the hard-headed, 
unimaginative school. 

The oyster at the Zoological Gardens is unwell and refuses its food. 
The state of the amiable bivalve causes grave apprehensions, as to its 
ultimate recovery. It is suffering from a febrile attack, the origin of 
which was a cold, caught in the early part of last week, when the 
weather was most trying to exotic constitutions. Violent fits of 
sneezing and coughing were the first symptoms of the oyster’s indis- 
position. It is being treated homceopathically, and will take a 
globule at intervals, though it rejects both sustenance and medicine 
when offered in any considerable quantity. The best medical atten- 
dance has been secured, and a consultation was yesterday held at the 
tank. I have not heard the result, but there are painful rumours that 
an operation—of the nature of opening—will be found necessary. 
Let us hope that all other means of restoration will be tried before re- 
course is had to the knife. 


“UN JOUR QU’IL NEIGAIT.” 


Ir fell, of course, upon a day, 
And she fell when the snow was falling, 
If haply I’d not passed that wy 
She would have come to grief appalling ; 
But as it was she only missed 
Her footing on a grating cruel, 
And though the earth she might have kissed, 
She fell into my arms—the jewel! 


The man who hesitates is lost, 

I fell across a straw and clawed it, 
My life seem’d very like a frost, 

And yet a lady’s footfall thawed it! 
Though she was short and I was tall, 

I luckily played Mars to Venus ; 
I broke by accident her fall, — 

Her falling broke the ice between us! 
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MES. BROWN IN AMERICA, 


A PLEASANT EVENING, 


I pon’? think as ever I ’ad a wuss cold in my life than T took tho | 
weck afore last, thro’ the weather a-changin’ that sudden as Aye | 
one minnit and depth of winter the next, as not even a knitted spencer | 
wouldn’t keep out, with my warm shawl over it, as I'd boucht a new 
one thro’ that wagabone of a Mrs. Cuaunocry ’avin’ levanted with the 
one as I'd brought along with me; but I must say as the "Merrykin 
one were @ good quality, tho’ a horful price. . 

Well, as I were a-sayin’, my cold was that bad that I couldn't draw 
my breath ’ardly, and every bone in my body achin’, as is all brought 
on thro’ them ’Merrykin ’ouses bein’ that ‘eated, as stoves in every 
room will do, but bad for the ’ealth I’should say. 

I says to Mrs. Sxrpmore as I’d take a-somethin’ ’ot afore goin’ to 
bed, as she said she’d make me, as should be a glass of ’ot punch, with 
plenty of lemon for to relieve the chest. 

She was just a-brewin’ on it when aring come at the door, and afore 
you could say JACK Rosinson the room were full of people. UplI 
jumps, a-thinkin’ ‘as it were the mob bust in, the same as appeared 
three or four year ago, as Mrs. SkipMorE were always a-tellin’ me 
about, when they ’ung them innercent negroes like lambs to the lamp- 
post, and was shot down by ’undreds themselves, and serve ’em right, 
toe, the waggerbones. 

I was a-goin’ to ’oller “Murder! ’elp!” when I sec Mr. and Mrs. 
Rogers, as is friends of Mas. Skrpmorr’s, a-laughin’ like mad, witha 
lot more—some on ’em as [ know’'d by sight. 

I says, “‘ Whatever is the.meanin’ on it?” “Oh,” they says, “it’s 
a surprise!” TI says, ‘So I should say;” but Mxs. Skripmorg, she 
says to me, “It’s a way as they’ve got of coming to spend the even- 
in’.” ‘ What,” I says, ‘unawares ? and me in my night-cap, witha 
pocket-ankerchief round my ’ead and no ’air on!” So they says, 
“Oh, we takes you as you are.” I says, “Let me go up stairs, then.” 
They all ’ollers ‘No! no!” and if there wasn’t some fourteen on *em 
as ’ad made up a party to take Mrs. Sxrpmorg by surprise. 

Well, she certingly bore it-werry well; but, bless you, it wouldn't 
‘ave been no use if she ’adn't, for they'd come to stay, and stay they 
did, and we couldn't say nothink, ’cos they smelt the punch, and 
wouldn’t believe about me bein’ unwell, as they said looked the picter 
of ’ealth, as ‘ad my face a-glowin’ thro’ ’eat. 

Certingly them ’Merrykins is‘a light’-arted lot, for they’d brought 
lots of wittles with ’em, and drink too, with a fiddle and a banjo, and 
certingly pleasant company they was, for they got a-singin’ and 
a-tellin’ tales, and all werry lively, when all of a sudden in comes old 
SKIDMORE, as were that gone in drink as he ’adn’t no senses left in his 
‘ead. Mrs. Sxipmore tried for to get’im up to bed, but law bless 
you, he defied ’er, a-sayin’ as they’d got the day, as ’ad been ’lectin’ a 
sheriff. But tho’ in liquor, he were not so far gone as not to be 
quarrelsome, and if he didn’t begin bein’ that abusive to old Rogers 
and ’is son-in-law in the name of Mason, as he called a set of ’publi- 
cans, a-sayin’ as he were a jemmy-crat, as is oppersite sides; and of all 
the-rows as ever you ’eard it was the biggest, for in my opinion old 
Rogers was a little bit on when he come in, and ’ad been a-suckin’ 
away at Mas. SkipMore’s punch; and as for one or two more they was 
that tipsy as walk straight they couldn't, and ’ad been a-imitatin’ niggers 
a-dancin’, as was ’ighly divertin’, escept when they fetched me one or 
two clippers over the shins, with their thick shoes ;—onc on’em brought 
‘is ’eels slap on my tenderest corn. But law bless you, when politics 
begun all fan was over, for they ’ollered and yelled like mad, and if old 
‘Skipmore didn’t get to the winder and open it, and begin a-cheerin’ 
@ lot of roughs.as was a-walkin’ by in procession, as was the Finnians 
by torchlight. Well, that upset Mrs. Murrny, as is all for the Porz, 
and if she didn’t ketch ’old of Sxrpmorg by the ’air, and try and force 
‘im away from the winder, as called for ’elp, and if them blackguards 
didn’t take and pelt us with all manner, and would’ave broke the ’ouse 
open but for the perlice-as interfered. 

We got the winders shet, but not afore they was smashed, and Mrs. 
Sxkrpmorg, she got ’im down on the floor, as she ’ad to get on im to keep 
’im quiet, but he was that strong as over he ‘throwed ’er with a crash, 
and made a rush at me a-sayin’ as I'd ’it ’im. 

I were in course obligated for to take my own part, so I ketches ’old 
on ’im for to force ’im on-to a chair, as I thought 1’d done, and was 
a-’oldin’ ’im down, a-roarin’ like ten thousand bulls. I couldn't see 
where I'd set ’im, thro’ some on ’em ’avin’ turned the gas out, till I 
smelt burnin’, and ’ollers for a light as made ’em light the gas agin ; 
and if I *adn’t been and forced o!d Sxrpmorz on to the stove as stands 
out ‘in the room red’ot. He certingly were frightful scorched, but 
nothink wuss, as turned out well in the end, and made ’im that quict 
as ’is wife led ’im up to bed like a lamb to the slaughter-’ouse, as the 
Sayin’ is. 

I was werry glad as that surprise cleared out, as they calls it, and we 
was left alone; but Mus. SkrpmMorg, she took on a-bustin’ out weepin’, 
&-sayin’ as I’d been the death of SkrpMore, as was all rubbish, and 


only the punch as she’d made werry free with, tho’ not a-pretendin’ to, | in anatomical c 


rrr ree 





as is a water drinker. But whether it were the surprise I can’t say, 
but my cold was quite gone in the mornin’; but old Skipwore was 
dreadful bad, not so much the burn as bein’ that bruised thro’ them 
others a-pitchin’ into'im frightful over them politics, as isnasty things, 
and brings up bad blood; for there was blood shed at the corner of | 


| our street, where the ‘lections was, and one party blowed the other's 


‘ead off, as is their ways when aggrawated at anythin’. 

As to them surprises, they are not things as would suit anyone in 
England as might be ‘avin’ the sweeps or the carpets took up, let alone 
a addition to the family, as wouldn’t suit with a large party a-bustin’ 
in on you unawares; but I must say I did enjoy myself, and as nice a 
cold chicken with a cold tongue as were delicious, and would ’ave been 
a treat all but for old Skrpmorg, as is 9 downright nuisance, what with 
‘is dratted politics and constant drink, as will bring any man to ruin, 
tho’ there ain’t no work’us in ’Merriker, yet will come ‘ome to ’em in 
time ; and as to old Sxrpmorg, he walks lame, as is not owin’ to th: 
stove, but rheumatics, as he’s eat up with. 


SSE 
CONFESSIONS. 


Ir is not that I love you less, 
Because, you know, I don't ; 
And yet I may as well confoss— 

But, after all, I won't. 


I had a thing or two to say, 
But now, you see, I can't. 
I'll tell you all another day; 
At present, love, I shan't. 


Your father might consent, perhaps ; 
And yet—suppose he shouldn't ? 
But see my love some other chap’s— 

I couldn’t and I wouldn't! 


SHOCKING SUICIDE OF A COW. 

Wes find the following, word for word, in the Morning Star :— 

‘¢ Two Liverpool butchers, named Coxon and Fowles, who purchased for 25s. a 
cow that’had hung itself, and sold the carcase for food, were fined’£1@ and costs by 
the local magistrates.” 

This really appears to us a case deserving rhythmical treatment. By 
a sort of accidental inspiration, the writer of the paragraph seems to 
have thought so too. He commences flowingly, at all events, with the 
clear half of a quatrain, as thus :— 

‘‘Two Liverpool butchers named Coxon and Fowles, 
Who purchased, for twenty-five shillings, a cow ’’—— 

We might take advantage of this poetical fluke, which seems to have 
gone unclaimed by him who made it; but we prefer to celebrate the 
occurrence in a metre suggested by the initial incident—the death of a 
cow by her own hand. We sing the melancholy tale to the tune ot 
which she died. Attention. if you please! Now, then. 

Weses by the Star newspaper that two Liverpool butchers name 
Coxon and Fow es 

Have been conducting themselves in a manner than which nothing 
more detestable was ever recorded of ghoules. 

A cow having hung herself while in an unsound state of mind, 

‘These two parties purchased the carcase of the unfortunate ereature 
between them, for 25s., taking a receipt, legally drawn up,stamped, 

d signed. ; 

They cabenquently cut up and exposed for sale, in the public therough- 
fares, the deceased animal, who d 

Terminated her own existence, and was consequently unfit for human 

The >= magistrates, taking all the circumstances into consideration, 
inflicted on the accused a penalty of £10 each, 


That being the only way such an act to reach. . 
But if I a authority in'such cases, I would most decidedly withhold 


the option of a fine, and impose the punishment of pillory or 
stocks on 


| Parties who encourage vaccine suicide, just to save themselves the 


trouble of killing the poor beast, as appears -to have been the 
practice of these two Liverpool butchers, Fowxss and Coxon. 


Hold ‘your Jaw. 

Tre Roman correspondent of a contemporary, In speaking of some 

of the casualties of the battle of Mentana, mentions the case of a‘young 

Zouave, whose wound he describes as caused by a ball which in ured | 
“one of his lower jaws.” We should like to know how many lower 

jaws the poor fellow had—we should think they would cause some talk 


ircles. 
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THE LAY OF THE DRAB. 


I’m only a drab, sir, don’t you mind ? 

Though I think I came from a decent race ; 
Tis pleasant to hear you speak so kind 

To a poor little girl with a dirty face. 
The missus is lady-born, I hear, 

She is proud of her dresses and tiny feet ; 
She gives me five-pounds-ten a year, 

And when she is pleasant—a piece of meat! 


I’m not so strong as I used to be, 
Though eighteen summers is all I've seen ; 
Five lodgers, and one poor girl, you see— 
And missus, you know, is awful mean. 
If I were a lady Id like to faint, 
And lie on a couch, or in easy chairs ; 
But I've to scrub at the filthy paint, 
And drag the scuttles up ninety stairs. 


*Tis quickly over, the time called night, 
By six I’ve got on my—only gown, 
as is By seven I’ve three good fires alight— 
| NSS y The ground-floor’s early away to town ; 
a At eight the drawing-room ladies ring, 
: I’d sooner wait on a score of men, 
And when they are eating I’ve time to sing, 


‘ 
a 


j it , R y 
A ii There’s a lady here—she is forced to teach— 
3 — ‘a li ! Next door to the ground-floor-back, who's wild, 
! — — — ai IH | ; And when he’s tipsy she hears him sereech, 
| = —- HT : Vit Ta And say what she never should hear, poor child ! 
She =: . _ d TTR I know what she was from the scrap of lace 
: ‘\ NR Tlie Which peep from under her dress—’tis grey ; 
ne eae oe For one of the smiles from her maiden face 
UI 'y tly HT p I'd run to her fifty times a day. 
ana “ We haven't got winter the whole year round ; 
SS | , Sometimes in the kitchen I see the sun, 
And it travels about on the dirty ground, 
Till it rests on a spot where the beetles run. 
I know that they think I steal and pry— 
I’d sooner have hate than the words that stab, 
For I feel I haven't got time to cry, 
And know it’s a lodging, and I’m the drab. 


| Po | And a minute to rest at half-past ten. 
\ 
! 





FROM THE CATTLE SHOW. 


Phil (to sister) :—‘‘ Look HER8, CARRIE; JUST WAIT HERE A MINUTE WHILE 
I Go AND LOOK FOR THE GUV'NOR among the pigs!” Tue Fentan Suave or Green.—Gan-grene. 
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OUR LIBRARY TABLE. wy Ge Gare-tonions, conteienn 2 ee, P| > rt _ 

’ . wearing some Arab clothes in which his captors had dressed him to 

ee ae = same 2 Sornee 9 gemaniee that the book which | a theft. A more worthless book we have ai met with for a long time. | 

t it ont e-page will be foun of important facts, recorded | The Story of Papa's Wise Dogs (Mxssrs. Rovtiepce) is a really 

in a pleasant and interesting manner. He has seldom i ' | 

= S eee sae Sens Eero - given us a | excellent little book. The author vouches for the scrupulous truth of | 

aed, Rte” oae fi c nven soe mane RovrtepcE _ AND | the anecdotes it contains, and although some of them are proofs of the 

Micro, nt the Cot i Meno Sieall e Steam Engine,” “The | most extraordinary canine intelligence, no one who knows anything of 

| ennai i oo ae ‘ an oe re’ are ooene the principal | dogs will doubt the writer's veracity. We trust it will be placed in 

= . swale, that a -_ iscourses 80 pleasantly and withal | the hands of many and many a child this Christmas, to foster a know- 

|e c weve Ay wi 2 e y any a to begin the book without | ledge of, and affection for, one of the noblest and “ wisest” of our 

| Senn Tk Ga Ue ok . not “ble — : = a novel by Gores | four-footed companions. The younger folk are well catered for in 

oT. ere oe e ; - ir = for boys this Schnick Schnack (Messrs RovTLepce) with its telling and tasteful 

ae a fe: y out and plentifully illustrated. We | illustrations in colour, as well asin the Little Ozleys and the Coloured 
ve receiv ughts on Men and Things (Mxssrs Rrvinotons) a| Scrap Book published by the same firm 
volume of Essays purporting to be written by Ameria GusHINGToN. , 





| a0 ony bound, = see read oe and form an opinion, a 
' bu ey were 80 e our taste t we could n i : s 
them and therefore have no opinion of them at all. N aera we Lines on a Libretto. 
to write than Youngirlese y—to do it well, the spirit as well as the A bun that is a penny one 
style of the feminine writer must be entered into. Of course is always worth a penny. 
We are at a loss to understand how a book so full of inaccuracies I'd give that for my childhood’s Bunn, 
But not the fourth of it for K. : 


and silliness as the Young Nile Voyagers (Messrs. RovTLEpGs) ev 

ome to be oo = act is weal and ee its aoe AD 

are impossible, and its natural history an hy incorrec i 

Geographical Society will be sanpelasd to A snes 4 ous walled Gonde. Vary Uke @ Wasie! 

roko on the Nile, and Mr. Fraxx Bucxianp somewhat startled to | _I¥ the heir to the throne boasts the titls of Prince of W(h)ales, there 
learn that there is a large antelope which bears the name of onyx! | can surely be no reason why his brother, the Duke of inburgh, | 
The heroes of the story are two lads aged thirteen and eleven, who | Should not, after his late hunting feats, be styled the Prince of 
going to visit a couple of cousins at College, find they have gone to | Elephants. late 

gypt, and follow them, al] parties meeting in the wilds of Africa 

after wonderful adventures, in which the two lads display the wisdom Indisputable Bonds. 

and courage of Livincstonzs, though one of them is so very “ goody ” Tue best lines to invest in.—The Marriage Lines. 
that he has scruples sbout the shooting of Arab robbers who are attacking — 
the travellers, and when one of the party who has been taken prisoner Text, est Ja vie—At the Strand Theatre. | 
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THE TABLES TURNED. 


Tue medium sat in his big arm-chair 
Turning the tables around, 

And a youth sat opposite to him there, 
Uttering never a sound. 


The table rapped, and the table screeched 
In the lamp-light’s ghostly glimmer, 
And over the table the medium reached, 

And he turned the lamp down dimmer. 


The table quivered, the table groaned— 
The medium he murmured “ Hark!” 

And the youth could hear, but not see, he owned. 
Because that the room was so dark. 


“Lo!” said the medium, and whispered soft, 
“They’re coming, the spirit band! 

Canst thou not spy in the air aloft— 
Without any arm —a hand ?”’ 


“T see a hand, but no arm, up there— 
On the wall—lI see it moves! 

I do!” said the youth, with a troubled air. 
Quoth the medium, “ Ha! that proves! 


” “Tt proves, as, of course, you will understand, = 
That manifestations are truth! 
You see the hand ?”’ “ Yes, I see the hand, 
And see that it moves,” said the youth. 


“Tt confirms my statements, as sound as rock,” 
Quoth the medium, “ beyond denial.”’ 


“The hand,” said the youth, “isthe hand of a clock, | = 


And it moves on the face of a dial!” 


The medium sits in his big arm-chair, — 
Looking uncommon absurd, 

And the youth sits opposite to him there, 
But the medium he says not a word. 


Quite a New Tune. 

AMATEUR negro melodists will hear with satisfaction 
that the composer of one of the most popular fant-Asics 
for the pianoforte is about to publish a fant-Africa for 
the banjo and bones. 


A NEGATIVE AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 

T was not born in London—quite the reverse ; and my parents were 
neither poor nor honest. They thought proper, instead of consigning 
me to the tender mercies of a bearding-school, to have me educated 
somewhere else. Other boys might have thought this rather strange ; 
88 forme, I thought it nothing of the kind. I never fancied them 
particularly good people, it is true ; but I was equally far from thinking 
them particularly bad. When I was not thirteen years of age every- 
body said that I was unlike most boys, because I had no decided likes 
or dislikes. It cannot be said that I was at all handsome, though my 
hair was of a pretty colour—nearly red but not quite. People never 
considered me intellectual, but this was in consequence of my not 
having made any effort to improve my mind. Athletic sports were as 
much out of my line as study; and even the theatres afforded me no 
@amusement whatever. This apathy was all the more noticeable from 
the fact that I was not an invalid, I don’t mean to assert that 
my health has at.any time been very robust, because that would be far 
from the truth. In fact, it is a difficult thing to convey an accurate 
oie of my physical state, and therefore I will not attempt the 
ask. 


My life has been anything but an eventful one though certainly not 
without incident. I was never married ; it is not, however, likely that 
I shall always be a single man. On the. subject of matrimony I am 
unwilling to venture an opinion as I never gave the question any con- 
sideration. Iam not old—having recently arrived as that stage of 
existence which it is absolutely impossible to qualify. My relatives 
are not by any means numerous; I confess, however, that I have no 
reason to complain of their paucity. 

There is nothing else of consequence to narrate. 





A Fit Occupation for the Peelers. 
Srorrinc the orange-pealers who jeopardise the limbs of the 


Pedestrian at every step. 


Onxty Fir ror A Cat’s Coxcert.—The tem-tom. 
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A CASE OF CUTTING. 


Extraordinary conduct of Master Charles (who has just been rea?ing ‘ Hop- 
o’-my-Thumb’’) on his Unele’s taking him into a stationer’s shop. Cun the card 


| in the window offer any explanation. 


Answers to Correspondents, 


[We can take no notice af communications with wWleqible signatures or 
monograms. Correspondents will do well to send their real names and 
addresses as guarantees. We cannot undertake to return unaccepted MSS. 
or Sketches, unless they are accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope ; 
but we cannot enter into correspondence regarding them, nor do we hold 
ourselves responsible for toss. | 

The author of ‘‘ A Political Hymn” herrs in parodying sacred verse. 

W. A. B.—Both. : 

TIMBERTOES.—We would rather give two for your heels than one for 


your nob. 
M. P. (Perth.)\—We have frequently stated that we do not want 


acrostics. . 
THREE WIsE MEN or GoTHAM are “at sea in a bowl’’-over they in- 


tended. 
L. B. E. (Threadneedle-street.)We believe the journal you mention 


was right. agen 

L. V. (Camden-road.)—Has been sent. Nothing else, thank vou. 

S. C. D. (Barnstaple) sends us this advertisement from the Boy's (wn 
Magazine :-—* Look out, Boys! Drawing on the 29th December, 1867. lo 
be raffled for, three meerschaum pipes,” etc, etc. S.C. D. asks:—“ As 
this periodical professes to be devoted to the moral and intellectual ad vance- 
ment of boys,’ whether ‘‘ smoking and gambling are among the necessary 
accomplishments ?’’ Well! we never recommended it. ; 

Declined with thanks :—H. H., Islington; J. W. T., Glasgow; G. H., 
Stratford; E. S.; Romi, Dundee; J. H. C., Moorgate-street; gemes 
Fitz-J.; T. P. Y¥., Mark-lane; Werdua; J. H., Rochdale ; C.P. M., 
Piceadilly ; Comanche; E. R., New Cross; R. E., Islington; Carmen 
Sense ; nay Sam; G., Doughty-street; Croix; A. J. 5.; S. 5. N.; 

of GC. Bis 





° Barnsley; Absalom; K.; Charles; S. W., Parliament- 
street; H. N., Kew; -t. St. John’s Wood; A. T. D., New Wands- 
worth; M. G. C., Wootton-under-Edge; J. V.; ‘fhe Ghost of ipatvee . ; 
J. A. D., Deptford; B., Scarsdale Villas; O R.T., Huddersfield ; J. hea 
Shepherd's Market; H. F. E., Notting-hill ; A. &.. Gravesend Ae hon 
Potato; J. H. P., Cork; A.H., Temple; A. E. W., Weymouth | a 
S.; Lord D.; J. T. F., Half-moon-street; W. H. C., Bancbary; ie ; 
Non-crackedus; Optime; L. L., Miloer-square ; and the Author ol g 


it Politely, Oh!” etc. 





A A i It a 





2 DP ate 


NS 
—— 


ee 


ni a a 


* ly a 
=i te aS. cae 


A LAY OF LEADENHALL. 


By ovr own ConverTer CLOWN. 


I wovutp I were a bird! Then I should be of use; 
But of any bird that I have heard 
I'd any time (excuse the rhyme) be that bold web 


I would I were a bird! Yet how, alas! the deuce, 
There's any fun in being one, 
If I can see (you'll pardon me) then I must be 


A Geuse. 


I would I were a bird! If I could be, I'd choose 
To be well stuffed, that those who snuff’d— 
Do you object ? well, recollect, I’m speaking of 


A Gooze. 


I would I were a bird! Would any one refuse 
To know me then, or like me—when 
I came in hot? I hope you'll not forget that I’m 
A 


I would I were a bird! Served plain or a /a Risse ; 
Then from each one "twould be, ‘‘ Well done ! 
I think I will. It’s greedy—still—I ll come again 
For Gisse.” 
I would I were a bird! Ah, when I wore the loose 
Stage “trunks” to hide such things inside ; 
You'd never guess that sausagess I stole, and—yes— 


A Goose. 








Going to Pot. 


A ConTeMPORARY informs us that Me. Houtman Hunt has returned 
from abroad, and has completed his “picture of Isabella and the Pot 
of Basil, from Keats's Eve of St. Agnes.” Mr. Hotman Hunt must 
ind him, for that distinguished journal 
is clearly abroad when it finds Isabella and the Basil Pot in Keats's 


have left our contem 


e. 


Geuze. 
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WHAT’S THE MATTERHORN ? a 
By oun Greepy ConTRIBUTOR. 


Au! you think you have it pat enough— a mountain, you say, with 
plenty of glaciers, and now and then an unwilling plumber—the jest : 
vile ; but you are wrong. Rushing wildly over the town during the past — 
week have been London Parcels Delivery carts and railway vans, ~ 
charging their freight of turkeys, game, barrelled oysters (muzzle 
loaders), and what not, and not so much as the smell of a hamper has 
reached my door! ‘That's what’s the matter-Horne! and I may also 
add—CuHAPLIN. 





History. 

Has the antiquarian noted a strange fact recorded in the Journal 0 f 
the Society of Arts for last month? Here it is for his instruction—an 
shall we say, amusement ?— 

‘Montrose, James, Duke of (d. 1742), celebrated for his fidelity to Charles I. and 

II.; lived at (No. —1?) Hanover-square.’’ 
We suppose this means James Grahame, Marquis of Montrose, who was 
born in 1622, and died in 1650. He was the only Montrose we know 
who was celebrated for his fidelity to the Sruarts; considering which, 
wasn’t it odd he should choose Hunover-square for his abode ? 


Amusement for the Millien. 


Tue cheapest entertainment out 
Is what? To entertain a doubt! 


Good Goers. 


Ir is stated that three hundred thousand watches are sold annually 
in the United States. American watches must “go” very fast, 0T 
they would not want to be replaced in such vast quantities every year. 
The “ winding-up” Act must be in force in almost every part of the 


country. 














Ewe of St. Agnes. They are not to be found in the English edition of | NOTICE.— Wednesday, the 25th, being Christmas Day, the next number 


that poem, at any rate. 


of Fun will be published on Monday the 23rd. 
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(1) That he invested his savings in the London and Do'em Railway. 
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(2) That the Shares went down. (3) That his attendance at a Board 


Meeting (4) sent him away ina depressed state. (5) That he was still further depressed on reading the papers, (6) and grew thinner and thinner (7) 
through anxiety, until at length (8) he went crazy, and fancied he was a steam-engine bound for the asylum (8). 





A CHRISTMAS NUMBER. 


You know the Underground Railway? Of course you do; don’t 
interrupt. Well, a quarter of an hour takes you from the foot of 
Holborn-hill to the Paddington Terminus. Don’t stop me, because I’m 
ina hurry. It happened on a Christmas Eve, and there were six 
of us in a first-class carriage, all bound for the Bishop’s-road 
station. 

_“ Well, gentlemen,” said the tall City man; “as our journey is 
likely to be tedious, I propose that we should beguile the leaden time 
by relating stories.” We assented with eagerness, and called on the 
proposer of the scheme to begin. He blew his nose with a yellow 
bandana, and straightway commenced — 


Tus Story or THE City May. 


I was once aclerk at ‘ Roruscuiip’s,” and I had a fellow-clerk 
mamed Mr. MaLINGERER. One morning, a note from him was received at 
the effice; he was laid up with a bronchial affection. I was very 
sorry to hear it, and almost cried. At eight o’clock that evening I 
called upon him at his chambers, in Lincoln’s-inn Fields, and was 
received at the door by a pale man with a moustache. 

** Where is Ma. MaLincERER ?” I inquired. 

** Can’t say.” 

** What is he doing ?”’ 

** Don’t know, because he’s dead 

I burst into tears. 

** Would you like to see his grave?” said the pale man. I replied 
that it would give me a melancholy pleasure. We immediately took 
& cab, and were driven to Kensal Green, where we inspected all 
me tombstones diligently without finding the last home of my deceased 

iend. 

“Let us try Abney Park, suggested my companion. “TI feel so 
mattered by this blow, that memory for places has become worse than 
uselesg.”’ 

We tried Abney Park, Norwood, and Nunhead. The night was 
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employed in vain researches, and it was ten o’clock on the morrow 
when I reached my office. I am not a nervous man: but my blood 
curdled when I beheld the spirit of MaLincErer seated on his habitual 
stool, and smiling serenely upon me. 

That spirit haunted me as long as I remained at Roruscuiin’s. Every 
day I saw the ghost of my dead friend, and went through the hollow 
ceremony of conversation with it. Yet I know that Ae is gone for 
ever, because I spent an entire night in looking for his untimely 
grave. 

It was now the turn of Evstace Ruruerrorp, the Queen's Mes- 
senger. He toyed with his golden moustache for a moment, and 
began as follows— 

Tue Srory or THE QueEN’s MgssENcEr. 

F131." 

The train had reached Gower-street, and it was necessary to be brief. 
We called upen an elderly gentleman in the north-west corner, who 
obliged us at once with— 

Tue Srory or THs Rartway Drescror. 

“prpererr 

A sallow person, who had maintained an obstinate silence hitherto» 
now volunteered an autobiography. We will cali it— 

Tue Srory or THE Returnep Convict. 

“ce e#ee# # 

There was a yell of disappointment when the train drew up at the 
Bishop’s-road platform; but we have luckily agreed to meet next 
Christmas Eve and hear the other two stories. 


An Old Toast with a Tag to it. 
A Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year to all—bar the tables. 
May they “ groan.” 





Tue Frvest Tvurn-ovt or THE Sea30n.—The Christmas pudding. 
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| warned in time, and leave the practice of “‘hash-up” blocks to houses 
| in the Row that are notorious for it. 


I LEARN with great regret that one of the chief sufferers by the 


By THE SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 
LERKENWELL has been the} and by their destruction has lost thousands. He has always been so 


burning of Her Majesty's is Mr. S. May, the well-known costumier, 
He had the dresses of thirty-four operas on the premises, uninsured, 


| ready to aid in good works himself, whether in giving dresses for 
benefit performances or at the dramatic fete liat’I feel sure his loss 
has only to be known to awaken general symip@hy—if nothing else! 
Tur Publishers’ Circular and its younger rival, the Bookseller, put 
forth this year their customary solid annua ntifbérs, which are filled 
with good specimens of the illustrated books of the s¢ason. As usual, 
| these trade organs take a very rapturous*view of our Christmas books, 
and exhaust themselves in eulogies’ over” their literary contents, 


scene of a diabolical outrage, 
which it is to be hoped will 
scatter the last shadow of the 
sentimental sympathy that has 
been expressed for the Fenians. 
The blowing-up of the wall at 
Clerkenwell was not the wild 
There are facts 





folly of a few. 
connected with it that demon- 
strate clearly that if was an 
organized scheme of the Fenian 
executive, and being 80, if 
proves Fenianism to be arelént- 
less and bloodthirsty idiocy. 
It is relentless and bloodthirsty 
because it never took into con- 
sideration the innocent lives it 
imperilled and destroyed; be- 
cause its agents did not even 
warn off the poor little children 
playing within a few feet of the 
powder. It is idiocy because 
had the prisoners it desired to} 
liberate been in the yard, 
was calculated, at the time of 
the explosion, they} With others, 
must inevitably havé perished ! 
I do most sincerely trust that the working men are as ashamed of 
having adveGated the cause of Fenianism as they must by this time be’ 
of their late leader—and if they aré not ashamed of him they have less 
grace than that respectable institution ‘‘The Judge and Jury,” which 
did dit its distinguished “ Warrister.” ‘ Misfortune makes us 
acquainted with strange bedfellows,” says the proverb, but the cause of | ; 
the working-man must be worse than a misfortune if it consigns him 
to the leadership of the counsel for tlhe Coal Hole! 

Dm I go to the Cattle Show? Well, no, I didn’t. I am not learned 
in fat cattle and the result is that, to me, all the beasts look so very 
much alike, that I am reminded of the well-known résemblance between’ 
Cmsan and Pompry—especially Pompsry. I see by the way that the 
Illustrated Weekly News is very mach of my way of thinking, for in 
last week’s number it made the same block—or rather, I suppose, two 
electros from the same block—do duty for the prize steer of the DuKE oF 
SvuTHeRvanp and the prize Acifer of Mr. R. Stretton. I dare say the 
vigorous journal in qtestion will (as it did when I chaffed it about the 
decapitation of the Lory Mayor) retort by ealling me “a pot-house 
lounger,’ bat I can assure it, though it may scarcely credit the fact, 
that I saw its Lorp Mayor number and its Cattle Show number m a 
respectable newsvendor’s, and not; as it seéms by its language to have | 
hastily concluded, in the places where it chiefly circulates. 

I must confess I am disappointed with No Thoroughfare. Mr., 
Dickens's vestibule does not fit Mr. Wilkie Collins's mansion of 
mystery, with which it is incorporated. Mr. Dickens generally 
presents us with a new character, not to say caricature, every Christ- 
mas, and his gift this year is “Joey Ladle’’; but we only get a brief 
sketch of him, bringing out, as sketches do, salient points that need 
toning down to the truth of nature; and when Joey Ladle wanders 
into Mr. Collins's elaborate plot he becomes incongruous, and yet 
Joey Ladle is the only character in whom one feels any great interest 
from beginning to end. One of the critics—and they have all praised 
the number, of course—went into an art figure about it, saying that 
in previous years Mr. Dickens had supplied the frame and inferior 
hands the picture, and that the present scheme was preferable, 
therefore. But if it was bad to have, as he asserted, the frame more 
valuable than the painting, is it much better to have a composition so 
many square inches of which have been painted by Teniers, and so 
many square inches by Fuseli? Good Cheer, the Christmas number of 
Good Words, contains many charming things—old and new. Itisstrange 
that the managers of such a publication should have forgotten the 

precept about putting new cloth and old together. THe number’ton- 
tins quite enough new and really exquisite illustrations to make it 
more than worth its price, but a selection of cuttings from old blocks 
has been thrown in, and instead of enhancing the value goes near to 
destroying it. Pepple seeing one old block will be prone to consider 
all are old. Messrs. Strauan have done themselves harm by what 
they intended for generosity, for their publications are always so con- 
ducted as to place them above any suspicion of the meanness which 
prompts other publishers to hack their blocks over and over again, 
until the public are sick of them. I hope Messrs. Sraauan will be | 



















nee 


pictures, printing, and binding. The Dbokseller, however, has a jarring 
note in his hymn of praise ; he can finéno extfaordinary ability in one 
publication which, by a coincidence (all:the mote remarkable from its 
having occurred to him before), happens /to ba&cénducted by the same 
gentleman who edits the Publishers’ Circtlar. 


Mr. Roswrrts, the indefatigable actingymanager and secretary of 


the Princess's Theatre, takes his benefit td-night and to-morrow night, 
and if he has what he deserves, will get a Duteper-- 


Sooo 
DOUBhE ACROSTIC. 


No. 42. 


Under ab 2 age a oun | 
The pattet-of feet 6n the frozen ov 
Music is what théy*miean to be at, 
To judge from twnings they try to stmotHer. 
If it’s ir Londot it’s probably that— 
If in the codnt®y, most likely it's ¢’otMerf’ 
—__—<—. 


1? 


The Sakon tongwe’s the derivation 
Of all our words, concerned with'tillage. 
You'll trace this word in termination :— 
It means a mansion or a village. 
Still in the dark? A neighbour near 
Will lend a light to guide you clear. 


2. 


From the fruitags of tropical trees 
This colour we gain to our profit: 
It is not considered wo she ape 
But it is not'sd véry far off it! 
3. 


It rapidly rélled 
Through the ice and the snow ; 
The gallant and bold 
, They slumbered below 
Tts turbulent wave, unmoved by the rattla, 
The glare and the glow of that:terrible battle. 
4, 
I’m a musitian, bless'yout héatts ! 
I’ve written something in three ane 
The composition’ which I write’ 
Most likely bear this simple title.: 
5. 
I’ve puzzted you much, 
I’ve puzzled you‘often : 
My'puz#les are sach, 
Your brains seem to softén. 
Suppose fér this’ once 
I show how you're puzzled — 
You'd be but 4 dince, 
And I should be niugzled! 
After giving the poser, the answer to quote, 
I am sure, you will own, would be cutting my throat: 


AnswER To Acrostic No. 49. 


C. Cabs S 
A’ Arhott T 
B Buattér BR 
M* Maori I 
E Elk K 
N Native oo 


Correct So_utTions or Acrostic No. 40, REcEIvVeD l7ru December :—Emily; 
R. M ; Betsy H.; Three Carshalton Fools; Bokes. 
Betsy H.—Your solution was received, but was incorrect. 








SE 


ee rr ny 
—_—_—--_—--~— + - - 


op Oe ee ee 


ee owe + we wre 


ee 








28, 1867. 
DrececMDER 7.) UW N 081 
—— SSE 


. ee aaa AND THE COALS.* I says, “What do you mean?” She says, “ Oh, do come in,” and 

I KNOW'D " it wouk : the moment as I see as he'd bought ’em, | 8° I did ; and goes into the parlour, and there was old WiLtiaMs 
and I'm sure 1 _— enoug for to drive anyone wild to ’ear ’im with a-settin on is black ’orse’air sofy a-starin’ foolish at the grate, as 
that poker agin the grate mornin’, noon, and night, and I says, “ Ah, | Were a-layin’ on the ’arthrug tore out by tho roots, with the windor 
he may poke pat he'll never get them to burn,” as I could ‘oar ’im | Shattered, and Mrs. WixuraMs a-faintin’ in the back parlour. 
ae ae a P oe ae ca = 18 hg een ag is next to Pr ats up? ¥ _ _ gal - ae | — 7 

’ ; 3 ay a ro : as a-bringin up fresh coals and got knock "ards 
along of his asthma as is a dreadful complain’, and he jo sctler deat as she opened the parlour door for to take mn in. ‘It Suave ob 
~~ it Pr as eae - bed, and Ee fight for his breath by the an old Wi turaMs could get ‘is breath; and as to ’er, I thought 

our together, and no rest for ‘im-nor for ’er neither, as i ice li as she never would ’ave come to; and it’s a mercy as them coals 
body, but ke was # reg’lar skinflint.and a old Molly, as acd thane wasn’t coals, for if that old dowble-distilled hass, as the sayin’ is, ‘adn’t 
—— ee ee oo “ef though not bad neighbours been = tried to make the fire burn up by puttin’ in a pinch of 
neither, an should say comfortable, bein’ retired fro unpowder as he thought ’adn’t much strength in it, through ‘avin’ 
line in the name of Wiirams, as ’ad ‘carried on & hige aioe eon a-layin’ by ever so long in ’is desk in 2 bit of paper; and if he 
Brummagem, and she told me might ’ave rode in their ca rriage if he didn't go and shake it over the fire as there wasn’t but a spark on, or 
— gone ’eavy into railways, as runs away with the money in no he d all ’ave been blowed up like any Parliament 'Ouses as ever wore 
ime. eard on. 

As to them coals as he bought at the door, I knew'd. what they was | . It quite cured old WitxraMs of buyin’ coals at the door; and I’m 
thro’ a-standin’ at my gate, ’avin’ been out for a turn, when the man | SU #8 @ mercy as he were nearly blowed-up like that, for if he'd 
come up to me, a-leavin’ of his ’orse and cart a-standin’ in the middle gone on ’ammerin’ at them coals another night the poker would ’ave 
of the road, as were a poor, wore-out beast as you could count ’is Fibs 


through into my bed-room, as is a place I never can ‘ave a fire in 
easy. So the man, he says to me, “Sell you a load of coals cheap myself when the wind’s in the éast, for what with that and a down- 
Mum ; for my ’orse is that'tired as he can't gct ’em up the ill.” H i draught, the smoke is enough to p’ison you, let alone the blatks as 
says, ‘‘‘They’re lovely coals, as ’1l burn like beeswax,” and’olds a lump 


falls like ’ail all over the bed. 
of coal in his hand to show-me. I’d give a look at them coals in the | But Ido think as them coals seemed for to prey on old Wrurrams, 
cart, and says, “‘They:may be werry fine coals, but,” I says, ‘slates, 


as died the March follerin’, and never would believe as I adn’t a ‘and 
I should say, is about the size on ’em,” and in I goes and shets the | 12 them; though he said as he forgive me at the last, poor man, as, in 
gate, and went upstairs for to take off my bonnet. 


course, I didn’t contradict ’im then, but let ’im ‘ave ’is way. 
en I come down, what should I see but th . sys But there did ought to be some one to persecute them wagabones as 
‘is coals into Mr. WiL1Ams’s, as is aah yon didn't like for ia po goes about a-sellin’ parties like that, as falls ‘eavy on the poor, and a 
fo the ront door and tll 'em thoy was slats, 90 I goos out into th | 8° 28 1 8 pogr woman like Mus, AeuLey, ag took in wash’, and 
. oO = ? . 

coulda’t make nobody ’ear. “ Well,” I nae ened; “tierns' ke with at the end. corner of her garding, as is a thing as she could, in 
my elders, and did ought to know coals from slates, so p’raps I didn’t a done without ; though certingly a pretty thing for to look 
pe .y or _ on ao into my parlour, and was | * My. opinian ae los ‘nailiels is a bad lot, for I'm sure the way as 

- ou ? 7n” . 9s ; ’ 
come out of M . Sussenein ed = ony ig ae eae oe, they’ ve boryagsgeusands is downright robbery ; not as them oneaeene 

ff i : tee . is much better, for the price as they charges for coals is ruin; thong 
it — pon nb . a denarent > = hem wae nee | some, in course, may be good; but the best price is cheapest, no doubt, 
snewin’ away like good d agin oe with the poke Se aaah t aa*I in the end, as ’ll burn to the last bit, and not fill the grate with dust 
know’d was at them coals, I goes in the firpt thing in the mornin’, oa and ashes, and never burn up cheerful, nor yet throw out no ’eat, and 
says to ’im, ‘Ow are you this mornin’?’ He says, “ Oh, only so, so, 


as to cook by ’em you can’t; but I’m always on the look out for that 
for,” he says, “I can’t breathe without a fire, and these confounded coal man, and if ever I ketches ’im I'll make ’im remember a-darin’ to 
coals won’t burn.” I says, “Burn! In course not; ’ow could you 


take my name in wain—a wagabone,—and be the death of that poor 
expect ’em to?’ He says, “ Why not?’ ‘Why,’ I says, “because 


old man into the bargain. 
they’re slates.” ‘Then,’’ he says, ‘why the devil did you send the 
man ‘ere with’em?’ I says, “Me send the man! Who says as I 
sent ’im?’’ ‘Why,’ he says, “‘he come straight from your door to 
ourn, as I see youa-talkin’ to ‘im at, as ’ave ordered two tons on ’im 
yourself, as he’s a-goin’ to bring you to-day cos you couldn’t take ’em 
in yesterday thro’ ’avin’ the cellar full of the garden things.’ I says, 
“Whoever told you all them lies?’ ‘ Why,” he says, “the man as 
brought the coals,” I says, “'Then he’s a wile, black falsehood, for I 
told ’im they was slates to ’is face,and know'd as you'd find’em so 
when I see ’im a-carryin’ of ’em into your place.” He says, “You 
did, and never told us! Well, of all the un-neighbourly acts as ever I 
know’d! Ah,” he says, “1 see through it; you ordered the coals, and 
then when you found they was bad, stuck the lotinto us.”’ I says, ‘Me 
stick the lot into you! I did nothing of the sort; but I tell you what 
stuck ’em into you, your own hasty, graspin’, mean ways, as no doubt 
got ’em for next to nothink, a-believin’ of his lies about ’is ’orse bein’ 
tired, and thought as you'd got a bargain, and serve you right for 
tryin’ to take advantage of a poor man’s distress!” 

Jest then Mrs. Wizi1aMs she come into the room and gays, “I 
can’t get no kitchen fire to burn with them coals.” ‘No,’ he says, 
“in course not; they’re a lot of slates as Mus. Brown’s been and let 
us in for.” ‘* Lor,” she says, ‘‘ Mrs. Brown, ’ow ever could you do 
sich a thing ?’’ Isays, ‘I never did; andmore than that, I ’ammered 
with the clothes-prop over the wall at your back door for ever so long to 
try and make you’ear for to warn youagin’em.” He says, “ Then 
it’s you as ’as took and chipped all the paint off the back door as is 
jest fresh painted. I wish I’d ’ave caught you at it, ’d’ave give you 
a bucket of cold water over you for your pains.’ I says, “‘ Would 
you, you wile, ungrateful old brute; and I'd ’ave give you the clothes- 
prop back agin over your nasty, naked, bald ’ead;’’ and out of the 
place I walks. 

I ’adn’t been in my ’ouse not ten minits when I ’eard a bang and 
all the place seemed to tremble agin; and then I see the servant-gal 
at Witirams’s rush out into the back garden and a wollum of smoke 
come out arter er. Sol ’ollers to ’er from the steps, ‘‘ What is it?’ 
“Oh,”’ she says, ‘‘ Master and missus is busted up !”’ 






















































THE LAY OF THE WOULD-BE ABSTAINER. 


I woutp be a teetotaller— 

' I would, indeed, I would! 

The limpid spring I much prefer— 
I'd drink it if [ could. 


I take my beer—I take my wine— 
I take my spirits tog! 

But oh, it is no wish of mine— 
What can a fellow do? 


From that intoxicating bowl 
With horror still I shrink— 

I loathe strong liquors, on my soul! 
But then—a chap must drink. 

Oh, nothing but the pure, pure spring 
I to my lips would set ; 

But then, pure water's just the thing 
That I can never get! 


The Company my cistern fills— 
And when I turn the tap, 
The element which thence distils 
A dog would scarcely lap. 
Just leave it for a day unstirred 
Within a bottle clean— Bt 
You’ll find next morn the glass is furred 
With sediment of green‘ 
That ever I this water bad 
Could use, ’twere vain to hope ; 
It might be useful if I had 
By chance a microscope! 
E-would be a teetotaller, 
From wine and beer would shrink; 
om _——- = Pure water I would far prefer, 
* Bef ling for America, Mrs. Brown deposited with us several MSS., which os 
it is Ser tatention . tceaiiate om cennan Me rr ricatic experiences, Ep. But cannot get, to drink! 
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CHRISTMAS FANCIES. 


By ovr own DysPeEPrtic. 
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Mid a world of merriment intruding with their ills. 
What a tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, 
At the area-bell all day! 
They’re enough the brow to wrinkle 
Of a placid periwinkle, 
With their constant “ Please to pay.” 
Coming time after time, 
Without reason, without rhyme, 
Holding long confabulations on the lowness of their tills ; 
With their bills, bills, bills, bills! 
° Bills, bills, bills. 
Oh, the worry and the scurry of the bills! 


And the host of other ills— Christmas ills ! 
Eatables in baronies and drinkables in rills, 
All the day and all the night 
Spent in over-eating quite, 
And in pouring down your throat 
Inopportune 
Floods of liquor that would float— 
If not a merchant vessel—a big boat, 
Pretty soon ! 
Oh, the gorges and the swills— 
With no thought about the morrow, and the call for Dr. SauIL1s, 
And your will’s 
Codicils, 
That you write with shaky quilis— 
For ’tis indigestion kills! 
Oh, the languish and the anguish 
Of your ills, ills, ills, ills, 
; Ills, ills, ills, 
Oh, the bother and the pother of your ills! 


Then the morrow and its pills—Bitter pills! 
Fever-heats succeeding on the heels of horrid chills, 
All the livelong restless night— 
What a cheerful Christmas plight! 
Too much agonised to speak, 
You can only squeak—squeak 
Like a coon, 
In a clamorous appealing from your indigestion’s pangs— 
In a mad expostulation with the gnawing of its fangs— 
And a sense of utter loathing for the pills, 
For the pills, pills, pills, pills, 
Pills, pills, pills— 
And the comrades of the pills, 
The pills, bills, ills! 
Oh, the very name of Christmas all my soul with terror fills. 


HH ERE is Christmas with its bills—Little bills! 
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CHRISTMAS PRESENT. 


Britannia Waitric :—‘* WELL, AT ALL EVENTS, HERE IS SOMETHING GOOD FOR TO-DAY ; AND FoR 
THE FUTURE, WE MUST SEE THAT YOU ARE BETTER LOOKED AFTER THAN YOU HAVE BEEN OF LATE.’ 
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AT A PANTOMIME. 


By a Biriovs One. 


time, 


mime, 


own 


He cries, ‘‘ Go onbegin; begin 
Turn on the light of Jime— 

I’m dressed for jolly Old-Christmas, in 
A favourite pantomime!”’ 


The cartain’s up—the stage all black— 
_ ‘Pime and the Year nigh sped— 
Time‘as an advertising quack 

The Old Year nearly dead. 


The wand of Time is waved and lo, 
Revealed Old Christmas stands, 

And little children chuckle and crow, 
Aud langh and clap their hands. 





The cruel old scoundrel brightens up 
At the death of the Olden Year, 
And he waves a gorgeous golden cup 
And bids the world good cheer. 


The little ones hail the festive King, 
No thought can make them sad, 

Their laughter comes with a sounding ring, 
They clap and crow like mad! 


They only see in the humbug old 
A holiday every year, 

And handsome gifts and joys untold 
And unaccustomed cheer. 


The old ones palsied, blear, and hoar, 
Their breasts in anguish beat— 

They’ve seen him seventy times before, 
How well they know the cheat! 


TT 








N Actor sits in doubtful gloom 
His stock-in-trade unfurled, 
In a damp funereal dressing-room 


In the Theatre Royal, World. 


He comes to town at Christmas 


And braves its icy breath, 
To play in that favourite Panto- 


Harlequin Life and Death. 


A hoary flowing wig his weird 
Unearthly cranium caps 

He hangsa long benevolent beard 

s On a pair of empty chaps. 


x 
\\ Tosmooth hisghastlyfeatures down 
\ The actor’s art he cribs, 

A long and a flowing padded 


g 
Bedecks his rattling ribs. 


FU 





| crop.” 


NL 


They've seen that ghastly Pantomime, 
They've felt its blighting breath, 

They know that rollieking Christmas time, 
Means Cold and Want and Death. 


Starvation—Poor Law Union fare— 
And deadly cramps and chills, 
And illness—illness everywhere, 


And crimo and Christmas bills. 


They know Old Christmas well, I ween, 
Those men of ripened age, 

They’ ve often, often, often seen 
That Actor off the stage. 


They see in his gay rotundity, 
A clumsy stuffed-out dress— 

They see in the cup he waves on high 
A tinselled emptiness, 


Those aged men so lean and wan, 
They’ ve seen it all before, 

They know they’]1 see the charletan 
But twice or three times more. 


And so they bear with dance and’song 
And crimson foil and green, 


They wearily sit, and 





NOT SOLD YET? 


Wuat! Is there nobody who can afford £12,500 for a castle? The 
following advertisement, quite an old acquaintance, has turned up 
again in the daily papers, after having disappeared for so long a time 
that we really had begun to think a purchaser must have been found 


for this eligible property :— 


YWITZERLAND.—An old, historical CASTLE, on the beautiful lake of Neufchatel. 
It was built upwards of 1,000 years since, and is of unusual strength and 
solidity, the walls being from 14 feet to 17 feet thick. The rooms are very 
spacious, the grounds are studded with stately trees amd shrubs, and the views 
of the Alps and Jura Mountains and surrounding scenerg are of rare picturesque 


core and attraction. Price, including the appropriate furniture and museym, 
, £12,500. 


Photographic sketches of the castle, the furniture, and the surrounding 
scenery may, says the advertisement, in conclusion, be seen at the 
offices of Mzssrs. AND , the estate agents and auctioneers. It 
is painful to think of a stately and venerable, though, perhaps, a little 
dilapidated family residence—no unreasonable imputation, seeing that 
the edifice boasts of an antiquity of more than a thousand years—going 
begging in the advertising columns of penny newspapers. It is more 
than painful, it is almost fanny, to read of the “surrounding scenery” 
which is thrown in as an additional inducement to the purchase of an 
‘old, historical castle,” just as lodging-house keepers in Lambeth and 
Newington Butts boast that the top windows of ‘their houses “ command 
a view of the Surrey hills.” The opportunity for some retired tallow- 
chandler of a feudal turn of mind to become the lord of baronial halls 
would seem to be a temptation very hard to withstand. Butthe age of 
chivalry is passing or has passed ; and our bourgeois millionaires would, 
we are sorry to say, as soon dream of buying an elephant as a castle. 








For Ears Polite. 


Nor the least usefnl of the charitable institutions in the metropolis 


| is the Hospital for Diseases of the Throat, 32, Golden-square ; Judg- 


ing from the specimens of ‘ Billingsgate”’ that too often meet one’s 


| car, the number of persons needing the good oflices of the institation 


must be something enormous. 


CUTTING. 
Wuart is the most unsatisfactory harvest known?’—A “county 





Wye rrom tus Woop—Elderberry. 
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The Jolly Old Bird of the Season. 


or 


NOTES OF AN ELDERLY GENTLEMAN UNBORN. 


ComMuNICATED TuroveH A YourHrut ANCESTOR. 


A prcipep improvement has taken place in the health of the oyster 
at the Zoological Gardens. The severity of its cough has yielded to 
udicious treatment; and its appetite is gradually returning. The 
omceopathic globules, which the patient took when it would take 
nothing else—perhaps because their grittiness resembles that of seed 
pearls—were not long in effecting a hopeful change in the system. A 
cayenne gargle was administ+red last night; and this morning the 
oyster awoke much refreshed after some hours of tranquil repose, and 
made a light breakfast on bread-crumbs. The alarm naturally felt 
lest so rare and eenerne an object, which, by its quiet habits and 
affectionate disposition, bas endeared itself to subscribers and the 
public, should be lost to us, may now be regarded as a thing of the 
past. It would indeed have been a misfortune if a popular favourite, 
the one representative in this country of an almost extinct race, had 
expired so soon after coming, as if to teach usa lesson of history, and 
to tell our children of times when creatures of its kind were sold at 
ninepence a dozen. 

The public drinking fountains want a little looking after. At 
present, their arrangements are anything but perfect. The choice of 
wines at the best of these open sources of refreshment is not nearly 80 
wide as it might be, and complaints as to quality are very often heard. 
Clos- Vougeot has entirely ceased to be procurable, I believe, at most 
if not all the drinking-fountains of the metropolis; and the Chateau 
d’Yquem which some of them | pope to supply is of more than 
questionable authenticity. Would it not be a capital plan to have a 


tap for water at each of these wayside places of free imbibition? I | 


throw out the hint, as easily practicable, and sure to give universal 
satisfaction. If only to rinse the cup, a supplementary stream 
pure element would be accepted with general approbation; but first 
and foremost let us have a sweeping amendment of the wine-list. Such 
refinements as that which I have suggested, in respect to the possible 
addition of a water-supply, may come afterwards. 

All that can be urged by common sense against the scheme for 
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TATTING. 


YTwas to a London suburb, where 

SL In summer pleasant shade is, 

I went from the paternal square 
To vieit maiden ladies. 

I might have spent a charming week, 
And yet I was prevented, 

For one thing came to pale my cheek, 
And make me discontented. 


I'm very fond of work, I own ; 
I don’t repine at stitching ; 

A long hem never makes me groan, 
And crochet is bewitching. 

Y’ve made poor children clothes to wear, 
As tough as cocoa-matting ; 

But there’s some work I cannot bear— 
That horrid work is tatting! 


With ease and no exertion ; 

Make yards of trimmings,—always I 
Abominate “ insertion.” 

I don't know why I hate the work, 
But, e’en in moderation, 

All tatting, as a rule, I shirk— 

| And here’s the explanation. 


| 
| 
Some people make the shuttle fly 


| In that suburban calm retreat, 
Amid all nature’s beauty, 

One thing annoyed me, I repeat, 

And that was tatting duty. 

At tatting there we worked alway, 
From tatting naught could sever 
Those maiden ladies— night and day 
They tatted on for ever. 


They tatted when the morning broke 
| In splendour through the skylight ; 
I heard them tatting when I wok», 
| They tatted in the twilight. 
They tatted—it was much too bad— 
In scorn of other matters; 
I fled, or I should have gone mad 
With those eternal tatters. 








colonizing the moon will, it seems, avail nothing. The projectors are 
determined on continuing their foolish enterprise. Dr. SwALLOWTALE 
has one ready answer, which is no real answer, to every objection. 


“The time is not long since,” he says, “when those gentlemen who | 


now assail our grand adventure with their timid, carping prognostics, 
were disbelievers even in the very practicability of the tmp 
which has been again and again successfully repeated. The con- 
futation of their arguments on this most essential point should teach 
them to be careful how they venture opinions with regard to 
difficulties which, after all, are subordinate and secondary affairs. 

All this kind of talk sounds very specious. But to what does it 
amount? I believe that J am one of the antiquated persons on whom 
Dr. SWALLOwWTALE intends to be so severe. Well, 1 grant bim that, at 
one time, I did not even think it very likely that the voyage to the 
moon would be accomplished by any of his friends; though I beg to 
remind him that I was so far from denying the absolute possibility of 
the enterprise that I actually drew attention to the fact that, in an age 
long past, “one Hans PraaL”’ (whose name, by the by, I have in 
previous Notes written incorrectly) reached the satellite, travelling by 
himself in no better craft than the car of a primitive balloon. How- 
ever, let it be assumed that I wholly doubted the feasibility of plans 
which Dr. SwaLLowTALE, Mr. Marino, and other theorists so mag- 
niloquently propounded, on hints which were given them by a party 
of rash empirics. Does it follow that, however mistaken I may have 
been in my estimate of the force of folly, I am altogether disqualified 
from reasoning on certain data, acknowledged by my adversaries 
equally with myself? I say, then, that the benefits promised by fre- 
quent communication with the moon, and by the establishment of 4 
colony or colonies on her rugged and desolate surface, are not such as 
will repay the cost, the hardships, and the danger of future expedi- 


of the | tions, however well-managed they may be. 


Metancuoxy thought after a deep, deep draught.—“ An offering 
meat for friendship’s shrine.”—A hamper of game. [Note to those 
whom it may concern—It has not yet turned up. } 
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A NEW CHRISTMAS CAROL. — 


Luck save you, merry gentlemen, 
And keep your stomachs strong, 
For if it don’t I fear you won’t 
Be kept from going wrong, 
With too much turkey, too much chine, 
And too much pudding, and 
Etceteras, that all combine 
In a Christmas dinner grand— 
That go to make a Christmas dinner grand. | 


But if, despising prudence, 
And doctors’ sage advice, 
You vote for goose, and seasonings use, 
And other things as nice, 
May soda, potass, creosote, | 
Be ready to your hand, 
As the complement and antidote | 
For your Christmas dinner grand— 
The finish of your Christmas dinner grand. 


——————————— 


Sharp’s the Word. 


Tux story of Hanpet’s ‘Harmonious Blacksmith”’ is 
familiar to most of us, but it may not be so generally | 
known that a casual visit to a carpenter's shop when 
the men were sharpening their chisels inspired the com- 
poser with his noble o7/-stone chorus. 








Cutting the Cards. 


A nicu but irascible old gentleman of our acquaintance, 
who is passionately devoted to Mrs. Battie’s favourite 
game, has cut off hisson with a whist-marker for put- 
ting “no cards” after the announcement of his marriage. 
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Canny is greatly mistaken if he supposes that he 


: = < ek me ao , e - - 
ay age —— a \ 
alone suffers f. this gri :—We kn ty of =. yt . \ 
people who are compelled to sport “gig-lampe™ all iho, | i Mf LT Fy KIX XX 
ee cenit FROM THE MIDLAND COUNTIES. 
Mechanical. Sceng :—The Coffee Room. 


An ugly young lady is always anxious to marry, and | Mild Old Gentleman :—‘‘ WaItER, WHY 18 THE POKER CHAINED TO THE 
young gentlemen are seldom anxious to marry her. | FIREPLACE IN THIS WAY ? s 
This-is a ‘resultant of two mechanical powers—the in- | Cala Waiter :—“Oun, ON’Y TO PREWENT OUR CUSTOMERS FROM U@IN’ IT 


* The Obnoxious Lamp.” a 


‘ 


estes sete 





—= ‘ 
C- 
—— 


i 
\ 





clined plain, and leave her. WHEN THEY GETS INTO HARGYMENT!”’ [Old Party orders a private room. 








THE RIGHT OF PETITION. | Answers to Corresyondents, 


A Pies vor Tuose wHo Cannot Speak FoR THEMSELVES. ‘ aia ia i: 
° oon ° : . : communications with + signacure 
Tue right of petition is one of the safeguards of English liberty. PP Shona pthread oil dx enalll te por a roe sames end 
Its value can hardly be estimated. It can be exercised by the meanest a are aii antees. We cannot undertake to return unuccepted MSS. 
subject in the kingdom. To take a case, the petition of the coster- peng ere he ann hoe they are accompanied by @ stamped and directed 
mongers has but lately done good service in drawing attention to the envelope : but we cannot enter into correspondence regarding them, nor do 
injustice of the Traffic Act. At this present moment, however, there we hold ourselves responsible for lvss.] 
18 One class which has dire need to memorialise Government. It is a H. C. (Devonport.)—We “ miss fire” and originality in your Chassepot 
large class, and its safety is terribly jeopardised, but by force of cir- | jing. 
cumstances ever which it has no control, it cannot exercise its right of | Tong Arrow (Paisley) must be a very long arrow, for his point has 


Petition. aan “ee 5 are ld.) —We don’t thing in your “Carpet Bag.” 
e ively respectable people who are a G. R. (Sheffield.)— We don t see anything in yo : 
allude to those comparatively p peop The of a “Soliloquy on Speculation” fails to realise the expec- 


pont confined in our jails for burglary, oe oom, Se poor  snatae Wt ae 

| lorgery, and such crimes. They have, we think, a clear ng — Sis i ir leagon 

| protest against the bad company with which they are compelled to ll gar fi anlbermape ee deg pabepor Ardell on gM 
mix. There were certain housebreakers, pickpockets, and as we said RS. (Kilburn) Cheats “a small M:! ’? in verse to us, the point of 

| before, other comparatively respectable persons, in the same Manchester which lies in the fact that the last line but one ends with “ same,” and that 

|| Prison-van, which contained the miscreants Ketiy and Deasy—and in| ») yas line is— 

|, the rescue’ they were in imminent danger of being shot. There are “ Or else my name is not Siz Ricwanp 

& great many prisoners in the Clerkenwell House of Detention, who, Our correspondent blandly suggests that the last line is left to the taste 
Vantover their offences may be, do not oars to _ blown into | of his reader, who = doubtless 7 ote the “Mayne” one. Unfortu- 

' atoms because Government chooses to quarter them in the same prison | nately, “‘same” and ‘‘ MAYNE””’ ‘trhyme. 

| with Burger and Casry. We sith" Guletael as these unfortunate . Kokeus (New York).—There is less harm in the parody you send 


imi eed ni wl unpaid. 
| Seen Baers ot re conmnns of petisioning Sx Vieewiints Ret ee ae a B.D. (Holinwood.)—“ Lines on the Folly of Fashion” may be ll 


| | prisoners should be counted specially unclean, and separated like the 
| lepers from their more wiinlbécune hentiier criminals. It might, perhaps, veer wel, but yo re dn . ke « ioe 8 rahe ~ ~ 3. a 
_ be not a bad notion to confine them in small powder magazines, leaving ait 7 Pp. Smethwick : T. E. W. Mins Chancery Inne: Sandy ; TD, 


| —for those Irish sympathisers who desired to liberate them d éa Peckham: 8 J. C., Warner-street: G.M.; S.; W. C. D., Andover; 
| Clerkenwell—access to the stores of powder. oF Ajax et Achilles : A. B. X., Borough; W. R., jn. wood; M. J. . 
' —_-———_—— OO OS) OL - ’ 
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J: B. T., Brixton; A. C. A.; H. G.; “Windsor Castle”; Fanny 
S. F. H., Dublin; F. G., Tottenham; J. B. 





Waen does a man und te the best advantage?— When he stands Sam..|; 
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OUR CHRISTMAS SHIP. 


Tuxxs is nothing better than Fun at Christmas—except No, 
we will make no exception! There is nothing better than fun at 
Christmas. 

For there can be no true fun without gentle humour; no true 
humour without tender charity! 

A word in your ear, dear Reader. None but those who know how 
to be in earnest can understand fun. 

What, are we serious, then? Yes. Fora little while the jester 
lays down his fool’s.head bauble ; he takes Ais privilege of the season 
as well as other men ; and so, putting his cap and bells in his pocket, 
and covering his motley with a sober cloak, he asks you to at with 
him, for he a that to show you which it concerns you to see. 

Nay, don’t shrink back, friend. We are but a few score paces from 
the wide thoroughfares where the brilliant shops glitter in a floed of 
light, and the roar and traffic of this vast city go on night and day. 
You may hear it sounding now, like a great sca-shell, as we stand here 
in the dark alley that leads to the darker arches of the bridge, listening 
to the lapping of the tide against the slimy river-piles. Look there! 
and there! Are they rats stirring where that dead wall makes dark- 
ness blackness? Rats ?—no, they are boys!—naked, hungry, famished 
with cold and dying of disease ;—your children, the children of our 
age and time. 

Come away and keep Christmas! Let us go into the market first. 
What was that crawling among the heap of baskets there amidst the 
refuse ? Look! the policeman turns on his bull's-eye. Boys!—pale, 
emaciated, hungry-eyed, witha strange, wild, half-fearing, half-defiant 
louk, like that of some untamed animal. See how their wet rags cling 
to their poor little wasted, half-frozen limbs ; how, with the cry of a 
hunted beast, they or into the darker sha iows and are gone ! 

Your children—the children of our age and time. Come away and 
keep Christmas ! 

A moment, first. See this dead wall. You noted it some hours 
ago, when those groups of wretched outcas's sat shivering in its one 

draughty corner, crouched to escape the edge of the cutting wind. 
Here is the door at which they entered, leading to a wretched shed 
where the foul odours brought out by the heat of a coke stove are un- 
endurable. Every sense is out in this dreadful place; but don't 
dare to whisper it, for it is the place provided by your pastors and 
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masters, who are above the righteous law, and can defy it. It is the 
Casual Ward. You see the stealthy eyes shining there from under 
that coarse rug, and see that they watch us as we comein. They 
are the eyes of your children—the chiidren of our age and time. 
The lost, forsaken, abandoned little ones!—the homeless boys of 
London. 

Come away and keep Christmas! ; 

Not yet. See. We are standing on the bridge, and as we pass, 
other eyes peer out at us from the dark niches, where, huddled together 
in a shivering heap, the homeless lie upon the stone benches. Look 
over the parapet. ‘The moon shines high to-night, and every ripple of 
the great, broad flood that pours beneath the arch becomes a silver 
footstep leading to the sea. Pust the pool, past the low-lying shore, 
past the places (how well we know them!) where we have sat at rich 
men’s feasts, and drunk rare wines. Past the pleasant holiday haunts 
of old school-days, and here we are where the silver ripple widens into 
a shining flood. Off Greenhithe, and alongside the great, black hull 
lying in the stream. Up with you, to the deck, and softly down the 
ladder! Softly, softly, for they are all asleep. 

Oh, thank Gop! Thank Gop! A hundred and twenty of your 
children—of the children of our age and time, on board this ship ol 
Curist. A hundred and twenty young fresh faces peeping out in 
childlike sleep from those long rows of hammocks on the warm lower 
deck. For we are on board the Chichester: the Refuge for Homeless 
Boys, who have chosen a sea life. The silver sinks into the grey 
flood: the winter's morning breaks, and blithe as larks, these lads, 
so changed from their former state, that their own mothers would not 
know them (alas! how f-w of them have ever known!), are at their 
prayers, and then to breakfast. Thea work and play, or work that 15 
almost like play, and dinner (let us say sea-pie, for every day is a meat 
day here), and school and tea, and “skylarking”’; and all with an 
absence of that suppression which kills childhood. Is this a sight 
worth seeing even at Christmastide ? ‘There are twenty-two fine lads on 
board here waiting for the Admiralty to cut a piece ot red tape and 
admit them to serve in our navy. Now, go and keep Christmas, dear 
friend, but on your way call at 8, Great Queen-street, Lincoln's Inn- 
fields; and shake hands with Mr. Wi.utams, the worthy secretary, 
who knows the name and face and history of every one of these boys, 
and leave in his hand a worthy Christmas offering. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phaniz Works, 8. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) by THOMAS BAKER, at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.— 
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THE WAITS. 


ACH night when I 
To slumber creep, 
And weary lie, 
Invoking sleep, 
Beneath my pane 
There comes a band— 
I strive in vain 
Their noise to stand ; 
But flat and sharp 
Alike they scorn— 
That fiddle, harp, 
And tooting horn. 


Pernicious elves, 
Pursuing fates ! 
They call themselves 

The Christmas Waits— 
And, oh, so great 

A noise they keep 
They make me wait 

In vain for sleep. 
Too long I’ve borne 

The hated din 
Of harp and horn 

And violin! 


And when for weeks 
They’ve made me wake 
With grunts and shrieks 
With run and shake, 
To make it worse 
On Boxing-day, 
My slender purse 
They'll tax to pay— 
Nor let me carp 
At nights uneasy— 
Tor fiddle, harp, 
And cornet wheezy! 


Yes; there they are! 

Once more they’re here : 
First heard afar, 

Now heard anear! 
In vain I vent 

My rage and wrath, 
And wish them sent 

To—— Well, to Bath! 
I'll stop their wails 

And yet keep snug— 
These nightingales 

Shall have their jug! 








MRS. BROWN IN AMERICA. 


THANKSGIVING-Day. 


I went to spend Thanksgiving-day along with Joz’s aunt Mrs. 
Baycrorr—leastways, his wife’s aunt by the father’s side, as must ’ave 
been born a Creole, I should say, if wool for ’air and a flat nose is 
signs, tho’ the temper she showed on me just a-illudin’ to sich a thing 
over tea one night, when she was a-eatin’ of cake and treacle, and sai 
as she were that partial to it, and could eat a lot of cakes with it 
for breakfast. So I says, quite innercent-like, “In course it’s natural 
as you should be thro’ a-comin’ from the same place as I’ve always 
eard as it were made by the negroes in their own country as is the 
West Ingies, as my own godfather did used for to sail to and bring 
ome poll-parrots and preserved ginger by the dozen.” 

She up and says, “Do you mean to say as you takes me for a 
darkey?” ‘ Well,’’ I says, “‘darkey you certainly are.” If she 
didn’t take and shy a glass of water all over me as she were a-washin’ 
her treacle down with, and would ’ave sent the tumbler too, only ’er 
arm were ’eld by some one as told ’er I didn’t mean anythink ; so we 
made it up, not as she’s a woman as ever J should be partial to, but 
yet peace is peace all the world over, and when she asked me for to 
eome Thanksgivin’-day, I says, “‘ With pleasure; but,” I says, “ what 
are you a-thanksgivin’ for?” ‘ Why,” she says, “everythink.” I 
says, “‘ And werry proper too, for I’m sure as every one ’as reason to be 
thankful as they ain’t mashed like pertaters every hinstant, for there 
ain’t no safety nowheres, and as to the footpaths with carts a-backin’ 
agin you, and coal-’oles left open, to say nothink of tumblin’ over ash 
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barrels as they leaves instead of dust’oles all’along the pathway, and 
rollin’ of bales of goods down on you, and drivin’ like mad round the 
corners, and boys a-playin’ at cats up in your face, and takin’ aim at 
you with pea-shooters and cleanin’ of double-barrel pistols as can fire 
six times out of the top winder, and shot the young woman thro’ the 
shoulder as were mendin’ ’er stockin’s quite armless, at the other side 
ofthe way. Why, it’s a wonder as every one ain't dead copses all over 
the place. I’m sure I’m thankful for onef; I shan't never feel safe 
myself till back agin on my native ’arth, as a fireside is a thing as they 
don’t ’ave ’ere.”’ 

Well, as I were a-sayin’, I went over early for to see Mrs. Bay- 
crort, for she says as she should want ’elp; not as I could be any, for 
I never see a woman truss a turkey like ’er; and when I see ’er throw 
the ‘ead to the cat, I says as giblets were pretty eating, and if she 
didn’t say as she didn’t want no old-fashioned rubbish, as were all 
English prejudice. So I shet up, and wouldn't utter another syllabub 
thro’ feelin’ hurt, as I'm sure Cranberry sauce can't eat well with, 
tho’ its natural food. 

So, as I wasn't no use, I says, “I'll put on my bonnet, and go and 
see what is a-goin’ on at the end of the street,” where they was ’ollerin’ 
like mad. 

So out I goes, and see a lot of parties on ’orseback, dressed up 
ridiculous, as they calls Fantastikles, as goes out a-shootin’, a-callin’ 
theirselves targets, as seems to me ’ighly dangerous for to let their- 
selves be fired at, and ’ad a cart full of dead pigs as a young man told 
me they was a-goin’ to fire at. As I calls shameful waste to go and 
blow ’olesome pork into hatoms, and so I told ’im, as said they was 
prizes, jest the same as lovely things in silver, as were to be give to 
them as was fired at the longest, as 1s a thing I wouldn't stand myself 


a 


—— 


| for all the pigs as ever was stuck. 


| 

It was a chilly day, so I didn’t stop long, and goes back as dinner 
were early. I must say as I never eat a nicer turkey, nor yet a pump- 
kin pie, as weren't no more a pumpkin than my ’ead, but delicious 
custard. 

I must say as them ’Merrykins eats a deal too fast for me; and ’ow 
they do it I can’t think, as I’m sure there wasn't one at table as ’ad 
more than a tooth and ’arf in their ’eads. Arter dinner were over, 
they all wanted to go out somewheres to see them shooters, as don’t 
care for to set quiet: so, as I were agreeable—tho’ I'd ’ave give the 
world to stop at ’ome—off we sets for to get a car, as was all that 
crowded as they was a-’angin’ on back and front like swarms of bees. 
‘Ow I ’eld on I can’t think, with the car a-jumpin’ up and down tbro’ 
bein’ overloaded, as I felt like myself, as can’t a-bear a-jumpin’ up 
with my dinner in my throat, as the sayin’ is. 

When we got to the place where they was a-goin’ to shoot, I says to 
Mrs. Baycrort as I ’oped they wouldn’t go a-firin’ at ramrods, as the 
sayin’ is, as is dreadful dangerous, and knowed a wolunteer myself as 
were pinned to the earth on ’Ampstead ’Eath, as were a mercy were 
only thro’ ’is clothes, jest a-grazin’ the flesh. 

There wasn’t no danger, for when we got there the shootin’ were 
over, but not the fightin’, as were only jest a-beginnin’ ; and of all 
the fights as ever I did see it beat ’em, for ’eads was cracked as free as 
hair, and I’m sure the crack as I got on my bonnet, as tore the front 
clean off, was quite enough for me. 

I ’ollers, “‘’Elp! Murder!” and a whole lot of fellers come round 
me a-sayin’, “ Who’s a-murderin’ you ?”’ oP 

I says, “‘ You will be ina instant,” and I ’ollers “ Perlice!’’ as come 
up at that werry moment. I rushes at ’em for to save me, and if them 
waggerbones didn’t ketch ’old on me, and what with them, and what 
with the perlice a-pullin’, I thought as I must ’ave been tore to 
hatomies. ’Ow I got away I can’t think, but I did, and took to my 
‘eels pretty quick, for there was a reg’lar row, every one a-pitchin 
into every one else, and it ’ad got dark that sudden as I didn’t see my 
way clear, and some’ow got turned the wrong way, and when I'd 
walked ever so far, I,asked a boy, as told me wrong, and if I wasn't 
close agin the water's hedge, and might ’ave walked into the sea but 
for a man as told me the way to the cars as they calls ’em, as it’s a 
mercy I’d got a dollar ’id away, or I never should ‘ave got home ; and 
the jeers in that car thro’ parties a-winkin’ and sayin’ as I'd been 
a-keepin’ my Thenkagiving, as I had with a wengeance, for I never 
was so frightened in my life, as did ought to make me thankful as I'm 
alive, and as to Mrs. Baycnort, she don’t ketch me a-thanksgivin 
along with her, as is a downright mockery, with nothink to be thankful 
for, tho’ certainly a lovely turkey, tho’ not a fine bird to look at, as 
yaller as a guinea, and ’is legs al stretched out as they cant truss "em 
a bit, tho’ that proud as they won't be taught nothink, so let em ’ave 
their way is what I says, and spile their wittles arter ther own way. 


~- 








A Reminiscence of the Cattle Show. 


PoicEMAN, on duty in the galleries, (sotto voce).—“‘ Now I wonders 
‘ow that ’ere Khol Rabbi would eat with cold rabbit-pie?” (anda | 
very natural reflection too.) 
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Coton Talk. 


By THE SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


UR year winds up rather gloomily 
it must be admitted—and a most 
eventful year it has been! [If it 
were only for the show opened 
by our respected ally across the 
Channel we might count it a 
remarkable one. But we have 
had to make some striking re- 
cords in the page of our own 
history. The passing of the Re- 
form Bill by the Conservative 
Government, and the lawless acts 
of the Fenian conspirators, are 
not unimportant passages in our 
national chronicles. The result 
of the Abyssinian war will have 
to be scored to ’68, but its com- 
mencement dates ’67, and adds 
«nother item to the record. 

Why special constables? That 
is the question everybody is ask- 
ing now—except those fussy 
people who are always ready to 
be sworn in, and consider that 

that act alone is the salvation of their country ; they might as well 
hope to save it by hissing on the capitol! Specials are well-enough 
for a special day’s work, when their moral influence will tell. But if 
you swear in the whole London Directory, will that prevent the Fenians 
from throwing Greek fire, or carrying about barrels of gunpowder? 
I presume it is hardly intended that the amateurs should do night 
duty, and assist the regular police in keeping order. I suppose it is 
hardly contemplated to withdraw the police from certain duties and 
allow the specials to take their place—for instance, to regulate the 
traffic on London-bridge; or, see that beer is not ‘‘ drunk on the pre- 
mises” on Sundays at prohibited hours. Then what is the use of the 
specials? Porxins armed with his truncheon, and adorned with his 
armlet may strike terror to any soul—always excepting that of the 
street boy. But the fact that Porxins has that weapon and that decora- 
tion on the hall table while he is lapped in oblivion and best Whitney 
blankets, will not alarm the Fenians who are dropping down the 
Thames to Millbank with a of explosives. If the police force is 
not me any to cope with the difficulties of the situation let the 
police be immediately increased, not only in the rank and file but 
at head-quarters. It is time that the satrapy of Sir Ricuarp Mayne 
should cease—he should have the aid and guidance of new, young, and 
active commissioners. 

Sree I wrote my pane about Mr. S. May’s loss by the fire at 
Her Majesty's, a letter from him has pew in the papers, and 
another from Mr. Mapveson has been pub ished also. I think Mr. 
Mar.eson might have been contented with the sympathy and active 
support his loss has won forhim. His letter appears to me ungracious 
and uncalled-for. Exertions are being made on his behalf by influen- 
tial people, and he need hardly grudge Mr. May a share of the public 
er: His letter by the way contains one very odd expression. 
We have all heard ladies speak of silk dresses so rich that they “ stood 
up by themselves.” Mr. Mapreson introduces us to costumes that 
‘‘assist’’ other costumes. Mr. Mav’s loss is not included by Mr. 
Marveson in his own estimate of twelve thousand pounds, a sum which 
seems Jarge when one remembers that the scenery dresses and appoint- 
ments at Her Majesty's never gave one the impression that there was 
a lavish outlay on new articles. 

Mn. E. C. Baunrs, the well-known painter, was among the first to 
visit the scene of the explosion at Clerkenwell, and made a careful and 
elaborate sketch of it, He has since painted a finished picture, which 
has been photographed by the Stereoscopic Company and will no 
doubt command a large sale. It is most minutely accurate and so 
admirably done that it might well pass, even among the knowing ones, 
for a photograph from nature. Apropos of the Stereoscopic Company, 
I wish they would give us the derivation of the name they have con- 
ferred on their Christmas novelty. “ Zoctrope,” is certainly not Greek 
= us, although it is perhaps intended to bear some resemblance to that 
an, 





_ Lue Jilustrated Catalogue of Messrs. Cassett, Perrer anp GALPIN 
is a book to buy. It contains some of the best of Doré’s drawings, 
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place. Bond-strcet is an inferior imitation, and its comic song is 
simply trashy. 

Ir is most satisfactory to have one of the greatest statesmen of the 
age speaking to us all at this time of excitement. Mn. GLapstonr 
addressing his constituents is, thanks to telegraph and printing press, 
addressing all England. Let us listen to him, and profit by his 
wisdom. One portion of a recent speech deserves especial notice and 
study, and will, I most sincerely hope, counteract the mischief to which 
panic always gives rise. On the subject of Fenianism, he advises us 
first of all net to lose our heads, and, secondly, not to confound the cause 
of Fenianism with the cause of Ireland. That sentence will do more 
damage to the conspiracy, and more good to Ireland, than anything 
that has been done yet! 

No one can hope to keep up with the literature of the day, there is 
so much to read now. So it often happens that, while one is sifting 
dross, one has no time to look about, and consequently one misses a 
gem at times. Now there’sa gem which, I think, no one who feels an 
interest in literature and criticism should miss; so I’ll do my little best 
to draw attention to it. ‘The Literary Lounger”’ of the Idlustrated 
Times—one of ‘the ablest critical papers we have—contains a briet 
essay on writers and reviewers and their duty, which should be “ made 
a note of” and learnt by heart by every literary man and critic. It is 
sound, wise, and honest, yet withal kindly, generous, and considerate. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 43. 


An old friend goes, 
Across the snows, 

A new friend comes apace ; 
The month that brings 
The new friend sings 

Farewell to the old face. 





1. 
He came to power in a troublous time, 
Over a grave and when a fearful crime 
Had thrilled a nation in its manhood’s prime. 


2. 
In the great cathedral, dim 
With faint incense, came the hymn. 
From the worshippers I heard 
Oft, most musical, this word. 


3. 
I asked a fair lady to tell me her mind, 
Should I bring her a gift then, or leave it behind ; 
She answered in accents canoodling and pleasant, 
And said in one word ‘‘there’s no time like the present.” 


Some men like leeks, we read, and some like #07, 
What word says all men have the same opinions. 


5. 
He wore a coat by Poote, 
Yet he looked a shocking fool ; 
His sweetheart, playful miss, 
E’en dared to call him this. 
6. 
What the “ avis in terris’’ was like a bird black, 
With wings that looked noble high-arched on its back 
I’ve forgotten to say it’s in Latin this word, 
An adjective you'll find applied to this bird. 


7. 
It comes and it goes and we find to our cost, 
Our hair getting thin and our suppleness lost ; 
And yet while our memory happens to last 
It’s pleasant to look back on this in the past. 


ANSWER TO Acrostic No. 41. 


O Orb B 
P Piu U 
E Ezglamor BR 
R Rammohun N 
A Avoset 7 


Correct Soxtvrions or Acrostic No. 4], Recetvepd 24th Dec:—J. H. G.; 


with a number of other fine illustrations, admirably printed on the | BU™¢ Price; Betsy H. 


best possible paper. No lover of good woodcuts should fail to get it. 
I pon’t think much of the musical magazines. Hanover-sguare con- 
tains nothing very striking—its best things are “‘jiggy”’ and common- 


Ir a man is injured in a railway accident what is the best place for 


him to go to ?—’Ealing, we suppose. 


— 
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HOW SHE LOVES HIM! Bin A.— My bitter curses——. | 


: Doopy (diplomatical/y).—Ah, shut up, ye ould fiend! | 
ACT I. Scene 1.—Snuggleton-super- Mare. Mr. NEttietop discovered [ Drives him into a corner of the room. He kicks. 

| much bandaged, looking through telescope at ladies bathing. : 

| 

| 

| 

| 


































ACT III. 


Puntic ApoLocy.— The writer of this summary is sorry to say that he 
cannot distinetly dissociate this Act Srom its predecessor — netther can he 
recal tts incidents in anything like chronological order. “He has a vivid 
recollection of seeing Mr. Hare shamming ill on a couch—of a dialogu: 
entertainment between Miss Witton and her Heart—of a pedantic doctor 
in attendance on Mx. Hart—of a chop-house waiter kicked over by Mx. 
Hare in a fit (or perhaps this was in the fourth act, or the second), and of 
Mrs. Leicu Murray, as Lady Selina Rafleticket, earning @ swindliny i 
living by collecting money for supposed charitable purposes. The writer 
regrets the confusion that exists in his mind as to the manner in whieh 
these incidents bear upon the development of the plot, and tenders his sincere 
apologies to every one whom the matter may concern. ) 
’ 


ACT IV.—Mr. Nertretor’s bedroom. Mr. Netrueror on a couch 
conveniently placed in the middle of the room. Bed in a cupboard. 
Hal!f-a-dozen Doctors surrounding the patient. 


ALL THE Doctors.—We will electrify him. [ Ereunt the Doctors. 

Mr. N.—As I am only shamming ill in order to induce my late wife 

to return to me, what is more natural than that I should call in six 
eminent doctors to a consultation on my case ¢ 
Enter Mrs, Netrvetop. 

Mrs. N.—Mr. Nettletop, I heard you were at your last gasp—and 
as you said something about leaving your money to my next husband 
I thought I'd come and see if you are worse. 

Mr. N.—Better—Well—Quite Well! [ They kiss. 

Mrs. N.—My own husband! 

Mr. N.—My own wife! 

Mrs. N.—Let us elope ! [ They elope. 

Enter SPRAWLEY. if 

Spraw.LEy.—I have come here to call out Nettletop, as he is at his 
last gasp. Ha! he’s gone—and some one approaches. For no par- 
ticular reason I will pretend that I am he! 

[Puts on Netruetor’s nightcap and dressing-gown, and gets into NettLe- 
Topr’s bed. 


Mr. N.—I am divorced from my wife—it doesn’t clearly appear 
how, for although I allowed her to think I went astray, I was guilty 
| neither of cruelty nor desertion, as the act requires. I find I still love 
_ her, and in order to induce her to return to my arms, I affect to be an 
utterly helpless invalid, and in that enticing character I expect to 
| prove irresistible. 
| Enter Bercuer SpRAWLeEY. 
SprawLEy.—Haw! Iam only ayounger son. Haw! 
Enter Mrs. Netruetop. 
Mrs. N.—I was diverced from my husband, by collusion, while the 
Queen’s Proctor wasn’t looking. 
SprawLEy.—Jus' so! Yaas! Haw! And now you want to return 
to him. 


Mas. N.—Mr. Sprawley! 
SprawLtry.—Yaas! You intend to square it up with him er with 


me—I don’t know which. But it’ll be one or the other. Have made 


a heavy book on it! Yaas! Haw! 
[£xreunt Mrs. NettLetop and Spraw ey. 


Enter Miss ATALANTA Crviser and Dick’ Hartiey. 


Mrss A.—Dick, we love one another! 

Dick H.—Wedo! (Long speech about love's devotion, affection’s tribute, 
memory’s offering, $c.) 

Miss A.—By the bye, a3 we are going to be married, would it not 
be as well if I were to introduce you to my adopted father ? 

Dick H.—Well, on the whole, perhaps it wou/d be as well. 


Enter Str Anet Hotspur in a perambulator, driven by his servant 
| Doopy. 
| Doopy (to his master).—Ah, thin, y’ould blaygaird! 
| §1r A.—Doody—you are impertinent! 
Doopy.—Sure, an’ ain’t ye the divil’s own spawn? 
Str A, (stern/y).—No, sir, I am not—nothing of the sort, sir ! 
Miss A. (adroitly cutting in to put a stop to a painful family squabble). 
| —Oh, here is a young man whom [ love. 
Str A.—Ha! Thon I will give him ten thousand a year! 
| 


ee 


Enter Doctors with Electric Battery. 
Docrors.—Apply the shock to the patient. 
[ They apply the shock to Spraw ey, who kicks. 
TABLEAU.—SPRAWLEY dressed in somebody else's electric shock. 


ACT V.—Dick Hartuey’s Cottage at Putney (Capital Scene). 
Enter Dick HartLey and ATALANTA. 
Dick H.—Now we are married, and have eight hundred a year from 
some office. 
Miss A.—Also a baby! 
Enter Str Anzu and Doopy. 


Str A.—I am a changed man. [ find that my wife was innocent, | 
and I have always wronged her. My temper is considerably im- | 
proved, and I now allow my servant Doody to call me abominable 
names without expostulation. 

Doopy.—Ah, ye blatherin’ ould divil! 

Dick H.—My father! 

Srr A.—My son! 
Enter Mr. and Mus. Nettvetop. 


Mr. N.—I am once more married to my wife. 
Mrs. N.—From which you will see ‘* How She Loved Him!”’ 


CURTAIN. 


OvrsgLves.—Singularly loose, sloppy, and inconsequent in its con- 
struction. Excellently written in parts—well written throughout ; 
but many of the‘incidents are preposterously farcial. It is admirably | 
acted by Miss Winton, Mrs. Leich Murray, Miss Foote, Mr. Hare, | 
and Mr. Bancrort. Mr. Montacve played a bad part ina gentle- | 
manly, unassuming manner. Mr. Reynoips, good. First and last | 
scenes very well painted. The piece should be immediately cut down 
to chree acts, and the electric battery burnt. 


aS | 
| 

i 

| 


[ Makes necessary preparations. 
Dick H.—Ah, sir—I am a penniless orphan; and love in a cottage, 
on a halfpenny a day, is, to my thinking, a more desirable lot than a 
gilded ox and contentment withal. 
Stax A.—Yet you will not reject the settlement I propose to make ? 
Dick it.—Well, perhaps not! 


ACT II. Scene 1.—ZJnterior of Somebody's House—possibly Mrs. 
Netrieror’s, ov Str Anes Horspvur’s. 
Enter Mus. Nerrietor and Spraw ey. 
Ilove you! Yaas! [ Exit. 
Enter Mn. Nerruetopr. 
Mr. N.—Madam, I wish to speak to you on family matters. Purely 


on business. 


Mus. N.— Be seated, sir. ; 
Mx. N.—Madam, I have only a few minutes to live, so I have 


walked over here to tell you that I have made my will in your next 
husband's favour—whoever he may be. 
Mxs. N.—Generous creature! 
[ They fling themselves into each other's arms, 
Enter SPRAWLEY. 
SprawLey.—Haw! ’Fraid Iintrude. Yaas! 
Mr. N.—This is irritating! { Exit, hurt. 
Enter Str Apet Hotspur in perambulator, driven by Doopy. 
Doony (candidly).—Ah, ye disreputable old hound ! 
Str A. (severe/y).—Rude Doody! 
Enter Dick and ATALANTA. 
Dick H.—Sir, I have just heard your name—it is Abel Hotspur. I 
did not know it before—somehow, although I am engaged to your 
adopted child, and have been living in the same village with you for 


Spraw.ey.—Haw! 


[ They embrace. 


Some days, it never occurred to me to inquire your name, nor has 
Atalanta ever mentioned it. Now, however, that I have heard it, I 
recognise it as that of a disreputable old father I once had, who de- Very Rickety. 


serted my mother because he wrongfully suspected her of infidelity to 
him. You—you—are my father—and I am—— 

Str A. (breathless).—Yes—yes—go on—you are—— ? 

Dick H.—Your son! 

Srr A.—Amazement! 

Dick H.—But I disown you; and Atalanta and I will fight the 
world together. My income is nothing a year—we can live com- 
fortably, if not showily, on that, and put something by for a rainy 
day. (Lxit, to draw his first quarter's salary. 


Messrs. Ricketr AND Co., the well known coal merchants have, we 
hear, concluded a contract for the supply of coals to a large manufac- 
turing establishment. How things change! In our younger days 
Riavet was associated with the Tuft, now it’s Ricxetr with the 


Tendered. 
Kort ror (Str) Josepu.—* Which of my three shall I back for the 
Derby ?”’ 
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THE NEW YEAR. | 


ANOTHER ycar has run its course, | 
Another year succeeds it ! | 
I wish you happiness perforce, 
Since everybody needs it. 
It will not bring the Age of Gold 
(I doubt if we shall view one!) | 
And very like the year that's old 
I think you'll find the New One. 


We have, though Heaven shapes our end, 
Some guidance in the shaping, . 
Deal is not changed to oak, my friends, 
By polishing or ecraping, 
And it your better gifts you hold 
You'll never have to rue one :— 
The good things of the year that’s old 
You'll find, too, in the New One. 


Forgive the man who's done you harm, ‘ 
Be prompt (there’s much in quickness) 
In act and word to find a charm | 
For poverty and sickness. 
Reflectmore dear than wealth untold 
The friend is that’s a true one :— 
You've made one in the year that's old 2 
Then keep him in the New One. 


You'll have your share of pains and aches, 
Your troubles and your crosses, 

Your sufferings for others’ sakes, 
Your perils and your losses. 

Well! face them with a spirit bold, 
Yet patient—’tis the due one, 

You've borne them in the year that's old, 
Then bear them in the New One. 


—————— 
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ARMS OF PRECISION. 


THE GREAT SCIENTIFIC TRIUMPH OF THE YEAR 1867. 





So welcome, Eighteen Sixty Eight, 
Farewell to Sixty-Seven ! 

Another step toward that dim gate 
That shuts us off from Heaven. 

And when a few more years have rolled 
Beneath the churchyard yew, one 

Will keep no reckoning of the old, 
No record of the New One. 


Come life or death, by Heaven’s will,— 
The grave may claim its booty, 

Ere long! but while she’ living, still 
A man may do his duty. 

Tis idle at one’s fate to scold, 
Though many ills pursue one, 

Don’t rail against the year that’s old,— 
Don’t over-rate the New One. 





Nothing Strange. 
Tur Pall Mall draws attention to the fact that the French are 


‘ applying the Lex Talionis in matters dramatic, by performing Hamlet, 


Romeo and Juliet, Gulliver, ete. It states that the French theatres are 
playing Marlborough and Jack Shepphard, and adds, as if surprised, 


that those “ personages are described as celebrated English heroes.” 
_ There is nothing so very remarkable in this! 


Has our contemporary 
never heard people speak of SHAKESPEARE and Mr. Tom TayLor a8 
English dramatists P 


A Botanical Question. 
A CORRESPONDENT who has heard of a Bricklayer’s Plant, writes to 
inquire, whether it is a Lime or a Plum(b). e think it likely that 
it is a Wall-flower. 
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BALANCING “ACCOUN TS. 


RHAPS IT WILL BECOME CLEARER IF I STRIKE OUT THIS TROUBLESOME CHURCH ITEM.” 


| 
J. Bull (log.):—* HANG IT! THIS IRISH ACCOUNT GETS MORE CONFUSED AND DIFFICULT EVERY YEAR | f ., 








| 
| 
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THE BALLAD 








(Translated From the old Welsh of Sxont Ap Nenruywopyx, 
probably from this old ballad that TexNnyson took th 


“‘ Ballad of Oriana.’’) 


WILLIAM JENKINS becometh 
enamoured of Mary. Hopkins, 
vet goeth to sea in a ship. 
Mary Horxins bewaileth her 
loss seated under a willow tree. 


Wintram JENKINS voyageth 
ove® the ocean, and thinketh 
contimually of Mary Horxtns. 

‘cometh into the great Gulf 
of Siam. 


Maky Hopkins twinethgreen 
willow all round her hat. She 
resteth not upon her bed, but 
continually meditateth the pro- 
bability of Wrcov1aAM JENKINS 
his ineonstancy. She desig- 
nateth him a “‘scaly”’ fellow, 
and maketh an odious com- 
parison. 


A tempest ariseth, the wind 
howleth, the sky is darkened, 
the rain poureth. Mary Hop- 
kins forebodeth evil. Her 
cogitations are suddenly inter- 
rupted, 


Describeth Wint1am JEN- 


Kins his ghost. 


Mary Horxins is horribly 
afraid. She hideth her head. 
She prayeth and maketh a vow. 
he questioneth the apparition 
on its identity. 


The apparition informeth 
Mary Hopkins what it is. It 
turneth out to be WuiLLIAM 
JENKINS his spirit. He de- 
Scribeth his shipwreck, and 
present peculiar position. 


Mary Hopkins plucketh up 
Courage. She apostrophiseth 
ILLIAM JENKINS, and com- 
mandeth him to keep his dis- 
tince. She informs him that 
she placeth no confidence in 
8 relation. 


res art n 


OF POLLY HOPKINS. 


It was 


metre of his 


H Love left all to live with thee, 
Potty Horxiys! 
Love great as Bitty’s love could be, 

Potty Horxixs! 

Yet Bruty Jexxins went to sea, 

Away from home, away from thee, 
Po.ty Horxrs! 

And left thee ’ntath the willow tree. 
Potty Hopxins! 


He sailed along, he sailed away, 
Potty Horxims! — 
He thought of her by night and day, 
Potty Hopkins! 
He sailed along, he sailed away, 
From January into May, 
Potty Hopkins! 
In Siam Gulf the vessel lay, 
Potty Horxms! 


Her wreath was twined of weeping willow, 
Potty Hopxis! 
There came no rest unto her pillow, 
Potty Horkrins! 
She thought of Bri1ry Jenxrws still, O! 
False, far away upon the billow! 
Potty Horxins! 
As “scaly” as an armadillo! 
Potty Horxrxs ! 


One night the wind it whistled loud, 
Potty Horxrys! 

The sky was hid behind a cloud, 
Potty Horxrs! 

Sad thoughts came to her in a crowd, 

Of all the vows Bitt JENKINS vow’'d, 
Po.tty Hopkins! 

There came a figure in a shroud, 
Potty Horxriys! 


With salt sea spray its garments dripped, 
Potty Hopxriys! 

’T was chalky-faced and livid-lipped, 
Potty Horxrys! 

Each hand a bunch of seaweed gripped, 

Its knuckles were with limpets tipped, 
Potty Horxrns! 

Its eyes had from their sockets slipped, 
Potty Horkrss! 


She trembled like an aspen bough, 
Potty Hopkins! 

She drew the bedclothes o’er her brow, 
Potty Horxrys! 

She guivered like an aspen bough— 

She prayed a prayer, she vow'd a vow, 
Potty Horxrys! 

She faintly whispered, ‘‘ What art thou?” 
Potty Horxrinys! 


“T'm Bitty JenkIn»’ spirit, O, 
Potty Hopkins! 

The stormy winds did round us blow, 
Potty Horkiss: 

The ship it filled, and down did go: 

My flesh is fishified below, 
Potty Horkixs! 

By fishes’ snouts turned to and fro, 
Potty Horxrs!”’ 

She threw the bedc'othes off her head, 
Potty Horxixs! 

*©Q, Bitty Jenkins.”’ then she said, 
Potty Horxrins! 

‘“‘ Keep off! don't come so near mv bed! 

I don’t believe a word you've said, 
Birity JENKINS! 

I don’t a bit believe you're dead, 
Bitty Jexxkrns!”’ 


FUN 


WILLIAM JENKINS 
her that he is a ghost. He 
reiterateth it; and sweareth a 
Welshman’s oath. He relateth 
some farther particulars of his 
death ; and bewaileth his 
ghostly state. 


assureth 


Mary Hopkins continucth 
incredulous; yet alloweth the 
possibility of his correctness. 
At the same time, she inti- 
mateth its immateriality. She 
speaketh hard things unto him, 
and the ghost vanisheth. 


Many Horkins “ letteth con- 
cealment, like a worm i’ the 
bud, prey on her damask 
cheek.” 


WILLIAM JENKINS his ghost 
haunteth her continually. 


Horrid visions oppress her. 
She dreameth continually of 
WILLIAM JENKINS. She re- 
ceiveth a letter. 


ne Fetter: 
Ship letter. 
SIAM. 
e——_- 





9 / * ENGLAND. 
Containeth the substance 


matter of the letter. 


Mary Horxins recovereth 
her good looks. She peruseth 
diligently the Shipping Gazette, 
until at last WILLIAM JENKINS 
suddenly appeareth before her. 


Sa 


| She fainteth; but WuiLtiaM 
| JENKINS recovereth her speed- 
| ily, and they arrange the pre- 
| liminaries of a happy marriage. 








“Tam a ghost, it’s not a cram 
PoLiy Horkins! 

I'm in the ocean, off Siam. 
Potty Horkris! 


O’er billows hich an hour I swam. 

Then sank,—I wish I was a shan 
Potty Horxkrys! 

But I'm a ghost (worse luck) I am! 
Potty Horxrys!”’ 


“It may be so—you may be there, 
Bitty Jenkins! 

And, if you are, I do not care, 
Bitty Jenxrys! 

You come again this way, yeu dare ! 

I hate you! that I do, you bear! 
Bitty Jenkins!” 

Ilis ghost it vanished into air, 
Bitty Jenks! 


Short time ago she blooming shone, 
Potty Hopxrys! 

But now her bloom is almost gone, 
Potty Hopxaixs! 

The slow, slow days pass sadly on ; 

Her eyes are sunk, her cheek is wan, 
Potty Hopxrms! 

Some inward sorrow. preyed upon 
Potty Hopkins! 


The ghost came to her every night, 
Potty Horxrms! 

It stood between her and the light, 
Potty Hopxtrs! 

She saw it when the stars were bright, 

And in the dark it shone there white, 
Pouty Horxrys! 

It stood there silent every. night, 
Potty Homans! 


Sad dreams came to her in a host, 
Potty Horxans! 

She saw his corse on Siam's-coast, 
Potty Horxmee! 

She often sighed, ‘‘ Alas! poor ghost!”’ 

Her weary life was gone almost, 
Potty Horkins! 

There came a letter by the post, 
Po_t_ty Horxtnys! 


‘‘T write in health,” the letter said, 
“Potty Hopkins! 

For fear that you should think me dead, 
Potty Horxins! 

I won’t write more, for I'm, instead, 

‘Thank goodness! coming home to wed 
Potty Horxrys! 

On board the Mary, Carram Heap, 
WitiraM JENKINS.” 


The bloom came back upon her cheek, 
Potty Horxkiys! 

The world no more was sad and bleak, 
Potty Hopkins! 

She read the “ ships arrived”’’ each week, 

Also, what vessels others “ speak,”’ 
Potty Hopkins! 

At last one day she gave a shriek, 
Potty Hopkins! 


She swooned, and fell along the floor, 
Potty Horkiys! 

But Witi1am Jenks bending o'er 
Potty Horkins! 

Within his arms her form upbore ; 

His kisses soon her life restore, 
Potty Hopkins! 

And thus he met, to part no more, 
Potty Horkins: 








The Money Market. 
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VERY AWKWARD FOR A MAN IN A RED COAT! 


| NOTES BY AN ELDERLY GENTLEMAN UNBORN. 


COMMUNICATED THROUGH A YOUTHFUL ANCESTOR. 


| Iv, by any conceivable chance, these jottings of mine, wholly or in 
part, should be handed up to preceding generations, there will be some 
| things to startle the ancestral understanding, and others to wake, in 





ee 





| tion is at the bottom of it,no doubt. The army of Lapland has fur- 
nished leaders to the insane movement. ‘hese “Colonels” and 
“Generals”? and “ Drum-majors ” are mostly, if not to a man, de- 
/signing Laplanders of superior intelligence and education ; such, In 
| fact, as are plentiful enough in their go-ahead country. Let an Alien- 
Act be passed to get rid of those crafty foes within our gates, and we 


| the reflective minds of a bygone period, a philosophical recognition of | shall very soon have the Isle of Wight as peaceful, as contented, as 


the likeness which runs through all ages of human history. I need 
not pause now to consider which among the former of these matters 
will seem the strongest to an intelligence moulded by the natural and 
social conditions of life a hundred and fifty or two hundred years ago. 
It will, in the first place, be a mystery to the profoundest thinkers in 
an age so long past, that Time should take what they had learned to 
regard as a Sokeand flight. From all that we can gather by reading, 
it appears an absolute certainty that the very wisest of our forefathers, 


| though, in the pride of their so-called scientific discoveries, they were 





accustomed to talk of ae time and space, will be unable to 
grasp the sense of our common salutation, “‘ How are you to-morrow ?” 
or to understand such usual and commonplace phrases, for example, as 
“Who was that pretty girl you were talking to at the PennrrHorpEs’ 
next Wednesday ¢”’ or “ Come and dine with us the day before yester- 
day,if you've no better engagement ;” or “The finest weather we 
have had for years was in the middle of next week.” 

On the other hand, I make no doubt that my readers in the last cen- 
tury, or in the century preceding that, will see in many of our modern 
customs their own fashions and follies over again. History, as some- 


one said the other day—and I never was more struck with the truth | 


of an original and eremeetic observation—repeats itself. The 
threatened rebellion in the Isle of Wight has put us all into a state of 
alarm very much in excess of any reasonable cause. I do not think 
the loyalty of the island is seriously in question. No one class of its 
inhabitants is, as a class, disaffected. There has never been any difli- 


culty in getting juries to convict where the case against prisoners | 


charged with treason-felony has been clear. The cry for separation 
from the crown of England does not come from Ryde, or from Cowes, 


_ happy, and as loyal as Ireland herself. ; h 
One little piece of town gossip, to close my Note this week. T » 
oyster at the Zoological Gardens makes but slow progress sewer s 
convalescence. Still, the improvement continues without perceptiblo 
retardation, even fora day. The most discouraging symptom 1 
apparent loss of all that playful amiability so noticeable in the creature 
when it first plunged into its tank. It has regained in a measure its 
appetite; but it no longer responds to a look or a call from its atten- 
dant. The man has taken greatly to heart this change in the disposi- 
| tion of his interesting charge. 








The Gem of the Gallery. 


(At the Opera House fire, a portrait of an ex-Lord Mayor, first Maste r 
of the Cutlers’ Company, was a prominent salvage from Mr, Graves § 
collection.) , 
Lo, the devourer’s tongue declares 

A feeling for exalted guttlers !— 
Licks the old masters up, but spares 

An odd one for the Guild of Cutlers. 


| Hers we arg Acarn!—The Straight Tip for Boxing Night. Tip- 
pet-ty-wich-et. 

Wuar picce of furniture should those tradesmen, who profess to take 

charge of goods without packing, have under their especial protection : 

| —The Jury-box. 


or from Freshwater, or from Osborne ; it arises in the ‘purlieus of | 


An Apert Cuaty (Daisy Pattern).—The Olive Branches at Marl- 


Hampstead, Peckham, and Ponder’s End. The North Polar Confedera- | borough House. 
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_ The illustrations this year are excellent, with scarcely an exception ; 
_and the engraving, printing, and general get-up of the book, deserve 


| and dangerous volume. We will defy any one to read its pleasant 
| pages or look at its beautiful illustrations without being affected with 
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a piece containing so many characters as Mr. F. C. Burnanp’s last 
comedy, Humbug. It is painful to see about fifteen performers crowded 
in a compact mass before the footlights and struggling for front 
places in order that they be seen of the public. Mr. BuRnanp’s 
dramatis persona, wedged and perspiring—patrician and commoner 
shouldering each other for dear life—mother and daughter fighting 
for precedence at the point of the elbow—are as much to be pitied as 


 — 





we think they show a marked improvement. The contributors this 
_ year, if they are not all of them members of the club, are men of 
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OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


The Savage Club Papers for 1868 (Messrs. TinsLEy) come late, but 
may fairly plead the old proverb, ‘better late than never,” for they 
form a pleasant addition to the literature of the season. On the whole, 


the poor souls who visit the Royal Academy on the opening day or 
try to obtain an early peep at the Cattle Show. The comedy, in ‘fact, 
is too densely populated ; it is a standing rule in dramatic affairs that 
the number of actors engaged in a play should never exceed that of 
the audience. We cannot undertake to say that this rule was infringed 
on the first night of Humbug (because the house was well filled) but 
we mention it as a useful warning to the managements of small 
theatres. The plot of the comedy is too involved for dissection: a 
couple of lords, a couple of artists, and a couple of young ladies pur- 
sue the confusing diversion of “cat's cradle”’ until the brain of the 
spectator is quite giddied by the problems of “ a pound of candles” and 
“fish ina dish.” Mr. Burnanp gives us two or three sketches of 
character; they are on/y sketches, however—in such a crowd it is im- 
possible to individualize distinctly. The tone throughout is rather 
cynical, and the witticisms are more suggestive of the burlesque 
school than of the higher vein requisite for comedy. Messxs. Ray, 
Dewar, Danvers AND P. Day do the best they can to fill up the 
author's outlines; Miss Cartorta Appison and the two other young 
ladies—we have mislaid the bill, and, consequently cannot name them 
—are charming. The two scenes are admirably painted, and the 
comedy will no doubt be effective when four or five of the least inte- 
resting people are withdrawn. 

The reception of Mr. Bovercautt’s five-act play, How She Loves 
Him, was mixed. A galvanic battery and a live baby proved rather 
too much for the audience’s temper; the hissing grew more and more 
general as the piece went on, and became quite a tempest at the fall 
of the curtain. It is a great pity to see a work of genius marred by 
bits of horseplay that are fit only for the wildest farce. Parts of the 
dialogue are in the happiest vein—quite worthy of the pen that wrote 
London Assurance. The blemishes can easily be got rid of no doubt; 
it is almost inconceivable that a practised hand like Mr. Bovucicavit 
should have allowed them to creep in at all. The comedy is admirably 
played by all concerned in it, except Mr. BLakety; this gentleman is 
much too loud, and his performance is exaggerated so painfully, as to 
resemble a caricature. Mr. Bancrorr has taken a great stride, and 
Mr. Harz is as polished as usual. Messrs Montacus, Reynoips and 
MontGomery are highly effective in parts of secondary importance. 
Miss Marie Witton is the perfection of archness and vivacity, and 
Miss Lyp1a Foorsr looks only too bewitching ; it seems impossible that 
any mortal husband could have quarrelled with such a wife. Mus. 
Leigh Murray has a somewhat ungrateful part, but plays it like a 
true artist. The scenery is charming. A crowded and brilliant 
audience attended the first representation. 


known literary position. Last year, those one or two members who 
were not well known or literary, of course availed themselves of the 
chance of appearing in print—not to the advantage of the volume. 


the highest praise. ‘he only thing with which, in our opinion, fault 
can be found is the preface, which is injudicious, insufficient, and want- 
ing in taste. The gem of the collection, to our thinking, is the 
“Model Child,” with its illustration, both by Mr. E. C. Barnes. 

The Pigeon Book (Mxssrs RoutLepGe And Sons) is a most tempting 


‘ philoperistery,” and wishing to set up as a pigeon-keeper. And no 
wonder,—Mr. T'eceTmerer and Mr. Harrison Werr, the two greatest 
authorities on pigeons, could not fail to make the subject attractive 
when they combine forces, and when the latter is as admirably sup- 
ported as he is by the colour-printer. Messrs LeicutTon have seldom 
or never turned-out colour-prints of such excellence—the burnished 
metallic crop of the pouter, the soft plumage of the fantail, and the 
delicate hues of the ice pigeon are rendered with surprising truth. 








” 


A CHRISTMAS PAST. 


A Curistmas PAsT! was it not, old fellow ? 
(Tis a terrible thing to chaff one’s sire), 
We sat over wholesome wine and mellow, 
And gazed like this in the Christmas fire. 
You prated long of the Whigs and Tories, 
And said that the juvenile mind was fast, 
And I winced a bit over thrice-told stories, 
And dozed a little, a Christmas past. 


You mounted again on life’s long ladder, 
And started afresh on the lowest rung, 

There couldn’t have been from the first a sadder, 
Ora tale more bitter than that you sung. 

And still you preach’d of froth and folly, 
And looking one steadily through at last, 

You tried to persuade one youth was jolly, 
Though you knew it wasn’t, a Christmas past. 


If prodigal-like I had sat confessing 
The old conventional boyish sin, 
You wouldn’t have thought my crime distressing, 
Or, after a little, withhold the tin. 
But when you knew why my heart was sighing 
You thought in a terrible slough ‘twas cast ; 
You hated debt, there is no denying, 
But called love folly, and Christmas past. 


I thought you an obstinate owl to doubt her, 
We were never the same from that Christmas night, 
But, after a little, you asked about her, 
And then I knew I had won the fight. 
On the great event it was even betting, , 
But when she entered you stared aghast, 
And kissed her soft white cheeks forgetting 
Your rage with women a Christmas past. 


A wife is better than duns—ah! blow them; 
And a cosy home than an aching head, 
Though you owned a man should have oats and sow them, 
And your son a terrible fool to wed. 
But here she comes with a smile to melt you, 
Your face says where in your heart she’s class'd, 
But if you sleep with this peel she’ll pelt you 
For heresy uttered a Christmas past. 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[We can take no notice of communications with illegible signatures or 
monograms. Correspondents will do well to send their real names and 
addresses as guarantees. We cannot undertake to return unaczepted MSS. 
or Sketches, unless they are accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope ; 
but we cannot enter into correspondence regarding them, nor do we hold 
ourselves responsible for loss. | 

A REGULAR READER.—Will not return till the spring 

A. J. H. (Forest Gate) sings the “street fusee-seller’’ very appropriately. 
His lines are as poor as their subject. : 

X. X. X.—We are not inclined to endorse your selection of a signature. 
‘¢ Smal) Beer’? would be more about the size. af 

DoNnaN.—Won't do-nan! What do you mean by “meadowy lea”? 
Wouldn’t “ leay meadow” or “leaowy mead ’’ mean as much ? 

EXxILE.—If we were to notice all the blunders in the J). 7. we should be 
compelled to publish a supplement every week. coe 

J. C., Jun. Ath.—Good, but the subject is hardly one for jesting 
When a Fenian cracks a bottle of Greek fire with you, you will hardly care 
to crack a joke with him. 

W.J.8S. (Univ. Coll.) —Seven years, of course. J 

Declined with thanks:—R. R. H.; H.; M.G.C., Wotton-under-edge ; 
Flirt ; E. D. Kensington ; J. S, P.; E. C.; M.C. T.A. 5 J. Ardrossan ; We. Ae 
Newcastle ; G. S., Stoke Newington; A. H.; F. W., Exeter ; F.C. B. ; Lom- 
bard-street; Paleface ; E. L.; Luissac; J. W. B., Hornsey; A. Fitz D. ; R. T; 
An Imbecile; W. V. D.; H. L. D., Kensington; J. P., Old Broad-street ; 
J. W. T., Newstead; F. R.; Amateur; J. B. T., Brixton; Graduate; J. 
S., Kingsland ; 99; L., Herefordshire; M. M.; G. M., Waterford ; W. H. 
S., Salford; J. C., Glasgow; A Funny Boy; C. K., Glasgow; J. P., 
Minebead; I. J., Birmingham; Trout, New Cross; Kathleen; W. H. H. ; 
J. A. B., Pentonville; B. S., Caledonian Road; “ Sunk from the Service.” 
A. S.—Why not, “‘ A plus § to the power of two,”’ as the mathematicians 
say ? 

J osurn.—Not for us! 

Mosgs.—As old as your namesake. . i. 

BakNABAS BLEGGs describes himself as a “ Smaul Yankee Joeker,””—we 
have put him under a compound microscope, but we can t make him out. 

LANDMARKE might write comic songe*for the music halls—but for his sake 
we hope he will never come to so dismal a fate. ; ; 

W.S. (Chelsea) has done a most unfraternal act in forwardin: us his 
brother's M.S.—the weaknesses of a brother should be sacred ' 











FROM OUR STALL. 
Tue stage of the New Royalty Theatre is not sufficiently roomy for 
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| | extraction of a wing feather or the substitution of a coloured. plume, 
| COLUMBARIAN COMBINATIONS. they sought to establish the great question of which I flatter myself I 
A THEORY FOUNDED ON THE RESEARCHES OF DARLEY have obtained the solution. 


AND HUXWIN. Holding, as I of course my that mankind evigineint am, the flint 
s nodule (this is obvious even by the ancient structure of our language, 
Br Our Atmonp-Tomnier. . which Cull calls a primitive or simple man a noddle or noodle), I am 
To those who would rather painfully seek for the brilliant corus- | hovering, so to speak, on the confines of a theory which may require 
cations ofa hitherto un lored witticism than accept with unquestioni research, but which is fraught with tremendous issues. 
gratitude the more superficial but not Jess plenary delights presen Sir, I call mine the Columbarian theory of progression, and it rests 
by -handed science, I should appeal in vain were I even to denote | upon the conviction that man is developed laterally as it were, into the 
the few and easy stages by which philosophy arrives at its conclusions. | higher order of pigeonhood. I can do no more at present than point to 
Let it rather be my task to endeavour to show by i ble evidence | the birds themselves as they appeared at the late pigeon show. 
how the true seer, assisted by the latest appliances of opticianary skill, | Enough, surely, for any appreciative and reflective mind. Sir, there 
and rejecting all that is obscure and inexplicable as either fabulous or | was a cage of Boulogne colonels and half-pay officers there, who were 
worthless, occupies himself by following the truest indications of his | living proofs. I think they are of the so-called Dragon variety. A 
own individuality, and by a system divested of everything but the | few bankers and quiet Government officials with two or three family 
phenomenal is set free from those traditional trammels which involve physicians were contemplating mankind, as Ruffs; a very large 
the admission of substance as a necessary condition to the existence of | number of attorneys were in another place, and as to the ‘“ Pouters”’ 


a = os 


| attributes. ; ; _.._ | a8 we very ignobly call them, if they were not once judges of assize, 
Let me for a moment direct attention to the vast field of inquiry | deans of arches, large contractors, with here and there a distinguished 
| which will open out to him who, having formed the determination to | statesman, all I can say is—but I must think this out. mw 
limit all observation to those objects that lie immediately before him 
, discovers how, by an unerring provision of nature, he carries with him, 
| his own guide to a certain conclusion, how, so to speak, he finds his Taking Time by the Fetlock. 
own nose a gnomon ; and owes to it all he knows. Roveurne horses has given the farriers more work than they could 


Such, Sir, were my reflections with a view to a concise lecture on | wel] i J18 OF 
“The Wing ° ; ; fg get through during the late frost. The Maravuis or Hastincs was 
| = ne - ane of Co-ordinate Monstrosities,” when I | shrewd enough to “‘ turn up’’ a considerable portion of his stud some 
| recei smart blow on the feature already so lucidly referred to, and weeks since. 


discovered (by a chain of reasoning not now necessary tu reconcatenate,) | Seinminenienmnaaeaneieae 
| that I come into unpremeditated (I will not say absolutely The Age of Progress. 
fortuitous) concussion with the door of the Freemasons’ Tavern in | 


Hair brushing by machinery has long since lost its novelty—but 


Great Queen-street. : : = : 
I have yet to determine, Sir, whether that concussion was or was | who ever dreamt of having a daily “shave” by Atlantic Cable ? 


not one of a series of phenomena instrumental in eliminating a theory 
for which I claim such honour as properly belongs to him who | 
| advances the happiness and elevates the aspirations of mankind. Sir, —...... 2 == 
| our philosophers have already illustrated the great theory of natural | NOTICE.—On Wednesday, the 8th instant, 

| selection and the development of being by experiments made upon | THE PANTOMIME NUMBER OF FUN. 


— 





Tue Sorr Impgacument.—A Commission De Lunatico Inquirendo. 








_ pigeons. I tremble to think of what they were doing when, by the ' Sizteen pages, profusely illustrated. Price One Penny. 





Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) by THOMAS BAKER, at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.— 
London: January 4, 1868, 
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sneering at the 












efforts of other 
journalists to 
stir up a little 


“eens 


me OA r , 
Dia Ws Christmas cha- 
) Et es = rity for the 
ZA I NSWeaeme «= poor and needy. 
a SSS I’m sorry to 
hear it! The 
power of a word 
in the papers 
to evoke a tlow 
of money for a 
worthy object 
is known to be 
great; and any 





anything of the 


life of London 
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who, moreover, has the power of saying that word—must and will say | 


it, in spite of sneers, as long as our system of relief remains as detec. | 
live as it is. There’s no trick in any Christmas pantomime that is half | 
as good, to my mind, as that trick of the pen that turns a good dinner 
into an empty stomach. And in proof of the fact that I act up to my | 
Principle, let me say a word on behalf of one or two admirable | 
charities to those who haye superfluous coin. I think, my dear reader, | 
you said ten pounds for the Children’s Hospital? Address Mr. S. | 
Wuirerorp, 49, Ormond-street. Another five for the National Life- | 
boat Institution? Send it to Mr. R. Lewis, 14, John-street, Adelphi. 
And you have still a little to spare? Send it to a humble but deserv- | 
ng charity—the Pimlico and Westminster Institute for the Diseases of | 
Women and Children. Address the Secretary, 9, Lupus-street. Hav. | 
Ing done that, sir, shake hands with yourself, and consider that you | 
lave begun the New Year well. | 
Tue laudator tempofis acti has been gibbeited often enough—and most | 
especially when the /empus actum refers to the drama. Nevertheless, I'll | 


a eR — 


VOL, VI, kK 





| 


| I nave received a slip from a Yorkshire paper, in which there is the 
man who s¢¢s | report of a curious case :— 


poor struggling | 


| of a sovereign with a farmer named Simeon as to the weight of their respective 
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| risk it, and record my profound conviction that pantomimes are not 
what they were when I wasa boy. Then, clowns didn’t talk much. 
Now, they are always making bad jokes, and explaining advertising 
“tricks.” They don’t sing “ Tippety Witchet,”’ or “ Hot Codlins”’ 
nowadays—they’re toe refined, and they use the red-hot poker as if it 
were a stick of barley sugar. The flapping, slapping, thievish, 
grimacing clown of early pantomime has disappeared, and with him 
the good old physieal force “comic business” which old and young 
alike enjoyed. The clown “writes’’ the comic business still, but 
instead of designing assaults on pantaloon, police, and society at large, 
he produces prettinesses, and patents, “ silver rains’’ and ghost effects, 
ballets of children, drawing-room skaters, and puffs for enterprising 
| tradesmen. It is all very well to talk about originality and the neces- 
| sity for novelty—but let originality and novelty be in keeping with the 
| 





essence of pantomime. It would be a novelty to introduce a real squib 
in the second volume of a novel, and original to make the Loxp Mayor 
black his face and sing a nigger melody to the accompaniment of a 
| banjo onthe 9th of November. But the innovation would be respec- 
| tively alarming to Mr. Munir and unpleasant to the Corporation. Let 
| clowns strike out?new ideas by all means, but let them be of the right 
| sort, and until they can hit upon anything fresh, let us have still the 
| heated poker, the bullied constable, and the shower of vegetables. 
They are more appropriate than performing dogs, scientific surprises, 
and wheel-skates. 


On Thursday last William Radcliffe, a butcher, of Cowcliffe, was summoned before 
the Huddersfie!d bench for cruelty to a gander. It appeared that he had madea bet 


ganders. Radcliffe’s gander proving the heav.est, Simeon not only paid the sove- 
reign, but purchased the bird, which died the next day. On opening it, it Was 


discovered that Radcliffe had won his wager by administcring to the wretched gander 


two pounds of smallshot. The Iluddersfield magistrates assessed this act of brutality 
at 10s., which Radcliffe at once paid, so that the rufflan netted 10s. by the cruel fraud. 


I wonder whether the butcherly knave has read Mark T'warn’s 
Jumping Frog? If not the case is another proof that fiction is not 
stranger than fact. 

LS ees 


Not Generally Known— 


Ir has been well said that the same idea may occur at once to two 
great men. Prorgssor TYNDALL is very fairly credited with his share 


| of fame for the publication of his erudite treatise on “‘ Heat Considered 


as a Means of Motion.” It must not be forgotten, however, that his 
theory was anticipated by the practical experiment of the first Clown 
who applied the red-hot poker to his aged friend, Pantaloon. 





Wants Sending There— 
A CORRESPONDENT who inquires what relation Pezrine Tom ot 
Coventry was to the humorously-renowned Dyk-Wynkyy. 
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Since childhood’s very early days, 

A most romantic passion ;— 
For fairies black, and white, and grey— 
In short, for every sort of fay 

In every sort of fashion. 


When dandled in my nurse’s lap, 
And just too old to care for pap, 
But not for pretty new shoes ; 
T lost my heart, oh, many a time, 
To fairies named in nursery rhyme— 
Bo-peep and Goody Two-shces. 


And when I'd grown a little more 
I fell a captive (etat four), 
And loved a little fairy ; 
She was, though—if to fact it comes— 
A _ mortal maid, loved sugar-plums, 
And bore the name of Mary. 


But older yet, and older grown, 
I had a theatre— my own! 
A company compacted 
With cardboard, tinsel, scissors, paste, 
Paint—everything, in short, but taste ;— 
And fairy pieces acted. 


Should I to paint the love I felt 
For characters by Park and Ske.tr 
Now strive, you'd call me dullard ! 
But, oh, my heart I lost again 
To fairies—price one penny plain, 
And only twopence coloured ! 


Then came at last the golden prime, 
When opera and pantomime, 
With ballet-nymphs enchanted. 
I never doubted cheeks or lips, 
Believed that mirth induced their skips— 
Ay, took it all for granted ! 


I loved those fairies—all and each— 
Until it was my fate to reach 

The age described as “ certain "’ ; 
And then I learnt that they were not 
As lovely as they painted. What 

A peep behind the curtain! 


Now up to rouge, and every ruse 
Those fascinating fairies use, 

I safely plant ’mid snares foot. 
Through crow’s feet mark my purbiind eye, 
It still is clear enough to spy 
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Their cheeks are touched with hare’s foot 
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COZENING 
and—what is more—enjoyed it so much 2 

anita 
ANOTHER ALARM. 


CAPTURE OF A SUPPOSED FENIAN. 





(By ovr Srecirat Reporter.) 


On Monday evening last the quict and fashionable neighbourhood 
of Westbournia was thrown into a state of considerable alarm and 
excitement by the news that a large body of police, consisting of one 
sergeant and two constables was on its march for the district with a 
view to the capture of a notorious Fenian. It appears that in the 
course of the day a telegram had been received at Scotland-yard, to 
the effect, that an elderly and bald-headed gentleman had presented 
himself with one or two suspicious bundles at the —— Hotel, 
and demanded a private room. His great anxiety that the room should 
not be overlooked, and the solicitude he displayed with regard to his 
luggage, which he evidently did not wish to be too closely examined, 
induced the landlord, who is “a loyal citizen and pays his rates regu- 
lar,” to communicate at once with the authorities. 

Tho suspected person was described as elderly, of a bald and most 
respectable appearance, with gold spectacles. Anticipating, therefore, 
a determined resistance, the constables despatched to apprehend him 
were armed with revolvers. On reaching the door of the private room 


door. On entering they found their prisoner dressed as a clown, 
seated before the fire smoking a cigar and drinking brandy-and-water. 
Serczanr Noopie with his well-known sagacity, at once penetrated 
the object of this masquerading. The disguise assumed by the mis- 
creant would have enabled him, unchallenged, tocarry a red-hot poker 
into a powder magazine or gas-works. 
The prisoner was at once taken before the magistrate, to whom he | 

made the following statement. 


He declared that from his earliest infancy he had been the victim of | —at Dundee. 


THE OLD PEOPLE. 


It was very kind of Fred. to take his little cousins to the pantomime ; but wasn’t it odd that Amelia, who is eighteen, was so anxious te go too, 


they knocked several times, but without any effect. Calling upon the | 4 

: ; : | sympathy with the unfortunate gentleman, and stated that he had often 
bystanders to assist, they induced one of the waiters to burst open the | Olt the y is inion She Fret, that he considered a Clown one of 
the most enviable of mortals. The accused left the court without a 
stain on his character, and he (the magistrate) trusted that he (the 
accused) might yet live to enjoy the relaxation he had so eminently 
earned by a long and unwearied application to business. 
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a desire to be a Clown. As his family was wealthy and respectable this 
humble ambition had been thwarted and he was compelled to be the 
leading partner in an old-established bank. One of his bitterest 
miseries as a child had been that a cousin of his had prevailed upon 
his mother to make him a Clown’s costume out of a nightgown and 
some red glazed calico, and that the cousin in question had worn that 
costume at a juvenile party. He further stated that he joined a com- 
pany of amateur actors, and cheerfully undertook all the unimportant 
parts—bringing in letters and announcing carriages—in the hope that 
in return for his obliging readiness a pantomime would be undertaken, 
with him as Clown. In this he was disappointed, as in other cases too 
numerous to be recited: he was never fortunate enough to meet with 
an opportunity of satisfying his very reasonable ambition During the 
financial crisis which occurred last year the firm of which he was a 
leading partner had become hopelessly involved, and was about to 
suspend payment. For the first time in his life he had obtained a 
brief holiday, and he had availed himself of it to satisfy his long craving 
before going through the Bankruptcy Court. He had hired a Clown’s 
costume of Mr. S. May, had studied under Mr. Crarxson how to 
‘“‘make-up’”’ his face, and had taken a private room at the Hotel 
for the purpose of wearing the dress. He was most anxious that his 
wife and family should be kept in ignorance of his weakness. _ 

The worthy magistrate, in dismissing the case, expressed his deep 
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Exovenu To Maxg One’s Mar-MALADE.—The modern Giant K(t)rLueR 
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OUR OWN PANTOMIME. 


ANTOMIMES are said, by envious 
cavillers, to derive their princi- 
pal attractions from magnificent 
dresses and romantic scenery. 
There is no good reason why 
Pantomime writers should suffer 
under such imputations. A tale 
of love need not be the less 
stirring because its surroundings 
are of nineteenth-century date, 
as the subjoined précis of Our 
Own Pantomime will testify : 


HARLEQUIN WILKINSON; 
oR, 
Che Fairy Petvopener, and the 
Viear of Pendelton-cum-Curniptop 
Scen. '-—Vaults beneath Ponasct, n Church. 


The Black Beadle of Pendleton discovered surrounded by his 
familiars. He informs them that it is high time that their Vicar was 
married, and suggests that Matilda, the only danghiet of old Watkins, 
the village attorney, would make him a fitting helpmate. Familiars 
express approbation, and pledge themselves to assist Black Beadle in 
carrying out his designs. | 

Scene 2.—The Fairy Pewopener’s Second-floor. 

The Fairy Pewopener appears, and summons her Attendant Throngs. 
She explains that Matilda Watkins loves Wilkinson, a local printer— 
@ person every way undesirable, being poor, uneducated, and depraved. 
She also announces the plot that Black Beadle has concocted, to unite 
her to the Vicar ot Pendleton—a gentleman of the highest respect- 
ability, and in every way worthy of her. The Attendant Throngs 
express indignation at Biack Beadle’s unromantic designs, and pledge 
themselves to defeat his schemes, if possible. ‘This determination is 
celebrated by a grand 

Barret or Oxpest InunaAnrtants!!! 
Scenz 3.— Attorney Watkins's Office. 


Comic clerks discovered, tak:ng out writs of ne exeat regno against 
everybody. The cheers of an excited populace without stimulate them 
to increased exertions. Enter Mr. Watkins. He signifies that as on 
next Tuesday three weeks he will be within a month of sixty-one, all 
his clerks may take a holiday. They throw their arms up in token of 
their joy, and go off. 

Enter the Vicar of Pendleton. He expresses a wish to be united to 
Matilda. Watkins immediately consents. Duet and comic dance, 
suggestive of Mutual Satisfaction. 








Scgne 4.—Lack-yard of Printing Office of the “Pendleton-cum-Turniptop 
Denouncer.”” 


One-o’ctock Dance or Paixter’s Devizes. 


Enter Printer Wilkinson. He expresses in pantomime his love for 
Matilda—his expectation of finding her eon ine his disappointment 
at her absence. He consoles himself with an eld file of the “ Denouncer.”’ 
Airy Music. Enter Matilda, dancing. The lovers embrace. Chord. 
Matilda tells William of her father’s design of uniting her to the Vicar 
of Pendleton. Wilkinson’s despair. Slow music. Appearance of the 
Fairy Pewopener. Astonishment of Lovers. Chord. She tells them 
not to despair (twiddling music through all this), as she is determined 
to thwart the Old Attorney’s laudable design.’ The Lovers embrace 
more than ever. Enter Mr. Watkins, led by Black Beadle. Mr. 
Watkins mildly reproves Matilda. But Matilda don’t care. Even- 

tually, with assistance of Black Beadle, he carries her off. Printer 
vows that he will dismember Mr. Watkins at an early opportunity. 
Tableau. Wilkinson pretending to dismember Watkins. : 








FUN. 
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Scenzs 5, 6,7, 8, 9, 10, 11, 12,13, 14, 15, 16, 17, 18, 19, 20 and 21, 

These scenes are introduced to allow time to set a Magic Drinking 
Fountain, or an Athereal Washhand Basin, or a Chromatic Pump, or 
a Lime-Lit Tub, or any other elaborate “property” which the 
Management may think fit to introduce into the story at tho last 
moment, 

Scenzs 22, 23, 24, 25, 26, 27, 28, 29 and 30. 

Have no reference to the plot, but allow time to “strike” elaborate 

property aforesaid. 


Sceng 31.—Doors of Pendleton Church. (Gates.) 


Enter Fairy Pewopener, meeting Black Beadle. Black Beadle in- 
timates that he will never give in; and Fairy Pewopener mentions 
her intention of transferring everybody to her Blissful Home. Black 
Beadle much enraged at this, and gives vent to his emotion ina 


Sone on Tories oF THE Day. 


In which the words ‘‘ No Lamps” will frequently occur ; ‘‘ Not for 
Joe” will form the refrain of every verse. 


Scenz 32.— The Peaceful Pewopener’s Ritual Realms. 


(In this scene the novel effect of Five Hundred Peaceful Pewopeners 
opening Five Hundred Real Pews to an Organ Voluntary will be in- 
troduced.) 

The Fairy Pewopener expresses her intention of (somehow) putting 
an end to all strife by changing 

Wilkinson into Harlequin, 

Matilda into Columbine, 

Watkins into Pantaloon, and 

The Vicar of Pendleton into Clown. 





Rally. 


Seenz 33.— Doctors’ Commons. Harlequin and Columbine attempt 
“* trip,” but not being used to it fail, and go off abashed. 


Enter Clown and Pantaloon. They seem very much ashamed of 
their new condition. Enter a Costermonger with carrots--Clown does 
not steal any. Enter an Invalid on crutches—nobody throws him 
down. A small boy intimates to Clown that he wants to be shaved. 
Clown refers him to a barber. Enter a man with advertising placard, 
“No Lamps.—A Meeting To-night.”’ Hestands in the centre of stage 
—nobody slaps his board, so he goes off. f£nter a Policeman with 
practicable head to come off. Clown looks on ruefully. Exit Police- — 
man with practicable head to come off. Enter an Old Lady who asks 
Clown the way to Hicks’s Hall. Clown politely informs her. He does | 
not steal her reticule. A small boy enters and tells Clown that the 
police are coming. Clown remarks that it concerns him in no way. 
Enter the Police. Exeunt the Police. Enter the Archbishop of Can- 
terbury with Sir John Phillimore and the Dean of Arches. Clown, 
overcome with confusion, rushes into shop and purchases overcoats and 
spares for himself and Pantaloon, with which they disguise them- 
selves. 

Prompter, at wing, “ Now then—Cascade—Come!"’ Clown, ‘* We 
do not know how to do a Cascade! Spare us!” 

Merciful Prompter “rings down.” 
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HARLEQUIN HEY-DIDDLE-DIZZ)| 0 


Harlequin :—Mr, D*sr** xt. 


Columbine :—HovUsEHOLD SUFFRAGE. 
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OR, THE RIVAL REFORMERS. 


Clown s—MR. E. B**1’s. Pantalooi -—EarRh R*#ss°* Lu. 
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FROM OUR STALL. 


L/t/iPny LULL 
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ZN the whole, the dra- 
Z%, matic version of No 
Thoroughfare is a lit- 
tle dull; but the story 
has interest enough 
to make a telling 
play, and the redun- 
dancy of the dialogue 
may be forgiven for 
the sake of the effec- 
tive situations. 
GrorGE VENDALE is 
made a trifle too con- 
fiding ; nobody but a 
born idiot would have 
trusted himself un- 
armed in the com- 
pany of OnenREIZER, 
under the circum- 
stances of the piece. 
It is rather strange, 
too, that the latter 
(who is not shy in 
Aly most things) should 
4!" have been so passion- 
Lb “ately in love with 
G7) S  Mancverite without 
x ss making that young 
WAV lady aware of the fact 
until much too late. 
And let us here cau- 
tion Mr. Winxre Coutns (and all present and future dramatists) 
against making use of laudanum as a speedy soporific. ‘Thirty-five or 
forty drops of tinct. opti—a larger dose would be infallibly detected by 
its odour—act as a powerful stimulant for five or six hours. A villain 
might as well administer strong tea in the hope of lulling his victim 
into immediate slumber. Can it be possible that Mr. Coxttns has no 
copy of Tuomas DE Quincey? The play is admirably performed, and 
has been put upon the stage in a way which does great honour to the 
new régime. 

We were horribly puzzled by Mr. Marx Lemon’s Petticout Parlia- 
ment. It is a weird and wondrous growth; no stage in Europe has 
ever seen the like of it. Ghostly figures, padded and masked, flit 
across the scene. A wigged phantom, seated on a throne, yells dis- 
cordantly ; and an individual in shining raiment sings the “ Country 
Fair,” and then dances wildly. We remember nothing further, save 
that Miss E. Farren and Miss Lovisa Moors were a couple of charm- 
ing romps, in the prettiest possible dresses; and that Mr. VINcENT 
and Mr. R. Sourar struggled bravely to look as if they were actually 
real persons. 

In Mr. Wrii1aM Broven's Caliph of Bagdad there is plenty of easy 
and polished versification, and a most liberal allowance of puns. The 
music has been tastefully chosen, and is (with one or two exceptions) 
not dadly sung; the costumes are gorgeous in the extreme, and Mr. 
Fenton has painted some very pretty scenes for the occasion. Messrs. 
James and THorne had a large proportion of the fun between them. 
As Haroun the Just, Miss ADA SwannorovuGu looks handsome, plays 
briskly, and sings her songs well; but she has a peculiar notion of dis- 
guising herself. A little more concealment of the face or figure would 
at all events make the impossibility of remaining incog. less glaring. 
Miss Newron and Miss ApA Haktanp look pretty, and give their 
lines well. The management of the Strand has done well in attaching 
In. Brovcx to that establishment. ; 

The Christy Minstrels had an enormous house on Boxing-day, and 
they deserved it. Their programme is an attractive one, and the audi- 
ences are not kept waiting between the parts of the entertainment. 

18 18 a great merit in an age when time is money : 

aving treated the Pantomimes lyrically in another part of to-day’s 
Fon, we shall refrain, for the present, from prosaic mention of them. 
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Time Out Of Mind. 


_ “THe whirligig of Time” has been frequently quoted; but in 
future his rapid lapse will be spoken of in pantomimic circles as the 
flip-f-lapse of Time. 





Anything But Dolor-ous. 
How do theatrical managers “ trouser the dollars” ?—By the agency 
Of a pant-omime. 
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ROUND THE THEATRES 


JoxrneG and jollity, fun and frivolity, 
Reign for a season all over the town 
Tip me, oh Momus! a touch of your quality , 
Who, for the minute, would not be a clown ? 
Mirth is victorious, laughter uproarious ;— 
Hark to the gallery, boxes, and pit, 
Shouting unanimous “ Isn't it glorious ?”’ 
Holding the sides that seem ready to split. 


Drop into Drury, where Jack the heroical 
Slaughters whole armies of giants to-night :-~ 
Watch the old fogies, who try to look stoical, 
Beaming all over with shiny delight. 
Fairy-like scenes from the pencil of Bevertry, 
Dances by dozens and songs by the score : 
Percy Rosette and the boys playing cleverly— 
Fancy, like Oxtver, asking for more! : 


Go to the Garden, a house in which operas 
Charm you no longer with exquisite strains : 
Music, at Christmas, is never so proper as 
Pantomime pleasures and pantomime Paynrs, 
Here you can see the old uncle who buried an 
Innocent couple of babes in a wood :— 
Plenty of birds, and, a troop led by Suerrman ; 
Plenty of robins, and ove Rortn Hoon. 


Talking of robins, that history tragical 
Known as Coek Robin long ages ago, 
Serves the Lyceum this year for a magical 
Grand pantomimical Smithical show. 
If you regard Black-eyed Sue sentimentallv, 
Just have an evening of Mr. Burnann:— 
Tf you prefer a thing done Orientally, 
Look in on W. Broveu at the Strand. 


Mr. Mark Lemon dives into futurity— 
Rightly or wrongly the futare will show : 
Still, as I value my critical purity, 
Frankly I cannot advise you to go. 
Where is the good, though, of being too critical ? 
‘Take, if you please, Common-Sense to the door. 
Cio, then, and study with eyes analytical 
Pretty Miss Farren and pretty Miss Moone. 


Try the New Surrey—a journey vehicular 
Takes you at once to the classical spot. 

Over the Thames—at the Vic. in particular— 
Plenty of laughter and fun may be got. 

There is my list; you may try the experiment : 
Folly is monarch and London is wide. _ 

If you should fail in your search after merriment, 
Don’t go and say it’s for want of a guide. 








From Over the Water. 
“Tim Fair One With The Golden Locks” deserves to be a success. 
We never yet met with the man who did not admire a lady with a 
golden coffer—we beg pardon—cot fire. 
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A Palpable Hit Missed. 


Wury has not some writer of pantomimes pictured to us Briar-kvs, 


smoking, as was doubtless his custom of an afternoon, his hundred 
5? 


Briar-roots ? on a 


Hard to Say. 


Does a Harlequin’s wand make him wand-er ¢ 
Ir a Clown wears not leg of mutton sleeves, does he not sport 


leg-o’-mutten skirts ? 








The Dickens! 


Tur Adelphi guests are, we understand, highly indignant at 
having No Thorough-fare prepared for them at Christmas time. 





A taking title for a farce at Niblo’s, 


‘on ouR AMERICAN CovUsINs.— for § 
" 1e Forty Thieves. 


or, the Winter Garden—Ala- Bama, or t! 
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Tux Comic Heads-Enter—On the stage of Drury Lane. 
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A WARNING. 


Don't go behind the scenes at pantomime time, or if you do, don’t be too curious 
about the reason why two rows of men stand opposite each other with joined hands, or 
you may suffer for your curiosity, as old Green did. 


NOTES OF AN ELDERLY GENTLEMAN UNBORN. 


COMMUNICATED THROUGH A YOUTHFUL ANCESTOR. 


ConcerninG Pantomimes: ’tis certain that this kind of entertainment, which lingered 
on the stage as late as the second quarter of the twentieth century, is of an origin so 
remote as to be undiscoverable. ‘There are other things about Pantomimes which 
are equally certain, and perhaps I may have occasion to notice them by andby. Of 
the antiquity of Pantomimes it is sufficient to say that, long before they were intro- 
duced into England by a versatile writer named BLancuarp, who saw in their 
peculiar drollery a fitting vehicle for the humorous talents of a rising young friend 
of his, one Jos#ex GriMALpi, the same species of amusement had been popular 
throughout all those states into which Italy was in former times, as she 1s now, 
divided. Though it is almost impossible to imagine with any approach to exactness 
what a Pantomime was really like, we may gather from old writings that it was a 
mixture of soveral arts, held somehow together by a satirical dramatic poem, partly 
spoken and partly expressed in spangles, lime-light, Dutch metal, dumb show, and 
noise. It is curious to note that the darkness and the poverty of our ideas on the 
subject of Pantomime are assignable in very great measure to the strange careless- 
ness of those generations who neglected to preserve the printed books—for printed 
books there must surely have been—of the many hundreds of such popular representa- 
tions. The highest skill of versification, the keenest edge of satire. the finest point of 
epigram, and the purest polish of wit were dedicated to the literary branch of Pan- 
tomime, the lines being in heroic measure, perfect as to scansion and faultless in 
rhyme. Lord Lrtron, the Secretary of State for the Truthful and the Beautiful ; 
the Right Honourable Marrusw Axnoxp, President of the Board of Sweetness and 
Light; and Mr. Martin Farqvuar Turrer, Chief Commissioner of Proverbs, were 
prominent among the disciples of Dk. Kenzaty and Mr. Nguson Les. These 
two mighty masters of Pantomimic invention divided rather than disputed the sove- 
reignty of their noble and mystic craft. It is a most unaccountable fact, a puzzle 
never to be solved, that rich as were those times in the possession of poetical genius 
and skill, treasures like the writings of such men should have been actually thrown 
away, as 60 much rubbish. 
If we would gain the brightest glimpse of what Pantomime, at its best period, 
must have been, we have no choice—nor is any alternative to be desired—but to seek 
the sparkling pages of the number for January the 11th, 1868, of the immortal Fun. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 44. 


Now's tne time and now's the hour 
When the fairies show their power. 
Tripping, skipping, clipping, lipping, 
’Mid the dripping fountains dipping, 
When a splendid transformation 
Farns the general approbation. 





1. 
Of small dickies 
This a trick is, 
When their tiny loves thoy utter, 
As they gaily flirt and flutter. 
2. 
The patentee will show you proofs 
That this is very good for hoofs. 
3. 
Fley diddle, diddle! 
For kit and for fiddle, 


You'll find this is useful—so solve me my riddle. 


4. 


To art a foe 

And all éldwAa! 
You'd see one? Lo, 
SaVONAROLA! 


5. 


This style is considered perfection 
For sculptured relief in a case, 
Where only a little projection 

Is allowed by the lino of the base.: 


6 


He hobbled on a little crutch; 
But, oh, we loved him very much, 
The best of all the boys he was, 
Whose literary parent’s Boz. 


~ 


de 
A portrait-painter, by good judges reckoned 
To the immortal TrT1An only second. 
About his death ’tis very little we know— 
His birth, in fifteen ten, was at Albino. 
8, 
No one before 
The Civil War 
Of such a place had heard ; 
But now its name 


Is known to fame— 
Although it’s so absurd. 


9. 


Wisest ’tis to put your meat 

Where it will be good and sweet— 
Where you keep from dog and oat it— 
Don't een let the flies get at it. 


Answer To Acrostic No. 42. 
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SOLUTIONS OF 
None correct. 
ee 

As One would Expect. 


Tue Christmas magazines have been generall 
ably received ty the critics—almost, we might a 
log-ised. 


SempeR Virens.—The Christmas Box. 








Foot-Licuts.—The Corps de Ballet. 








Acrostic No. 42, RECEIVED Ist JANUARY >— 
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A GUIDE TO WHIST. 
By A Otown. 


| How to Dgat.—Take all the goods you 
can lay your hands upon in the shop, slip 

| nothing into the shopkeeper’s hand in 

| return, and if he expostulates, knock him 

| down. 

| How to Cut.—As fast as you can, 

| especially if there’s a policeman coming. 

| How to Sunurrix.—Always lay your 

| misdeeds on Pantaloon. 

| Tus Trick.—Knock at a door and lie | 

| down across the threshold, for people to 

| tumble over. 

| Dummy.—The policeman you fire out of 
the cannon. 

Tae Turn-Up.—Any fight you can get 
up among the bystanders. 

How To Revoxre.—Steal something. Give 
Pantaloon half. Knock him down for 
taking it, and have it back. | 

A Trump.—A term of endearment to be 
applied to a policeman if you want to 
give him a good blow when he isn’t | 
looking. 

How to Fottow Surt.—Whenever you | 

seea servant-girl cleaning the steps, make 
love to her, kiss her, and then drink out of 
the pail. 

Devstz.—To do this effectually, strike 

+} Pantaloon violently in his waistcoat. 
_ Tres is cpemaeed by sitting on a baby 
in a peramb 
Txz Rus.—An effectual cure for bruises. 
| It is best to rub the part affected against a 
side-scene. 
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A TALE OF THE CRUSADERS. 
A Suggestion for a Pantomime Opening. 


Sir Fippiepepee and Sir FoLpERoLay 

Were truly most excellent folks in their way. 
| They dwelt in two neighbouring towns on the Rhine, 
And cracked an occasional bottle of wine. 

Siz Fippiepepee was the younger by far, 

He loved a full-flavoured ne cigar ; 

While Six Fotperotay, whose age was more ripe, 

Confessed to a passionate love for a pipe. 


But though about smoking they were not agreed, 
ne point they converged on most strongly indeed, 
And that was the merit of vintages rare, 
Which these two jolly fellows would purchase and share. 
For fifteen long years they had met every night, 
And had taken their quantum with deepest delight, 
When one night came Dom Joun fram the neighbouring abbey, 
Whom not to invite to sit down had been shabby. 


Dom Joun he sat down—took a glass—took another, 
Enjoyed them with gusto he cared not to smother— 
Then suddenly spoke, ‘Come, my valiant young blades, 
I come to suggest you should try the Crusades !”’ 

Str Fotpgroray and Sir FippiepEpEE 

The force of the notion they seemed not to see, 

But night after night sly Dom Joun he came back 

To preach the Crusades and renew his attack. 


Till Frppiepepex said, “ Confound it, let’s go, 

If it’s but to get rid of his prating, you know !”’ 

So Six Fippiepepge and Sim FotpERoLay 

To »fotn the Crusades they set out one fine day. 

A Turk cut Sir Fippiepepese clean in two 

And then poor Sir Fotperoray he ran through— 

And to finish the tale the few words I’ve to tell are 
On quitting their home 
A-crusading to roam, 

Each had with Dom Joun left the key of his cellar. 
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CROWD, AND THEY WON'T LET ’IM IN ! 
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A SWALLOW OUT OF SEASON. 


Scene :—Bortng-night. 


ator. Gentleman in front (bawling) :—“’Ar-rece ! 11” 
’Arry, at back :—*’Uriio!!” 
G. in F. (as before) :—“ Wuere’s Brit-leee ! !” 
’Arry :—‘* WHY, THE YOUNG BEGGAR’8 KEEN AN’ SWALLERED HIS SIXPENCE IN THE 
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—— — 


Answers to Correspondents, 


[We can take no notice of communications with illegible signatures or 





| monograms. Correspondents will do well to send their real names and 


addresses as guarantees. We cannot undertake to return unaceepted MSS. 
or Sketches, unless they are accompanied by a stamped and directed 
envelope: but we cannot enter into correspondence regarding them, nor do 
we hold ourselves responsible for loss.) 

THE GuosT OF ]PHIGENIA.—Not the ghost of a chance. 

E. D. (Tunbridge Wells.)—If you will send us your name and address 
we will publish tiem, but not—oh, no!—not that joke about pat-riots. 

N. E. 8. (Dublin.)—Hardly worthy of comment. 

P. C. J. (Manchester) is a disgrace to man, not to mention Chester, to 
joke about the execution which has lately taken place in his city. 

P. H. B. (Cavendish-square) says, ‘‘his friends generally esteem him 
good at things of this sort ;’’ and, by way of sample, sends a play on the 
words ‘‘ apparition’ and ‘‘ happy rich ’un.’’ We don't think him a happy 
rich ’un in wit, and he hasn’t the apparition of a chance uf acceptance. 

M. R. (Perth.)—Why will you Perth-evere in sending us acrostics, when 
we have said over and over again that we do not want them f 

O. O. O. Z. N. sends us “a poem,” beginning— 

‘‘I’m going to tell you of a child, 
Whom, you must know, W..s very mild.” 


Well, “whom was” doesn't strike us as being poetic. 

J. C. H. (Sutherland-terrace) sends ws what he describes as “ the off- 
spring of a disordered brain.’”’” We can’t see that brain is in any way 
accountable for it. Doesn’t he mean stomach ? 

H. B. (Partick.)—We think not. 

BLARNEY.—We would have none of you. 

A CuristMas Goose.—Siuff! 

L. S. (Portland-place.)— We will see. 

Declined with thanks :—B. L. 8.; R. R. N., Onslow-gardens; Strath- 
martin ; Cosmopolité, Birkenhead ; Bobabil ; Joseph ; J., New Acton; J. M., 
Driffield; D. S., Manchester; W. P., Upper Brook-street; W. P. B., 
Victcria-park ; George; A. B. B., Saale: A. C. T., Sydenham ; 
A. F., Blackheath; J. B., Edinburgh; G. 8., Great Tower-street ; 
F. W. B., Bradford; J. 8., Tottenham Court-road ; a D. R. D., 
Dundee; L. S. K., Liverpool; H. W., Belgrave-street; J. F., Egremont ; 
H. M. P.; D. A., Higher Broughton ; A. D. M., Malvern; E. A., Bolton- 
le-Moor; J. J. H., Great Pulteney-street. 
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THE GENERAL OUTLINE OF THE PANTOMIMES. 




















Or )Y Ae ml : 

AN ae ae <I \K iH: = J 
“eee PTA a WA 

Lia ° > O Z - A a >) 








Teas <q, ( & 
TPR Ss A 1 No ATK 

| So wy; WN Ku) WN \ y 
( & \ ‘4 SE (SS 7 
\ CA 





We 
K A) 
; 
L 


Aa 
LS K 3 7 


{ = ( 
/ ' “> . i 
\ ie ne 








VD 
Ny 


Ny 





‘ it i 
Ba 
em 


, %.. pao 
—a : — e = ress 2 
. ates le ee ore 
a : _ 7? 

cies aetna - Se ee 

ete tee i 0 “ 

¢ vn a a 

a pee a a 


——-—- — a 








Janvary 18, 1868 ] 


THREE KIN 














etn cncunnaapananaanag eases apes Se 


FUN. 19: 


THE 


GS OF CHICKERABOO. 


ie Li 


Their sides the o 


/ 


’ Shall rep-per-esent our island shores. 
cean wide shall lave, 


boo— 
Pactrico, BANG-Banoc, Popcuop—who 
Exclaimed, one terribly sultry day, 
“Oh, let’s be Kings in a humble 
way !” 


| were three niggers of Chickera- 


The first was a highly-accomplished 
‘* Bones,”’ 

The next elicited banjo tones, 

The third was a quiet, retiring chap, 

Who danced an excellent break-down 
* flap.” 


“We niggers,” said they, “have 
formed a plan 

By which, whenever we like, we can 

Extemporize islands near the beach, 

And then we'll collar an island each. 


“Three casks, from somebody else's 
stores, 


Their heads just topping the briny wave. 


“‘ Great Britain’s navy scours the sea, 
And everywhere her ships they be ; 
She’ll recognise our rank, perhaps, 
When she discovers we’re Royal Chaps. 


“Tf to her skirts you want to cling, 
It’s quite sufficient that you’re a king ; 
She does not push inquiry far 

To learn what sort of king you are.” 


A ship of several thousand tons; 
And mounting seventy-something guns, 


Pleughed, every year, the ocean blue, 
Discovering kings and countries new. 


The brave Rear-ApMIRAL Bartey Pir, 
Commanding that magnificent ship, 

Perceived one day, his glasses through, 
The kings that came from Chickeraboo. 


“‘ Dear eyes!’ said ApMrraL Pip, “I see 
Three flourishing islands on our lee. 
And, bless me! most extror’nary thing ! 
On every island stands a king! 


“© Come lower the Admiral’s gig,’ he cried, 
“ And over the dancing waves I'll glide ; 
That low obeisance I may do 

To those three Kings of Chikeraboo! ” 


The admiral pulled to the islands three , 
The kings saluted him gracious/ee. 

The admiral, pleased at his welcome warm, 
Pulled out a printed Alliance form. 





Your Majesty, sign me this, I pray— 
I come in a friendly kind of way— 
I come, if you please, with the best intents, 
And QvEeEN Vicroria’s compliments.” 





voL. VL 





The kings were pleased as they well could be: 
The most retiring of all the three, 

In a “cellar-flap”’ to his joy gave vent 

With a banjo-bones accompaniment. 


The great Rear-Apmrrat Bariey Prp 
Embarked on board his jolly big ship, 
Blue Peter flew from his lofty fore, 
And off he sailed to his native shore. 


ApmriRrat Pip directly went 

To the Lord at the head of the Government, 
Who made him, by a stroke of quill, 
Baron bE Pirpr, or PrrperonneviLLe. 


The College of Heralds permission yield 
That he should quarter upon his shield 
Three islands, vert, on a field of blue, 
With the pregnant motto ‘ Chickeraboo.”’ 


i 


Ambassadors, yes, and attachés, too, 

Are going to sail for Chickeraboo. 

And, see, on the good ship’s crowded deck, 
A bishop, who’s going out there on spec. 


And let us all hope that blissful things 
May come of alliance with darky kings. 
Oh, may we never, whatever we do, 
Declare a war with Chickeraboo ! 





MORE ABROAD THAN EVER. 


Tue Schoolmaster is “ going it.” Whether two and two are still 
allowed to make four we scarcely know; but there are public teachers 
who would have us learn that one and one make three. Without pre- 
tending to understand what it all means, we quote from a curious 
column of odds and ends, under the generic title ‘‘ Wit and Humour,” 
in the columns of a contemporary, the following remarkable rub- 
bish :— 

COMPLEMENTARY, BUT NOT COMPLIMENTARY. 
Of complementary colours, 
If the theory be true, 
Reflected in the Yellow Book 
Napoleon may look b/ue. 


And then there is a foot-note to inform us that blue is the colour of 
the foreign official publications in France. But what has that to do 
with the question how two colours, each of which is primary, can be 
the complements of the prism, which consists of three? The comple - 
mentary of yellow is not blue, but purple, as the complementary ot 
blue is orange, and the complementary of red is green. 





A Good Example. 

“Tue Licensep VicTUALLER”’ Life Boat, stationed at Hunstanton, 
has already done good service. Many a brave tar when he sees the 
gallant boat dancing like a cork on the waves, on a message of mercy, 
will think with gratitude of the “brother bungs’’ of the ‘‘ Licensed 


Victualler.” 





Potting them. 
A numBER of Frenchmen in New York and Canada have formed a 


| club to promote the unification of America. They call it the Pan- 


American. Our lively neighbours are fond of re-construction, but we 
suspect the Yankees instead of coming to their Pan will send them all 
to pot. 

A Sweet Tooth. 


We observe in The Grocer a paragraph herded “ Drawback on Sugar 
in Holstein.” Well, we only know one drawback connected with 


| sugar and surely not confined to sugar in Holstein—namely, that it 


is likely to make one’s teeth ache. 


Tall Talk. 
Ix what county should the Guards reeruit ?—Lanky-shire. 
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Cown Talk. 


By THE SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


| , », UR cheerful « 
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Year, but there seems 
, aprobability ofplenty 
| more * seasonable”’ 
weather. What a 
pernicious euphem- 
ism that is! 
‘* seasonable ”’ 
ther, we mean the 
weather in which the 
sufferings of the poor 
are a ghastly com- 
mentary on our 
Christmas cheer. No! 
the weather is not 
“‘seasonable,”’ but I 
will tell you what 
is:—the noble ex- 
ample set by Miss 
Burpetr Coutts to 
those in high places. 
At the beginning of 
the New Year, and 
at Christmas-tide 
such actions as she 
performs are season- 
able. But then Miss Covtrs’s charity is in season all the year round. 
However, perhaps the noblest scheme which she has ever set afoot, is 
the “‘ Employment Scheme,” now getting into such admirable work- 
ing order at Bethnal Green. It encourages industry and indepen- 
dence and takes away all that makes Charity suspected in the eyes ef 
the political economist and social philosopher. I have.heard many 
people say that they envy Miss Courts the wealth which enables her 
to do #0 much good. should also envy her the heart and the 
brain which prompt the kindly deeds and carry them ont in the wisest 
manner. 

_ THs batch of magazines has been allowed to lie by an unconscionable 
time so I will proceed to clear them off. The Corn/iii isa trifle heavy, 
though there's an interesting paper on Ricuarpson’s novels,and an 
article by Me. Marruzw Axno_p, who is always amusing—if he is 
nothing else. A few chapters on “Talk” are good buttoolong. Mr. 
Wa.xen’s illustration is charming—the initial hardly up to his mark. 
In Belgravia the “ Ghost’s Summons” might have borne more 
elaborate working out, for it is an original notion. On the other hand, 

Lost sight of,” a sensation farrago of the old “lone inn, brigands and 
murder” might have been condensed with advantage. ‘The illustration 
to this story is geod—the others are very infericr, but it seems toa 
great extent to be owing to the very bad engraving they have had. I 
am at a loss to understand how some lines about “‘ Ze Koi est Mort” 
ever came to be admitted considering their author rhymes “ rei” with 

oer! Good Words is strong in an essay by Mr. Guapstonr—and a 
poem (though not one of his best) by the Laureate. It isa matter of 
regret that Mr. Hoventon has not thought fit to bestow more 
pains on his illustration of it. The other pictures are excellent, especially 

Mr. Prxwe.1's, which are full of grace. Altogether it is an excellent 
number, and the same may be said of the Sunday Magazine,in which 
the two large pictures are much above the average of illustrations. 
Cassell’s Magazine too keeps up its character in the literary portion— 
which is a high character. It is better printed than usual, but on the 
other hand the engraving of the cute is coarse and commonplace, re- 
ducing the drawings of artists of varied styles to one level of medio- 
crity. In St. Pauls there is a capital paper on “Business in the 
present day, while in other respects the magazine maintains its 
standard. I doubt if the second illustration is any advantage :— Mr 
Mrrzais’ drawing if a thought model-esque is quite good enough to 
stand alone. ins/ey's is varied and pleasant, not the least amusing 
paper being that on grotesque jewellery. The Hon. Alice Brand is to 
be deprecated on two grounds—first use she is not good, and 
second because from the form of her contributions the hurried. and 

worried reviewer confuses her sometimes with Aunt Anastatia, who 
does not benefit by the mistake. I don’t think the Midacur will answer 
in monthlyinstalments. London Society is better than usual this month. 
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' as happy as usual in her verse. 
imate | Wrapper, and looks and reads well. 





| is not plenty for a shilling (without counting Mr. Watson's drawing 
| and the Thumbnail Sketches), I 
| have. 


should like to know what you would 
The Argosy has improved. ‘Shaving the Ponies’ Tails” is 
better suited, however, for a boy’s magazine, and Miss Rossett1 is not 
The Broadway comes with a modified 
Not the least amusing paper is 


| “The Gallery of Drury Lane,” in the illustration to which there is a 


f welcome to the New | 


' 


a 
By 
wea- | : : , 
| from the orchard house to the humble window-garden—and all for the 


| small sum of one shilling. 


man sucking an orange, who is worthy of Hocartn. The January 
number of JZanover Square contains one very good piece of music, 
which prompts a New Year's wish for Mr. Linpsay SLtorpen—“ More 
Paver to your elbow, Sir!” 

Tur Era Almanack is full of interest and information for all who 
love the drama and the stage. The list of “‘first appearances” is as 
absorbing as a sensation novel—sometimes one could laugh and at 
other times cry over it. Messrs Carter send a f’ractical Gardener, 
which deserves to be popular, for it gives information on all points, 


Messrs Letts also send samples of their 
Diaries, whose name is Legion, and whose fame is world-wide. 

Turee large pictures by Doxé are on view at the Egyptian Hall. 
A view of the Green Table at Baden Baden is a gigantic work, crowded 
with figures, yet not confused. Its colouring, however, is heavy and 
unsatisfactory. 
the foreground, with the dawn breaking on the distant horizon, is 
admirable. ‘ Dante and Virgil’’ is a reproduction in colour of one of 
the illustrations of the Inferno. Itisa finely conceived work, but when 
I visited the gallery, was not hung to the best advantage. 

A new weekly, the Academia, a scholastic, educational, and literary 
record has just made its appearance, and will, I hope, receive plenty of 
support, fur its first number is really excellent, and its programme 
promises very well. 

The Quiver looks well this month; some of the illustrations have 
great merit. The Popular Educator seems to gather strength as it goes 
on. It is better printed, too; but I think that a list of contents should 
appear with each monthly part, to simplify reference. Of course there 
will be an index, but that will come at the end of the volume, and a 
table of contents would be handy in the meantime. 





MY GRANDSIRE’S ADVICE. 


My grandsire was a hale old:man 
Of fourscore years and ten: 

And me hesometimes used to tan— 
But petted now and then. 

And good advice he gave me, too, 
His wisdom to evince :— 

Of things he taught me then, a few 
I’ve stuck to ever since. 

He’d call me to him “ Here, my lad!” 
And then my head he’d stroke, 

“Remember, boy, cigars are bad— 
A pipe’s a thing to smoke!” 


He'd smoked a fair amount of weed, 
And some experience had! 

"Twas very kind of him indeed, 
To teach so young a lad. 

The wisdom of his silver hairs, 
He kindly would employ 

In speaking of the world’s affairs, 
To me—a little boy! 

‘“‘ Be sure in after-life, you dog,” 
He said and shook his head, 

“To take, last thing, a glass of grog 
Before you go to bed!”’ 


He'd drunk some grog, too, in his time, 
And I was not a fool, 

So I observed his precepts :—I'’m 
A credit to the school! 

But we’re not like the men of yore— 
What they did, we can’t do: 

Yor he was hearty at fourscore— 
I’m done at forty-two! 

My grandsire was a hale old man 
Of fourscore years and ten: 

But then, you see, the good old plan 
Won’t suit us modern men. 


THE MOST SUCCESSFUL COON oUZ.—The co-coon. N.B.—We don't 


There's a funny rigmarole rhyme on “No Lamps,” with acapital paper | mean a promoter of companies. 


on “ Tickets for Soup" by The Casual (admirably illustrated) “Miss | 
If that 


Sophy’s Crutch.” (ditto) and a stizring poem by Bucuanan. 








A Rea Teerotat Curiosiry.—A pair of water-tight Boots. 





[January 18, 1868. 


“ Jepthah’s Daughter” is fine, and the twilight of | 
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FROM OUR STALL. DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


Wuat a pity it is that Mr. Fatconer will always make his cha- No. 45. 
racters talk so much. There is all the material fora very good play 
in A Wife Well Won, but it is inextricably mixed with much of the 
material for a very bad piay. This may be said of most pieces; but in 
most pieces the good or the bad preponderates, and in the present 

| example, the betting is as nearly as possible equal. The plot of Mr. 
| Fatcongr’s comedy is interesting (though the climax is rather too 
| 








A MonTH wherein our hearts are stirred 
To charitable deed and word; 

Though charity begins at home 

It shouldn't stay there, but should roam 
Wherever in this monster city 


P 8 ; . 
like that of the Lady of Lyons to please old playgoers like ourselves), oor folks are found to help and pity. 


but the dialogue is in several parts tedious beyond expression. The 








comedy is decently played on the whole; Mr. Sotuern represents 1. 

the chief character, and is the Jeast satisfactory of the actors concerned. He'd a very hooked nose, 

Mr. BucksTovE is extravagant but funny. Mr. Howe is an old and And you'd certainly shrink 
| useful actor, but in this particular piece he dresses abominably. The From his watch-chain, which shows 
| hideous conglomeration of colour displayed in the covering of this He was, what do you think ? 
| gentleman's lower limbs must be seen to be appreciated. Miss Manor 9. 


Rozertson played a small and shadowy part with a great deal of 


| grace; we shall be happy to see this young lady in something more Because he is famous the fair ladies flutter 
| 


Around him, his state of confusion is utter ; 
Are they striving, d’ye think, for the chance of a kiss ? 
By no means, the dears are desirous of this. 


| definite and lifelike. Before concluding our short notice of this piece, 
we must implore Mr. Rocers to commit his words to memory. His 
part is not a long one, and his perpetual state of oblivion leads up to 
a stammer, which might be taken by the multitude for an imitation of 3 


Lord Dundreary. A waiting-maid famous, a great poet's pages 

Mr. H. J. Byron has written a charming comedy. We shall be Embalm her in amber, to last through the ages ; 
told that he has written three or fuur; but none so charming as As things turned out well, and a great cause was carried, 
Dearer than Life, we reply. It is very like the Porter’s Knot. The The lassie, at last, got most happily married. 


drunken old man is very like Eccles in Caste. That matters very 








little to the people who laugh and cry over this new piece at the . 4. a 
Queen’s. Messrs. Toore and Lionet Broveu are worth a long walk, When often hard-up for a ‘skiv, 7 
even in the present somewhat the exact reverse of precisely genial Of a “fiver,” or “ tenner,”’ or bob”’; 
weather. This theatre has not been happy in its bills lately. Without him, why how could we live ¢ 
Katherine and Petruchio, for instance, is not a piece to draw the entire Albeit he’s certain to rob. 
populace of London to the doors of a theatre. Now that the house 5. 
gives us more attractive food, we hope that it may profit by its—its— When last Cenerentola here was brought out, 
well, its system of Sprers-and-Ponv-ism. She played the first part, so I've read, without doubt ; 
SSS And in it the air which the hearers liked best, a 
Where and Oh! Where. Good air, you'll allow, was the “ Non piu mesta.”’ 
A tapy of an uncertain age who advertises so often, that she must «6. 
be a gold mine to the daily newspapers, wants to be “ taken in and With shimmering dresses, 
done tor.” Hear what she says :— And ravishing tresses, _ 
A LADY, rather past middle age, wishes to find a HOME for herself and her They come to this, dancing 
servant, with a family of position, residing in the country. Accommodation, &c., With radiant glancing. 
such as might reasonably be expected for £1,000 a year. References would be found oy 
to be perfectly satisfactory. The residence must be in one of the English counties, fe . 
| notin Wales or the Isle of Wight, and as no residence ina oe suburb, Me It can never come again, 
watering-place, clergyman’s or pr’ fessional gentleman’s establishment would suit, It is lost for evermore 
i ‘ 3 ‘ully ste apply.—Address Mrs. C. ; = . 
all such proprietors respectfully reque: _ nat * upply dress Mrs , With the pleasure and the pain 
But what a particular “old party!’’ Failing a town, suburb, village, Of remembered days of yore. 
watering place, &c., where is she to go? This wealthy prize is too PN RA Ii. NIB 
good to be lost. It would be almost worth while to build in the middle of Answer To Acrostic No. 43. 
Dartmoor, or rear a palace in the heart of Wormwood Scrubs. Would = Yolineen WN 
this “rather past middle age” lady object to a barge in the Thames, A Ave E 
or a travelling caravan? She is really so eccentric that it would pay N Now Ww 
arn enterprising party to invest in her. U Unanimity Y¥ 
A Ape 
Step in the Right Direction. R_ Rara A 
& Cep . Y Year R 


WE are glad to note that the City police have received instruction , a 

where *“‘ mock auctions” are held, to announce the fact in a loud voice Connect SoLuTios on onomese ie. 00, anenmrse Semmens $:—Fiteg; © x. 
: | ; * ; : Ong é ‘ ’ ’ ’ a 
ac. Ghee. oy each pence, 08 © veenren oe th th re ee te oo A, ; Elton ; Taree Carshalton Fools; Charlie Bo’; J. B. T.; 
chasers. Why not adopt a similar system with those twin-rascals, W. H. {.: Frank and Maria; Merryman; Timotheus; Dash; E. L.O.; Gallus ; 
shopkeepers who cheat the public in weight, and rogues who poison Anthropoglossus; Ickle Tott ; Diogenes ; Franziska ; Smedley Card-Sharpers ; A.T., 
their customers with adulterated goods ’ The warning re . XA 3 Catford Bridge. 
“Wouldn’t advise you to deal here, mum, fined forty shillin’ last week, E , 
' i in 1 aser,”’ xplanation. 

five weights deficient and scales two hounce agin the purchaser,” or - venee <n a 
“ Best not call here, Sir, gin’s doctor'd and beer reg’lar pison’d with THe Albert Dining Club, or Metropolitan hes - Ss omy ma 
Coclicus Indicorus as have been analysed,’’—would have far more | (sounds well !) eens ~ ne, —-? are vo 
offe iary fines in the power of a magistrate to inflict. | «Observe exact address. Now,a good address 1s es d . 
effect than any pecuniary fine 1e p 5 but we fail to perceive why it should specially apply in this instance. 

it cc lsory to appear in evening costume ? May one partake twice 
Is it compulsory ppe’ : 2 if lace 

The Very Place. of soup ? Or would the inadvertent insertion of the knife in a place 

Some surprise has been expressed that the Fenian fever should spread | ,}ere the knife ought not to go, insure instant expulsion from the 
to Wales. A moment’s reflection would recall the fact that ‘ Merthyr | fetablishment ? It would be well if the management would relieve 
and Irish’? have been connected by the popular voice for a long time. | ¢p6 public mind by answering these trifling queries. 











Bon Voyage! Putting a Different Complexion on it. 


Ix the whole shoal of magazines nothing should stand a better chance We are assured that the inhabitants of a certain part of Essex—the 
of going on swimmingly than St. Pauls’ —it is certainly Péin—we | ~ «on Wall’d-uns to be explicit—are not of a pale yellow. 
mean Finny enough. 








Hoping No Offence to Sir Francis. 
A Pczzuer ror TuE R.As’.—To produce a Special Consrasie. 





MEM. BY OUR MEDICO. 
Tue man who drinks lime-juice plays his stomach a scurvy trick. 
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LA POLITESSE NE COUTE RIEN. 


Scene :—Bois de Boulogne. 


Polite Mossoo (to all that is visible of the party he has capsized) :—“ Parpon, M’stev! 


DESULTORY READINGS. 
By a Desuttory Reaper. 


** | remember, I remember.’’— Praed. 
** Teach, O teach me to forget.’”’—JMrs. Hemans. 





Ir has often occurred to me that a habit of perusing with attention | of its oldest and most influential subscribers. 


| the best books is decidedly calculated to improve the human mind. 
| Unhappily, I have not perused with attention the best books. In 
| point of fact, I cannot say that I have read much lately. I will even 
| put it a little stronger, and say that I can say that I have xot read | 
| much lately. This may be the reason why the improvement in my 
mind, during the period wherein I have not read much, is much less 
than it might probably have beenif I had read a good deal. So likely 
_ does this appear, that there is no need of my pursuing the question 
| any further. 
| One of the books I read some time ago improved my mind con- 
| siderably. It was called, I think, “‘ The Natural History of Selkirk,’’ 
| by Acexanpgrk Wuirs; or stay, was it the history of the Isle of 
| Wight ?—but I think somehow there was a Kirk in it, and I am sure | 
| there wasa Sel. Stop—I have it: Gmerr Setporne’s “ History of | 
Kirk White "’—that was the book. And, by the way, did you ever 
| read Hoco’s “Essay on Roast Lamb’? You see, CoLermnGe, or) 
somebody, sent—let me think a moment, though. It was not Hoae’s | 


essay at all, and it was not about roast lamb. It was an essay by | 
Cuartes Lamp, and the subject was “ Roast Pig.” Yes, now I re- | 
member how it happened, exactly. Corerince sent Lams some | 
widgeon, teal, and a lot of other water-fowl, and Lams called them | 
“‘ tame villatic things,” and said he wished CotenipcE had sent him a 
sucking-pig instead. The fact ef CoLermer’s not having sent him a 
sucking-pig put Lams in mind to write a farce called “ Mr. H.,”’ turn- 
ing upon the endeavours of a man named Hogsflesh to pass himself 
off mysteriously for a Howard, a Harcourt, a Hamilton, or some swell 


with a fine ancient cognomen. 


MILLE PARDONS !”’ 
[Query—* Apres vous, M’sieu !” 





The farce was an immense g0. Har- 
LEY came out in it, and played nothing else for a long time; 80 that 
he was always called “Mr. H.” by several persons who knew him, 
Lams could not let the thing drop, but wrote an essay on “ Roast Pig 
for the Gentleman’s Magazine, which essay lost that publication many 
If Lams had been con- 
tent with farce-writing, he would no doubt have made his fortune an 
become popular. : P 
Lamp was not much of a critic, but he attempted to write his 
opinions on plays and actors. Therein, he fell into controversy with 
JEREMY TAYLOR, or JEREMY BentHaM. It was “JEREMY, I know ; 
or, at least, that is my impression ; though, on second thoughts, 1t 
may have been Howarp Payne, or Payne Cotuier; but, anyhow, 
Lams had the worst of it. A man ought never to try to do things 
which are out of his line. Decidedly, Cartes Lam» should have 
stuck to farce-writing. He never wrote anything to surpass * Mr. 


TO ALFRED TENNYSON, D. C. L. 
Poet Laureate. 
On His Lines Entittep “On a Sprrerut Lerrer.” 


You've your butt of Sack, 

Call'd, at present Sherry ! 
Laurgate, take your whack, 

And, gratefully, be merry. 
Raffle not your crest, 

Nor crow in pompous parley 
Over some bird of colder nest— 

Who pecks no Treasury barley. 





From the haut é-Cole.—Letters easiest of formation—C.B.’s. 
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IN CANADA. 


_ FUN. ag 








“c ” ial me ; 
But, I says, “go on I must,” and should ’ave done so, only but 


I was a little put out when Jor come and told me, arter all my for Jor a-turnin’ upas ’ad been a-waitin’ for me at the train, and ‘ad 


present, and said as he must go back to ’er. So I says, “My dear 
’ 7? } » er rc . a a 

boy, I'll go too ; but he say 8, * Mother, I must start to-day, as you 

cannot be ready by, I am sure. 7 


I says, “‘ That I cannot,” for I’d sent things to the wash that werry 
mornin’; so I says, “‘ I'll foller yer in a day or two, only leave me your | 


~ address, as I’ve heard say Canady is a large place, and I might miss 


my way.” “ Oh,” he says, ‘the train will take you direct to Montreal, 
as you'd better go by night, and sleep in the cars.”’ 

I says, “ Jox, the idea of you, as ’ave always been a good son to me, 
a-wishin’ of me to sleep in a car, when there's beds in plenty.”’ “Oh,” 
he says, “there's capital beds in the train, as you'll find welry com- 
fortable.”’ 

He was all of a flurry, I could see, a-worritin’ about ’is wife, so I 
says, “Never mind me, I'll find my way somehow or other,” as were 
wenturesome in me, partick’ler as Brown were away, but I was that 
benton goin’ to that poor gal, so the werry next night I was ready for 
to go by train in the evenin’ about six o'clock. | 

Of all the places to get about in it’s that ’Merryker, as there ain't a 
cab to be ’ad, but only them cars, and the time it took me for to get 
over from Brooklyn to that railway, a-waitin’ for them cars, with a 
carpet-bag and a bundle, let alone my bonnet-box, and arter all got 
there too late, tho’ p’raps as well, as I should ’ave’ad to wait ours on 
the road in the dead of the night. As it was, I ’ad to wait four ’ours 
at the station, and didn’t start till jest eleven o’clock, as a dark negro 
party was werry kind, and got me asleepin’ car as they calls ’em, as 
is a bed-place like aboard a ship, with shelves one atop of another. 

I don’t think as ever I’ad sich a night in my life, for the train 
jolted that fearful as keep in the bed I could not, and kep’ a-clutchin’ 
all night a-expectin’ to be shot out every hinstant, and never closed my 
eyes, and was that aggrawated, for if that nigger did not come to me 
and say as I were a-keepin’ all the car awake with my snores, as was 
from the party oppersite, as I see a-goin’ to bed with a short neck, 
arter a ’ot supper as she told me she’d’ad, a-undressing, as talked that 


_ loud as was told to keep quiet by them as wanted to go to sleep. 


I was jest a-droppin’ off myself when they told me as we was jest 
on Troy. ‘‘ Well,” I says, “what of that?’ ‘“ Why,” they says, 


_ “you must change cars ;” and so I ’ad to, a-scramblin’ like mad, and 


never a porter to carry nothin’ for you, and obligated to cross the line, 
and no protection. If there is a thing as I ’ate it’s Merrykin rail- 


_ Ways, as is jest like the parliamentary train, only better seats, and a 


_ Stove that ’ot as it stifles you. 


I was cramped up frightful, and glad 


| to get where we was to dine, and felt perished, and glad to get a bit of 
_ ‘ot dinner, but felt as I required alittle somethink, so asks the young 





woman as waited for a little ’ot, but she says, “It ain’t allowed.” 
“What!” I says; a public-’ouse and not allowed to sell no wines nor 
liquors? I never did!” 

She says, “ It ain’t allowed not in all this State.” “Then,” I says, 
“it’s a shameful State, and one as I’opes never more to be found in!” 
They give me a cup of tea as wasn’t fit for pigs, and back I goes to the 

m a nice temper, and never got nothink till ten o’clock at night, 
a8 were at Montreal as they calls it, as is French for frost and snow, I 
should say, for never did I see sich cold in my born days. I'd put on 
nearly everything as I’d got for to keep myself warm, but the wind 
blowed thro’ and thro’ me. So I looks out for Joz as was to meet me, 
and eouldn't see him nowheres, and I do think as I must ’ave died but 
for a. werry kind party as were that warm-’arted, and ’ad come in the 
train with me, as offered for to take me ’ome with ’er, as I were that 
glad on, thro’ feelin’ downright desolate, and could ’ave cried, but law 
bless you, when we got to that lady’s’’ouse, as took boarders, and I 
were able to get my ’and in my pocket for to get out Jor’s address, 
why if I wasn’t not more than ’arf-way there, as lived out at Ottawee, 
4818 another day’s journey. I thought I should ’ave died, but that 
good lady made me werry comfortable for the night, a-tellin me that 
there was a train at nine in the mornin’, as would get me to Jor by 
tea-time. 

I’ve heard tell of cold, and knowed it myself, that time as the 

ames was froze over, as burnt down the Royal Exchange, but never 
see nothink like Canady, as is froze over altogether, with double winders 
to the rooms, and stoves as is enough to bile you, as pretty nigh stifled 
me, but would ’ave froze to death without it, and shouldn't ’ave ’ad 
the ’art to go on no further, but that I was all of a fidget about Jor’s 
wife, so I gets to bed in good time for to be ready for a start in the 
mornin’. 

I’ve heard tell of frost and snow, but never did see nothink like the 
next mornin’, when it was snowin’ with a high wind as was blindin’ 
to the eyes, and froze the ears clean off a party a8 drove a sledge along 
Without a-coverin’ them up, as is like Roosher, where I’ve ’eard say 
your nose’ll be that hard froze as you never knows nothing about it 
till you goes to blow it, and then ’ave it come off in your ‘ankercher, 
a$ must be a nice shock, let alone the disfigurement. 





ose 9 . ’ 9s ; 1 , a , . . , 
| waitin’ for ’er, as “is wife could not come on to Merryker for the | 8°2¢ me a letter as never come to’and, for of all the postes as ever 


I did know not to get your letters by, it’s the ’Merrykin. 

: Jog he wouldn’t let me start that day thro’ it being ever so far below 
Nero, as might strike to my constitation, and be my death, so I says, 
*J'll wait till to-morrer, and then go on, blow or snow.” 

It's werry sing’ler to see them parties goin’ about in things with no 
wheels, as they calls slayin’, and killin’ work, too, I should say, both 
for man and ’orses, and ’owever them ladies ean go a-slayin’ and stand 
the cold is astonishin’, but law bless you, they goes a-skatin’ about like 
ducks in a pond, as looks bold, and wouldn’t suit me, for I got one fall 
as brought me down with a flop, and might ’ave been settin’ there now 
it it ’adn’t been as parties come along to shovel up the snow, and put 
me on my legs and managed to get back to the ‘ouse, tho’ obligated to 
go up the front steps on all fours, as’ad only stepped out for to buy 
a extra pair of snow boots, as is a great eomfort to the feet, with the 
soles roughed like a ’orse’s in a ‘ard frost, as it's as much as any one 
can do to keep their legs, and so I found out afore I were done, as is a 
wild country, and only fit for wild Ingins, as im course don’t feel cold 
thro’ never bein’ used to no clothes, so in course don't feel the differ- 
ence, but struck like a chill to me thro’ thick flannels, let alone fleecy 
oshery as I'd got on. 


A DEVONSHIRE DITTY. 


O Devonsutre’s a lovely place, wi’ brooks and pastures filled— 

Where ship and oxen roams about and askes'to be killed ; 

And there were a gay young butcher in the town as I come from, 

Stood = foot two, and his eyes was blue, and they called un ’Ansum 
Tom. 


There warn’t a maiden im the place as wouldn’t walk a mile, 

On purpose for to hear un talk, or for to see un smile : 

But Tummvs took no notice, for he dearly loved a gal, 

Whose cheeks was gay like flowers in May, and her ehristenm’ name 
was SAL. 


So Tom he screws his courage up, puts on his Samday clothes, 

And off to Sarer’s feather with a beatun ‘art he aes 

Says he, “ How be’est thee, vearmer ? I makes to come to you 
To ax you for your daater, for [ loves her kind am@itrue!” 


But vearmer (he were mighty proud, and thimked as Tom were poor) 
Says “ Tummus, you will obligate by leaving of my door.’’ 

And Sat (she’d been to boardin’-skule) she larfed so cruelly, 

That Tummvs went, and his intent were to go whoom and die. 


For long he couldn't do no work, so mournful he were brought ; 
He goed unto the “ Brindled Bull” more oftener than he ought ; 
And one day he were sittun there, a-sheddun of his tears, | 

Some chaps comes in, and makes a din, as made un cock his ears. 


Say’s Gites, “ The peapers tells as how in Loonun people’s found 
Sich asses as they pays for meat elevenpence a pound! — 
A shillun’ too, and more’n that thim blarméd goneys pays‘ — 
Says Gigs, says he, ‘I'd like to be a butcher in that place ! 


Thinks Tom unto a horse that's blind a nod is worth a wink 
So he draws out a’ vartisement so bold wi’ pen and ink, 

As telled the folks in Loonun and them as dwelled around, 
He’d send ’em meat, all prime and sweet, for sevexpence & poun 


The consequence of that there act I will relate to you. . 
Within a month young Tusmvs had to build his place anew ! 
He had to get of prentices and journeymen & score ! 
And every day he had to slay fat beastes more and more! 


’ 


d. 


So once when Tom were sittin’ in his countin’-house 80 grand, 
The vearmer he comed unto him, his hat were in his hand ; : 
4nd savs ‘‘ How be’est thee, Tummvs lad? I've comed around to you 


To say as Sat, my darlin gal, does love ’ee kind and true ? 
Now Tom were always affable ; no malice could he bear; | 
He smiles unto the vearmer, and he bids un take a chair :— 
«If I weds with your daater, why I marries her,” says he, 
“ But if I does it, RicHarp Jcuvkrins Wvurzet, blister me. 


The Loonuners they raised to Tom a statue in the street, . 

Wi’ a Lunnon butcher writhin’ in remorse beneath his feet ; 

An’ if so be as Tom’s to wed squire’s daatear as they say, —— 
Why here’s their health, and lots o’ wealth and happiness to they. 

————————————————————— 
How do You Account for it. 
Tye Tailors are not on strike— and yet we never saw more %¢)- 

work in the streets. 


oo 
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Jones :—* Bringer, I roLp you TO LET ME HAVE MY HOT WATER THE FIRST THING IN THE MORNING.” 
Bridget :—“ Svre, AND DIpN’r I BRING IT UP AND LAVE IT AT JHE DURE LAST NIGHT, £0 AS TO BE IN TIME, SIR! " 





Comic Casualties. 


Wuen the managers of the Polytechnic, which professes to combine 
instruction with amusement for the special gratification of the 
juveniles, pitched upon the gory “Head of the Decapitated”’ as a 
comical sight for the youngsters, we were inclined to question their 
judgment. They, however, no doubt, are enabled by their long 
experience to decide these points better than we are. Still, we cannot 
help thinking there is a little cruelty in the character of their 
exhibitions. We clip the following announcement from a daily 
paper :— 

THE new and exquisitely-funny VENTRILOQUIAL ENTERTAINMENT, by 


|  Mdle. CAVALHO, who will introduce an INFANTILE BATTLE of PRAGUE, 
with the Cries of the Wounded; and plenty «f other Fun.—ROYAL POLY- 


THE SONG. 


In the garden lay a lute 

Where some careless hand had flung it, 
One who saw it lying mute, 

Took it up and strung it— 
Made a song of flowers and fruit— 

Made a song and sung it. 


All the winds were hushed to hear, 
All the garden silent round him,— 
All the songbirds that were near 
By his music found him. 
Said the monarch with a sneer 


EN 


Tite SE eenen ame 0 eeee, TECHNIC. 
| a a oe The cries of London may be comical, but the cries of the wounded 
Myrmidons what court doth lack f | Strike us as somewhat too screaming fun. 
| , Twenty creatures quickly sped off, 
‘aught our poet in a crack, | 
| Where his strain he led off— | Posted-up. 
Laid the lute about his back— | Huisrory—we ought perhaps to be particular and say Irish History— 
| Took and cut his head off. tells us of a king “ none of whose predecessors survived to succeed him 
| Why tl ff his h ; on the throne.” A remote ancestor of his must have been born since, 
| Wh r! 0 . -~ ead they cut— _ . however, and is engaged on the staff of the Morning Post. We think 
| at the rhymes were he was stringing— we detect his style in a paragraph about the late explosion at Clerken- 
| eo the ee rae his nut well. The passage runs thus :— 
as such Ci — : ” 
| These I know oa knowing but “Not a single foot of the portion of the wa!l blown down was left standing. 
| oe left off singing! 2 AN APT ANAGRAM. 
| ~~) ae Fenxtan Rrots—Stain of Erin. 
Legal. 


Iy possession is nine points of the law, what is the tenth —Disap- Wur do stewed chickens resemble firearms ?—Because they ar¢ 


point-ment, and it’s as big as the other nine put together, and much fowl-in’-pieces. 
more common. | Tue Dreap-Noveut.—No efivcts at your bankers. 

















_., .,. —., «4 ge 2h 2p ete Gin ea ee 





{ 
| 


| 


__ 





_ 


JanuaRy 18, 1868. ] 





OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


Tue author of The History of Perrypetts (SAUNDERS and Ortey) 
has taken some pains to cater for the amusement of his young readers, 
The story is full of the wildest extravagances—perhaps a trifle too full 
for they are not of the old fairy-tale type, which always had an 
inherent grace, and almost always a sub-current of meaning. The 
strange things related here are strange and quaint enough, but there is 
an evident straining after the grotesque and novel :—the machinery 
creaks at times. N evertheless the young people will, no doubt, read it 
with wonder and merriment; and it is none the worse because they 
won't getany “instruction’’ out of it, for we disapprove heartily of 
the too common attempt to pass off the silvered pills of knowledge as 
the comfits of amusement. ‘The story is one which affords ample scone 
for the artist, and Mr. Wiercanp has lavished humour and invention 
plentiful upon it. His illustrations give us most welcome peeps into 
Elfdom, for he has not contented himself with merely reproducing the 
bare events of the history—he has thrown in little details of their 
surroundings which betray a thorough knowledge of Fairyland. We 
cannot wish any fairy tale better fortune than the retention of Mr. 
Wiecanp as its illustrator. His style is individual and original, and 
yet has that soupgon of the Germanesque which is necessary for the 
weird and elf-like. ‘The book is well turned-out as regards type, print, 
and paper, and the engraver has done the artist the justice to reproduce 
his work honestly. We can safely recommend the book to those wise 


_ people who like to give the little folk real fairy-storics. 
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THE new edition of Men of the Times (Messrs. RovtiepcE and 
Sons) has been carefully revised and corrected by Mr. TownsEenp, who 
seems to have spared no possible pains to make it what it scarcely was 
before—a biographical dictionary that may be safely relied on for 
accuracy. We have tested it on some half dozen points, and it has 
come out of the trial well. There goes an anecdote that the editor of 
a similar publication, having quarrelled with the publishers for whom 
he compiled it, took an odd way of avenging his wrongs, real or sup- 
posed. Being the London correspondent of several provincial papers, 
he made it arule, on the death of any one of eminence, to remark 
apropos—-“‘T have consulted’’— People of the Period, say— and find it 
incorrect, as.usual.’’ As far as we can judge, no such charge can with 
fairness be brought against the new edition of Men of the Times, which 
is, furthermore, well printed, and altogether well turned out. 


£10,000 PER ANNUM. 


Ir I had ten thousand a year 
I think I could manage to spend it, 
Could squander the half, very near, 
And, as for the rest,—I could lend it. 


Could squander the half, I should say, 
On folly, on vice, and on sorrow, 

On dreary debauches to-day. 
Repentance and headache to-morrow. 


Could purehase with half of my wealth, 
Or less, if I cared to diminish, 

Bad morals, bad conscience, bad health, 
And a bad-ish look-out at the finish. 


And the rest of my gold I could lend 

The friend who in want had stood by me, 
And lose both my money and friend 

For thenceforward for ever he’d shy me! 


If I had ten thousand a year, 

The sentiment may seem clap-trappy, 
I’m blest if I think it’s so clear 

I should not be sick and unhappy. 


At present I've friends—very dear— 
Health and comfort, as long as I’m thrifty, 
So I don’t want ten thousand a year, 
I’m content with my hundred and fifty. 


——SS———————_—— 


An Observation. 


Our well-regulated contemporary, The Observer, in its chronicle of 
those interesting events, “ Births,” divides them into two classes, 
“ Of Sons,” and “Of Daughters.’’ We feel sure that if the idea were 
carried a step farther, and under the head “‘ Married,”’ information were 
afforded the public whether the alliance was contracted ‘“ For Money,” 
“For Title,” “For Beauty,’’ “For Position,” ‘‘ For Convenience,’’ or— 
put it in small caps—‘“ For Love,” Zhe Obserrer must speedily 
e “the observed of all observers.” 


Tx best weapon for duck-shooting—A green pea rifle. 
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Oxp Time has given us the slip 
And turned again his glass, 

The goblet sparkles at the lip— 
Well let the old year pass— 

There’s someone knocking—go and see 
Throw open wide the gate 

A Bumper, friends, with three times three 
A health to Sixty-Eight! 


Who croons about forgotten years ? 
What hearts refuse to sing ? 

Let grief lie buried in the cheers 
For him we're welcoming, 

Our dead old friend has leit a will 
“God rest distress and hate.” 

Hurrah! why here's a codicil 
‘* A health to Sixty-Eight ! 


Who’s moaning for the time that’s lost, 
And counting beads of pain ? 

A thaw must follow after frost, 
So set to work again? 

The master whispers to his man 
The workman to his mate, 

** A race! and let him win who can, 
We'll start for Sixty-Eight.” 


Who’s sighing for a maiden’s heart 
And weeping broken toys? 

Drag out young Curin’s poison’d dart— 
Plague take those wilful boys— 

The goddess Venvs from her shell 
Is making eyes at Fate 

And May, or Maung, or Isaneu 
Will sweeten Sixty-Eight ! 


Come, comrades, pass the loving cup ! 
A Bumper let it be, 

The toast we'll honour, springing up 
With mad hilarity. 

So charge! and drinking take the time! 
Let none procrastinate ! 

Our heart-strings harmonize the rhyme 
We sing to Sixty Eight! 


Answers to Correspondents, 


[ We can take no notice of communications with illegible signatures or 
monograms. Correspondents will do well to send their real names and 
addresses as guarantees. We cannot undertake to return unaccepted MSS. 
or Sketches, unless they are accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope ; 
but we cannot enter into correspondence regarding them, nor do we hold 
ourselves responsible for loss. | 

PEcuLIAR (Bayswater).—To speak literally—N. O.! 
not succeed in R.-S.-ting our attention. , 

Rotren RaGpE wishes to know how to pronounce “ Balmoral.” After 
mature consideration, we would suggest that he should promounce it as it Is 
written! 

F. G. (Aberdeen) sends us a scrap, and asks for a remittance, Our 
answer is ‘‘ declined with thanks,’’ and we can't remit that sentence. 

G. B. (Maida Hill), but he can’t make a joke for all that! i 

J. W. dates from Vaughan Road, Cold Harbour Lane. He must hail 
from some cool port to have the audacity to send us that “‘ head-scenter ”’ joke. 

B. G. G. (Stockton-on-Tees) should not teaze us with old jokes. 

Tue Author of “ My Snuff-Box’’ has made a mull of it. 

Z.—Not quite—too laboured; in fact, couldn't appear. You will see \ 


on reflection. 
A ComMENcER (Bow).—/Ve don’t say “Bow” to him, much as be 





P.-Q. -liar does 


deserves it. 
Tue Hexmit.—Deserves to be sentenced to solitary confinement for such 


a bad joke. ; 
Jaconus Fustus—is not Jacobus Prime-ua. 


G. E. C. (Selby).—We understand your drift, but do nt see your 
“ designs.”’ ' 

HrBernicvs.—We should say, judging from your language, that Low- 
bernicus would have been a better nom de plume. 

FULWELL should have noticed the day on which the number a ; 
not that for which it was dated. Perhaps he would do better not to trouble 
himself about dates—thistles are fitter fruit for him. : 

Declined with thanks:—S. D. Shand; H. T. H. R.; W H., Dublin ; 
H. C.; Percy F.; H. J. W.; M. A. D., lelington; K. J. 6.3 ¥. O. 8S. ; 
H. H., New Bond Street; A. M. D., Lee; W. M. C., Fenchurch Street ; 
J. B.T., Brixton; D. B., Liverpool; T.H., Durham ; Pogs; A Fun-ny 
Fellow; T. S., St. Luke's; H., Glasgow; Si Bristol ; u; 
R. O. Y., L’pool; ‘IT. J. L., Boulogne; D’Noir, Jersey; Query; Totten - 
ham ; Veritas; M. B., Carlisle; C. T., Saffron Walden; J. W., dinbargh. 
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THE SEASON IN SHOREDITCH. | the old Standard in Sawditch, and beats all the West-Enders into fits, 
ho in Qe 2 : as is much on the model of the Ryle Op’ra, with sech a drop scene and 
S VCS UWE SVaTarOR. sech a welwet curtain, as must ha’ took all Spittlefields to perduce.” 


I ansk your pardon, Sir, but when I wrote to you last, as wasin | Law, if you gents more westerly was only just to have a threepenny 
consequence of the Street Reggilation Act, little did I think as I should | "bus down to the Great-Eastern station and come in, you'd never know 
ha’ been able to date from purfeshunal life. Wot with us costers bein’ | but what you was in Covink Gardin, which the house is that decorous 
rnoved off and then moved on again, and bein’ allowed and then not | with white and gildin’, and a shandyleer as ’ud fill a saloon omnibus, 
bein’ allowed, our hearts was a’most broke, and you literary gents as is | and a dress circle, mind you, where op’ra cloaks and op’ra glasses is all 
mostly in the comic line, was p'raps the only parties as made a tidy | the go, and a bar jest what a bar ought to be for you fash’nables, with 
thing out on us; as you turns everythink to chaff which it was no | all sorts o’ liquors, foreign and otherwise. Mind you, the Standard’s 
laughin’ matter to them as was wot's called under the survillanies of | a place as never give in to no low ways. Why, I’ve heard Sous Regves 
the police. Wen we was all a-wonderin’ wot could be done with | hisself there, an’ Mr. Kran, as I think but little on in comparison to 
peppermunt rock an’ baked chesnuts, which a cove can set up pretty | them as I could name ; but that’s neither here nor there, for my motter 
tidy in them for a couple o’ shillin’s, down comes the snow as no street | is, ‘‘ Live and let live,”’ and “a feller feelin’ makes us wonderus kind,” 
reggilations nor Acts o’ Parlyment can’t put a stopper on, and I should | which is wot I’ve found out since I’ve been in the purfession, thanks 
like to know—me and my mates would—whether the overseers an’ the | to Joz, as has got me a reg’lar engagement while the pantomime lasts, 
boards o’ guardians an’ the westries is brought up afore Sir Ricuarp | with real live animals on the stage, besides a false helefunt as large as 
Mayne for not clearin’ of the streets. Anyways I was reg’lar down on | life which he takes four men to hold him down and perwent his goin’ 
my back afore Christmas, and the collector a-callin’ for the rent and | uplike a hair balloon. There’s somethink, too, in the title of the piece 
mean’ my wife down to bread and drippin’, and precious little o’ that, | as is a comfort to a man no was once in the purweyin’ line ; Oranges and 
when wot should I do but meet with Jog, as is my brother in law, | Lemons ; or, The Bells of St. Clements is what I call a-pealin’ to all 
leastways my missises brother. Well I says to him, ‘‘ How have you | classes, Sir (I thought I should get at a purfeshunal joke afore long), 
been adoin’? I did hear as you'd got a can an’ opened in the tater | and all classes responds too, for we’re a-playin’ to full houses every 
line or else the kidney puddens.” night, fash’nables in the dress circle and a reg'lar good gallery and 

“No,” he says, “ Not for Joszru. I've got a trick worth two o’ that, | West-End prices, and serve us right, too. And so, Sir, if you like to 
and gives my evenin’s perfeshunal now at the theayter, me and the | come over and have a look at us, you can leave your card at the stage 
moke, too, as I must ha’ sold otherways as times is so bad. Little did | doorand inquire for me, and I shall be proud for to give the office, 
I think, Sam (them was his words), as when I bought that animal for | which I will say that for Mr. Dovetas our manager, he’s the sort 0’ 
half a sufrin’ as ever he'd turn out to be a performin’ quadroopied, but | man as has a proper regard for talent, and the way as I can manage 
such is the ways o° the world, and I think there’s a openin’,’’ he says, | that blessed moke with the orchestrey a-poundin’ away and the gas at 
“for you to come on with that little grey pony as is drove in a White- | the wings—— But there, it ain't for me to holler too loud now I'm 
chapel broom down the Approach-road o’ Sundays, as is a animal not | not under the Act. 
© SEE adh, 64 Deere Taha) whent E2078 jerhietel gent | 

I says, “ t, at Dr ne, where ow'd a purfeshunal gent | ; 
as weak on nightly wilh & ’ansom cab an’ drove over Westhinster- Am I Right, or Hahne-(other)-mann ? 
bridge on the stage with a young gal as ’ad been circumwented into | Tas Hannemann,” we read in the Bombay Times, is being fitted for 
goin’ in evening dress for to meet a party as was nothink but aticket the second batch of elephants for the Abyssinian campaign, numbering 
vo’ leave P”’ . | about twenty-six. How can we hops to bring TaEopors to his senses 
“No,” says Joz, “ but a bran new house as is built on the hashes of by such homeepathic doses as this ? 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, 8t. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) by THOMAS BAKER, at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.— 
London: January 18, 1868. 
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TH.E SEASONS. 


By an Invauip. 
J Love the Spring 
It seems to bring 
I'resh breezes from the Adriatic :— 
(The wind, at least, 
Is from the East, 
And gives me agonies rheumatic !) 


When Summer’s here, 
I hold it dear,— 

Of flowery wealth a gracious giver :— 
(Although I've got, 
Whene’er it’s hot, 

Some touches of a sluggish liver.) 


When Autumn hints 
With beauteous tints 
That Summer's song has its cadenza, 
I love it well :— 
(Though truth to tell, 
I know it brings me influenza!) 


And Winter’s snow 
I love also— 
For snow a seasonable sight is :— 
(Although there are, 
Cough, cold, catarrh, 
Diphtheria, phthisis and bronchitis!) 


CRUDELIS AMOR. 
I xnow they talk of Hymen’s flame 
Or else his lighted turch 
In valentines, but all ti e same 
Why should my mutton scorch 2 
Why should my humble piece of steak 
Be blackened asa shoe ? 
Why glass and china daily break ? 
Then! what am I to do? 


Why poison me with greasy soup | 
Or floury melted butter? 
A man must be a nincompoop 
Who can’t his feelings utter. 
Untasted dinners daily go :— 
Just through the railings, look 
There’s been a murder down below, 
Young Cupid’s shot my Cook! 





FROM OUR STALL. 


_ THe little two-act piece, Old Salt, is written by a gentleman who 
lives in Hindoostan and calls himself Joun Daty. There isa staleness 
about the materials of the comedietta and an old-fashioned smack 
about its dialogue which lead us to believe the author must have been 
absent from London for a considerable time. He makes his unedu- 
cated old sailor describe a shipwreck in such language as KixGsiey or 
Cuartes Reape might employ; and the granddaughter of this old 
sailor, a girl who comes from a workhouse, invents comic answers to 
scientific questions with as much wit as RoneRrtson or Dion Boucicavtr. 
In spite ot these defeets, however, the piece proves entertaining ; it is 
capitally acted. Mn. Emery plays the marine grandfather in a way 
t would be perfect if it were not for a certain hardness which he 
48 never quite succeeded in conquering. Mux. D. James, as a simple- 
minded lover, surprises his audience by two or three touches of 
senuine sentiment ; and Mr. Betrorp is extravagant but very funny 
in the part of a Guppyish lawyer's-clerk. Miss Netty Moorz—what | 
an age it is since we last saw the lady !—represented the affectionate 
1 ATTY with all her usual grace and sweetness; Miss Fanny GwyNNE 
cooked ladylike, but had little else to do. 

The scenery of the Covent Garden pantomime is really delicious, | 
and Messrs. Morgan anp Craven must spend a vast amount of time | 
M waiting at the wing to be called before the footlights. The company | 
18 particularly strong just at present ; in addition to the Paynes—who | 
are monarchs of all they survey in the realm of pantomime—we 
‘ave Messrs. CLarKE AND Sroyiz, who both play in their | 
funniest manner, and Misses AMy SHERIDAN, Maria and NELty Hanis, 
and Potty Marsuaty. This cast for the opening, and the two younger | 

AYNES in the harlequinade, ought to satisfy the greediest. 

The Lyceum pantomime is particularly strong in the dancing 
department. The daillets are admirably arranged and performed. The 
Opening scenes, by Mr. W. S. Giiperr are neatly written, but the 
Conglomeration of stories—or perhaps the “reconstruction” of the | 


| 


VOL. VI. 











Sportive youth (little guessing that it is A 299 sheltering fron the storm, 
within hail of his accustomed area) :—“ Hotter, woys! HeERE’s A JOLLY 
SNOW MAN TO SHY AT!” 








whole pantomime by Mx. E. T. Smtra—prciluces rather too intricate 
a plot for young brains to unravel. 

We have been twice to Drury-lane, but we have found it so crammed 
on each occasion that we have mildly but firmly refused to do our 
critical duty at the cost of personal convenience. On every side we 
hear good, accounts of Jack the Giant Killer. 

Once and only once have we crossed the river since Boxing-night. 
Our visit was to the Victoria, from which house we came away 
exceedingly gratified. The great feature of the pantomime is the 
Oliver Cromwell of Mr. Cave, the manager, who sings, dances, 
fights, and bullies his Puritans in true burlesque style. Miss Buxette 
sings some of the Grande Duchesse music very nicely. ‘The opening 
of the pantomime, by Mr. Ronert Sovtak, is full of fun and exhibits 
a patriotic reverence for the History of England. 








An Anecdote. 

As Lorp Potontvs, M.P., and Gold-stick-in- Waiting, was passing the 
other day through one of the corridors of the Palace of Westminster, 
he came upon a stout gentleman who was engaged in daubing the 
walls with rude illustrations of history. ‘“ What do you paint,” said 
his lordship in the conciliatory tone he was in the habit of adopting 
towards Prince Hamuert. “ Wards-Wards- Wards!” was the apt reply. 
The old nobleman sighed and went on his way. 


Off ! 

Mr. James Finten “having lost bis employment,”’—why has he 
never told us what it was ?—“‘and his prospects being thereby blighted,’ 
(to borrow the words of a circular on the subject) is to have a testi- 
monial. He *‘has come to the determination we 
making America his future home,’—a determination for which Eng- 
land will perhaps be more grateful than Americs. Why does not 
Government come forward and do something? It has given infinitely 
tess deserving persons a free passage to the colonies before now ! 
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Coton Talk. 


By Tae SAVNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


purposes 
ear 


ched now; 

and just | 
Trade takes its 
stock = = 
at ose 
rar the twelve- 
month, Specu- 
lation (they 
tell me Trade 
and Specula- 
tion are very 
conyertible 
takes 


fetuses at the 
beginning. We 
are starting on 
a new track 
under novel 
cirou matances. 





is rather a startler for these veterans who like to talk of what was, 
‘‘ Consule Planco”’—whigh a friend frocly tennslates as “when Lorp 
LuANovER was in office" po jest, that requires a good di-jestion). 
Well, to take stock of '68, we have a Conservative Government, re- 
markable for democratic maggures; a commercial ctegnetion, Se 
plenty of actual cash in the ; a railway system, w is 


running to—everywh practically at a standstill; and literary 
prosperity, though es periodicals glut the market. This 
feature, by the way, is ous—it seems to threaten that the 


| people will educate themselves—ill, well, or indifferently—before 


Government has quite made up its mind how it ought to teach them 


| the ABC. Don’t let me be too sanguine, however, there must be a 


“ bust-up” here and there before long among the weaker in the race. 
** Beaten,” will be the verdict often enough in cases where publishers 
—and especially editing-publishers—will prove that they know more 
about “ composition’’ than the English language. 

Apropos of the. English lan e, I dropt into my suburban book- 
seller's the other day, and looking over the mags. etc., on the counter, 


_ discovered that he had sold all the Christmas Annuals except ‘“ Nine 


of Us.” I had prudently refrained from buying the annual, but I 


| took it up and glanced at it, I found in it a silly paragraph, in 


a 





which the editor accuses Fun of plagiarism and imitation, The 
editor of this annual the other day, in an advertisement about a 
cookery book, presumed to question our English. Asa proof of his 
fitness to criticise, let me quote two passages from his annual :— 


** We have resolved on stopping in this box for a little holiday—many of us—no, 
not many—let me see, ceunting you and J, there are nine of us.” 


Here's an editorial note from the end :— 

“Asetofpictures . . . . intended for these pages has been excluded in 
congagnenee Se the delay in receiving the contribution, and which arose from ill 

I have received two very handy books for the youngsters, who are 
still at home for the holidays, and for whose “ idle hands” it is better 
that parents should find “ work toe do,” than the gentleman mentioned 
by Dr. Watts. The Model Steam Engine, how to buy, how to use, and 
how to make it (Houston anp Wnicut) is a capital book for boys. 
The rising generation is far too well sopyind with toys :—if I had my 
way I would pass an Act of Parliament for the suppression of that 
benefactor of the small folk—Cremer Junior. It is my firm belief, 
founded on experience, that youngsters who have little ket-money, 
and therefore cannot yaw much, but have to make their own toys, 
learn to be handy and ingenious. Asa boy, I made most of my own 
playthings, even diverging into science so far as to make a diving-bell 
with a broken wineglass, a bit of sealing wax, and some firewood. To 
be sure it wouldn’t sink—and when it did the three components dis- 
solved Vee gem With such a guide as The Model Steam Engine, I 
should have worked away pleneantly and successfully. It isa cheap 
book which I can recommend parents to place in the hands of 
their boys. A book of similar character is The Magic Lantern, and how 
to use it (Houston anp Waicut). The apparatus, once so expensi 

purchasable; and this little work will teach its use, aaa 

be the delight of many an ingenious boy. 

Mz. Woops, the well-known entertainer, has published a volume of 
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Whimsies. If he had edited himself with a trifle more severity, to the 
exclusion of a few pieces not up to the general standard of the rest, it 
would have been better. Written, as the author says, ‘“‘on the road, 
the rail, and the river,” the modest little book may well beguile an 
hour on “the river, the rail, and the road.”’ 

I nave received from Messrs. Futter AND Co., of Mortimer House, 
Wells-street (whose efforts for the employment of women on illuminat- 
ing I have had occasion to mention before), some examples of outlines 
for illumination, in which chromo-lithography supplies the place of 

raphy. The latter has always seemed to me out of placein | 


a8 | itluminations, and the former, in my opinion, is exactly suited for 


them. The designs are graceful and effective, and should be popular 
among lovers of the delightful art. 

I sex with regret the death of Mr. Doyte, who, as “ H. B.,” did so 
much to elevate political caricature, and divest it of the grossness and 
vulgarity that it had acquired at the hands of Giray and his com- 
peers, The pencil of “H.B.,’’ ever keen and caustic, never descended to 
the level above which the earlier caricaturists seldom soared ; and if 
for that fact alone, his death should be recorded with regret by 
journals which owe much to his teaching and example. 





DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 46. 


BARRISTERS with solemn faces, 

Rise and quote ne’er-ending cases; 

They the magistrates discernment 

Puzzle, and there comes adjournment. 

Talk of Clerkenwell disaster 

Doesn't make the case go faster ; 

Nought avails the strong denial, 

Two men now are sent for trial. | 





5 


*T was the January breeze 
Moan’d (as usual) through the trees, 
As we slept beneath their shadows all the night; 
But I had a pocket flask, 
What was in it do you ask, 
Just a trifle of pale brandy,—was I right ? 


2. 


No matter what physic was used, so he said, 

It hurt him when waking or lying in bed ; 

And gave him at times a most terrible cough, 

So there at the doctor’s he had it cut off. 

It bothered him then for a day and a night, 

But heal'd ;—and since that he’s been perfectly right. 


3 


We grumble no doubt 
When men call on the day, 
Bat we're forced to “ shell out,”’ 
Which means, simply, to pay. 


4 


Pleasant no doubt in the days of our youth, 
Pleasant in after-life yet, to tell truth ; 
There comes a day when, the interest due, 
We shall look back on old dealinga, and rue. 


5 


Nothing more wonderful :—that you'll allow, 
Though we're so used to its agency now, 
That the great wonders we reekon but small, 
This ean do for us in no time at all. 


Answer tro Acrostic No. 44. 


Hoplemereuma 
in 

Iconoclast 

Stiacciato 

Tim 

Moroni 

Antietam 

Safe 


SoLvuTions er Acrostic No, 44, RECEIVED lita Janvary :—None correct. 


OP RHONA 
HE Ron apy 





Wuo's Who in county Kerry ?—The O’Dono-wuo. | 
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can't be ’elped; but,” he says, “the bridge is broke down, and you 


MRS. BROWN IN CANADA. 


(We're all born, but we're none on us buried, as the'sayin’ i 

Feeure why ever I wasn’t buried in that there Canady“snow, sé = 

r’ead afore you know’d where you was, and the idea of takine 

meant inone of them slays as they calls ‘em, as I was obligated to go 

evenin’ as we got to Ottawa, as out of the way is the meanin’ 

of it, Tshouldeay, as is more like the end of theeworld, with nothink 
but snow formiles as faras the eye can reach,\as the sayin’ is. 

I’m sure’ Iwas that cramped when we got ont of the train, as ’ad 
that benumebed me, what with béin’ wrappediup that warm, as they 
had to ’uddle me into that there slay with wild beasts’ skinsa-coverin’ 
you over,as 18 a barbarous action for to strip ’em of their natural 
coverin’s-when a blanket would be a biessin’ to the poor as must feel 
it dreadfal,:and soup kitchens did ought to be open allover the place, 
as nothink bat warm clothes and good»wittles could keep the cold out. 

“Well, Jowhe put me on that slay-and-wanted for to strap that skin 
over me, as'were that tight as I cowldn’t ‘drawsmy breath, so | says, 
“Undo it, that’s a dear boy,” so hedid, and off wewent with a jerk as 
pretty nigh broke my back. 

I think «as the ‘oss were that ¢hilly as he »were glad to be off, 
and off he-went. I says to the driver, ‘ You'll ’ave me over,’ and 
’adn’t got the words out when up abank we goes,and ‘out I were shot 
like a load of stones, and rolled overand over into'a deep ditch. Move 
I couldn't, thro’ bein’ reg’lar tied up, arms and legs. *I ’card parties 
a-’ollerin’, amd was afeard to o'ller:a-thinkin’ as they:might be them 
wild Injuns,as is all over the place, for I-see it wrote up as we come 
along the rail, “‘ Look out for the Injun!” «so I kep’ a-layin’ there 
a-thinkin’-as' they'd come nat’ral-with a lantern'to leok arter me, for 
tho’ Joz ’adestarted me off, he was to foller inmmediate. 

Well, [were a-layin’ in that ditch all ofta‘tremble, when I hears a 
somethin’-a-snuftin’, and give myself up for lost, a-thmkin’ as it were 
wolves as'I'd' been ’earin’ about, as ’ad eat up two little children in the 
newspapers, “as is ferocious beasts, we all knows, :thro’ Little Red 
Ridin’ ’Ood,-as must “ave been a werry’simple little -gal for to take a 
wolf for hergrandma, as I’m sure no wolf never could look like, not 
with adozen ‘nighteaps on. So what with the Injuns‘and what*with 
the wolves, I was prettynigh dead with:fezr, till somehow or other I 
managed for to struggle on tomy knees,-and there I see‘ wild beast 
right afore me, and not even my umbreller for a protection. Well, 
that animal made at me, like. I give a scream, and up ¢ome a man 
as were English, and if he ’adn’t werry nigh mistook me for a bear, 
as might ’ave proved my death, and the animal as I’d took for a wolf 
wasn't nothink but a pig, so when I told that party ’ow I come to be 
there he ’ollered like mad and down came that chap as were a-drivin’ 
the sledge, as said he'd been a-lookin’ everywhere for me, so they got 
me on to that there sledge thing agin, and I says, ‘‘ Do drive gentle, 
that’s a good soul,”’ and so he did, as made me feel werry chilly by the 
time as we got to Joxz’s, as were ’ome afore me, and couldn’t make out 
where I'd got to. 

The moment as I sce ’is wife I says to myself as I didn’t like the 
looks on ’er, as looks like the driven snow, and three dear little children 
with the baby only three days old. 

Iw soon felt myself at ’ome, but law bless you, there ain’t no 
comfort in them ’ouses, as is like ’ot-’ouses with double winders, as 
made me feel stiffly like, but I soon got used to it, as you may do 
anythink, and glad to get to bed arter a cup of tea. 

Ido believe as I was born to be worreted, for I ’adn’t been two days 
with Joz when he come in and says, “I've got a letter from father, as 
can’t come on ’ere, thro’ not a-feelin’ well.” 

I says, “ Jox, tell me the truth. Your ‘father’s ill!’ He says, 
“Nothing serious.” I says, “ What does he say ?”’ 

Well, Joz didn’t seem to read that letter free like, so I says, “I'll 
g0 back.” He says, “‘Not while this weather lasts.” I says, 
“ Weather or no, I goes.” ; 

Joxr’s wife is a nice young ’ooman, and she said as I were right. So 
I was off agin by rail that werry night. 

Of all the journeys as ever I ’ad, it beat ’em, for we was obligated 

wait at a place five hours for a train, and not a bed to be’ad, but 

y the waitin’ room, as you can’t get a good night's rest in, with 
nothink but your carpet-bag for a piller, and them trains that is 
dreadful tiring, and quite knocks you up, as is the most jogly about, 
as ever I were in, as a gentleman told me might be off the track 
every instant. _ 

I never did feel more dreadful tired a-travellin’ all that next day, 
and only stoppin’ twenty minits for dinner, as were reg’lar keg-meg, 
and it’s a mercy I’d got a pocket flask with me as Joz give me the 
last thing, or I should never ‘ave lived thro’ it. So as night come on I 
thought as I’d get into one of them sleepin’ cars and get a nap, and so 
I did, tho’ dreadful shook. I'd jest get off sound when I was woke 
4p:by the conductor, as says, “ You must get out.” 
ee t for?” says I. He says, “There's beena accident.” I says, 

No one killed, I ’opes?’’ He says, “Only sixty on’em, but that 








must walk across.”’ 


7? 


“What!” I says; “crossa broken bridge!” He says, “ No, only 


jest down one bank and up another, 


and,’’ he says, ‘look sharp, or the 


train as is waitin’ for us will be off.” 


Up I jumps, and it was as much 


as I could do for to 'uddle myself 


together, and ’ad to carry all my things, and when we got to the 


bank of that river, I never did, for 
that steep, there wasn’t no gettin’ d 


what with the snow, and its bein’ 
own it, and [I don’t believe as ever 


I should, only through my foot a-slippin’, and down I set and slid all 
the way down, and was ketched by a man with a lantern at the bottom, 
as ’elped me over’ the stream, as were froze, and I ’ad for to scramble 
up the other bank, and lost one of my overshoes and broke in my 
bonnet-box, and glad Iwas for to find myself in the train agin, as ‘ai 
a good fire in the stove, though never a sleepin’ car. And on we kep’ 
a-joggin’, slower and *slower , so I says to a party, “‘If they keeps on 
adawdlin’ like this, we-shan’t'never get to New York.’ He says, 


‘We shall be there, -Icuess, by Sa 


nday.” 


“What!” -I-says; ““‘and ‘this enly Wednesday!”” “Why,” he 
says, ‘* the "snow has filled up the line, and we can't get on much 


further.”’ 


I says, “ You don’t say-so!’’ ‘“Hoe*says, “I do; and all I ‘opes is 
as “we may be able to-get to'a°station, and not be kep’ 'ere for ‘days 


as’ll be starvation.’’ , 


I says, “‘ Why, it’s as bad as‘awnin‘abited island.’ “ Well,’’ he 
says, “last winter there were a train ‘with sixty passengers as were 
snowed up in a ’oller, ‘and if 6ne on *em “adn’t been a earcase butcher, 
as were a-travellin’ with ’is Christmas “beef, they must all ’ave been 


starved to death.”’ 


“Well,” I says, “I don’t believe as’anyone ere can be a travellin’ 


butcher’s shop, and whatever will 


become on us,” for I was allof a 


fidget about Brown ; and ‘the train ‘kep’ a-goin’ slower and slower, 
till it wasn’t ’ardly a*walk, and then come toa dead ‘stop, and there 
we was, stuck in a snowdrift, with only a bit of a farm’ouse, a mile and 
a’arf to walk to it, where we could ‘stop, and lucky to get it, for I’m 
sure if we'd ’ad to stop in that ¢ar, with all the wood burnt up and 
night comin’ on, it must ’ave been our deaths. 





A STORY O 


F SCIENCE. 


By Oxe Wuo Knows Notrurnc Anovt It. 


A philosopher sat in his easy chair, 
Looking as grave as MILTON ; 

He wore a solemn and mystic air 
As he Canada balsam spilt on 

A strip of glass, as a slide to prepare 
For a mite taken out of his Stilton. 


He took his microscope out of his case, 
And settled the focus rightly. _ 

The light thrown back from the mirror's face 
Came glimmering upward brightly. 

He put the slide with the mite in place, 
And fixed on the cover tightly. 


He turned the instrument up and down, 
Till getting a proper sight, he 


Exclaimed—as he gazed 


with a puzzled frown, 


‘Good gracious !”’ and “ Highty tighty ' 
The sight is enough to alarm the town— 


A mite is a monster 


mighty!” 


From t’other end of the tube, the mite 
Regarded our scientific,— 

To its naked eye, as you'll guess, the sight 
Of a man was most terrific, 

But reversing the microscope, made him quite 
The opposite of magnific. 

<¢ One sees the truth through this tube so tall,”’ 
Said the mite as it squinted through it, 

‘‘ Man is not so wondrously big after all, 
If the mite-world only knew it!” 


MORAL. 


Mem.—Whether a thing 
Depends on the way 


is large or small 
you view it! 





Political Note. 
Tux Liberal candidate for Kircudbright, in the place of the late 


Mr. Macxre, is Mr. MaxweEtt, w 
up” his opponents, if we may in 
hails from ** Munches.” 


who is certainly calculated to “chaw 


fer anything from the fact that he 
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POLITE. 


Old Duffin has advertised for a traveiling companion for a trip through Switzerland. He is knocked up at three o'clock a.m. by Lanxins. 


Larkins :—‘ I "eLIeve, SIR, YOU HAVE ADVERTISED FOR A TRAVELLING COMPANION ?” 


Duffin :—“ 1 wave, srr.” 


Larkins :—“ Au, tuen, I tHovcur as I was PASSING ON MY WAY FROM THE CLUB, I'D JUST CALL AND TELL you THAT J CAN’T GO 


WITH you !”’ 


A NEW VIEW OF HISTORY. 


To tue Eprtor or “Fen,” 


Sin,—As we sensible people well know, History is all fudge. What 
we consider History is only the particular fiction which happens to 
have been popular, and was therefore received as veracious. Half the 
world knows that Cuarues I. was a despot, and CromweE tt a benefactor 
of mankind, and the other half knows that CromweLt was a tyrant, 
and Cuarues I. was a regenerator of his species, And taking the world 
as a whole, it is quite right. 

But even taking lower ground, and supposing History to be fact— 
isn't fact definitely asserted to be stranger than fiction ? 

From these premises the logical deduction is, that we might infinitely 
improve History. As at present constituted, it is a downright nuisance 
to the schoolboy, the civil service candidate, and the leader-writer. 
No memoria technica can atone for its absurdities. 

Let us amend it. 
can be no objection to our manufacturing it. 


If History be not fact, but fiction, of course there | 
If it be not fiction, but | 


fact, it ought to be stranger than fiction—and we must imake it stranger. | 


‘Lhis is what I mean. 


What is the use of puzzling ono’s brains to | 


remember events when, by re-casting them, we can make them | 


supply their own memoria technica. Take a familiar instance :—Why 
should we be bothered to impress on our minds the fact that James 


Watr— or Warr-ever other name it was—invented the steam-engine ? | cutting, &c. May we suggest that it would be well if the deserving 
Wart is not a relative pronoun specially connected with steam, and _ poor were taught “The Art of Carving ?”’ 
therefore History puts us to needless trouble to remember the name of | 


the inventor of the steam-engine. According to my theory, Bort-zau 
was the inventor of the steam-engine. 


advantage is immense. Let us—as they say on board’a man-of-war— 


_ 


| 


| 


“make it so!’ The steam-engine was invented by Borreav. Let 
us have no mistake about that in future. 

For similar reasons :— 

Ballooning was first practised by AIREY. 

The Crystal Palace was designed by GLAISHER. 

Cayenne was discovered by Proressor PEPPER. 

The United States were founded by ABraAHAM LINK-ON. 

an 

The carboniferous strata were first explored by PEatT-o. 

I just throw off a few historical suggestions, which may be enlarged 
upon in your learned and weighty columns. 

Should my idea of “ History Reduced to Reason” be carried out, 
no one will be more delighted than your obedient servant, 


A Crvit SEervIcE CANDIDATE. 


P.S.—If this scheme won’t answer for general purposes, it would do 
well for the Civil Service Examinations, in which we are always 
carefully examined in subjects which will never be of any possible use 
to us subsequently. 


A New Occupation. 


Ir has been proposed to break the monotony of labour in the stone- 
yard by the recipients of parochial relief, by the introduction of wood 


Only fancy what a “new 
sensation” it would be to see the father of a family performing on a 


‘leg of mutton or dissecting a fowl, without taking the fork out, to the 
The reason is obvious—the | 


undisguised admiration of a sickly wife, and almost as many children 
as you could count on your fingers. 
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A FROZEN-OUT PARTY. 


Chorus :—“« WE HAVE NO WORI 
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| DEARER THAN LIFE. 


| [.—Scenz 1.—Parlour behind Michael Garner’s Shop. . 
Aacr Garner and Charley, her son, discovered, Mrs. 


Mrs. G.—Charley, you have hitherto passed a perfectly immaculate 





| “ arLEY (with self-denial).—No—no. 
Mrs. G.—But I say you have. You have never erred. 
Cuartey—Well, well—perhaps not! (aside) She knows nothing of 
the forgery ! [ £zit Mrs. Garner. 
Enter MicHae, GARNER. 


Micuart.—This is the twenty-seventh anniversary of my wedding 


day! My attentive family have erected a Triumphal Flight of Steps | 


in my back parlour, in honour of the occasion. 
[Exit MicHarn and Cuar.ey. 
Enter Bow Gassirr meeting Lucy. 
Bos G.—A word with you, Lucy. I loves yer! 
Lucy.—Sir! 
Bos G.—I dose, s’help me! 
| Lwey (proudly).— I will not help you—be off! 
Bos G.—Ha! I seesitall. She loves Charley ! 
| Enter Cuarrey. 
 Cuarte¥.—Gassitt here ! 
Bos G.—I love Lucy! 
_ Cuartzy.—Then we will fight ! 
Enter Micwaeru. 
| Mrenart.—Charley fighting Mr. Gassitt! 
Cosartry.— We will—Gassitr, your shoulder! 


[ Exit Luey. 


[ They prepare to fight. 
Embrace directly. 


| Bos G.—It is yours! [ They Embrace. 
Enter Uncie Ben very Drunk. 
Uncte Ban.—I totter. [ Totters. 


Enter Mrs. GARNER. 
Mrs. G.—This disreputable old vagabond, drunk as usual! If this 


| goes on much longer, the pleasure I take in his society will be some- | 


what abated. 
Unctz Ben.—Give me your brooch! 
Mrs. G.—N; ay-~ 
Uncte Ban.—Then I'll steal it 
Mrs. G.—This behaviour is ungentlemanly. Return it. 
Uncizt Ben.—Never! 


[ Steals it. 


Enter CHARLEY. 
Cuartey.— Uncle Ben stealing my mother’s jewellery! Take that, 
dear Uncle ! [Knocks him over, and serves him right. 
Uxcre Ben.—Curses! Curses ! Curses ! [ Exit cursing Charley. 


ACT II.—Scenz.—Same as Act I. 
Michael Garner discovered receiving dinner-guests. 
Enter Gassitr. 
Bon G. (aside to Charley).—The horse you backed for five hundred 
andthirty thousand pounds is scratched. 
CuauLev.—Then I am lost! 
Lucy.—Not so, dear Charles. My aunt, your mother, has saved 
exact sum for me, and keeps it in her bureau. 
| lend it'me, and you shall have it. 
| /HARLEY.— Generous girl! Well, well, I consent. . 
| Lvcy.—Generous boy! I fly to get it. [Flies to get tt. 
| Micuari.—Come, come! Dinner, dinner! We always dine in the 
shop!: It attraets public attention. . 
[All go up Triumphal Steps to dine in the shop, except Gassttt- 


Enter Mr. Kepctty. | ; 

Mz. K.—I am Charley’s employer, and I bring bad news to his 
father, Disgusting young man, send Michael Garner here directly. 
Pig! [ Sneers at- Oneeit 
rit. 





Bon.G.—Good sir, I do your bidding. 
Enter Micwak1. 
Mn. K.— Mr. Garner—Your son is:a forger. 
Micwart.—I am vexed to hear it. 
Mn. K.—I. understand your annoyance. 
mentCHARL. — Are you sure it’s a forgery? May it not be embezzle- 
(Sings) A forgery may be the crime 
Of Edward or a George, 
Or even Fred, but certain I’m 
My Charley would not forge— 
Not forge, Oh!—Notforge;Oh! 
Not forge, Oh, sir! Oh dear no, Sir! 
Not forge ? Oh! Didn’t he, though! 
Not forge, Oh, Sir, didn’t hethough! = — 
[Dance. Exit Kedyely. 


Mr. K.— 








| eight. 








Enter Cuarrey. 

CuHARLEY.—Papa, your dinner is cooling. 
wa Go—Your crime is discovered—Fly the 

CuartEy.—Detected! Away to Australia! 

Micuart.—To Australia, away! I will tell everybody that the 
forgery is mine. They cannot be angry with me on my twenty-seventh 
anniversary ! (Exit Charley. Michae? faints. 

Guests who have got about half way through the fish, break into a 


Favourite chorus. 


ACT Il.—Garret occupied by Michacl Garner. | 
Lucy discovered. | 


Lucy.—Somehow, Charley’s crime has brought us all ruin. We 
are all starving. 
Enter Bor Gasstrr. 

Bos G.—Lucy, still I loves yer ! 

Lucy.—Away ! 

Bon G.—Not so. I'm a prosperous wine merchant now, and would 
make you mine. 

Lucy.—I am the affianced wife of Charley, whose only faults are 
hypocrisy, gambling, embezzlement, general dissipation, a confirmed 
habit of lying, and a marked taste for forgery. 

Bos G.—He was marricd, in Australia, this morning, io a 
young gal. ; 

Lucy.—My comparatively spotless Charlie married! I will not 
= it. Liar, embezzler, forger as he is, Charlie is’ né flirt. 

way ! 

Boz G.—I away! | dways. 
Enter Micratn Garner. 

MicuarL.—For some reason that is not very cléarly defined, star- 
vation stares me in the face. It is rude of starvation; but starvation 
does not stand upon ceremony. 

Enter Unote Ben. 

Uncie Ben.—I have brought you a presentt—a pint of gin! 

MicuarL.—You filthy old ruffian, how dare you bring me a present 
of gin? However, leave it, and go. 

[Exit Uncie Ben, crestfallen, Micuae. drinks it all. 


Enter Cuarrer ina big beard. 
CuarLey.—My father! 
MicuaEL.—My defaulting boy ! 


Enter Mrs. GARNER. 

Mrs. GAarner.—Did Charley commit the forgery ? 

MicHaeL.— Well, yes. 

Mrs. GArNER.—And you always told me that you did it. An act of 
forgery committed by a husband: is nothing—but to find one’s own 
son a forger—dreadful ! 

CHARLEY (hurt).—But Iam sorry for it. What more would you 
have? Besides, I have made a large fortune. 

Mrs: GARNER (handsomely).—That entirely alters the case. My 
more immaculate boy than ever! They embrace. 

Micuari.—Here is Luey—take her! And if our kind friends in 
front will only promise not to lay information at Bow-street against 
my thoughtless boy, there will not be a happier couple in all England 


I will ask her to | than-the Forger and his Bride ! 


CurrTAIN. - 

OvuRSELVES.—A ve ood domestic drama, capitally acted ; mate 
old, but cleverly ae up. Excellently acted by Mx. Toore and 
Mr. Invinc. Mx. Broven also very good. Mr. WynpHamM good. 
Mr. Crayton and Mr. Sgyton played two small pam capitally. 
Miss Hopson played a conventional part very prettily. Mrs. Dyas 
excellent as Mrs. Garner, and Mrs. Everarp very good as an abusive 


landlady. 








Colour Blind. 


A FaxepMan’s Bureau officer in Alabama, attempted to make a col- 
lection of one dollar and a half apiece from negroes whose contracts he 
had approved. His intended victims siezed him, and tarred and—not 
feathered, but varnished him. The mode of revenge was novel and 
original. They did not tar and feather him perhaps for fear he should 
be taken for an angel; but we are ata loss to see why they should tar 
and varnish him, considering the colour of their own skins. We should 
have thought the black community would have whitewashed him, in 
order to show their notion of the particular dye of his villany. 





H-eight-y! T-eight-y! Bo 
10 will form the subject of special study in the ensuing | 
anna tania Particular attention will be paid to the figure of | 
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SERMONS IN STONES. 


By Aa Proressep CAsvAL. 


Mr. Epiror,—The amenities of society demand that in writing to 
you under the above title I should guard against the misinterpretation | 
which might associate me with the celebrated—shall I say, rather, the 
notorious amateur who, in defiance of the observances which are sup- 
posed to regulate the conduct of gentlemen, introduced himself by an | 
unwarrantable imposition into the otherwise exclusive company of the | 
Lambeth ward. I should expect, and I will even add that I should 
deserve severe reprobation were I to imitate his example, and by re- 
presenting myself to be, say, a large railway contractor, a retired 
Indian officer, or a renowned parliamentary agent, intrude upon the | 
members of the Athenwum Club, the Carlton, or any other of the select | 
assemblies where those known as the upper classes seek recreation, | 
repose, and refreshment. Assuredly, I am unwilling to lend myself to 
any subterfuge which would give me such a temporary advantage as 
might enable me afterwards to write a newspaper account of the 
private conversation in which I might take the part of a listener ; or 
to sell toa publisher the record of those confidences which gentlemen 
are especially anxious to respect. When I say that I am a “ Professed 
Casual’’ you will at once understand that I am not what, in 
euphuistic modern slang, is termed “a man of action.’” When I add 
that in the intervals of Casual repose and the light and renovating 
diet provided bya beneficent poor law, I devote myself to epistolary 
correspondence of an imaginative character, not altogether unconnected | 
with on the higher feelings of our common nature (need I say 
that I mean charity and benevolence), you will with equal facility 
apprehend that I am a man of emotion and of sensibility. 

Judge then, sir, of my feelings when, on application (as a mere ex- 
periment) at the Bethnal Green establishment for the temporary | 
tuccour of the impecunious, I was informed that work could be ob- | 
tained outside on the following .morning. My informant, a poor- | 
spirited creature, occupying, I believe, the position of what is | 
indifferently termed “a labourer,” or a “ working-man,” was himself | 
in a condition not only of impecuniosity, but of destitution, and I am | 
bound to acknowledge that he imparted this intelligence under the | 
impression that I should be delighted not only to avail myself of—I | 
really think it is eighteenpence a day, in return for breaking stones | 


with a hammer; but (I really laughed in his face almost) that I 
shared with his humble class an ineffaceable repugnance to accepting 
the relief afforded in the establishment already referred to. Iam nvt 
unwilling to admit that 1 had no desire, as I certainly had no inten- 
tion, of joining the social circle which may have been formed in that 
unambitious retreat. I will go still further, and confess that I can, to 
some extent, appreciate the dislike expressed by the humbler classes 
to the entertainment provided at Bethnal Green, if, indeed, that can be 
called entertainment which consists, for the most part, in proposing 
tests for admission to which no professional candidate would be ex- 
pected to submit. I declined, therefore, to accompany my obliging 
acquaintance that evening ; but being, I acknowledge, curious to witness 
the voluntary employment to which he was so anxious to introduc® me, 
I met him by appointment on the following morning. I fear he had 
partaken of but a slender breakfast, but of that it would have been most 
indecorous in me to have taken cognisance. I had supplied my 
temporary requirements at a cheap coffee-house, and I wish the eggs of 
Bethnal Green were fresher and the bacon less distinguished by that 
quality known among certain humourists as “ reesiness.’’ These, 
however, were but temporary ills to which the philosopher may be 
expected to have become habituated, and I had soon to witness a 
spectacle which in spite of all my experience caused in me a profound 
melancholy almost akin to foreboding. Sir, imagine a series of three 
railway arches at the bottom of a shabby and remarkably dirty street: 
imagineasort of wooden counting-house containing tins and cans for the 
conveying of soup, and a number of yellow basins in which to distribute 
it: imagine great heaps of flint stones and a vast number of smaller 
heaps before each of which a man stood, or stooped, or crouched, or sat 


'with a hammer breaking the irregular lumps into equally irregular 
fragments: imagine that it is twelve o'clock and that soup and bread 


is dispensed to willing customers for three halfpence: imagine that it 
is four o’clock and that every man goes in turn to a window in that 
wooden box which reminded me of a period when I was engaged in a 
supernumerary capacity at one of the London theatres and passed the 
money-taker daily. Imagine each man receiving eighteenpence for 
his day’s work , and you will readily (or I have greatly mistaken your 
well-known philanthropy) sympathise with my reflections, and wi 

the almost irrepressible conviction that there may one day be anend to 
pauperism as represented by the able-bodied lower classes while the 
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gmateur—shall I say also the professional casual, may 
in vain seek admission to his wonted resort. ; 

I take the opportunity, sir, of apprising you that a 
few friends are about to originate a subscription on my 
pehalf ; and enclose a list of influential gentlemen who 
have already become contributors. 

I am, Sir, &c., 
THANKFUL Heart. 





MAGNALL’S ANSWERS. 


1. Two. 
| 9, Because ginger-wine possesses a specific gravity 
| exceeding that of cod-liver oil. . ' 
| 3, To keep his head warm. 
| 4, Not on a smooth surface. Try the experiment 
| upon the bald head of an uncle or grandfather, and the 
| tip of the lucifer will not ignite. ress hard! | 
| 6, She whipped two female ’prentices to death, and 
hid them in the coal-hole. 
6, Christopher Columbus. 
| 7. Sue him in the County Court. 
| 8. Ireally cannot say. 
| 9, 1868. 
| 10. When it’s a-jar. 
| 11. Mr. Ropert Romer of the Adelphi. 
{ 
| 


a td 


12. Goodness only knows. 
13. By concealing barrels of gunpowder under the 
Houses of Parliament. 
14. Not at all a gentlemanly thing to do. 
15. A small fish ; it is generally devoured with brown 
bread and butter at Greenwich or Blackwall. 
16. Yes—lemon and cayenne pepper. 
17. From Cayenne, I suppose ; but you had better in- 
quire again when you see a policeman. 
18. He is called the Benicia Boy, but that is a nom «: 
guerre. 
19. “A name of war.” 
| 20. French. 
21, Primrose Hill is the loftiest in our own ex- 
_ Pemence, but some of the Himalayas are much higher. 
} 22. Go to a dentist and have it extracted. 
_ 23. Only a few moments, but it seems tedious on account 
| of the pain. 
24. Shan’t answer any more ; two dozen is lots! 
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| 
| No Small Change. 


Here is a metamorphosis that has “given us quite a turn,’’ as the 
| two wicked people in the fairy tale said, when they were turned into 
| Clown and Pantaloon :— 

As os /ACHMAN, or horse and brougham. Would be useful. Knows town well. 
sotate ood waiter. If any one lets E. L. know of a place, and he gets it, they will 
| ae £1. Two years’ personal character.—E. L., ete. 
If we were not convinced that such a bargain was at once snatched 
oe a contention of millions, we should have answered E. L.'s 
a lsement. aL hat an invaluable creature ! Imagine a dumestic 
i cone be “a horse and brougham” if necessary. We have no 
cubt, with a little encouragement, he would also have been available 
cea peta mangle, a perambulator, a donkey cart, a velocipede, a 
hot Sete aT eurning-lathe (with eccentric chucks), and even a 
| a him, as well as “he knows town.” He would be cheap. too, if, in 
€ absence of any definite statement of wages, we may draw inferences 
| ao the remark that “if any ove lets him know of a place, they will 
ve £1” that is, we suppose, ‘any one and E. L.,” being “ they, 
be get pound between them, or ten shillings a-picce. Ten shillings 
iti small equivalent for such a valuable acquisition as the advertiser— 
only, in short, giving an inch and taking an E.L. 





| 
| pe Fiat Experimentum. 
4.0 18-stated that Garrpaxp1 is solacing himself in his enforced re- 
ent from political life by turning his attention to the question of 
" consnl Operations on the inferior animals. With this view he has 
of th ted both Prorgssor PartrincE and Dr. RICHARDSON. If either 
y or learned gentlemen can show the General a painless operation 
be ich common sense can be driven into donkeys, the world would 
Would ter for it, and the advisers by whom GantzaLDI is surrounded 
be greatly benefited by a touch of the kindly surgery. 





We should think he ‘‘ would be useful,” and town ought to | 
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QUICK RETURNS. 


Chafiboys (to Ticket-clerk, rapidly) :—Ox® FIRST RETURN !”’ 
Ticket-clerk ;-— Return ! 
Chafiboys (mildly) :— WHERE T0? Whuy, lack again, oF COURSE! 


WHERE TO? 








answers to Correspondents, 

[We can take no notice of communications with illegible signatures or 

_ monograms. Correspondents will do well to send their real names and 
| addresses as guarantees. We cannot undertake to return unaccepted MSS. 
or Sketches, unless they are accompanied by a stumped and directed 
envelope: but we cannot enter into correspondence regarding them, nor do 

| we hold ourselves responsible for loss.) 

A GLASGOW CORRESPONDENT sends us what he intends, we suppose, for 
| a letter from Garibaldi. The only joke we can sve in it—and that is unin- 
'tentional and not very new—is that he begins with, ‘‘ General Garibaldi 
presents his comps.” in the third person, and winds up in the first, with 
‘Yours, etc., Garibaldi.” ; 

SkypLue.—Confine yourself to your own milk-and-water, and don’t crib 
other people’s old jokes. Re ie : 

J.C. P. (B’mgham).—Never “write lines in a hurry’’—or if you do, 
don’t send them to any one. A 

J.B. (Paisley).— Considering the place you date from, we hope “‘pshaw” "ii 


not offend you as an answer. ; os 
E. C. W. (Carshalton).—If you must send us riddles, please send origimal 


{ 
| 


ones. 
E. M. F. (Bury St. Edmunds).—Bury the Saint by all means, but nene 
of your resurrectionist tricks with defunct jokes! 
W. H. H. (Rhyl) is Khylly too bad! ; 
Revito B.—We regret that we cannot assist you. We never heard of 
the bok: ~ * ; 
No THOROUGHFARE.—We can’t pass you: . 

Declined with thanks :—F. G., iieelein R.O'S., Eccles ; Perpetrator 
A.L.C.; Y. V., London; J. B., Winchester; P. L.C., Manchester “Ww. T.; 
R. E., City-road; H. H. H., Kensington; W. S., Notting-hill ; Cc. H., 
Threadneedle-street; J. R. L.; Mayneforce; — F . A., Potter e-bar ; 
C., Liverpool; B. G. J., Stockton-on-Tees ; J.B. T., Brixton; L. W. C., 
Stroud; J. W. K.; G. R.S.; J. R., Fore-street ; T. P., Tunbridge-wells ; 

'M. L H., Clifton; Neweastle-on-Tyne; H. F., Bedford-row ; Melter Mose ; 
A Poser, Clifton; J. B. B., Whitecross-street ; Samech; A. P., Brompton ; 


| Four Exes; H., Stoke Newington. 
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THREE DEGREES OF COMPARISON. 


’Arry ;—“'’Ow am I Gerrin’ on? Hawrcnt. I've HAD TO 


BED THESE 8IX MONTHS !”’ 

Jack :—“ Veit, THAT'S LUCK! 
Tiuz. CovuLp you, Biiu ?” 

Bill :—“ Karn’t sax; I NEVER ’AD NO BED TO KEEP 


9 


The Working Classes. 


Tuers has always been some difficulty in getting a definition of 
“the working classes’ from those who delight to speak with alarm of 
the revolutions to be effected when those visionary sons of labour shall 
get the upper hand. Last week in the Court Circular we stumbled on 
a paragraph, descriptive of a distribution of prizes by the French 
Emperor, which seems to throw some light on the subject :— 

On Sunday the Emperor of the French distributed in person, at the Tuileries, the 
prizes awarded to the agricultural competitors at the Exhibition. The Emperor’s 
address contained no political allusions. He merely said that the task of the jury 
was difficult where the general merit had been so great; and that he wished to 
distribute himself the recompenses and decorations to agriculturalists and to the 
delegates of the working classes who had most distinguished themgelves. Grand 
prizes and gold medals were awarded to the Emperors of Austria, Russia, France, 
and Morocco ; to the Viceroy of Egypt, Bey of Tunis, Prince Torlonia, &c. 

If the paragraph has any pretensions to coherence and consequence, 
we must of course include the Imperial and other Highnesses here 


mentioned, among the working classes who had most distinguished | 


themselves. We have no objection to their being so included for we 
believe they have a good deal of real hard work to get through. Only 
don’t let us have any one objecting to Mra. Lows and others calling 
the working classes ‘‘ our masters,” under these circumstances. 


Just Like Him. 

Lirris Taivar is the luckiest dog out; he has just drawn a prize 
ofa cool thousand a year in the matrimonial lottery, and tells all his 
friends that he never before appreciated that admirable line— 

“ A ministering Angel— Thou!” 
cunuguinsidelnisiacstabndbidieantsipaniaaeen 

Tus Rear “Brus” Ruo.—The Reform Bill. 


—_—— 


I cOULD NEVER KEEP A BED ’ARF THAT 
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THE HAUNTED MANSION. 


Arovunp the hearth we sat at night— 
To strangest sounds in silence listened 
Till every single face grew white 
Whereon the fading firelight glistened. 


Strange footsteps on the floors at dark, 
Strange sounds o’erhead at fall of gloaming, 
At night in bed we used to hark 
To footsteps through the passage roaming. 


Yet though such sounds assailed the ear 
No forms e’er met our straining vision, 

To shew what ghost was wandering near, 
Through guilt, wrong, avarice, contrition. 


We spent a very dismal time, 

No heart among us was undaunted, 
We dreamt of misery and crime 

And all agreed the house was haunted. 


At length our cousin, Jack by name, 

From Oxford came—to make us merrier, 
Also, with Tom, from Oxford, came 

A very knowing-looking terrier. 


At night with squeals and shrieks and squeaks 
The ghosts forsook our mansion haunted— 
We didn’t see a rat for weeks 
And with the terrier were enchanted ! 


A Hint for Managers. 

In the Russian village of Kasan a new theatre has 
been opened, to which the governor of the district has 
granted a license on condition that the management shall 
give at least, once a week, a representation to which 
mothers may not be ashamed to take their daughters. 
A French paper commenting on the fact, says, that the 
example might with advantage be followed by the 
Parisian directors. For our part, we see in it a hint 
for British managers. Why does not the Lorp 
CHAMBERLAIN make it a proviso in his licenses thet in 
each theatre there shall be, at least, once a week a 
representation, to which we should not feel inclined to 
take—our nightcaps. 

KEEP MY 
Hold Yer Whisht! 

Messrs. De La RveE announce a “ Pocket Guide to 
Whist.”” It strikes us that a *‘ Pocket Guide to Bil- 
liards’’ would be a useful companion work. 


DRIZZLE. 


Winp 8.S.W.—Thermometer at 50, 
Barometer at 29, and falling ! 
Ozone ? there is none, it is quite apalling! 
The air is wetted through. Rain very drifty, 
And small and thick. The clouds, though slightly rifty, 
Dense, as a block of masonry a wall in, 
I’m sure at least a foot of rain will fall in 
The gauge, although the wind is rather shifty. 


I hate this dismal, dull, depressing weather! 
It makes one cross, and so inclined for wrangling! 
Unpleasant, damp, and dreary altogether, 
And fit alone for ironing or mangling ! 
I'd rather in the hottest sunshine frizzle, 
Than be washed out by this disgusting drizzle. 


’Tis True, ’Tis Pity. 

We don’t believe in quack medicines—we almost wish we did. 
Doctor Somebody advertises that his nostrum will cure “bad blood.’ 
If such indeed were the case, we should hail it as the “ open sesame ” 
that should empty our jails, the panacea that should render standing 
armies things of the t—and would use our utmost exertions tv 
promote the erection of a bronze statue to the discoverer on the Thames 

| Embankment—+twhen finished. 


} 
j 


———————— 2 


Ge “FUN” tous les Mercredis, chez N. BELLINGER, Rue de Rivoli, 
| No. 212, Paris. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) by THOMAS BAKER at 80, Fleetestreet E.C.— 
68. 
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THE PERIWINKLE GIRL. 


Qc’ VE often thought that headstrong 
wae youths 
Ny Of decent education, 
Determine all-imporrant truths 
With strange precipitation, 





The over-ready victims they, 
Of logical illusions, 
And in a selt-assertive way 
They jump at strange conclusions. 


Now take my case: ’Ere sorrow could 
My ample forehead wrinkle, 

I had determined that I would 
Not like to be a winkle. 


“A winkle,”’ I would oft advance 
With readiness provoking, 

* Can seldom flirt, and never dance, 
Or sovthe his mind by smoking.” 


RP In short, I spurned the shelly joy, 
af. And spoke with strange decision — 
Men pointed to me as a boy 

Who held them in derision. 


But I was young—too young, by far— 
Or I had been more wary, 

I knew not then that winkles are 
The stock-in-trade of Mary! 


I knew not how her features would 
Light up with merry twinkles, 
Or in a jealous fit, I should 
Have hated all her winkles. 


I had not seen her sunlight blithe 
As o'er their shells it dances, 

I've seen those winkles almost writhe 
Beneath her beaming glances. 


And when, to eat, she’s taken out 
A winkle, having picked him, 

I’ve even heard a joyvus shout 
Emitted by her victim! 


Of slighting all the winkly brood 
I surely had been chary, 

If I had known they formed the food 
And stock-in-trade of Mary. 


Both high and low and great and emall 
Fel prostrate at her tootsies, 

They all were noblemen, and all 
Had balances at Coutts’s. 





Dukes with the lovely maiden dealt, 
Duxe Battey and Dvuxe Humpuy, 

Who eat her winkles till they felt 
Exceedingly uncomfy. 

Douxe Barer greatest wealth computes, 
And sticks, they say, at no-thing, 

He wears a pair of golden boots 
And silver underclothing. 


VOL. VL. 


Duke Humpuy, as I understand, 
Though mentally acuter, 

His boots are only silver, and 
{lis underclothing pewter. 


A third adorer had the virl, 
A man of lowly station— 

A miserable grov'ling earl 
Besought her approbation. 


This humble cad she did refuse 

With muc's contempt and loathing, 
He wore a pair of leather shoes 

And cambric underclothing! 


“Ha! ha!” she cried. “‘ Upon my word! 
** Well, really—come, I never! 

Oh, go alony. it’s too absurd! 
My goodness! Di.d you ever? 


““'T'wo dukes would make their Bowes a bride, 
And from her foes defend her—”’ 

“* Well, not exactly that,” they cried, 
“We offer guilty splendour. 


** We do not offer marriage rite, 
So please dismiss the notion!” 

“* Oh, dear,’’ said she, ‘‘that alters quite 
The state of my emotion.” 


The earl he up, and says, says he, 
‘** Dismiss them to their orgies, 

For I am game to marry thee 
Quite reg’ lar at St. George's.” 


He'd had, it happily befell, 
A decent education, 

His views would have befitted well 
A far superior station. 


His sterling worth had worked a cure, 
She never heard him grumble ; 

She saw his soul was good and pure 
Although his rank was humble. 


Her views of earldoms and their lot, 
All underwent expansion, 

Come, Virtue in an carldom’s cot! 
Go, Vice in ducal mansien ! 





‘¢ The Bubble, Reputation.”’ 


Our silk-mercers ought really to be more careful in their svlection of 
names for the articles they vend. We frequently see “‘Reps”’ adver- 
tised. What would a man say, whose wife happened to be 80 small 
she only wanted half a dress of this material ! He would like to think 
she was open to the chance of being called a demi-Rep. 


Fashions. 


e “The Guinea Bonnet” announced. Of course this cannot 
oat ie price! No lady could put ona thing that did not cost 
more than that. We conclude, therefore, that the guinea bonnet is 
one of the microscopic affairs now in vogue, and that it owes its name 
to the bonnets of the native beauties of Guinea, which we are ree 
so small that they cannot be seen—because like the Spanish fleet they 


are not yet in sight. 
Tax Fruits or Goop Livinc.—The Pine, Olive, and Grape. 
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Fown Talk. 


By Tne SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


‘HE Crystal Palace Holiday Enter- | 
tainments are good this year. Of | 
course, the pantomime has to be | 
performed under disadvantages, 
taking which into consideration, one 
is rather surprised at the success of | 
the whole. The decorations are | 
tasteful—the Christmas tree is a) 
most imposing giant—and the effect 
of the Palace, when lighted up is | 
very pleasing. I wish the Palace | 
the very height of prosperity, and it 
is en that! very acc-unt that I feel | 
compelled to speak plain y on a | 
subject I have hinted at before. The | 
system of exfra charges for reserved 
seats, etc.,, threat) ns the popularity 
of the Palace most seriously. The 
advertisements enumerate the vari- 
ous entertainments, and the admis- | 
sion is stated to te ‘one shilling.” 
But when the visitor has paid his 
shilling he finds that he must pay 

half-a-crown to get a good view of one—and only one—of the shows. 
Those who will not pay are allowed to look on, but at such a distance 
that they cannot hear and can hardly see. And what makes this 
worse is, that the reserved seats are not half filled, so that empty 
chairs occupy space to which the visitors ought to be admitted without | 
extra extortion. Nothing makes your Briton more angiy than these | 
repeated and unexpected pulls at his purse-strings. The Palace 


Company had better advance the price of admission and throw all the 
entertuinments open—they would gain in the end. Half-a-crown 
here, a shilling there, and a sixpence or so in other places soon mount 
up, and the visitor, at the end of the day, finds the cheap pleasures of 


the People’s Palace have made a hole in a half-sove reign, and the ne xt 
time a novelty is announced at Sydenham he hesitates about going to 
see it until he can be sure that there is no extra charge for it. It 
would be better to double the price of season tickets, and make the 
price of admission two shillings instead of one; for there is an in- 
creasing discontent at a system which made the Paris Exhibition 
unpopular, and kept the public away from Cremorne in the old days. 

I surposs the arrest of ‘Train may fairly be defended on the ground 
that if you see a child playing with fire, you ought to box its ears and 
take away the lucifers. Butit is to be regretted that so insignificant 
an adventurer should have arrived at so much diznity. The absolute 
and unredeemed rant and twaddle in which he indulges ure not cal- 
culated for a moment to incite the most enthusiastic Fenian. Irish 
wit is too keen to overlook the obvious idiocy which underlies the 
frothy verbiage of the stump orator, and Fenianism would be as ashamed 
of Ggorcs Francis Train as the United States are. I cannot believe 
that any American paper—though some of them are queer enough— 
can have sent him as a correspondent, and I think it not improbable 
that the visit was planned with a shsliow cunning for the very purpose 
of the arrest. The man who flatt-rs himself that he is qualifying for 
the Presidency by doing the mad things and saying the silly ones TK Ain 
has said and done of late in America, might think that, in the disturb- 
ance of the relations between England and America, he could step from 
an English jail to the White House. 

I Have received two American magazines—I was almost saying the | 
two American magazines. The Atlantic Monthly is almost patriarchal, 
being in its twenty-first volume, but its tone is still young and vigorous. } 
There are interesting papers on HawrHexne, on the Louvre, and on 
Culture this month, besides the first instalment of a story by CHAKLES 
Dicxsens—* George Silverman's Explanation,”’ which opens with force 
and freshness. Our Young Folks, an illustrated magazine for boys and 
girls, also boasts the commencement of a tale by Dickens. A “ Holi- 
day Romance " is most delightful, to my mind.” By the oldsters it will 
be keenly or fur the good-humoured burlesque it contains. By 
the yeeee folks 7 will vegies and relished au pied de la lettre. I re- 
commend mv readers to lose no time in making the acquaintance of 
William Tinkling. Esquire, Editor, aged eight, ant Exsunineei-Chtees! 
Robin Redforth, Pirate. The rest of the magazine is good, and the 

illustrations are the best American illustrations we have seen. “ Our 
Letter Box”’ is a curious study and throws some light on the manners 
and customs of the youngsters in America. Mesers. Ticknor and 
Frieups, the publishers of these magazines, have also brought out an 
Atlantic Almanack, the wrapper of which is an admirab!e specimen of 
colour-printing. The art altogether is very good: the headings to the 


FUN. | 


| Alm anack, 
, excellent. 


| Magazine, The Elizbethan. 


<LI RL 
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Calendar are, if anvthing, better than those in our Lilustrated News 
The literary portion is good too, and the printing 


[ oveut to have noticed long since a very capital little school 
Vaken altogether it dues great credit to 
the Ipswich Grammar Schooiboys, who preduce it. In the matter of 
honesty, impartiality, and shrewdness, the critical portion of the 
Elizabethan sets a good example to grown-up reviewers. I wish the 
youngster all prosperity ;— it deserves success. 

“A nop,” says the proverb, “is as good as a wink to a blind horse.”’ 
A blind donkey— especially when it goes on two legs --needs a more 
explicit warning than a blind horse. Wherefore, Mr. Srreeter’s 
pamphlet on Hints to Purchasers of Jewellery is the more welcome to 
most people, since on the mere and simple question of the ‘‘ hall-mark”’ 
and its value, we are decidedly in the dark, like the most asinine bipeds. 
Acquiring my knowledge from Mr. Srxe: Tex, I am. aware that the 
silver hall-mark is given only to silver of the definite “standard 
quality ’—i.e., eleven ounces two pennyweights of silver to eighteen 
penny weights of alloy. But there are only a few «f us who know that 
the gold hull-mark a; plies equally to ‘“‘ goid’’ which contains one carat 
of pure metal to twenty-three parts of alloy and to “gold” with 

wenty-two parts of the genuine article to only two of alloy. This 
gleaning of valuable information may induce my readers to turn to the 
Hints and profit by them. 

Everybody seems to have gone mad about what the Stereoscopic 
Company no doubt intend to call the ‘ Zortrope.” 
Life,’’ to give it its English name, is an ingenious toy, but I have adim 
recollection of the application of the principle in a somewhat different 
form years ago—a toy in which discs, perforated with slits at the 
edges, were made to revolve before a mirror, and produced the same 
effect. The new plan has the advantage of being availab!e for numbers, 
and the S. C. deserves credit for that, as well as fur the revival of a 
good idea. I think it a great pity—especially when the price of the 
tey is so high—that better pictures have not been supplied. The 
designing requires no special scientific knowledge, fur I have made a 
dozen slips for my Zor trope myself and they work admirably. All that is 
needed is humour, and there are many humorous artists who could give 
the Company p'ctures more effective than those they publish, and, what 
is more, less injurious to the artistic faculty, and better, therefore, for 


public taste. 


TIT FOR TAT. 


We were two children in one house, 
She was as meek as the mildest mouse, 
The time had come for a midnight spree ! 
When we were over our jokes and wine, 
She scattered horse-hair chopped up fine. 
QO! the girl was fair to see! 


She laughed, well-pleased with what she’d done, 
She played the dreadful trick for fun, 
‘Lhe time had come fur a midnight spree! 
I Jay awake! And struck a match, 
For didn't the horrible horse-hair scratch. 
QO! the girl was fair to see! 


I made a vow! I laid a snare! 
And crept quite softly up the stair, 
The hour had come for a midnight spree! 
And atter dinner from her bed 
I stole the pillow for her head. 
OQ! the girl was fair to see! 


I took the dredger full of fleur, 
The pillow powdered for an hour ; 
The time had come for a midnight spree 
I hated her for her cruel sell, 
She loved her tresses passing well. 
OQ! the girl was fair to see! 


She sle}t serenely all that night, 
But woke up in a dreadful fright ; 
The time had come for a midnight spree! 
When half awake she nexred the glass, 
She uttered naughty words, alas! 
O! the girl was fair to see! 


She brush'd and comb'd her floury head, 
“T’ll never get it out.” she sa‘d, 

The time had come for a midnight spree! 
My deep revenge she ll not forget 
I think she may be brushing yet! 

O! the girl was fair to see! 


———_———— 
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THE CAT-FIEND. 


| (An OriginaL Apaptation), 


Ox a bleak evening of December I sat alone in my gloomy chambers 
| and brooded ever the past. I had soucht in vain to turmthe current 
| of my thoughts by plunging into metaphysical researches: Watts on 
| the Mind lay open, but unheeded, beside me. Never liad: the apart- 
| ment worn so ghostly an aspect. My Jamp threw a fitfuligleam upon 
‘the sumptuous, but sombre furniture; the fire was expiring, yet I 
| lucked energy to put on more coals. If I had been expiring myself I 
| should have hated the man who put coals upon me. 
| The chief object of my memories was a young person to whom I had 
| formerly been attached. I dwelt fondly, but bitterly, upon the day 
_ when my LeonorA, accompanied by her vulgar and intrusive mother, 
| had brightened my dingy rooms in ’s Inn with her presence to 
| tea previous to visiting Drury Lane Theatre. That was all over now; 
Lgonoxa married into the city and left me desolate. I am not even 
inted with her present name ; but it fills me with despondency to 
| think.that her graceful form will never again press the velvet’ lining: of 
| my quaintly carved arm-chair. 








While I sat buried in my sad reflections it seemed as:though:there 
| came & soft rapping at my outer door. It was growing. se-late that I 
| made my mind up to disregard the summons. ‘it. is.only Bx1ces;’’ I 

murmured; “‘if I admit him he will weary me with:platitudes until 
thedawn. Or it is Porrer, perchance, advanced. in liquor. I will 
none of him.”’ 

At this point the rapping was renewed more loudly. My resolution 
suddenly changed, and I resolved that I would explore the mystery. 
Making‘my way to the door I fluny it wide opem: The landing was in 
darkness; no voice gave answer t» my challenge, and. feeling a little 
= I slammed: the dvor and went back to my arm-chair by 

¢ fire. 

Weird—ghastl y—inscrutable—was the apparition that awaited me! 
| Stretched upon the hearth-rug at my feet lay a large cat of ebon 
| blackness, glaring at me witha pair of wild eyes in which anger was 
| mingled with an expression of diabolical sarcism. he blood curdled 
| my veins ; I seized the poker and yelled, “Get out, beast! How 
| dare-you come in here? Go away directly, or——!” 
| Thelips of the animal opened and pronounced slowly and solemnly 

therwords.** Never no more !”” 

My hair-stood on end and the poker fell from my grasp. 

“Horrible being !’’ I cried ;—“ fearfu! and ungrammatical being, 
leave me, and return to durkness und the Stygian shore.” 

“ Never no more !"’ said the brute: ‘I’ve come to stay for ever.” 

“ Nonsense, monster; you are insane,” I shouted. 

“Fact, I assure you,’ replied my tormentor ;—‘‘ they hadn’t got no 
raven handy, and so thev sent me. It’s about the Lgunoxa business.”’ 

“Ah, that name! Tell me, I implore you, tell me—is she a widow 
yet?’ May I hope? Shall I again behold her?” 

“ Never no more!” 

This was too much. Iran and threw the door open again—came 
back—firmly grasped the poker, and—— 

But the beast had sought refuge under the sofa. Thence it retreated 
beneath my tatle, and thence under he arm-chair. Round and round 
the apartment I chased it vainly. Its demoniac laugh thrilled me with 

- Tage and horror. 

* - + * + * * 
The cat-fiend still inhabits my gloomy chambers. I have aban- 
doned all hope of expelling it. ‘The creature exists without food, so 
that the expedient of starvation is impracticable. At all hours of the 
day and night I am haunted by the wild eyes of my hated persecutor : 
atvall hours of the day and night [ hear the detested brute murmuring 
with a chuckle that maddens me, 

“‘ Never no more !” 
——— eee 
De-port-ment. 


Tar Gentleman's Magazine records that a Hamburg merchant, Van 
oR by name, used to frequent the Bull Inn, Bishopsgate-street, 
where for three and twenty years he every day, with the exception of 
two, drank four bottles of port—and began a fifth! H+ must have 
en a Van Cuapiin anp Hoxvye to carry so much liquor! The 
editor of the G. M. thus moralises in a note on this capacious dorn. 
“It is ineredible what pleasure any individual can feel in such abundant potations 
‘he course of which he resembles more acellar than a man.” 
It is our private opinion that the landlord of the Bull would have 
faid that Van Hoxn instead of being a cellar wasa buyer, and a good 
uyer too. Tio add to the wonder, this yreat port-drinker lived to 
oon years of age, so that our Hokn was as long-winded as a flourish 


mpets. 





Wuerz is the birch-rod for baby-farming and omnibus nursing ? 
:  _sctiiiaitaamattaiaann 





DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 47. 


A CREATURE idiotic 
_Has been lately apprehended, 
Since ‘twas thought some aid Quixotic 
For the Fenians he intended: 
P'rhaps, in self-congratulation, 
He considered in a jiffy 
He should cause a conflagration 
In the Thames if not the Liffey. 
But they set him free instanter 
As incapable of treason — 
A mere harmless bumkum-ranter 
With some fissures in his reason: 
For ’tis gen’rally admitted 
One whose caput lacke:a tile-um, 
For a prison is less fitted 
Than an idiot asylum, 





1 


In Lambeth's bound 
It will be found— 
And also everywhere : 
Take any day 
The shortest way 
And you will find it there. 


2. 


If you ask. him\‘‘ Who are you?”’ 
He’ll answer; ‘ Cock-a-doodle-doo !”’ 
3. 
Rather a sell 
‘To use for a-shell 
A word from the lan zuage of old “ Tuemtstécuzs ;"’ 
Surely conchology 
Owes an apology 
Thus for describing what’ simply are covkles:. 


4. 
When my brains full were» 
Of novels by BuLwer, > 
My fancy this tickle 
Did with its mystical 
Words cabalistical. 
5. 


To hoot, or to hiss, or to bellow and screech, 

Is the commonest way of condemning a speech ; 
But to open your mouth without saying a word, 

Is the worst condemnation of what you have heard. 


Answer To Acxostic No. 45. 


J Judaic Cc 
A Autograph H 
N_ Nerissa A 
U  Usurer HK 
A Alboni I 
R Rout - 
Y Yesterday Y 


So.uTions oF Acrostic No. 45, RECEIVED JANVARY 22 :—Hold/fast ; 

ey eee: Komanelli; Varuey the v.; Two Clapham Contortionists; H. L.; 

D.E. H.; E E.: Lisa ana Beppe; Ruby; Shornclitfe; Plutf; A. W. H. Alloa; 
« Bs. “9 . ° . 

Betsy H—; Tiny Ditton 








Sharp Sight. 

Ir has been discovered by the chemists—so says the Wine Trade 
R-view—that wine is frequently spoilt by being bottled in bad glass. 
An excess of alkali in the mauufacture of the glass, renders it liable to 
the action of the tartaric acid in the wine. What clever fellows 
these chemists are :—they can positively see through bad glass. 





Light and Fantastic. 
i i here is a class of men 
-ounG ladies will be interested to hear that t ! 
oat cnn waltzing in the ordinary avocations of daily life. We 
refer to directors of public companies; It 18 hardly possible to tske up 
a newspaper without reading that some of them “retire by rotation. 
ee 
Tue Reat Puantom Satu.—A mock auction. 
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LITTLE ADDRESSES TO BIG NAMES. 


Macarrg, Ornriio, Hamirt, OneNREISER— 
Be German, Moor, French galley-slave, or Dane ; 
Be all by turns, but heed a good adviser, 
And never be a Manager again. 
Fscu1sr, I charge thee, fling away ambition ; 
A salary per week, sir, money down, 
Is ten times better than the proud position 
Of ruling any playhouse in the town. 


Smitu is, at present, playing pantomime 
Where melodrama once was all the rage ; 

And one may chant a famous Gallic rhyme 
Upon the fa!l of the Lyceum stage. 


Messieurs les étudiants, 
Finette a su vous plaire : 
Vous aimez le can-can— 
A bas Ropgnt Macarne! 
Tour a tour ; 
C"est la mode du jour. 


But—as long as I live— 

I shall neither forget ner forgive 
Your endeavours to mend 

The last act of Othel/o, my fiiend. 
When you come to reflect 

On your want, sir, of common respect, 
You'll, ot course, have the sense 

To be sorry for such an offence. 


And now good-day: we've said our say. 
Excuse the way in which we’ ve said it. 
For friendly views you can't refuse, 
At all events, to give us credit. 


AS o- — } 
— eee een 


ee 
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GREAT WASTE OF EDUCATIONAL LITERATURE! 


The Publisher's Circular is said to have just passed into new hands. 
Can it be the new editor who has signalised his accession to power by 
the wonderful feats of grammar which we observe in a number just 
received. ‘ Never’ says the gentleman (whoever he may be) ‘‘ perhaps, 
at any former period did the customary educational number of the P.C. 
make its appearance with equal claims to the attention of all.” — Why, 
we ask “ at any former period?’ Conld that high-spirited journal 
possibly have taken time so by the forelock as to have already made its 
appearance at some future period ? And, pondering again on the above 
marvellous sentence, may we not ask ‘‘equal’’ to what? Ha! we 
have it now. He does not mean equal to anything. He must mean 
that at some time or other his journal had equal claims to the attention 
of everybody ; and that, before that, it had only unequal claims to the 
attention of everybody ; or perhaps equal claims to the attention of 
somebody. But why didn’t he tell us dfore when? Amongst the 
thousand diversities uf opinion “ he continues ’’ on almost every public, 
social or political question there is one on which all parties are agreed. 
Can it be possible that there is one diversity of opinion on which all 
parties areagreed ? ‘‘ Theimpetus ” he further observes “communicated 
to all departments of educational literature is yet in its infancy 6 
future is before it so immense’’ &c.—An impetus in its infancy 13 @ 
thing not often heard of; but think of an impetus with a future before 
it! And then we are told that this “impetus’’ (mind, with a future 
before it) ‘ will call forth all the energies of our publishers, both as men 
of business and intelligence, to supply.’’ Is it possible that all this 
flood of educational literature has been insufficient to teach the fact that 
the verb ‘to supply’ requires some object? Of course we can guess 
what the gentleman means! but then how can you supply an impetus 
with educational books ? 


Wuat commercial occupation would best suit the French Censors of 
the Press —Muslin’ Printing. 
‘Inn WeEeps Grow a Pace”’—on Baby Farms. 
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THE SPITEFUL LETTER. 


grypopy has been asking everybody ‘ Who’ 
ter to ALPRVD TeNNYSON 2” If Se ho’ sent the spiteful 
that it was really somebody—every body ought to know all about it. 
Impelled by sn considerations, Fun has addressed a circular to 
everybody who is anybody in the round of rhyme, putting the direct 
guestion— Was it you, you, or you? g 
our thinking about making up our minds on the subject of going to 
ress, the following answers—which, if they had not been lisped in 
gumbers, might have been found to be more numerous—had been 


recelved :— 





ee et ee 


From G¥***p McD**¥**p, 


Once [ was a lad, 
Oimé! 
Scribbling verses bad, 
Oimé ! 
Grand, majestic, splendid 
Seemed whate’er I then did. 
Oimé! Oimé! 


Soon I grew up tall ; 
Oimé! 

Strong as castle-wall; 
Oimé! 

Clad with ivy meekness, 

Then I learnt my weakness. 
Oimé! Oimé! 


Shall [ sink again 
Oimé! 

Into boyhood vain ? 
Oimé! 

Shall I grudge another 

Due of eider brother ? 
Oimé! Oimé! 





From Poet C.i**g. 


A notsz from you, sir, under Tuesday’s date, 
Refers to what have been in circulation ; 
Concerning which, I feel it due to state, 
The rumour is without the least Foundation. 


A Spiteful Letter, by some Chap or Chaps, 
as wrote to One, in envy of his pelf— 
A Poet Laureate, than whom, perhaps, 
None more so in the World, except myself. 


The Muse, just now, finds business very bad 
And Wealth, alas! forsakes your Poet's coffer. 

A small amount would make his Bosom glad— 
Most welcome will be anything you offer. 


From A** eK EN S**ee* **rp, 


| Sick of the perfume of praise, and faint with the fervid caresses, 

ushing his face with a flame that is fuir, like the blood on a dove ; 

| Weary of pangs that have pleased him, the poet refrains and confesses— 

or; from the rapture of death, and the lips and the languors 
ove; 

| 226 rootless rose of delight, and the love that lasts only to blossom, 

Blossom and die without fruit, as the kisses that feed and not fill ; 

amishing pleasure, dry-lipped, with the sting and the stain on her 


j m, 

| And all of a sin that is good, and all of a good that is ill! 

(This explicit language of Mr. S*******x’s will, we are sure, be 
| Satisfactory to all our readers. No explanation could make his reply 
| “earer and more readily intelligible-—KEp. Fun.) 





From W**r W**rm*#n. 
(dn American, one of the roughs, a kosmos.) 


Nature, continuous Me! 

tness, and vigorous, never-torpid yeast of Mz! 

orid, unceasing, for ever expansive ; 

ot schooled, not dizened, not washed and powdered ; 

N it-laced not at all; far otherwise than polite ; 

De odest, nor immodest ; 

ae tanned and freckled ; gloriously unkempt ; 

§ timate yet unceasing ; capricious though determined ; 

_ thou listest, and tell the askers that which they seek to 

now. 

_ Thy speech to them will be not quite intelligible. 


n.d imma 





FUN. 











anybody did—and nobody d 
y doubt 
y F | Answer, in precise terms of barbaric vagueness, 


Down to the latest moment of | 


217 


. ; , 
Never mind! utter thy wild common-p! ices ; 
Yawp them loud'y, shrilly : 

Silence with shrill noise the lisps of the foo-foos. 


The quesiion that the Fun editor hith sparked through Atlantic C, 
To W**r W**im*#y, the speiker of the pass- word primeval ‘ — 
The signal'er of the signal of democracy ; 
The seer and h:arer of things in general ; 
The poet translucent; fleshy, disorderly, sensually inclined ; 
Each tag and part of whom is a miracle——, 
(Thirteen pages of MS. relating to Mx. W**t W**rm**n are here 
omitted.) 
Rhapsodically state the fact that is and is not ; 
That is not, being past; that is, being eternal; 
If indeed it ever was, which is exactly the point in question. 
*,* The fact, rhapsodically stated, occupies twenty-six more pages 
of MS., but is left in as much doubt at the end as it was in at the 
beginning.—Ed. Fun. 








FROM OUR STALL. 


Tue revival of Used Up at the Olympic has given us a chance of 
seeing Cuartrs Matuews (hang it, we cannot call him Mister /) 
play again in one of his best parts. Twenty-four years ago he first 
played Sir Charles Coldstream at the Haymarket; on that occasion he 
was, perhaps, five years younger than at present—certainly not more. 
The piece is not altogether a legitimate one; the first act is high 
comedy, and the second is broad farce. Mx. Matuews (hang it, we 
don’t know him well enough to call him Cuarxgs') is perfection in the 
first ; in the second heis not sufficiently a ploughboy. He may tell us 
that an opulent and d/asé baronet would searcely play such a cheracter 
to the life; but we«shall tell Aim that the aforesaid baronet would 
hardly.assame that particular character as a disguise without a pretty 
correct notion of its necessities. Matagws (hang it, we cannot call 
him either Mister or CuaRves!) is teo well-spoken a gentleman for a 
farm labourer. We ought, perhaps, to have made this objection when 
the piece was first played; but at that remote period we were cutting 
our teeth, and neither pot hooks nor hangers were known to us. The 
principal figure in Used Up is well supported by Mr. Vincent as [ron- 
brace, and Mr. R. Sourar as Sir Adonis Leech. Muss E. FARREN 
plays Mary very prettily, and Mxe. St. Henny is an overwhelming 
Lady Clutterbuck. 

At the Queen’s, a burlesque on La Figlia del Reggimento, by Mr. W. 
S. GineExT, has achieved a complete success. Its couplets are written 
with peculiar smartness, its characters are well sustained, and its 
dresses and scenery leave nothing to bedesired. Mr. Gitpert has run 
riot with Don1zeTT1’s libretto, and introduced a nondescript individual 
into the plot who resembles the Count Rodolpho in Mr. Byron's 
burlesque of La Sonnambula ; not to mention a party of British tourists 
who ure behaving themselves as British tourists usually do behave 
themselves when abroad. The burlesque is briskly played by Messxs. 
Toote and Brovcn, and Misses Fanny Appison, MakKHAM, and 
Henxirtra Hopson. Although the entertainments at this house last 
until a late hour, a large proportion of the audience waited in order to 
summon Mn. Gitpext and the leading actors ef his burlesque before 
the curtain on the first night of its performance. We cannot close our 
tiny notice of this trifle without aspecial word of praise for Mr. Buoven 8 


comic dancing; his acting is funny enough, bat his dancing is 


absolutely delicious. 








Important Turf Note. 


For the benefit of our sporting readers we beg to announee that we 
are in treaty with Proressox Tayo for an analysis of the Two 
Thousand Guiness, Derby, and important Spring Handicap. At the 
earliest possible moment we shall place befure our readers the results 
of the learned Professor’s researches—certaiuly not later than June 


next. 





General Intelligence. 


E joys his 
Tue Hon. Member for Peterborough, Mr. WHALLFY, enjoys 
onat aan health, and will take his accustomed place on the assembling 


of Parliament. 
A specimen of the Singsing has been a 
the Ruyal Zoological Society, Regent’s-park. 
casement 


Let Burgoynes be Burgoynes. 


that the veteran, Sir John, has received a tardy recognition of 
rvice, we hope n+ ver again to hear—except a8 & 
ying the “old soldier.” 


Now 
his -eventy years of se 
high compliment—of anyone pla 
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A FEW TRAINS. 


A TRAIN that's always on the rail 
And yet is off the track, 

A third-class train that cannot fail 
‘lo smash up in a crack. 


A train that’s always in a mess— 
A thing I don't admire, 

That draggles far behind a dress 
And bears the marks of mire. 


A train for blowing-up that’s meant, 
A puff, and lots of smoke! 

Its odour not a pleasant scent 
Is held by peaceful folk. 


—_ - . 
is gy S pf. 
Z ye 9 ata) i i 


A simile for G. F. Train 
’Mid trains like these I’ve sought. 

There's one though would not do, it’s plain,— 
I mean a train of thought! 


? Y 
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THE POWER OF SPEECH. 


Erect upon the rug he stood, 
And bored a little lively lady, 
His attitude was very good 
Although his arguments were shady. 
From histories of other lands, 
He told the downfall of our nation, 
And waved about his podgy hands 
With Gallican gesticulation. 


From Stuart Mitt to Anam Situ, 
From Creon unto Mr. ODGER, 
He flew ; and called Reform a myth, 
And Dizzy a most daring dodger, 
“Our literature was wrapt in mist, 
Where were our SHAKESPEARES and 
our CHavcers ?” 
He asked,—and letting fly his fist 
Upset a tray of cups and saucers! 


AN ORDINARY REMARK. nk ee 
The Blue Riband of the Leash. 


Messrs. Gapps and PaLestyne, dining at Jupxins's Ordinary, have be 

% ; ec v9 een , és ” 

helped thrice io every dish. On their sending up for a fourth plate of pork, | We cannot wonder that the Waterloo Cup” should 
JUDKINB strolls down to inspect them. , . be the height of a coursing man’s ambition—when we 
G oe | reflect that it is endeared to its fortunate possessor by 
adds :—*‘ BeautTiruL rork, Mr. JupKINs—nEaAvUTIFUL! Do you KEEP so many “ Ties.” . 


« 


Pics ?”’ 
Judkins (pointedly) :—‘* No— nut I reED THEM SOMETIMES !”’ 


A Gippy Ciry.—Oswego bobbin’ around. 


OUR LIBRARY TABLE. happy passion. Try to soothe yer disturbances by furrin travil, and 
a insets aah eae hy in the eternil buty of the city of the Cwsars obliviate my transyent 
oa ae eal cre le a rom the other side of the charms. For u a horrible path is hopen. To deny that I am hin- 
| Beneneth ieee im + Bape ecient pay oe nag country men, Mr. | different to yure manny exsellent quality’s of ‘ed and ‘art would be 
| oH a Ho: . ; . “‘Joset Sprouts.” Mr. Sprouts, | mere affection. I’ave watched yure career, and shall continny to do 
ts Opinions ( Jotren) is a collection of exceedingly humorous | so wen the rewards of a lofty ambition shall be yourn. 
tketches, originally contributed, we believe, to the Star. That paper ** (Here sine name,) 
Was certainly a proper organ for the costermonger's writings, for he is “ Euizabetu CHIGLEY. 
a Radical of the deepest dye, and withal a very amusing one. His ‘¢ Address, ‘Coke Shed, Ash Lane, Spitalfields.’ ”’ 
oe > as eccentric as that of AnTEMUS Wakp, and his excuse for How this courtship ends we must leave the reader to find out for 
eerne Oe oe Tees OO ways is, ae says, to give every method | himself. We can promise him many a hearty laugh with Mr. Sprouts, 
pn gy 30, en vie ng age 7 Se ee we must and the bock will fairly take rank on om shelves with the “ Biglow 
before he is fettered by any tics of orthography. y career, | Papers,” and the works of the immortal Showman. 
His views on public questions are very shrewd and amusing; and 
while he seems to have very little respect for the party now in power, NEW YEAR’S GIFTS 
he professes a great deal for the “ institutions" of the country. His ‘4 : 
experience of life is certainly very varied, fur he is not only a coster- Britannia to Columbia. 
monger, but a Men:ber of Parliament, and takes part ina Lord Mayor's CotumBIA, you unjustly do, 
dinner, the Derby, Crystal Palace Concerts, prize fighting, the (I mention it with pain)— 
Ministerial whitebait feed, and a Conservative workman’s ‘deputation When I sent Dickens out to you, 
He almet forgets to be funny sometimes in his eagerness to make a To send me G. F. ‘Tratn. 
rap at the Tories ; and the best part of his book is that which describes 
his life before he took part in political affairs. His courtship is one of A New Light on History. 
the most humorous sketches in the whole collection—the 1l+tters copied 
from a complete letier-writer with emend»tions are delightful. We Br xe tive Shee Sere Teenie 
give one from the lady (the daughter of acoke merchunt), after Tue Salic law is a law which forbids females to assume the crown. 
the correspondence has gone on some time. She bas, like ber lover, | It isso called because no Sal can be ex-sal-ted to the throne. N.B.—This 
gone to the letter-writz, and already written him “ Letter 23. To a | derivation must be taken cum grano salis, 
Lover on rejectin’ ‘is soot.” Her next runs as follows :—<‘ Letter 25. 
To the same, on the same, from the same.”” “ Cur,—Forgit yer un- A way witH Metancuory.—Suivide. 
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LEAP YEAR. 


! 

| 

| Leap year, isn’t it? Well, let me sing to it. 

| Does anyone fear for the maiden’s year, 

| Lest whispered promises slyly cling to it, 

| And bind a little gold privileged ring to it. 
Come! don't look innocent, Mary, dear ? 


‘Isn't it leap year ? Millicent merry-eyed! 
| You're half prepared for a pounce, you puss! 
| Foradozen of times you've the mistletoe berry eyed. 
| [fit weren't that I’m bashful and reticent very, I'd 
| Snatch up your weapon and strike you—thus ! 
Leap year, isn’t it ? Tilly tyrannical ! 
| What a pity it wasn't a year ago, 
| When over the bridge leading towards the Botanical, 
| Intones which I scarcely should think were mechanical, 
| You gave me a very broad hint, you know. 
| Im’tit leap year? That, for the height of it, 
Your high-mettled spirits will take the bar, 
When — to the jump, if you catch but the sight 
of it. 
There is not in the world such a girl to make light of it. 
You’ll easily win in a canter, Car! 


Leap year, isn’t it? While I am singing now 

I wonder if Violet’s ears will burn; 
To a spar of the past I can fancy her clinging now, 
As half forgotten a song is rinzing now 

To words which she wouldn’t object to learn. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| Im’t it leap year? Maidens be pitiful ; 
Beware of the whirligig wheels of Fate. 
| Around you of bachelor boys there’s a city full, 
And maybe they'll sing you of sorrow a ditty full, 
| But here I sit on my chair and wait ! 
| 
| 





From the Studio. 


Berrsr than a stroke of genius, nowadays—A pat on 
the back from a wealthy connoisseur. , ” 





| Wuar is the difference between a special constable 
| and & super-annuated constable ?—The former’s sworn 
| in, the latter's-worn out. 


el 
lr 


| THE CAPTIVE. 


Danx is my life; the frequent tear of sadness 
Bedims mine eye— 


ee ee Seat tissten es 





! 
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Within my breast the once bright founts of gladness 


Are dumb and dry. 


Once I was free ; I joyed when o’er the billow 
Loud sang the breeze! 

T roamed the mountain wilds, I made my pillow 
Neath forest trees! 


Once I was rich ; when I had all my treasure 
In simple wants— 


And dear old haunts! 


Once I was gay ; where men laughed, there my laughter 


Would loudest ring :— 


Where wit flashed forth remembered long years after-— 


There I was king! 


O happy hours! why, why have ye not tarried ?— 


Soon fled away! 
Ah me, ah me, to think that I’ve been married 
A year to-day. 


A Slight Change. 


| 

| 

| 

| 

| Old books, old friends, my pipe and modest measure, 
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UNHEARD CF ASSURANCE. 


Insurance Clerk :-—‘* Now, poy! Wuat 1s it?” 


Boy :—* Pugasg, siz, I wants A Lire Insvurance!”’ 


| 
| 


on” beg to call the attention of Messrs. Darwin and Tecrrwerer to 
Curious case of development. Dovercor has enjoyed three months, 


“ 
4 pouter, 


Nor tre Or ror Trovstep WATERS.—TRAIN oil. 


a ial eran sae 





ae 


ta happy months, of wedded life. Formerly his AmeLra was his 
ck Dow he calls her “a pigeon ’—and—truth compels us to add 





[ Commotion. 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[We can take no notice of communications with illegible signatures or 
monograms. Correspondents will do well to send their real names and 
addresses as guarantees. We cannot undertake to return unaccepted MSS. 
or Sketches, unless they are accomp:nied by a stamped and directed envelope ; 
but we cannot enter into correspondence regarding them, nor do we hold 


ourselves responsible for loss. | 
H. R. B. (Herts) sends us her “ maiden effort, and an effort by a 
maiden.”’ It Herts us to decline it, but she hs made-an effort that is useless. 
J. D. M. (Percy Circus) sends us “‘ Oh tempora! O mores !’’ We should 


have preferred “ Oh, tempora, O \exses.”” 
OLP Fooz.e might have saved us two letters in hia na ne. 
R. H. P. (Dalston).—‘“ A Tail of Wo!’’ may stop with the Wo! 
SyLva (Manchester).—No doubt you “ wood”’ if you could. 


Pru et Pev.—Poob, et pooh! 


STOURBRIDGE remar: ks — 
‘‘ Dear Sir—Than these I can no better ; 


Accept them and become a debtor 
aoe 
To which our brief answer is ‘‘ Fiddle-de-dee ! ”’ 

Declined with thanks:—G. H, Srratfori; J. A., Peterhead; II L., 
Hagward’s-heath; C.E.;G R.I., Tynan; W. McG., Islington; EB H.B.; 
A. P., Glasgow; Dicky, Percy Circus; A Young Man in the Country ; 
A Figured Cook; W. B., Islington; H. S., Windsor; C.H.+ 5. Wes 
Cornhill: B J. M., Camberwell; F.E.R., Poultry; J. M, Bedale ; 
J. M., Birmingham; J. J. T., Lewi-ham; G. R, B irnsbu:y; Caustic, 
Thurek; E. J. G., Highgate; Daft Sandy; A. J, Chiches‘er; D. 8., 
Christ's Hospital; Edwio; O. H. W., Hertford ; J. B, Arlington--quare ; 
T.C, Pelham-place; K. M.A. F M; E. W. F.; H. Ww. A; J. 7a 
Perth; R. D., Bolsover-street; FP. R, Junior A. ; L. D. P., Temple ; 


sawater; R. B. S., West Brompton; G. M., Winchester; S. H. S., 
4 ee as TBC. lub; W.H.Y., Oxtord; H. R., 


- W. H.M., Worthing; J. B.C.—C 
Dabli : F. N.; R. H. G.; R. S., Kilburn; G,. E. G., Kensington ; 
Music, Clifton; F. J. W., Stratford ; Vulcan, Bow. 
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THE REPOSITORY OF THE HORSE. 
By Our Own GanpIn. 


Bewo_p me, Monstgur Le Repacteur, having abandoned myself 
these long times of the sport, in the réle of a merchant of the true 
Britesque, the shopkeper, the dealer of the type of the princes of your 
great city. Already I have my bank-puss-book, my counting office, 
my Cuuns-lock, my fireproof of the most safe, my oldmanack, and, 
above ull, my ledgerre. All the world will justly exhaust itself to 
inquire How? 

1 will satisfy a curiosity so ingenuous. When I had distinguished 
myself of the chasse of your Anglican church-steepel at Crouidon there 
remained little to ambition but the pursuit of the fox, in which with 
unabated ardour I devoted myself, still retaining a discretion that your 

‘t has said “is the valour of our most better part,” but with a too 
itt'e of that caution by which [ should have parted with Vol au Vent. 
That I ran “in at my death”’ will surprise none of us, but also it is to 
my chagrin that the covhon Vol au Vent sacrificed some dogs to his 
irrepressible beastfulness—his ardour of courage. 

That [ should be blamed for the confusion of the moment is to the 
eternal ridicule of the huntsman, the chasseur, who dislocated himself 
to the shoulder by lashing the winner of the Crouidon steeplesteaks, 
the indomitable Highfly. That one avenged himself of the insult by 
the immolation of more dogs, and then in the scorn of worlds left the 
earth behind, and threw himself at the horizon. 

Me also, who reached the horizon first. And striking it of my head, 
beheld ten thousand rainbows. 

Magnificent but terrible! Superbe but of the most dangerous ! 

It is the end of my season, and I have exhausted all that commends 
itself of the sport. Problem most difficult: to sell Vol au Vent; to 
get once more my hunderpound,; to recal my proper person from the 


| top boot and the cap of the joqui. 


{ consult—with much of your Angelican liquor, the Dog-neaux, and 


| the ‘Toudé—my horses-trainer; and with him behold me again in your 


Bubylondon of the moderns (phrase Euglish), at the Repositoire where 
Vol au Vent awaits me. 


— Ker _ 


[Fespruary 1, 1868, 


I overmaster myself, for I am there in the caractere of the British 
sportsman, with whom all the sentiments are unknown ; but I approach 
that animal, he receives me with impressement. I incline myself before 
him; I design a caress of the most gentlé to his legs, when I find 


| myself seized in the teeth of that diabvlique. I am struggling there, 
| stunned by the shouts of a crowd. Still 1 laugh to myselt as I repeat 


your latest mot of the lowkad, and respond to the cries of the 
others, by the phrase that of itself now answers all things—‘ Not 
Fourjeau.”’ 

Happy that I should still wear my bugskins, the kneebritch of the 
joqui, or I might have lost to myself the power of repartee. I mock 
of the teeth of Vol au Vent, and assist to the buyers, where [ establish 
the entente cordiale to the selleur, the crieur des * Auctions.” I suffer, 
but it is necessary to pose myself. Each time that a new horse 1s 
rendered to the hammer (phrase 4 l’Auction), I smile, I make the 
face of the most widewaked, and each time the crieur responds when 
I have ‘tippeted him with a wisk.’’ Not till afterward, and we are 
alone, he and I, with the men of his stables, do I Jearn that [ am 
become the owner of eleven horses, and two mulets de théatre! Mules 
of the cirque; of the grotesque ; the pierrot ; the clown trick! 

When I sang “ Pas pourjeau,”’ the smile of the Cieur vanished ; but 
Monsieur, I was penetrated with an idea of the most stupendous. I am 
the possessor said I of eleven horse; therefore of eleven hundred horse 
biftek, therefore of ragduts; of consommés; entremets; of saucissons; of 
cotelets ; of potages! Now, Monsieur, you apprise yourself of my 
meaning. [—the entrepréneur, the genius of the moment—give unto you 

| English the first ‘* Diners hippophagique.”’ 

My horsecarte will publish itself when I find my capital. My two 
| mules a consign to your brave army in Abyssinia “‘ Pour encourager (es 
| autres,” 
| 
| Posirive—Singers—The Christy's. 

Comparative—Sanerr’s—At the Agricultural Hall. 


Degrees of Comparison. 


j Iam penetrated of emotions the most profound as I regard him,| Superlative—Songsters—Those whose notes roll out, or rather in, 
| still scorning himself of the earth, and mocking himself of the stable- | for the relief of the distress at the East-End—“ ‘There's many a slip 
| kad (terme a la Repositoire). | without a ship on the banks of the Thames. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) by THOMAS BAKER, at 80, Fleot-street, E.C.— 
London ; tcbruary 1, 1868, 
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CAPTAIN REECE. 


p F all 2 ships upon the 


ue, 

No ship contained a 
better crew 
Than that of worthy 

CapTan Reger, 
Commanding of The 
Mantelpiece. 


He was adored by all 
his men, 

For worthy Caprain 
Rescg, R.N., 
Did all that lay within 

him to 


Promote the comfort 
of his crew. 


If ever they were dull 
or sad, 

Their captain danced 
to them like 
mad 


’ 


Or told, to make the time pass by, 
Droll legends of his infancy. 


A feather bed had every man, 

Warm slippers and hot-water-can, 
Brown windsor from the captain’s store, 
A valet, too, to every four. 


Did they with thirst in summer burn? 
Lo, seltzogenes at every turn, 

And on all very sultry days | 

Cream ices handed round on trays. 


Then currant wine and ginger pops 
Stood handily on all the “ tops ;”’ 
And, also, with amusement rife, 

A “ Zoetrope, or Wheel of Life.” 


New volumes came across the sea 
From Mister Mupir’s libraree; 
The Times and Saturday Review 
Beguiled the leisure of the crew. 


Kind-hearted Captain Reecz, R.N., 
Was quite devoted to his men ; 

In point of fact, good CapTain Rezecz, 
Beatified The Mantelpiece. 


2 One summer eve, at half-past ten, 
He said (addressing all his men) : 
** Come, tell me, please, what I can do 
To please and gratify my crew. 


“By any reasonable plan 

I'll make you happy, if I can; 

My own convenience count as nil ; 
It is my duty, and I will.” 


Then up and answered Witu1aM Lez, 
(The kindly captain’s coxwain he, 
A nervous, shy, low-spoken man) 
He cleared his throat and thus began: 


“You have a daughter, Caprain Rexcg, 
Ten female cousins and a niece, 

A ma, if what I’m told is true, 

Six sisters, and an aunt or two. 


“Now, somehow, sir, it seems to me, 
More friendly-like we all should be, 
If you united of ’em to 

Unmarried members of the crew. 


“Tf you'd ameliorate our life, _ 

Let each select from them a wife ; 
And as for nervous me, old pal, 
Give me your own enchanting gal! 


Good Caprain Recs, that worthy man, 
Debated on his coxwain’s plan : 

I quite agree,” he said, ‘‘O Bit ; 

It is my duty, and I will. 








Q 
K , 
2 a- 


“‘ My daughter, that enchanting gurl, 
Has just been promised to an earl, 
And all my other familee, 

To peers of various degree. 


‘** But what are dukes and viscounts to 
The happiness of all my crew ? 

The word I gave you I'll fulfil ; 

It is my duty, and I will. 


‘“‘ As you desire it shall befall, 
I'll settle thousands on you all, 
And I shall be, despite my hoard, 
The only bachelor on board.” 


The boatswain of The Mextelpiece, 

He blushed and spoke to Cartrarn Reecs: 
‘*I beg your honour’s leave,”’ he said, 
“If you would wish to go and wed, 


‘*T have a widowed mother who 
Would be the very thing for you— 
She long has loved you from afar, 
She washes for you, Captain R.” 


The captain saw the dame that day— 
Addressed her in his playful way— 

“ And did it want a wedding ring? 
It was a tempting ickle sing! 





“ Well, well, the chaplain I will seek, 
We'll all be married this day week— 
At yonder church upon the hill; 

It is my duty and I will!” 


The sisters, cousins, aunts, and niece, 
And widowed ma of Caprain Regex, 
Attended there as they were bid : 

It was their duty, and they did. 








Musical and Fashionable. 
In some of the fashionable churches of New York the programmes 


of the music are printed and distributed in the pews. The Orchestra 
ra-glasses will come nex 

cael that might befall. The young ladies might encore a pet 

parson’s sermon ! 


t—but that is not the worst 
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By Tue BAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 
n NDOUBTEDLY | Britons 


never ure siaves! The 

sOng SAYS 8&O, und so it 

must be a fact. But if 

the song did not say so I 

shonld be inclined to 

doubt the wonderful 

liberty. Bank Clerks if 

not slaves are prisoners, 

for whom it is exceedingly 

diffi ult to get a ticket-ot- 

leave. ‘They ask for a 

very small bo on— to have 

the banks open at ten in- 

stead of nine, and yet 

they are looked upon as if 

they were demanding 

something perfectly un- 

constitutional. ‘Ibe hour 

would bea gain to them 

and a loss to nobody. 

Surely, in these days of 

tefirin, when even the 

‘ory party has been 

educated, some of our 

slow- going commercial 

minds might ventuce on 

the step—it is only a step, 

not a leap—least of all, a leap in the dark. Why does not the Bank 

of England, which is governed by men of position and enlightenment, 
set a good ex 

At these times when-there is so much destitution at the East End of 

' London that every penny is needed and should be spent in the wisest 

| way, the Saturday Review deserves the thanks of the truly charitable 

| for an article the other day upon “ The East London Mission and Relief 

| Society.” It was felt desirable, to prevent pauperism and imposition, 


‘ =? 


that all the charitable bodies working in East London should co-operate 
with that truly Christian organization “The Society for the Relief of 
Distress,"’"—truly Christian because truly unsectarian, its almoners 
| being ordered by its rules to place themselves in communication with 
_ the ministers of a// denominations. “ ‘the Missionand Relief Society ”’ 
; would not co-operate, and the Saturday describes its constitution and 
mode of action in a manner that will condemn it at once in the eyes of 
all reasonable people. I need only quote one instance of its working 
—a tea-meeting is held under the auspices of the society. It opens 
with a discourse on the necessity of having a devil, after which elevating 
discussion, the presiding genius calls-on the starving artisans to sing 
| grace.—“I know you cana sing. I’ve passed the public sometimes 
| and heard you simging there!’’ Bitter indeed must be the crust that 
the starving have to swallow along with such insults as these ! 
Ma. Hawes in the Contemporary Review expresses himself thus upon 
the question of opera:—It is ‘a mixture of ‘two things which ought 
| always to be kept distinct—the sphere of musical emotion and the 
| sphere of dramatioaction. It is not true under any circumstances that 
people sing songswith a knife through them.” This seems really to 
| put the whole question into a nut-shell which itis easy to crack. People 
| who admire musio intensely and enjoy the drama find it impossible to 
| sit out even a go@d opera, and are at a loss to understand why. Of 
| course Ma. Hawats will catch it for this heresy, but there can be no 
| doubt he has-theright on his side—and the Literary Lounger of the 
Iilustrated Tima@s;too, than whom I can wish him no more ableally. Iam 
glad to see that the Lounger has begun to take up cudyvels i 
g p zels in the 
crusade against bad grammar, to which all who love “English un- 
| defiled’’ should devote ‘themselves. He has picked out two of the 
commonest faults of writers of the day—first “and v hich ’—or the 
use of a conjunction to couple the relative to a preceding participle 
instead of a relative—and *“taking it off the box, a horror fell,” or 
the use of a participle which does not refer to the nominative of the 
sentence. Go on, Mr. Loanger, and prosper, and as you say to 
Mr. Haweis your humble servant says'to you.—* Here's a nigger will 
back you to any extent in that little pame!” . 
Cassels's Magazine improves if possible in its literary merit. There is 
hardly an article in it that does not deserve to be read and enjoyed. 
The verse in some instances is susceptible of improvement. The paper 
is good, and the printing greatly. improved. The illustrations for the 
most part—though there are some strong *xceptions—have been god 
but have suffered in the engraving somewhat, though thut-can have 
‘ Jhad little effect on the-curious perspective of the biock at page 281. 
‘Grim Realities” will be found full of interest, and “ Below Freezing 
Point”’ opens admirably. The Quiver is good, and is strung in ilitas- 
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trations this month, though here too the engraving is unsatisfactory, 


being a muddle of fac-s:mile aud tint—the latter:'showimg chiefly in 
whit 1 may describe as the “‘«ngme turning”’ of the faces which 
knocks a}l. character out of them. ‘The Popular Educator keeps up to 
the mark and contains a wonderful lot of information for the money. 
Some of tre ents—* he Atiican Biephant”’ for instance—are old- 
fashioned and should be replaced ‘by more truthful drawings. ‘The 
snimal L instanee looks as it 1.e were dressed in a tight suit of watered 
silk. Finaleyis Muyacine is capital. The verse is excellent and the 
illostrations—though that to * Baby Nell’’ has been eitzerteo hurried) y 
drawn or-too hastily engraved —arevery pleasing. Altogether it is one 
of the best numltyrs I have seen. In the Broadway “The Vortunes 
of a Free Laree”’ begins to grow thrilling, but that very Free Lance 
Me. Guy Livinosros& might acknuwledge his obligations to Balzac’s 
Le Sueenhe, in his sorceress episode. Mr. Rosserri’s dong pom 
“Mrs. Hohnes Grey” is not particularly new. In exeeution it is 
faulty, for th» lines are out in measure often, and not seldom wrong in 
accent. It :isiu fact prose cut intu not very regular lengths. ‘I'he 
attempt to; putithe ¢ sroner s inquest into verse becumes.at:-tymes alniost 
ludicrous. In “Second Thouztts” Mx. BurNaND improves vastly, 
having struck out a new liue—weil, not exactly new, forithe style is us 
old as STeRne. 

Tus Corvhedl-is noticeable for the best drawing Mass ‘Epwarps has 
ever done. It remind: us—perhaps tvo much—of an eatly Wacken. 
Mx. Du Mavaise’s grac ful pencit charmiogl|y illustrates asxather com- 
monplace story—‘‘ My Neighbour Nelly’’—a title borne by one of 
the best of puor BxuvGu's poems, and one therefore which it would 
have been better not to take for fear of comparisons. For the rest, 
the February number is neither better nor worse thanusual. Belgravia 
has one good picture— I'he Last of the Wreck.’’ ‘The others are 
tame and inferiur. With the exception of a story about a portrait, and 
an essay on St. James's Palace, tuere-is not much of literary merit in 
the current number, though “ After the Battle” is a fair enough copy 
of verses. London Society is full of pleasant pictures this month, 
though I can’t say I like “My Valentine,” in which the attempt at 
an open-air sunny effect produces « Pepper's ghost like result. “ ‘Lhe 
Coin of the Realm of Love” is# poor unmeaning thing :—the magazine 
would be better without :sach blucks, which .are. obviously ’prentices’ 
practice-blocks. “Thumbnail S.udies,” ‘ Miss Sophy’s Crutch,” and 
number two ot “ London Lyrics,” are ‘all excellent, and “ ‘Theatrical 
Novelties” is a pleasant essay on the stage. ‘Phe most remarkable 
thing in this month's Hanover Square is-a song, the writer of which 
carefully “ rhymes” the ‘word “not” with “thought,” “taught,” and 
“brought.” In the Argosy, ““Aune Hereford” is.continued ; there is 
a lifelike “ Riverside Story”; and an interesting diary of ‘“ four 
Yers in Abyssinia,” with some very good verses, “ The Hungry Sea,” 
will be fuund to furm one of the best numbexs-we have had under the 
new management. 


THE PANTOMIME OF ‘LIFE. 


I srarTED at.an early age, 
It is the usual thing 

To start upon Life's. pilgrmmage 
When young; L'had my ‘fime, 

For many years, my parents sail 
‘he vate [ sowed were wild, 

I listened with an aching head, 
A dissipated child. 


. A grand discovery I've made. 

) now proclaim in rhyme, 

Life’s scene, nv matter where "tis laid, 
is like'x Pantomime. 

Weall of us get sundry knocks 
Like thuse a “ rally ’ brings, 

“When p’lieemen get ‘such awfdl shoéks 
With missiles from the wings. 


There’s many a fellow-acts the part 
Of idiutic eluwn, 

And tumbles with unfeeling ‘heatt 
The old and fc eble down. 

Theres many a pantaloon we meet 
In slippers old «nd lean, 

We've loved aC lumbine so sweet 
When summer fields were green. 


A Harlequin has dazed our eyes, 
With colours changing fasé, | 
His views and thoughts to our surprise, 
J'oo new and strange to last. 
And sometime; two, ah ! sad ‘to tell 
When man has ta’en a wife, 
He finiis no perce, she makes eo well 
A Pantumime of (Lafe. 
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| THE EXCHANGE, 


one week onty, and by speeial request, we dreote a portion of our snace 
| tp The: Exchange,” now @ popular feature in the Queen and so 


of our contemporaries: | 
-” REGULATIONS, 


_No advertisement must exceed six'een columns, and for 

ine lage stamps must be torwarded to the Chancellor ag Sheaenet ee 
ed * unpaid income tax ), or to Some other charitale institution. 
The envelope enclosing the object for + xehange mus: be stain: ed. and th 
f the weiter and of the persen tor whom itis mtended, must he clearly 


dors 


— 


ab 0 ‘ e 
nar inside, not'as a gusrantee of goed faith, ‘bur necessarily for publica‘ ion 


writte”’ ; 
_Flephants,t eive-roomed houses,and fre :old estates must not 

aepost ‘They must be sent directly to their destination, ‘al sueriae 

medim of Fux. Any attempt to evade this rule will! lead to ihe confiscationmof |, 





the erifles. ; | 
_No advertisements offering an exchange of + ve-teeth, b :ck-hair comp 
x hippocampi majores, Whether new or otd, will be nserted. , — 





| 





iwos.—I have all Crartnen’s sonzs, which T should 
a I should like a little music as a change,— eekin a 
Bizoon.—I have a very large and mi-chievous baboon*, with a 
n nose. What will anyone give me in exchange for him ? 
Jewellery preferred.—A. P. FE. 

Davonters.—I have six grown-up danghters, Fourare fair and two 
dork at present. Last year four were dark and two fair. Should 
prefer a house and grounds, but am open to offers. —Pa RKFAMELIAS. 

Coins.—I have two very bad ha!f-crowns. I should behappy totake 
five ordinary shillings for them.— Han ur. 

Heapacuz.—I have had, ever since Jast night, a tremendons head- 
ache, which T would gladly exchange for a miniatare brougham, an 
atmspheric churn, @ silver-spangled Poland . ock, a dormouse, or a 

 hard-bviled egg.— Cracky. 

| Waste Paper.—I have T*pp*n’s complete works, 7:000 pages, large | 
octavo. Would exchange them for an equal number of blank sheets of 
cream-laid note. 

Ciw.—My pa’s got acow. I']l take acannon, or a box of ninepins, 
ora trumpet for it.— Juvenis. 

Haxp—I havea hand, very white, taper fingers, and. filbert nails. 
Am ready to part with it for a.consideration. A: plain gold ring pre- 
ferred.—JULtA. 

Svaxz.—I want a tame bhoa-eonstrictor. He: must have had the 
ditemper, be very gentle, and whistle two erthree popular airs cor 
rectly. Anyone wishing to part with such asnake may rely on his 
mare good home, and must vame wh,t he wants in exchange:— 

OPKINS, 

Suanrs,—T have for exchange:a few shares in the Blankdon, Blank- 
_— and Blanker Railway. I would. take a brass farthing fur them:— 

UBBL¥S. 

Diawovns —T am anxions to get a set of diamonds worth ahent 
twenty thousand pounds. I have many things: to offer in exchanze; 

mosi¢, stamps, crests, etc., and a pair of fantail pigeons.—No»opLepim 

Com~.—Iam in want of wlittle-onin, and have for exchange-a slipof. 

| Paper with my own autograph, and. that of a friend. Old masters; 
wine, and cigars declined.—Kiyy7». ° 

Coxerrtina.—I want a concertina: im good condition, a whistling: 
oreter. or acentipede that can pliy on the piano and read music at 

sight. For any of the above I wil tev to meet the wishes of othere,—Q, 

Bruns. —I have the lower wing-of a fow), and the devilled drumatick 
ofa turkey for exchunge.—A good cellar of wine preferred, but am 
open to off-rs.— GuRepy. 

Conn.—T have a cook who can plav Berrnoven’s:Sonatas, Wonld 
he invalnabls to anyone who never hassanything that wants eneking: 
would take a scent bottle or an ostrich feather for her:— Hovsewire: 

Aktovs.—I have for exchange a brown wig, a blackandi tam terrier, 
WO mangles, a racehorse, 4 crenmm cheese; fonr ounces: of tin tacke: wv 

Teturned’ dead letter, the stu fling of «horsehair footstee!. three blind 

mica, an autograph of my tailor; whottla of pickles, am odd slipper; the 

Dp of acixar, a hollow tooth, the handle of the:milk: jng. «# lateh- 

*y. amole on my right elbow; andiw button off my collar. [ amvopen 
.G. 
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A Show-Up. 

Tae Saturday Review, commenting on affairs in Abyssinia, says:— 
ee fetionin a- ‘meddle and muddle’ sort of w-y, with a wild confusion of 
half’ and camels, and Shohoes, who, as one intelligent Correspondent explains in 
ange 2™, are not all so very much Shohows, as about th:ee-quarters Shohoes, 

® quarter someth ng else undistinzuishable from Shohoes.” | 
whence the Saturday in this sentence fall into the very prolixity of 
com It complains ? It would have simplified matters to say that the | 
oad ligent Correspondent descrihed the Shohoes as three-parts Shohoes, 
one part'autre Shohoes, as the French say. 


SA P R h : tee . bh 
+P. E. having omitted 10 gum car: fully the envelope e nta‘ning this, it has 

oe and is running about the offer. If somebody will but sive A. P. KE. what | 

wats in exchange for it. we will throw in two co; ies of the next 1 uaber of | 

» °N Condition of the immediate removal of them—and the bi —, | 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 48. 


T rank that we should hardly stand, 
In this extremely favoured land, 
Strange persecutions such as these. 
The ruler's difficult to please, 

For papers find, in any case, 

The truth will end in dire disgrace, 
And finesand prison; so I guess 
We're lucky in our English press, 


1. 
"Tis pleasant at night, 
And at earliest. morn, 
We shouldn't do right 
This liquor to soorm 


2. 
We know; sines-our boyhood with Latin heyan, 
The character given to a famous black swan, 
Tt was:this:in the world, a most curious bird, 
Of which im our childhood. se-often: we heard. 


3 


*Saddled and bridlad, andi booted rode he,” 

But he nevercame: buck, they might fairly foresee. 
Hard lings for this:eweil of theold ballad lore, 
When he: went:tordo: this; and.came back never more. 


& 
We've:heard of'a:council held here, 
Of oli in great Christiam times. 
You'd aay of « girl that was dear, 
‘This. word in the neatest-of rhymes. 


5. 
I.take my walks, like: Dosron Warts, 
And often this [ see: 
Disgrace tis owner, and yet that’s: 
What docen't trouble me, 
6 
“Sr; [ think it rather hard, 
When: lL’ ve chosen such 4 ¢ 
You shvuld. kuow that card atonce ; 
Kelly Dm not such a dunce 
Asnot quickly to have guess'd 
You. by this:have reached my: breast.’’ 





Anewan to Acrostia No, 46. 


Bivouas: Cc 
Uvuln & 
Rates: s 


Kite E 
Electricity Y 


Serwrrewe a Acrnerra No. 48, necerven 297TH Janoary :—List and Beppe; 
Ye rap; Shiv ant Dindger; Cigarette; Silow Bros. ; Bray Prout; '. D. i. ; 
D-metiius; Ptiehep) adb-my and ashort Clay; O. K., Brighton; Voor Ila; Inky; 
19 t. 4; A. B, No. -; Klon; Nemo; A Gngrr Trio; Anti-reman ; C -uneil of 
Three: Ruby; Sdiey Hi: Varvey the V.; Romanetii; A Pum; G. H. E.; 
Ghiurlie Bo’; Lxeuequer; Merryman; Bal ; J. G. L.; H .llul and Putey. 


BARE 








An Obvious Error. 

Al PARAGRAPH appears in someof the literary journals, sperking of 
mnew hook by Du G. W. Leitner, work in four vols, treating of 
the: races: and lang»agrs of Durdistan, aprovince discovered by Da. 
Leitexn- in 1866. Of course, any: one can see at a glance that the 
léarned doctor's initis have not-been given rightly. His name, ibis 
plain, should be N. Leiry ets. 





That is the Question, 


Tur John Bull states that the first edition of the QourEn’s Diary 
consis‘ed of one hundred and fifty thousand copies, which were nearly 
a'l sold immediately afer publication, and realised a net profit of 
£10,000 »t Jeast. Is it treason to ask what Ie going to be done with 
that sum? Jt might he added to some of Mites BuwpDetr Courts’s 
donations for the benofit of the poor. It might—but we hope it won't 
—he given to the Royal Literary Fund. In short, there are plenty S 
ways of disposing of it, and we trust that ere long loyal journils wil 
have the nleasnre of »ecording that it has been best »wed ina manner 
worthy of the QuBEN or Exa.ianp, which 1s more than our truthfulness 


will allow our loyalty to say that the book itaelf is. 
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O, Roederer than the Cherry! 


Swaer Bissextile! Fourth and fairest year, that allowest an addi- 
tional day to the month of St. Valentine. Shall it not henceforth be 
ordained in thy honour, and in discountenance of the heresy which 
— precedence to dry wines, that, arte og thy gentle sovereignty, 

68 


’ champagne alone is to be permitted to pop ? 


Royal Thanks. 


Wer read in the 
Queen that “ Mr. F. 
Avovetvs Lewis, 
the author of the 
‘Widowed Queen 
Hymn,’ etc. has 
been honoured by 
receiving her Ma- 
jesty’s Royalthanks 
for an acrostic on 
the Fenians which 
ap in several 

pers.” We should 
ike to know what 
this really means. 
Does it mean—as it 
implies — that the 
Queen reading the 
acrostic in the pa- 
pers was so charm- 
ed with it that she 
wrote to thank its 
author ? Or, does it 
mean that the au- 
thor forwarded a 
copy of his precious 
acrostic to the 
palace, and gives 
out the acknow- 
ledgment of its re- 
ceipt as the “royal 
thanks?” A re- 
syectable journal 
like the Queen should 
be careful about 
the insertion of 

aragraphs of this 
sort; it might lead 
the ignorant to sup- 
me that the Eng- 
ish court was the 
atron of English 
iterature—or that 
Mr. F. A. Lewis is 
the representative 
of English litera- 
ture. 


A Nibble. 


A VEGETARIAN ac- 
quaintance of ours 
carries out his prin- 
ciples so thoroughly 


that he indites the | 


whole of his corre- 


spondence — with | 


Cocoa Nibdds. 


It’s All Very 
Fine. 

Or all eeCeENER. 
grocers are perhaps 
least distinguished 
for elegance of lan- 

they com- 
monly term even 
their “ refined”’ 
sugar “ lump.” 


Dror Ir!—The Rock ahead should have 
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LEAP YEAR. 


The How. Avevetrvs Firzrapp.e 


FUN. 


A SENSATION. 


is reminded of the season by being forcibly carried to 


St. George's, Hanover-square, by Lapy AunorA AUDLEY. 


The Hon. A. F. :—“ Henz—I say! 


been dedicated to the 


Bat Jawve! Here! 


Herr! 


To be Stamped Out. 

On January the First, all Germany, including the North, the South, 
and Austria, adopted the groschen postage for letters under half an 
ounce in weight. This change has been adopted as a delicate compli- 
ment to the philatelists who find the collecting of stamps so all-en- 


groschen an employment. 


Pouice!”’ 


[Fesruary 8, 1868, 


Not Exactly. 


THE Westminster 
Gazette is very se- 
vere on “ Aliquis,’’ 
the author of a let- 
ter in the Times, 
which advocated 
severity as the right 
treatment ‘for Ire- 
land. In allusion 
to the measures he 
proposes, the Ga- 
zetteé remarks ‘ Ag 
we trust ‘ Aliquis’ 
will never have his 
Swing, we at least 
will secure him his 
say.” This is not 
exactly what the 
Gazette means, we 
fancy. To judge 
from the vigour 


with which it con- 
demns him, we 
should say it would 
not mind his having 
his ‘‘ swing ”’—and 
“plenty of rope,” 
too. 


eee 


Cur, why. 

A MUSICAL DOG in 
New Albany, In- 
diana, plays on the 
piano and howls. 
We have had ra- 
ther too many mu- 
sical “jolly dogs” 
in England, and 
yet there are plenty 
of puppies who 
might be worse 
employed than in 
singing—or howl- 
ing — and playing 
onthe piano. Only, 
they mustn't expect 
us to become dogs 
also, out of compli- 
ment to them—in 
short to be “ tar- 
riers” when they 
sing. 


A Flaw in the 
Title. 

WE notice in a 
list of new works 
“The Governor's 
Daughter.” It 
would have been in 
better taste, we 
think, had the au- 
thor entitled his 
work “ My Sister,” 
or ‘*My Sister-in-_ 
Law,” as the case 
might be. 


Tue Sone or THe Java Sparrow :—‘ Oh, I doat on the millet- 
members of the Gun Club. ary!’ 


Ligut Dier.—The Feast of Lanterns. A “screw 1Looss.”’—A vacant situation. 
en 








KK U N .—Fesrvarr 8, 1868. 





— sy 
a TT SUT ar | | 
UR NAY || 
vi » \ 


ar 


Pa 


— 
| 


7 


Ce 


= Sete 
WT, ON ike 
—— Rd od é 





y 


ci J yi 
“Te sc 
~~ ee 


ee 


SX So 


a a 


es = — 


= ee = 
ee ——== eT ley 
= Fk, Mout 


= 
nee bah 


eS 


ae 8 A ANKE Lj: : 


| ice dolled oad I Te 


ol VA pare 
7, 









+ 
\) 


Se i ee fe fe 
{FZ —< Sf 
PVE 





Sy 





F E- re , 


aL 


Fy 
ro To 


bs ates \ 
Se ee ye Seas 
- ss ie " J 
~ — 


4A a4 ) We Y 
is Lil 
ONY 
i 
f 


Ze’ 


Se 


® 


OFFICE. 


AR 


RK(S) AT THE W 


mW READING OF THE OLD 


KING STO 


ABLE. 


F 


A N 


| 
{ 
; 


ere ene mt * 


ect Aa OS 
ae ei ee 


— 


tees atom . 
athena tttteatesnatinsittnsmacetnetmnancces a: IO 





| 


tional day to the month of St. Valentine. 


FUN. 


O, Roederer than the Cherry! . 
Swart Bissextile! Fourth and fairest year, that allowest an addi- 


Shall it not henceforth be 


ordained in thy honour, and in discountenance of the heresy which 
gives precedence to dry wines, that, throughout thy gentle sovereignty, 


ladies’ champagne alone is to be permitted to pop ? 


Royal Thanks. 


Wer read in the 
Queen that “ Mr. F. 
Avovetrs LgEwis, 
the author of the 
‘ Widowed 
Hymn,’ etc. 


| a 
| 
i > 


Queen | 
has | 


been honoured by | 


receiving her Ma- 
jesty'’s Royalthanks 
for an acrostic on 
the Fenians which 
appeared in several 
papers.” We should 
like to know what 
this really means. 
Does it mean—as it 
implies — that the 
Queen reading the 


acrostic in the pa- | 
pers was so charm- | 
ed with it that she | 


wrote to thank its 
author ? Or, does it 


mean that the au- | 


thor 
copy of his precious 
acrostic to 


forwarded a | 


the | 


palace, and gives | 


out the acknow- 
ledgment of its re- 
ceipt as the “royal 
thanks?” A re- 
syectable journal 
like the Qucen should 
be careful about 
the insertion 
paragraphs of this 
sort; it might lead 


of | 


the ignorant to sup- | 


se that the Eng- 


ish court was the | 
patron of English | 
literatuare—or that | 


Mr. F. A. Lewis is 
the 
of English litera- 
ture. 


A Nibble. 


representative | 


A VEGETARIAN ac- 
quaintance of ours | 


carries out his prin- 
ciples so thoroughly 
that he indites the 


whole of his corre- | 


spondence — with 
Cocoa N1rdbs. 


It’s All Very 
Fine. 

Or all tradesmen, 
grocers are perhaps 
least distinguished 
for elegance of lan- 

e—they com- 
monly term even 
their “ refined’”’ 


sugar “ lump.” 


members of the Gun 


Ligut Dier.—The Feast of Lanterns. 
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Dror Ir!—The Rock ahead should have 
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To be Stamped Out. 
irst, all Germany, including the North, the South, 


On January the F 


[Fepruary 8, 1868, 


and Austria, adopted the groschen postage for letters under half an 


ounce in weight. ‘T! 
ment to the philatelists 
groschen an employment. 


YEAR. 


A SENSATION. 


The Hox. Avevsrvs Fitzrappie is reminded of the season by being forcibly” carried to 
| St. George's, Hanover-square, by Lapy Avrora AUDLEY. 


Bat Jawveg! 


The Hon. A. F. :—“ Here—I sar! 


been dedicated to the | 
| 
| 


Here! Herr! Portce!”’ 


This change has been adopted as a delicate compli- 
who find the collecting of stamps so all-en- 


Not Exactly. 


THE Westminster 
Gazette is very se- 
vere on “ Aliquis,”’ 
the author of a let- 
ter in the Times, 
which advocated 
severity as the right 
treatment ‘for Ire- 
land. In allusion 
to the measures he 
proposes, the Ga- 
zetteé remarks ‘“ Ag 
we trust ‘ Aliquis’ 
will never have his 
Swing, we at least 
will secure him his 
say.” This is not 
exactly what the 
Gazette means, we 
fancy. To judge 
from the vigour 
with which it con- 
demns him, we 
should say it would 
not mind his having 
his “ swing ”’—and 
“plenty of rope,” 
too. 


Cur, why. 

A MUSICAL DOG in 
New Albany, In- 
diana, plays on the 
piano and howls. 
We! have had ra- 
ther too many mu- 
sical “jolly dogs’”’ 
in England, and 
yet there are plenty 
of puppies who 
might be worse 
employed than in 
singing—or howl- 
ing — and playing 
onthe piano. Only, 
they mustn't expect 
us to become dogs 
also, out of compli- 
ment to them—in 
short to be “tar- 
riers’? when they 
sing. 


A Flaw in the 
Title. 

We notice in a 
list of new works 
“The Governor's 
Daughter.” It 
would have been in 
better taste, we 
think, had the au- 
thor entitled his 
work ‘“ My Sister,” 
or “My Sister-in- 
Law,” as the case 
might be. 


Tur Sone or THE Java Sparrow :—‘ Oh, I doat on the millet- 


ary : 
A “screw 1Loosg.’’—A vacant situation. 
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| MRS. BROWN IN AMERICA 


On tus Ratt. 


Wat, there we was stuck as fast in that snow Jik : 
| marrer bone, a3 the sayin’ is. So they comes aad a oes 
’s no ’opes of gettin’ no further that ni ae a 
wasn Fav, ab night, and we could be 
took im at that farm-’ouse, as there was a cart tcr w tike the ladies 
“with the wheels both off, “owever they ‘oisted me into it I eun't think, 
rh, op tairs I couldn’ ¥ bas ak ae aie 
ee 4 nd into the ’ouse like ies ‘4 Pate actamnaail on 
were dag ak wea e a sack of sawdust, @s no doubt was 
well mana by 7 y a = was that kind-’arted thro’ bein’ 
Irish, batt. : _ 0 bon aha the ‘stove as migbt ‘ave reasted me 
ed. s@-scorchin’ as-would ’ave been all-ia flames if 
 musling ; 

Jmanageil for to get up' to my room and get out ofthat there petti- 
cost,and by the time as I'd pulled myself together a Matloibttesppe: 
epee, 00 gp _<— ane oe pork. aud beans baked in a oven 
a9 Was rioh, and pork chop as they eats with tres¢ fried 
tataes, with nathink to drink but tea oid canciad ‘for “a oame 
SRIGAT eel don't oultaun, "Wher uncancdocleaamererten oan 
Se citeeeat thc and not-a-knife.as ‘ll cut..anythiok ‘arder than 

r, withomeat that tough assets the ’uman toothat defiance. 

Bat it don't do for:to be too partikler, so | made'’the best.on it, a 
, on it, and 
_ wanglad to.get up to bed; but, law! there wasn't-no.gettin’ to:sleep, 
| foritvro or three parties as ‘were alongwith me inthe reom kep’ on a- 
| jabberin’, till at last I says, For mussy sake, let’ssleep while we can.”’ 
| ae. Whatever's the use ; we shall be woke up, as there's 
| , when they may getithe train thro’ the snow, as may melt 
| “It certainly may, :as I’ve knowed it mysélf in a sudden 
| thaw all gone ima single night,.and the water pipes a-bustin’ all over 

the plane,:but,” I says, ‘‘not with a frost like this,” .as the wind 
| wasicebergs, as they calls ’em. ”" 
| ‘Bo they said i. they should keep awake to ‘watch; but, law! was 

| Omemnorin’ like ’ogs. 
| _ 'Wadll,eome ’ow:that’tea and cold water ’ad made me feel all.shivery 
ke, 80. I thought .as 1’d take the least drop-outof my flask-bottle 
ie ly*touched, and held very near a pint, andifI ‘adn’t 
deft tammy redicule down im the room where we'd ’ad 
ieetieaiomensliey iy and oni, Sol slipa on 1oy-ehoea,end pate 
| nywhawheaver:my- shoulders, as ’adn’t took my things off, and Gun 
I goes, with a lamp as they'd left us, and didn't ’ardly give no light 
er wthink = ae or some rubbish, as the least puff 
in a instant. 

_ So down I goes on tiptoes, not a-wishin’ to disturb nobody, and 
= I gets down into the passage I gives a sneeze as blowed out the 
_ and there I was a-fumblin’ about for the ’andle of the door, as 
fast I got old on, and opens it a-thinkin’ as then I could find my 
oe by the fire-light; ‘but, law! them stoves is that shet up as 

y don't give no light, and I hadn’t ’ardly got into the room when 
my foot ketched, and I pitched forard, and come squash on somethink 

proved to bea ’uman body. I give'd a wiolent struggle for to get 
cay feet agin, when a party seizes me by the throat and yells out 
ip!" “Murder!” “ Thieves!”’ Law! there was sich a uproar, 
‘mM comes a man with a light, and if I hadn’t been and come into 
nen? room, where they'd made up bedson the floor fora lot 


Pc I wasthat bewildered as I didn’t ’ardly know. what I was 
“Come up,”’'saysaman, a-pullin’ of me wiolent, “ yon’re a-settin’ on 
‘., father's face.”’ Ando I was, and it’s a mussy as I didn't smother 
old man, for tho’ no great weight, a mere trifle over the mouth an’ 

nese will suffocate any one. 

he row\as that father and son kicked up as was ’Ebrew Jews of the 
= persuasion as travelled in the jewellery line! ; 
. +he young ’un kep’ a-’owlin’ with a lump over ‘is eye the size of a 
Pigeon’s ege, and kep’ a-sayin’ as it was me as ‘ad done it. 
it says, “It’s false, as could not ’ave ’it you that blow and not foel 
‘Myself ;” but when I begun to think it may ‘ave been the lamp as 
ad cout ‘of my ’and, and he certainly was all over that there 


ee 
a et 


fort when I come to explain as I only wanted my redicule, they began 
at hone? fun ef me, and one on ’em says, ‘‘ Don’t mind the redicule 
I time of night.” oat 

,,~ Says, “Ets not the redicule as I minds, but what's in it; ‘a 
ve it I must.” 

enon they.shows me the room where we ’ad supper, and there, sure 
Be was the redicule a-hangin’ jest where I'd 1-ft it. 

Were erstairs I goes, and told them ladies what ‘ad ’appened. As I 
Mt Soin’ to take’a little somethink I nat'rally offers ‘em drop, 

&-wishin’ to-seem ‘oggish in my drinks. 


eee 


—— 
ee 
thn sent ate tte 
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in Seon sa says, “Oh dear no! we never touches no alkyol.” 
is alin “a a we a-knowin’ (xactually what they ened 
| should say. em iorelgu names, as iy only their hai:g I 


I didn't say nothi : 
Sor a binet by ink, but took a little drop, and then I lays down 


I ’ado’t not been asleep not any ti ‘eard a groan 
a woke me up. anaes, ‘ Wh ‘+ ae , 7 wera) 
e party in the next bed “Oh " 
3 cays Where?" to me says, “Uh! theagony. 


6c QO} ! ” . 49 js aati 
double.” she says, “its what I'm dreadfal-subjed’ “tg, as bonds me 


“Oh!” T says, “the spavins, as I’ad a hauntas were martyr'to 





and nothink wauldn't straighten but ‘ot gl.ger tea, and bags of red-’dt | 


salt.” “Oh!” shesaysagain, “I m sure l’ dyin’.”’ 
I says, “I "ope not ; but,” Lanys, “ ace ail : 
ys, ; ‘says, ‘ don tknow whatito 
, “4 . give you, 
. eo rom of brandy isthe most nat ralest thing, you won't 'ear the 
“Oh?! tys, “‘as.:medicine it makes all the difference.” 
“ Well,ithen,” I says, ‘“‘takeadrop,” and ‘ance ‘er tthe!bottle to 


‘old while [ got:up to get a light and the tumbler, bat-when I'd | 


struck a light-she was a-takin’ a pull-out of the. bottle rownin’ 
and then crabbanttcancthenasiie 4 it that Iisays, «« enete but if 
you ain’tused to it-you'd better tukew little and often,” Wellyshedidn't 
offer not to give mp the bottle so I:takes it out of ’er ‘anid, andshe 
gives a terrible.groan a-puttin’ ‘er ‘and on 'er chest, so I pours a good 
drop out in the tumbler, and if she:didn't take.and whip iteut of my 
and and tops it off ’afore you couldssay Jack Rubi'son. 
‘ Well, just then, the ae in the:other bed she wakes:up,:and says, 
einen a awful smell of alkyole; enough for to poison.any one in 

I says, ‘Mum, it ain’t no poisonin’ alisyol, ‘but the best French 
brandy, as isa fine thing for any one asdetedk sudden asithis good 
lady were.’ If that good for nouhink :creatur’ didait declare as she 
—s ‘ad a drop. 

says, “‘ Whatever are ‘you a-sayin’, as is enoggh for'to bri 
judigment on you?” ‘you yin, bring a 

She says, ‘ You -onky give me ‘water, anil ‘eve d@eurik'the brand 
yourself.”” A-speakin’ that thick with a glasy-eye, as-showed as dee 
were in liquor,.as ‘well as-sbe might be, forshe'd been and pretty nigh’ 
emptied that ‘flask-bottle, fur I'm sure it wusn't more'than a table- 
spoonful as weredeft, as 1 poured isto the tumbler and drunk off, 
and blowed .ont ‘the light for to get a little sleep; but that woman's 
snores was that loud as sleep I couldn’t, and whena-droppin’ off 
were roused up by a knockin’ at the door to say as it were day-light, 
and we should be goin’ on in ’arf ‘a-our, which, tho’ glad to’ear, [ 
didn’t much relish at turnin’ out, tho’ just day-light at past seven 
o'clock, and that awful cold.as clothes didu’t seem no use to you. The 
work we ’ad to wake that party as ’ad made free with my brandy, as 
said, “Oh! my ’ead,” and ’er wile temper a-sayin’ as ‘er ead were 
ready to split, and no wonder, when you think of the brandy as she'd 
been and took, as is'a fine medicine, ‘but did not ought to be tampered 
with wholesale, neat like that; ander todare to say that it was the 
smell of what I was takin’ ‘ad give it ‘er. 

When we come to start, certingly, they did not:charge us much con- 
siderin’, but that ‘Ebrew. Jew there wasn't no satisfyin’,tho’ I’m sure he 
did not ought:to ’ave begrudged payin’ for [ never see & party eata 
‘artier supper than ’im, off that pork ani treacle, as them Merrykens 
ealls molasses, bat is pork, for ali that, as is asingler lot and don't 
know the English for a good many thiogs, and that obstinate as won't 
be told when you tries to sut ‘em right, as as always the way with 
the.n as knows no better. 








A POET'S PEN AND INK. 


Fare forces me to write with pens and ink ;— 
I can’t insult compositors with pencils. 
An1 yet, whenever | attempt to think, 
I'm always finding fault with my utensils. 
You'll-own that mine's a niost unhappy let, 
Supposing even that my head be f ggy; 
For, when my wits are sharp my pens «re not, 
And when rry brain is-clear my ink is elogey: 


—————— 


Sus per Coll. 


An Irish journal states that search is still being made in Drogheda 


for one of the most dangerous of the Fenian leaders of last year, * who 


is supposed to be obstivately hanging «bout that part of the country.” 


's (x)cotched, but not killed, he may con zratulate himself on the 
| ped aoe 2 of the English Government, which objects to his “ hang- 


ing”’ about that part of the country in spite of his obstinacy. 
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LOOKED AT 


Polite Smoker :—“ ALLOW ME TO ASSIST YOU TO A-LIGHT.”’ 








OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


In Wholesome Fare (Locxwoop and Co.) we have the first really 
readable and amusing Cookery book since Krrcazner’s. Moreover, 
it contains much sound and sensible matter, to which it owes its 
distinguishing epithet of “wholesome.” It contains an unusual share 
of French receipts, dear to those delicate stomachs which abhor the 
presentation of a huge gory British joint, and to those faint appetites 
that must be coaxed to dine by a succession of p/dts not compelled to 
surfeit on one course. 

One good point about the book is that it has a contempt for the 
superstitions of the kitchen. We may quote an instance which will 
make Messrs. Bucxianp and J. K. Lorp welcome our author as an 
ally. Apropos of lobster spawn—“ coral” as cooks call it, he says :— 
_ It is almost always full of sand or grit, which spoils every combination into which 
it enters; and to get ridof which it is obliged to be so thoroughly and repeatedly 
washed that the little flavour it has is washed out of it too. It is ion good only to 
please the eye, plague the teeth, and defy the digestion.” 

If our modern Baituat Savanrin will but preach that doctrine and 
destroy the fashion, there is some chance of our naturalists being able 
to persuade fishermen not to slay their marine “ goose with the golden 


eggs. 
Hard-worked professional men—and especially literary men—should 
pemne is book. Believers in the old “ Grub-street”’ view of literary 
ife may consider a cookery book a needless luxury for the slaves of the 
pen. But unfortunately, in these days literary men more often possess 
the good dinner than the faculty of enjoying it. To those who, thanks to 
that generous patron, the public, have plenty to eat but no time to get an 
appetite, certain pages in Wholesome Fare may be strongly recom- 
mended, not only for its pointing-out of dangers, but for its indication 
of safeguards and remedies. To the lady of the house we can recom- 
mend “ Wrinkles” :—if she reads them she may prevent Time from 
writing some too soon. If she havea desire to be hen-physician to her 
household she may read the directions about Tisane, and put them in 
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IN A DIFFERENT LIGHT. 


| Severe Old Lady :—“* Tuanx you, JI do not smoke !” 


effect with much comfort and dignity to herself and little good and no 
harm to her patients. 

The author of Wholesome Fare is something more than 4 cook 
and physician. He is a philosopher, and will astonish his readers 
here and there with things not generally known, yet as true and 
obvious as daylight. As an instance of this we may take his remark 
that beef in these railway times is not the same as it used to be, because 
the bullock should take an amount of exercise producing fatigue (but 
not exhaustion) for the perfecting of the meat. Everyone knows how 
much better a coursed hare is than a shot hare, but few of us would 
think of regarding an ox from the same point of view. ; 

To sum up the merits of Wholesome Fare ; it will provide 


pleasant reading in the drawing-room, thoughtful suggestions for the | 


study, and—most important of all—sound advice for the kitchen. 


Messrs. GRooMBRIDGE produce again this year their very handy and | 


instructive Garden Oracle, not the least useful part of which will be 
found to be the “selections for 1868’ of the best new flowers. , 


With a Hook! 


Tue Count von Bismarck is reported to have declared at a hunting | 
party, at Barby, that there was not the remotest possibility of a war | 


with France. We wonder whether any one at the Tuileries will be s0 
foolish as to swallow the bait on that Barby-hook ! 





Oh Day and Knight but this is Wondrous! 


Enctanp has retrieved her name! It has been said that she neglects 
to honour her distinguished men of science, art, and literature. But this 
can be said no more now. WuHeEaTstong, who made the electric 
telegraph a fact instead of a theory, is to be made—a knight! If he 
had been a Lord Mayor and one of the Royal Family had dined with 
him, England could hardly do more ? 
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| POETRY AND PRZ-RAPHAELISM, 


| Ty this month's Broadway, a tale in verse, by W. M. Rossetti, has a 
| note appended, in which it is stated that the writer's endeavour in the 
| story was to carry out pre-Rapbael, ete., principles by “ approaching 
nearer to the actualities of d ialogue and narration than had been ever yet 
done, and yet without losing the poetical, dramatic, or even tragic tone 
d impression.’” A coroners inquest occurs in the story, and the 
dgctualities of dialogue ’’ are adhered to, how far without loss to the 
poetical, dramatic, and tragic tone may beinferred from a few extracts: — 
‘* Witness: ‘She would clasp 
Her arms around me in speaking tenderly, 
And kiss ne. She has often kissed my hands. 
Not beyond that.’ ‘Ihe Juror: ‘And did you 
Respond——’ The Coroner: ‘ The witness should, 
I think, be pressed-no further. He has given 
His painful evidence most creditably.’ 
* * 


.A letter here was handed in and read; 
It ran as follows, and it bore the date 


Of twentyesixth.Se ptember. 
* * co 


The Coroner, in course of summing up, 
~Commented on the evidence, and spoke 
Of deceased’s conduct in appropriate terms ; 
Observing that the jury would deeide 
Upon their verdict from the testimony. 
a 


The jury gave their verdict in at once, 
‘Died by the visitation of God.’ ” 


We cannot help thinking, however, that Mr. Rosserrr1 has lacked the 
gourage to carry out his design thoroughly. He has missed oppor- 
tunities of bringing in “‘actualities of dialogue,” etc., which would 
have rendered ‘his poem more life-like. ‘The swearing-in of the jury, 
the calling of the witnesses, the administration of the oath to them ;— 


| in short, all the forms and ceremonies provided for opening an inquiry 


under crowner’s-quest law, would have much increased the verisimili- 
tude of the tale. It is almost presumptuous to offer to do the poet’s 
work for him, but the legal phraseology so nearly resembles Mr. Ros- 
setts poetry ; or, at all events, so easily flows into metre as musical as 
his, that we venture to submit our version. 


The coroner’s beadle swore-in Mr. Jonzs 

As foreman of the jury that was called, 

Rehearsing, “‘ You shall diligently inquire 

And true presentment make of all such matters 

And things as shall be given you here in charge 

Upon the Quusn’s behalf, our Sovereign Lady, 
‘Pouching the death of Mary Gray, now lying 

Dead, of whose corpse you shall have view. You shall 
For batred, malice, or ill-will present 

No man, nor any through fear, favour, or 

Affection spare, but a true verdict give 

According to the evidence, and to 

Your best of skill and knowledge. S’help you Heaven.” 
‘Then to the jury turning he proclai 

“ The same oath which Joun Jonzs, your foreman, hath 
Upon this inquest taken now before you 

On his part—you, and severally, each of you 

Are well and truly to observe and keep . 
On your part. S’help you Heaven.” ‘And then he cried 
With a sonorous voice, “If any one 

Can evidence give upon the QuesEn’s behalf, 

Our Sovereign Lady, when, how, and by what means 
Came Many Guay unto her death, let him 

Oome forth, and he shall here be heard.” 


she oath administered to the witnesses might take this poetical 
m :— 


“Witness, the evidence which you shall give 

To this inquiry, on the Quegn’s behalf, 

Our Sovereign Lady, touching on the death 

Of Many Guay, shall-be the truth, th’ whole truth, 

And nothing but the truth,” &c. 
We cheerfully place our humble efforts at the disposal of Mr. 
Rossrrri,.or ‘the editor of Broadway, for incorporation with the rest of 
the poem, avhenever it shall be reprinted. 








“‘Qur Flesh and Blood’’—and Clay! 
A womerr of the most intelligent workers in the potteries have 


| drawn upiand snbmitted to the Chamber of Commerce ‘‘a scheme for 


u¢ formation of a council of conciliation for the settlement of trades 
utes,” and the masters have approved the rules, with some few 
tions. ‘Chere has been so much “ pottering”’ of the wrong 

over the question that we are glad to hear that the real potters 


slp undertakento find out the earthenware-abouts of the remedy, 


Which so many have looked in vain. 


eee 
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FROM OUR STALL. 


a NEW farce, Coal and Cke, has been produced and applauded at the 
Strand. ‘The authors of this trifle, Messrs. Cx ARLES Harpine and 
W. H. Swannoroucu, have been rather unscrupulous as to the means 
of raising a laugh; but the laugh ts raived, and we must assume that 
the farce has answered its purpose. Mersxs, THorve and Turner 
fight in boxing-gloves, and the former actor conveys with painful 
realism the effect of blood-letting from the nose. He crowns tho 
farcical situation by tumbling out of window, smashing ac mservatory 
and ultimately re-appeaiing in an impossibly damaged costume. Mr. 
F. Ronson, who has been out of sight for some time, and reeeived a 
round of applause on his entrance, has to qualif y himself for an acrobat 
by several feats of strength, which bring bim into considerable personal 


peril. We are not sufficiently versed in the langua f d and | 
: cient! guage of ground an 

lofty tumbling to describe his performances in appropriate wetde ; we | 

can only give the actors of this faree their amply-deserved praise for | 


having backed the writers of the absurdity to the best of their ability. 


The farce has an old-fashioned plot, and possesses no great brilliancy | 


of dialogue. 
Mr. Rosenr Hevrer is an extremely clever person. He can conjure 


with remarkable dexterity—he can talk pleasantly and funnily—he | 
can tell good stories—and he ean play upon the pianoforte in a | 


thoroughly artistic style. On his opening-mght,-Mr. Hetuer seemed 
a little nervous, and his Drawing-Room Diversions, no doubt, suffered 
In consequence. At present, we presume, nous avons changé tout cela. 
The Polygraphic Hall is, at any rate, well worth a visit. We must 
earnestly implore Mr. Heiter to improve his orchestra; the fiddle 
nearly killed us on his first night. 


One for the W. O. 


By order of the War Office, the ‘soldiers, who were sent down to 
Manchester at the late execution, were supplied with Snider rifles— 
and Enfield cartridges, with which they could not load. Suppose 
some M.P. proposes that the official, to whom this blunder is due, be 
paid his salary by a cheque ona bank where Government has no 
effects ! 





A Slight Slip. 
Ir “seeing double’’is any criterion, coursing men must be very great 
tipplers, as they certainly see more doudles than any other. class. 





Answers to Correspondents. 


[We can take no notice of communications with illegible signateres or 
monograms. Correspondents will do well to send their real names and 
addresses as. guarantees. We eannot undertake to return unaceepted MSS. 


or Sketches, unless they are accompanied by @ stamped and directed 
envelope: but we eannot enter into correspondence regarding them, mor do 


we hold ourselves responsible for toss, | 
SMASHER is of course not an utterer of good things. __ " 
PAULATIM.—We may fairly describe your MS. as “‘ Little, by’Litr1e. 
But we discern no trace of the elder Lirrxe, or the Lirrxs older. 
A STUDENT oF DEAD Wats (Newark).—You are the one Wall-unteer 
who is not worth three pressmen. : ; 
W. H. (Lambourne) is Lambournetably blind to a joke. 
BrEFEATER (Gago) — Se and be- fitter for publication. 
S. X. is X.S -ively bad, this time. : ool a 
M. M. (Ayr) is anxious we should not think his lines,personal. Of course 
is beating the Ayr. yt 
mo NP. (Victoria-atreet).—Our rule about returning MSS. and sketches 
is intelligible to the meanest capacity. You have not complied with it. . 
B. G. 1. (Stockton-on-'l'ees) does not ve the matter by sending that 
joke about “Chicken Hazard”’ and “ Foul Play. 
EASs.—Be blowed ! ' ; 
re (Brompton).— Your suggestion is unfortunately impracticable. If 
you can discover how journals ot twelve pages can be enlarged one page—no 
more and no Jess—you will make your fortune. cE 
Jor CARE (Liverpool).— But we do “ not for Jon” care. 
FLoRRY FLoss.—Save up your pennies to buy a spelling-bock, and avoid 
‘¢ Brother Charlie,” because if he swears before ladies, as you deacribe, he 
i d. ; 
” Declined with thanks:—W. M. M., Edinburgh; W. E., New North- 
road: W. M.; H. B., Great Wiuchester-street; +. H. M., —_. . 
H. E. T., Regent’s-park; A. L. Openshaw; L. K.; J..N. H. y. 7. 
Brentford; Sandy, Liverpool; Semper Fidelis ; B. S. A. Gyooms wn; 
Skyblue; L. 5S. 5.; J. B. McC., Wimbledon ; Ben ; e.: : i ‘ 
Camden Town; S.E.; B. F., Stoke Newington; H. C. 2 oe 
T.R.; W. J. C. R., Horsham ; "a ae cae i) papetae tes : 
. S., Ventnor; H, Glasgow; . N., Kew; ! db , 
a Ee cones: Yorick j 0. M F., oo nag paetne ob . ; : ¥i 
.. Victoria Park ; J. 8., Carey-street; #. 1’, 5 C.8.T.; 
W. 3 Wotting-bill ; C. W., Winches; = = ~ —— 5 © a. 
sehton: F. C. S» Clifton; RB. B. B.. Vemtnor; 2. A. Mos ae ss 
hire ARG. = x. Z. A. - H. R., Dablia; C. ; A Shorthand- Writer. 
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LIGHT FANTASTIC. 


By a Srovr Mippie-Acep BacuHe or. 


THE 


| 


aS 


Dances are vanity— 
Wildest insanity — 
Weakest inanity— 

I’ve been to plenty ; 
I’ve had my share of ’em, 
Lots—and to spare of ‘em, 

Since I was twenty. 


When (your breath scanter grown) 
You are a panter grown— 
After each canter groan ; 

And your waist measure 
By—not the inch—the foot, 
When tho boots pinch the foot— 

Where is the pleasure ? 


1G 
; A 2 
| 


| 
F 
r rN 


I join the Lancers in ! 
I rush mid dancers in! 
My feet—of prancers in 
Reach will I place them ? 
No! I've cut capering! 
Waists may be tapering, 
I won't embrace them. 


Supper I hate! A bout 
Having to wait about, 
Passing a plate about, 
ies first treating. 
They get the best of it— 
Leave us the rest of it, 
Scarcely worth eating. 


» 
UN 
JSS kN 


When very thin I was 
(Mere bone and skin I was), 
Fond of a spin I was— 
None could be fleeter. 
I loved the fiddle, aged 
Twenty ; but middle-aged, 
Think a pipe sweeter. 


Then at the breaking -up— 
Hat and coat taking-up— 
Comic your making-up 
Proves, for—’tis vexing— 
Some greedy needy one’s 
Left you his seedy ones, 
Your things annexing! 


ie eee 
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Ah Hallyante Gentle unto pe | 
abictoteouse Hamoselle. | 


Pondere yn Banobere 
Square, at Ste. George's, 

Ehaynes to flynge man obere 
Symenne be forges. 


Ye noose Molde be twysted 
Bve x Reberende Gente, 
Bye fybe otheres ussysted. 


| 
| Spf thotbere for foente | 


| Gut dyspleased, lobe, therctoyth, 


Bnd bee Hoerdde by x smythe, 
Byke x Cpclope from Etna. | | 
Stte noe obstuyeles will 
Be, who'd fayne be thy groome, 
styche— 
But gor furthere Rorth stylle, 
And jompe overe a broomestyche ! 


Bette us husten toe Gretna, | 














| 
Gy thou nayme butte ye daye, 
(9 tells ruse ernchys) Of thy goodnesse my byghe sense 
fot 
Wizll beeps ye yetothe Coe prove, J'll atoaye 
Be bere und. bashge For ye rpnge and pe lpeense. 
And fobenne they are secure, 
Be beste Hye toe proceede ‘il 
Bee nerte to make sure 
@f£ petoe-opnere und bedel. 
iy Gantiente $ mypense 5 gh q° Connestable unto bys GC ookpe. 
Borge Gla. | : - ~ meate 
¥ xm notte ponge, ys w trente 
um notte fayre ; Mat noe thynge mage excelle, 
. beurde i. Eache nygbte a jopnte 
Sud scant my bayre, For me appoynte, 
Botte Y for thatte And J fyll lobe thee toelle. 
Cuyre notte u fygge— A mugge of bere | 
By bulaunce atte is nobil chears, 
Me banks is bygge. Althoe botte tabel-uyle. ; 
Gpf thou botte gutte 
wm g Tas 
rE -" ~ shoeete, We some of putte 
Bye burte und cashs Fp lobe pt shalle notte fayle. 
Before thye feete. % kytchenne snugge, 
Wiythonne my breste % forlle-fplled mngge, 
Hs Cappdde's durte -— Golde meate and pyhelles smarte. 
Mixes ie rat oy, 9 aon eae | 
ye , 9B 0 ’ 
- @b, Cookge, take mye barte | 
Gries x Bloyden Blt ont 
© Austich Stoayne nntoe bos 
x- GB alphynge. y a 
| Dlotosalynd. 
5 ai \; Carrottes beant us fayrs 
: ’ . As thve pallotoe bapre ; 
Be gue utte me 1mv deubte, ” (/p \ = 
Wye blusbynge £03 WG V4 Sor nog turnuppes grotose 
ee. RA | Baie tae tenayye nox 
mother knoter thou’rt out ?”* (ay Syssis from thye lippes | 
: : MA Onponnes doe eclypse ; 
Tint a ma : yj Baghynge ay 
esha! . as aa a Hayde beiore typ cyenes. 
Who th 3 : a WH benne 9 be scene thee gos 
‘no bor) Curnuppes for toe hoe ; 
Bryn: tate atone ve ¥ babe twoysbhed toe bee 
os i ON. WRF. Enrnapyes bord by thee. | 
A’ be wrnchng Hette us Weddpd bee, | j 
Pat. Qs poore ’ And foe’ ll bope, nip toee $, 
See ohenne 4 fobysper “ @b, @ut onre Ipbinge eke 
Watt thou hee — With sebyn bobbe u-fweake! 
oon Vulentyne ?” , 
GT anshoere “Botte for Yor!” 
Ww ; 
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THE FASHIONS. 


A SIMPLE BUT ELEGANT PATTERN, TRACED BY LADIES’ DRESSES ON DUSTY 
PAVEMENTS. 


FROM OUR STALL. 


Tue management of the New Royalty has been supplied by Mz. ANDREw Hatiipar 
with a drama which, to judge by its reception on the first performance, will enjoy a 
considerable run. The story of Daddy Gray is well and closely told. Those parts 
of the dialogue which illustrate the main plot are of an almost Quakerish simplicity : 
but the author has given some sufficiently sparkling talk to the characters who carry 
out his underplot. e ultra-Bohemian lawyer's clerk, who degenerates from a sort 
of Dick Swiveller into a kind of Montague Tigg, is very diverting; and hardly less 
diverting is the flighty damsel who marries him in a great hurry and repents in a 
still greater one. Mn. Hattrpay has borrowed a little (but only a little) of his tale 
from that most beautiful of Scotch ballads, “‘Auld Robin Gray.” The acting of 
Miss Cantorra Appison in this piece is a bit of the truest art, charmingly gentle and 
affecting throughout. Muses O.tver plays with her usual dashing fascination. Mr. 
F. Dewar wants intensity in the character of Daddy Gray; he has painted the old 
man’s portrait in water-colours, and he should have used oils. The voice and bearing 
are several years younger than the wig. Mr. Day makes a rather cold lover ; and Mr. 
Danvans, who is always comic and extravagant, rattles through his phrases as though 
he could scarcely refrain from biting off the tails of their last words. The final scene 

of Daddy Gray is a very pretty piece of landscape painting. 

At Drury Lane, The Hypocrite has been revived, and Mr. Puaetrs has taken one 
more opportunity of showing how admirably he can playcomedy. His Doctor Cant- 
well is a fine ance of probably the most loathsome and repulsive character in 
the range of the comic drama. Mrs. Hermann Vezin is a sprightly and graceful 
Charlotte, and Mr. J. Rovsg devotes to the indelicate speeches of Mavuore & power 
of lungs which we could have wished better employed. This old comedy might well 
have been allowed to remain in its re ; Mr. Isaac Bicxenstarr is frequently in- 
decent and occasionally profane. His comedy has been compressed into three acts, 
and it seems a pity that a little more cutting was not practised upon it. 


Curious. 


We have heard a young lady scream at the sight of a mouse, but we never, never 
kzew one to be scared by a rat-tat on Valentine’s Day. 


— 
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DOUBLE. ACROSTIC. 
No. 49. 


Tze comes in flights like birds, 
And tells in glowing words 
Of the passion that its senders cannot smother. 
And, considering the year, 
It will probably appear 
That this full oft conducive is to t’other. 


1. 


A metal very bright and brittle 
Resembling silver not a little. 

Nor air nor water can affect it— 
A fact by which you'll recollect it. 


‘“¢ Give me your heart !”’ the lover sighed, 
“Give you my heart!” the maid replied, 
“Oh, no! you won’t get that o’ me!” 
«¢ You will not grant your heart, my dear ? 
Then give me this—it’s very near, 
If I may trust anatomy.” 


3. 


You spy that little fiery spark 

That glows so redly in the dark : 

The gunner’s match, which they supply him 
To wake the thunder sleeping by him. 


4. . 
Try—only try! ’Twill be confest 
You’ve done this, when you’ve done your best. 


5. 


You'll say of these, when you have found e’m, 
That various matters gather round ’em. 


6. 


A name we link 
With smiling wit, 
And all we think 
Allied with it. 
Would you the mirthful omen learn, 
Just ery to memory * Go a-stern!”’ 


| 7. | 

Of rapid painters ’tis a trick—- 

And some will lay it on too thick, 
8, 


The barley-mow 

If you would toast, 
This cup, I trow, 

Scarce holds the most. 


9 


And when you’ve drunk the barley-mow, 
You'll find your cup is this, I vow. 


Answer To Aorostic No. 47. 


Cut T 
R_ Rooster R 
A Anomia A 
Z Zanoni I 
Y Yawn 


Correct SoLvrions or Acrostic No, 47, RECEIVED Fes, 5th:— 
D. E. H.; Pipkins. 


———SSS—z 


Strategy. 


Trorrmrs, our postman, is the merriest fellow alive, 
and as fond of a joke asa schoolboy. Leaving an im- 
posing-looking Valentine at Miss Vircin1a Crapse’s, he 
took occasion to remark that he had not yet received 
his Christmas Box. Result—a half-crown immediately 
sent out. Now we have reason to believe that the Va- 
lentine was not a complimentary one, and, further, that 
S was Trotters’ own handiwork. It was too bad of 


Tue Cart(s) BErorEk tux Honrse:—The Bill of Fare 
at a Horse Banquet. 
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SAINT VALENTINE. 
FROM AN ILLUMINATION OF THE PERIOD. 


Coton Talk, 


By THE SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


EALLY it would be absurd to wonder at 
the revival of the custom of Valentines— 


a 
— 





respect its principles b giving religious instruction.” What does 
M.A. call that but proselytising ? 

Tue Agricultural Hail is well worth a visit, and if you have any 
youngsters, they should certainly be treated to it. I can’t say that I 
like the trapeze, the glass ceiling, or the elevated ladder business, but 
then i nerves are rather shaky. The horse-riding is good, and the 
spectacle of St. George and the Dragon is gorgeous in the extreme. 
long since supposed to have expired— | How the dragon comes flying down to fight St. George, and how he 
when one sees how Mr. Rimmext (to | soars up to the roof with that gallant champion in his fire-spouting 
select one of the principal purveyors of | jaws, I. will not try to describe, bus the whole is very ingeniously 
Valentines) has contrived to invest the | done. 
senseless fashion with ce, taste and| Tue Sunday Magazine abounds in excellent illustrations. “ The 
elegance. I have a selection from his | Seaboard Parish” is a capital story, and deserves the good pictures it 
stock lying before me, and from the | gets—even that excellent initial wherein the puzzled sailors are 
cheapest to the dearest, all are fanciful, | listening to the sermon—a splendid little block. There is some 
récherché and pretty—some, indeed, are | character-painting in “‘ The Occupations of a Retired Life ;’’ but how 

orgeous and costly gifts. A musical | came both Author and Editor to allow such a blunder as “ when 

x with a jewelled bird on the top is a | George saw my sister and I”’ to pass unchallenged! In Good Words we 
charming valentine for a lady to dis- | have two capital illustrations, one by Smaut, to “The Woman's King- 
: cover on opening the box in which it | dom,” and the other by Wotr, to “The Ravens.’ But when so much 
| €s its destination, especially when it is so contrived that the | has been spent on drawing and engraving, why are both lost for want 
Taising of the lid sets the instrument playing. Then there are ex- | of better printing? We do not suspect Messrs. Srrauan and Co. of 
hig Qa unches of flowers, rarely scented, Cupid’s Compasses, wherein | the too-common saving of the ha’p’orth of tar, but they might improve 
setg - ‘Points to the quarter of the heart whence the breath of love | their printing with advantage. This number of Good Words is worth 
Torte em test, but not least, illuminations from the quaint designs of | twenty times its weight in gold if for only one paper—“ Much Work 

Ts Cunner, for Little Pay,” by Dr. Girsert, who is practically acquainted with 
~ COMMENTED last week upon the “East London Mission and Relief | the distressed classes of London. I should like to see that paper in the 
tion,” which has also “got it hot” (if I may be allowed the | hands of every one, for it is the most truthful and touching appeal for 
_GxPression ) in other quarters. Someone, signing himself ‘“‘ M.A.” (I | the poor that has ever appeared since “The Song of the Shirt.” I 
Suppose that stands for Master of Arts—he quotes Latin and talks recommend my readers by no means to miss it. 
nonsense), writes to the Zelegraph in defence of the society. The|{ I notice with great regret the death of poor Tutt, the able chef 
ase brought against the society, it will be remembered, is that it | d’orchestre of Old Drury. His energy, his talent, and his ability were 
MA. vantage of the prevailing distress for proselytising purposes. | admired by those even who did not know him—those who did know 
i denies this, but at the end of his letter says, the Mission offers, | him, loved him. His place at Drary Lane will not be filled easily or 


# the other societies like, to help them with fands, “if they will but | speedily. 
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X OUR POSTMAN ON VALENTINES. 
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I. 
OW easy it is for young ladies to say, . 
That they like nothing better than Valentine's Day ; 
I’ve a view of my own on the season, for now 
*Neath a load that’s outrageous of letters I bow, 
And the motto of love on each envelope seems 
To come like a nightmare months after in dreams. 
Il. 
There's pleasure no doubt, every pleasure above 
In deédlining each tense of the sweet verb, ‘ I love,” 
And the heart of a lover may honestly beat, 
Though his verse may be rude, or, like Fun’s verses, neat, 
For such things I care not, I’ve sore discontent, 
When my bundle of letters wafts odours of seent. 
. III. 
There’s a lover whose presence with Sunday is due, 
Sends a dandified missive to please Number Two ; 
And a Valentine comes from the oldest of men 


Iv. 
A maiden aunt hates the undignified chaff, 
That her nieces reward with a silvery laugh, 
And I earry the cad the epistie that tells | 
How vain is his effort to rank with the swells. 
While Berrx the housemaid receives, with just pridé, 
The words of the soldier who woos her as bride. 


v. 
But little I care as I pace on my beat, 
SEPT permed ape Bese eas pagina, 
ves me ha wor 
That Pm not better cid fom ahd Sobee daze thick ; 
i I think to his ip I'll venture to 
He'll be pleased to abolish St. Valentine’s Day. 





MATRIMONY.—A BINARY SONNET. 


1.—By an Otp BACHELOR. 
“« Make ‘em miserable ?”’ 
“Yes; I marry ’em.” 
—BEAUMONT and FLETCHER. 
2.—By A Lovgr. 


** How may a man have any adversity 
That hath a wife ?”*—CuavcEn. 


O, weppep life! what power can 
O, wedded life! thy blessings will 
lling fire of words in fierce 
Ali human ilis ! no art can this 
Except one combatant be still and 
Save that whose better voice ts dead or 
Pouring cold water on the other’s 
Nor ever wakes to Love's divinest 
Two people shut in matrimonial 
A soul like this, imprisoned in Life's 
Of inharmonious temper, give such 
Lives uselessly, a tree that bears no 
Wriggling uneasy, like boy-captured 
Swims Life's dull sea, like some cold water 
Waiting for death ; unwishful for old 
Hopes—cares not for that solace of old 
Yet tell the world "tis happiness ! 
A home of dear associations ! 
Whao lost his tail, said so twas he would 
Would such men for his Book of Martyrs 
To live, and would another tail 
Men who all Life's best benefits 
A bachelor escapes domestic 
Such cruel coldness human nature 
And meets with thankfulness Life’s toil and 
The love of two wed hearts will halve each 
Knowing that married he would get them 
And make Life's joys and pleasures more than 








Tue (RacA) murrin-Man.—Marauis Townsuenp. 


| 
| 
| 





Performances at Sunderland. 


We have received a local journal which reports the doings of the 
Sunderland Board of Guardiaus. The proceedings opened with the 
reading of a letter from Mr. Hott, of the Lyceum Theatre, offering a 
free admission to the pantomime for the workhouse children. We are 
glad to see that the Board were sensible enough to accept the offer, in 
spite of the bigotry of one or two members, for nothing that could be 
done in the pantomime would be more comic than some of the “tricks”’ 
which the report speaks of as occurring at the meeting. In the first 
place, as touching the health of the district, we learn— 

** Ip all the districts of Bishopwearmouth the returns were blank sheets, and in 
the latter, two fresh cases of fever were shown.”’ 

We do not know whether blank sheets would be as injurious as damp 
sheets fox fever cases, but they are at least unusual. 

Subsequently the Guardians, having been undecided about the 
desirability of a treat for the poor children, showed unanimity 
as regarded a treat for themselves. A member of the — 

“ Suggested that the Guardians should have an annual dinner year at their 
own expense, and the project was humorously discussed by the Guardians, a general 
feeling being manifested that such a gathering would be found to cement the 
harmony of the Board.—A resolution was eome to that such a dinner was desirable, 
and preliminary arrangements were made for holding it.”’ 

Bravo, the Guardians of Sunderland! They have agreed to the 
suggestion of an annual dinner every year, but they are such trumps we 
almost fancy ee deserve an annual dinner once a month—and no 
doubt they would vote it, ‘‘ to cement the harmony of the Board.” 





A Railway Muddle. 
Tue East India Railway between Bombay and Calcutta runs through 
1,100 miles of longitude, “and consequently it is ten a.m. at the 
eastern end of the line when it is but nine a.m. at the western.” The 
contemporary who gives us this information adds, “the Indian Brap- 
| SHAW-makers are quite puzzled as to what is to be done.” Since the 
appea of the paragraph, however, we learn that an Irish professor 
of science has started for Bombay to solve the difficulty. We hear that 
his plan is to run the trains tail foremost and always start an hour 
‘later than the advertised time. He states that by these means he 
hopes to make the apparent difficulty quite a simple matter. We should 
think the obvious plan would be never to run any trains at all from 
West to East, as under any circumstances they would arrive at their 
ee a hour before they ought. We trust this is clear and com- 
ensible. 
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A POET’S VALENTINE. 
Arter A. C. S. 


BrrorE the beginning of post 

There came to the making of love 
Rhyme and of follies a host ; 

Ducks with a dart and a dove; 
Flow’rs with initials beneath, 

Currp conceal’d in a cell, 
Lovers alone on a heath, 

A Parson pulling a bell. 
Follies all fetched afar, 

Mirth for a maid and a man, 
Jokes that jingle and jar, 

And lines refusing to scan. 


And still with the change of things 
The annual craze comes back _ 

With knocks and riotous rings 
From the post piled up with a pack. 

Still letters of love and laughter, 
And verse in various time, 

With roars that reach to the rafter, 
And sheets of scurrilous rhyme. 

Of old we counted our money 
And played but a note for a kiss, 

But now we send hampers of honey 
And boxes of boisterous bliss. 


A VIEW OF ST. VALENTINE. 


A cruzL Emperor they say— 
Just whisper this beneath your breath— 
For fun one February day 
Put poor St. VaLenTinzg to death, 
And so from that unhappy time, 
On lucus non lucendo rule, 
To show their horror of the crime 
Young people like to play the fool. 


I’ve no deep grudge against the Saint, 
It irritates me bier more, 

To think his life was free from taint, 
His recollection sueh a bore. 

I could have loved him and have taught 
His memory to make me pleasant, 

Did it not cost me hours of thought 
Or half a guinea for a present. 
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DARK MEETINGS. 
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THE MILKY WAY AND THE LATE FROST. 


Ingenuous Milkwoman :—“ Freezinc! I perreve yer! Ws COULDN'T 
BREAK THE HICE IN THE ’ORSE-TROUGH. IT's A WONDER YER GOT YER 


MILK !” 


\ 
‘ 








Pompry.—How! Do you mean to say you can doubt fora moment 
that vast numbers of intelligent working men will be gainers by the 


Bons, Pompry, and other gentlemen, plain and coloured, harmoniously | measure ? 


gathered together. 


Bongs.— Gainers of what ? 
Pompry.—Why, of liberty, to be sure. 


Pompry (in @ tone o Ichral condescention).—Well, Bones ? Bonzs.—My dear fellow, I perceive that we differ extremely. You 
Bonzs,— How you Aegeer aicesen, el ? H’yah, yah! speak of liberty as if it were something to wear, like this shirt- frill ; or 


Pompry.—Thank you, Bones; I am happy to inform you that the something to lay hold of, like these four 
state of my body is tolerably salubrious. Allow me to ask, in return, 
how you feel, Bones ? 


pieces of animal phosphate of 
lime, which I rattle together, thus; or something to sit down upon, 
like this Windsor-chair. And you have evidently—forgive my ete 


Bonzs.—Oh, I feel tol’ably sluboobirous, too. H’yah! yah! yah! | so—very confused notions of what you mean by “‘li te se oe 


OMPEY.—May I inquire, Bones, what is your candid opinion with 
to the Reform Bilk of Eighteen-sixty-seven ¢ 


NES.— What dat you say ? Cae | 
give me your candid opinion with respect single sentence t 


can be no more, after all, than the power of doing that w 
rmit. SzLDEN—you ve read him, of course, but we'll assume that you 
don’t, atthe present moment, happen to have the faintest recollection ofa 
hat he ever wrote—was perhaps as great a lover of 
liberty as you could name; but he was also @ sourfd lawyer, my good 
f considerable information, with a certain habit 


is “Table 


aos os ’ d a mano 
yas, yok! My Gi ‘Pinion wir ‘peels 6 Oy “Tose of auyistine his knowledge to the solution of all the great problems of 


your memory by turning to 


i :" - istime. If will s 
4% is your candid opinion, I repeat, with respect or om ‘ salt aive you positive chapter and verse, but I think you 


eseecns 


will come across the passage I have in mind, under the article “‘ King,” 


What am your candy ’pinion wiv ’speck rn ibly occur to you that all your platitudes about liberty, 


P 
t 
-sixtteen-seben ? 


and ve rights and demands, and wise concessions on the one part 


‘about my opinion in the matter. I ask you, : latitudes of Hows 
ae : marvellous s on the other, are as the platitudes 
your candid opinion with respect to the Reform Bill of = Deekenn ot that, my excellent Pompey, you have pardon 


, Pourzy.— Never 


, dat de bery same question what I ask you! 


in—been talking, in fact, like’ a prosy old idiot. 
ep okeni—Lal us kiss him for his mother! 


=Do you not think, Bones, that the Reform Bill of Kightoen- Bonrs.—All right ; kiss away. 


. is a wise concession to public feeling ? 

t—No, I don’t tink dat. 
—What, Bones! does it not strike you that the measure 
estly desired by 


Et omnes osculantur illum pro matre ifins. 





the hitherto unenfranchised classes that ; ia hee to Ge call 6 
i Seconp THovents.—How to bring up ¥ 
d no choice but to grant the popular lanrimet” 


of the country ha 





—No; it doesn’t strike me dat way at all. 
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Tue Main Brace.—Fighting cocks. 
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VALENTINE’S DAY. 


URELY no day in the year can compare 
With St. Valentine’s Day in the eyes of the fair ; 
For from morning till night they receive ‘‘ billydoos,”’ 
And can think they are sent by—whomever they choose. 
** Postman, oh lor! 
Stops at the door—”’ 
Knock-ery, shock-ery, ho! ho! 
** 'W hose can it be ? 
Let’s go and see!” 
Hurry-’em, scurry-’em, so! so! 
Knock-ery, shock-ery, hurry-’em, scurry-’em! 
Isn’t Saint Valentine certain to flurry ’em ? 


Letters from lovers who sadly rehearse 
Their pangs and their passions in very bad verse 
With pictures—two people in front of a church 
In dresses that Fashion’s long left in the lurch, 
Two or three loves, 
Two or three doves, 
Dart-icums, heart-icums, pierce! pierce 
Rose-covered cot, 
True-lover’s knot, 
Torch-ery, scorch-ery, fierce! fierce! 
Torch-ery, scorch-ery, dart-icums, heart-icums! 
Deckt with such gewgaws, his Saintship, how smart he comes ! 


Every young damsel, or pensive, or gay, 
WAG Looks for a letter on Valentine’s Day ; 
| Ai || | Even old maids will expect one, and fret 


, ¥ ay) \\> If on the Saint’s day no missive they get. 
OK , ‘* Not one for me! 
ia .wk | . \% How can it be?” 
. Sigh-ery, cry-ery, oh! oh! 
“ Hapless my lot, 
Old and forgot!” 
Moan-icums, groan-icums, woe! wos! 
Moan-icums, groan-icums, sigh-ery, cry-ery! , 
Age has no place in Saint Valentine’s diary. 


Curip may scatter his darts as he will ;— 
Some will fall harmless, some wound, and some kill— 
But on never a day will he bag so much game 
As on that which is called by St. Valentine’s name ! 
Showers of darts, 
Breaking our hearts, 
Scatter-y, shatter-y, lo! lo! 
Spoiling the rest, 
Wringing the breast, 
Make-icum, ache-icum, so! so! 
Make-icum, ache-icum, scatter-y, shatter-y ! 
Valentine’s Day is Love’s hundred-gun battery! 


Vi 
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SEASONABLE PHILOSOPHY. 


Now the snow is on the tiles ; 
Now it drips on “ tiles” below ; 
Now the mud extends for miles 
Whichsoever way we go. 
Next, it freezes hard, and then 
Beards with icicles are decked. 
Mercury goes down to ten, 
“ Well, it’s what we must expect!” 


Lo, it rains! It pours amain! 
Close and muggy, too, the air, 
Mercury’s gone up again— 
Over sixty, I declare ! 
Cab, or walk? I scarce can say 
Unto which I most object. 
Very nasty kind of day ! 
“Ah! It’s what we must expect.” 


Fog! Well, only take a look 

Through the curtains. Pleasant night! 
If two people, meeting, shook 

Hands, they'd shake ’em out of sight. 
Wind? A trifle like it, yes ; 

Hats blown off, umbrellas wreck’d! 
’T will be worse ere long, I guess; 

But—“ It’s what we must expect.” 


Sleet, heat, snow, frost, thaw, wind, rain, 
Drizzle, slush, hail, fog, and snow ; 
Rain, wind, frost, thaw, frost again, 
Snow, rain, mud—and there we go! 
Yes; I own the weather’s queer ; 
Still, ’tis pleasant to reflect 
That, about this time of year, 
“It is what we must expect.” 








Ox the G. W. R. or, a Growl with a Reason.—Wh 
thould Topers be sent ?—To Tap-low. we | 

Wuy does a policeman seize hi by iar P— 
x none 8 man by the collar ?. | 





Playing the Dickens with Him. 


Wa nave received a copy of the protest forwarded by Mr. Gzorce 
auncis Train to the Home Szcretary. He cae one hundred 
pounds as compensation—doesn’t he wish he may get them ? 

we think Government might take compassion on him and meet him 
vith ell, not exactly half-way, but somewhere. He might be compensated 
is oer to some respectable charity school, where grammer 
hig t. He would be greatly benefited, too, if one may judge from 
. test, which he commences in the third person, “The under- 
ee, and then glides gracefully into the first, “I therefore 
who This style of composition reminds us of the washerwoman, 
I ane Mrz. Supps presents her comps. to Mrs. Brown, and if 
be get the money, Mrs. Supps won't wash for Mas. Brown any 
Sisters as My name is yours respectfully, Janz Sopps.” But 
Of the « t exhaust all the elegancies of TRa1n’s protest. He speaks 
Credit Foncier of America, of which he is its President,” and 

| he” the “detention, imprisonment, and publicity of his arrest 
mi Something. _The protests are prefaced by this elegant 
sms The following are submitted by Gzoror Francis TRAIN, 
| ve-born American citizen, but expecting no exception on that 
ilies, and would receive none, all being citizens alike.” There's a 
America for you! Tain has been harping on the way in which 
tould treats Dickens and the way in which England treats him. We 
found thet possible parallel between Dickens and Trarm, until we 
the latter could in his English composition out-gamp GamP! 





Very The Horse Banquet. 
been €rroneous reports of the dinner at the Langham Hotel having 
of ven by our contemporaries, we beg to offer the correct account 

remarkable feast. The chairman was Mr. Horsman, who 
himself admirably of the duties with which he had been 

8x The greatest equine-amity prevailed, and all went merry as 
Wes delicio bell, or a bridal breakfast, rather. The mare’s-nest soup 
Mmired an’ 224 80 were the curried trotters. Several tit-bits were 
ee eong the horse-d’hoofs ; and the chief entremets, such as whip 
tech Pat chestnut, and blanc manger, flavoured with bay leaves, 

Vourable notice. - The wines were principally hocks; and an 
stirrup Cup was passed round before the guests departed. 





Cee é é SS 
FUN. i 








ISN'T SHE A PATENT HAN’SOM’ ? 





Answers to Correspondents, 


[We can take no notice of communications with illegible signatures or 
monograms. Correspondents will do well to send their real names and 
addresses as guarantees. We cannot undertake to return unaccepted MSS. 
or Sketches, unless they are accompanied by a stamped and directed oy ; 
but we cannot enter into correspondence regarding them, nor do we hold 
ourselves responsible for loss. | 


H. A W.(Liverpool).—We have “ found you a corner ’’—in the waste- 
paper-basket, in which we have little spare room as a rule; so be grateful. 

. B. J. (Florence) you have made no impréssion on us, so we shall send 
you no stamps, sixpenny or other. 

O. U. G. sends us ‘An Apple Tart—A Sour Apple,” and then begs us 
not to be sarcastic about the capacity of our paper basket. If we wished to be 
sarcastic, it would be about imcapacity—and not that of our paper-basket. 

A. 8. W. (Aberdeen) sends a contribution to our publisher, and requests 
him, if there be any mistake in so addressing it, to forward it ad propriam 

ersonam. If by that language he means us as the “ proper person,” we 
ice to say his language is improper. He should study his language—we 
mean the Latin tongue. 

G. L. H. (Kensington).—Touching your riddles, we question the worth 
of the questions, and don't think the answers would answer. 

PHILOPGMON thinks we do not resemble CHARON, because je was 
obliged to take across-Styx. In Bibo’s case (vide old song), we suppose, it 
was taking a double across-Styx. 

A. G. W. (Aberdeen).—Lines unsuitable, of course, after the appearance 
of the picture. We can’t chew the cud. ; 

A SHAREHOLDER.—We do not see how, supposing we had applied and 
obtained reserved seats (we paid for them as it happens), that would have 
altered the case—viz., that the general public suffers and the space reserved 
is not filled. Much obliged for your polite note! 

Declined with thanks:—Quis; Dismal Jemmy; John Bull; D. A,, 
Tamworth; T. H., St. James's; H. S., Hammersmith ; oe R. B. B., 
Ventnor; Park Lodge; H. C.; E. H., Islington; F. C., Du » Ibe 
Gower-street; J. B., New Cross; W.S., J. S. P., Edinb h; A. P.; 
H. L.; J. P.; H., Penzance; B.S, A., Queenstown ; L. A. F., Reading ; 
W. G., Brighton; J. M., Kirkintilloch ; S. M. R., Manchester; H. J. L.; 
W., Ch.Ch.; X. X.; J.K.M., Glasgow; G.; J.W., Belper; J. E., 
Liverpool; X. Y.Z.; G.A.K., Aberdeen; Y. Z. ; J.R,. H., Mecklenburgh- 
square; A. M., Clerkenwell; ‘‘ Insane,” Coventry ; S. X.; D. S., Christ's 

ospital; Miss H., Exeter; M. A. F. F. M; W. C. E. N., Oxford. 
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THOMSON GREEN &HARRIET HALE. 


To be Sung to the Air of “An’ Orrible Tale.” 


H list to this incredible tale 
Of Tuomson Green and Haragizt Hare; 
Its truth in one remark you'll sum— 
“Twaddle twaddle twaddle twaddle twaddle twaddle twum!’’ 


Oh, THomson Green was an auctioneer, 

And made three hundred pounds a year; 

And Harriet Hatz, most strange to say, 
Gave pianoforte lessons at a sovereign a day, 


Oh, Tuomson Green, I may remark, 
Met Harrist Hare in 8 Park, 
Where he, in a casual kind of way, 

Spoke of the extraordinary beauty of the day. 





They met and though tru 
He cated Lehn noe Se tare " 
Then to her pa he said, says he, 
“Old man, I love your daughter and your daughter worships me!”’ 
Their names were banned 
The was 
I've sscartatsed by dint of sotseh 


They were married on the quiet at St. Mary Abbott’s Church. 


Oh, list to this incredible tale 
Of Tuomson Green, and Harrier Hatz, 
Its truth in one remark you'll sum, 
“ Twaddle twaddle twaddle twaddle twaddle twaddle twum !”’ 


That very self-same afternoon 
They started on their honeymoon, 
And Ci eteaiienees |) took flight 
To a pretty little cottage close to Shanklin, Isle of Wight. 


At length—you'll doubt my word, I know— 
In a month they both returned, and lo! 
Asto fact ! this happy pair 

Took a gen y residence in Canonbury Square. 


They led a weird and reckless life, 
They dined each day, this man and wife, 
_ (Pray disbelieve it, if you please) 
On a joint of meat, a pudding, and a little bit of cheese. 


In time came those maternal joys, 
Which take the form of girls or boys, 
__ And strange to say of each they’d one— 
A tiddy iddy daughter, and a tiddy iddy son! 





nr 8 — 
ee oe ee —_— 





Oh, list to this incredible tale 
Of Tuomson Green and Harriet Hate, 
Its truth in one remark you'll sum— 
‘‘ Twaddle twaddle twaddle twaddle twaddle twaddle twum.” 


My name for truth is gone, I fear, 
But, monstrous as it may appear, 
They let their drawing-room one day 
To an eligible person in the cotton-broking way. 


Whenever Txuomson GREEN fell sick 

His wife consulted Doceror Crick, 

From whom some words like these would come— 
Fiat mist. sumendum haustus, in a cochleyareum. 


For thirty years this curious pair 
Hung out in Canonbury-square, 
And somehow, wond to say, 
They loved each other dearly in a quiet sort of way. 


Well TxHomson Green fell ill and died 
For just a year his widow cried, 
And then her heart she gave away 

To the eligible lodger in the cotton-broking way. 


Oh, list to this incredible tale 
Of Tuomson Green and Harrier Hatz, 
Its truth in one remark you'll sum— 
“Twaddle twaddle twaddle twaddle twaddle twaddle twum!” 





False Quantities—and False Arguments. 


WE came upon acutting in a newspaper the other day, attributed to 
the Rev. F. W. Farrar. We do not know whence it is quoted, but 
it has such a semblance of truth that its error should be corrected at 
once. In speaking of classical knowledge the Reverend Gentleman 
says :—- 

‘*T cannot pretend to share in the traditional horror of a false quantity. I have 
long sincerely repented for having despised a Dissenting minister who talked to me 
as a boy about the ‘gravammen,’ of an offence. It is deplorable to hear a petty 
scholar triumphing with all the airs of conscious superiority over some very great 
man who has substituted a long for a short, ora short foralong. I cannot atfect 


. to think one atom the worse of Burke’s imperial genius, because he said ‘ vectiggal’ 


in the House of Commons.” 

This looks all very well, Mn. Farrar, becomingly humble and modest- 
minded, and Fun is with you to some extent. But was the Dissenting 
Minister compelled to use the word “ gravamen,”—wasn't there an 
English word of corresponding meaning? Could not Burxe’s imperial 
—e have been content to talk in its native tongue? The fact is, 

n. Farrar, that if it be snobbish to parade the classical knowledge 
one possesses, it is infinitely more snobbish to affect the classical know- 
ledge one does not . Britt Jongs is not expected to wear a 
gold watch-guard, but if he ostentatiously displays a plated article, it 
is kind—cruel, perhaps, but truly kind in those who detect the sham, 
to rebuke him for the attempted imposition. 


North and South. 


Mr. Monenrerr, M.P. at the Burns Club Dinner at Edinburgh, the 
other day, asserted that modern English is a mere dialect or patois, 
and that Scotch is the true old language. ‘“‘ When the Norman invasion 
happened, the respectable people who spoke their language intelligently, 
retired from Middlesex, Kent, and Surrey, and left only the lowest of 
the community to teach the invaders their notions of English.”” Well! 
we never should suspect the Scotch of having been so retiring, but, at 
any rate when they come South now, not even a Norman invasion 
could preveil on them to turn North again. 





In Re Matilda. 


Wuart does it cost to make a whole family “as merry as grige ?”’ 
Ask Rusxin—and go and do likewise, 











| 
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| DOUBLE ACROSTIiCc. 
No. 50. 


‘My first meets my second with trembling and d 

| For deeds will be criticized, hard words os Bait Sn 
_ and a leader will try with a smile on his face, 
' To often opponents and stick to his place. 


3 





1, 


| Often we know it accompanies tea, 
Haply they prattle of you and of me. 


| 2, 
, Serene upon the castle wall 
She stood a winsome bride, 


She watched his crest among th ll 
And by an arrow died. ~ ot 


3. 


In the forest’s most umbrageous ways 

There it lay for many nights and days 
All men shunned it, till one bolder grew 
Took a stick and cut it cleanintwo. 


4 


We greet it thankfully, of any size, 
For oh ! how scrumptious is it, put in pies. 


5. 
_ My French has of late years come sadly to grief, 


6 


| Och! darlin’, let’s hope she’s potatoes galore, 

| And strong shoes and stockings, and lovers a score ; 
And, since a girl ne’er had a prettier name, 
Thope ne’er a lover has Fenian fame. 


7. 


Mr. Bouncer we know, 

When we read long ago, 

“ Verdant Green,’”’ had a name 
For an elderly dame. 


8, 


Bring oil, let the vinegar mix and combine 
With the onion flavour so dearly divine 
| Nor let this be wanting to give to the whole 
The colour and form of the mass in the bowl. 
9. 
He caught just the glim 
pse of a curl, 
And thought her a beautiful girl ; 
Alas, ere the very next morn, 
She was hidden away with hair shorn. 
‘ 10. 
pera NicHo.as was once, he said, 
alled this ; the old man’s good and gifted head 


n raised so high above an envious world, 
gibes and sneers at his great mind were hurl'd. 
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ANswER To Acrostic No. 48. 


F Flip P 

R Rara A 

E Equip P 

N Nice E 

C Cur R 

ee. H Hocus Ss 
Ruby ; 'T. 8 OF Acrostic No, 48, RECEIVED 12TH FEBRUARY :— 


A MARRIAGE FOR MONEY. 
A few rhymes to the ceremony which is— 


Impiety ; 
First, society— 
Then, satiety— 
Next, anxiety— 
Insobriety, 
Impropriety, 
Last the Divorce Geank, which means Notoriety! 


i eee 


VOL. VI. 





| But this word would come in for roast horse or roast beef. 
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A FACT. 


Fussy and disagreeable old lady (coughing):—“ Ownoo! Ow! Wow! On 
’ 
DEAR! I’M SURE YOU CAN’T BE IGNORANT, SIR, THAT SMCKING IS PROHIBITED. 
I MUST INSIST ON YOUR PUTTING OUT THAT CIGAR!” 
Fellow-traveller (coolly) :—“ My DBAR MADAM, THERE IS NOT THE SLIGHTEST 
! ’” 


CAUSE FOR ANY DISCOMFORT. THIS IS NOT A CIGAR—IT’S A TOOTHPICK ! 











In Aunt Judy's Magazine appear, from the pen of a negro boy aged ten, some short 
essays, which were sent from the Barbadoes to the Editor. In one of them we find 
it stated that the late Prince Consort— 

‘‘errected a Mossoleeum at Kenzington, London, for the grate Mr. Coat, where you 
may Learn art and sighence, and Buy ginger Beer and bath Buns, which isa grate Blessing to the 
subjex of Her grashious Madjisty.’’ 

We trust no one will ever again question the mental powers of the negro. This 
boy has described Mr. Coxe and his mission, “ art, sighence, ginger Beer, and bath 
Buns,” with an epigrammatic vigour that is quite surprising. It must be flattering 
to the autocrat of the Boilers to think that he is spoken of as “ grate Coa.’’ in the 
Barbadoes even, where, owing to the climate, fires and fuel are almost unknown. 





Lowering his Jib. 


Tae humorist who described the horse banquet for the benefit of the readers of 
the Times, stated that the guests went through the bill of fare conscientiously, and 
that “there was very little gibbing.” We presume he intended to say ee, in 
facetious reference to a refractory quadruped ; but a donkey even woul know how 
to spell the word one would fancy. Perhaps he thought “ gibbing ”’ was more taking. 





A Disrespectator. 


Tus Spectator on several occasions of late has done things which make people 
suspect that Mrs. Manapror is @ member of the staff, but perhaps the funniest thing 
which that witty journal has given us of late will be found in a paragraph relating 
to. the Buckhurst Hill case. The Spectator says: “ Matilda Griggs, labourer’s 
daughter, was stabbed by a lover to whom she had borne a child in thirteen 
places” etc. Shade of Apprson, is the revered title of Spectator to be allowed to 


a@ paper where such vulgar blunders flourist. 
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_ not produced by drinking bad water, but then, as I have read in a late 
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SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


URING the last 
week we have 
had fighting in 
Cork, between 
the police and 
the mob;_ lives 
have beemlost, 
and the peace- 
fully - inelined 
have been 
living ina state 
of terror. I do 
not hesitate to 
attribute the 
riot to the in- 
fluence of: 
Train. He 
promised on his: 
liberatiom: from 
jail nott to 
preach sedition, 
but: I? imagine 

a mo one ex- 

pected him to 

keep hiseword ; and his “lectures,” as: he: callg.them,; are eminently 
calculated to excite his hearers to riot. [Ii shkeuld recommend his 
rompt expulsion from the country. It mayyseemm to be honouring his 


By Tug 


blatant balderdash too highly to notice itemtwall} but in the disturbed). 


state of Irish feeling just now, ignorantandtintemperate.rant evens» 


dangerous. In a powder magazine, as*much: harm mayybe donerbyy 
fitebrand. 


the unsavoury snuff of a farthing dip as: by awveritable 

Tues American Magazines The AtlantieMonthignand Oar Young Folks 
(Messrs, Trunnen) are to hand, as they-say imitrade. Imthe former 
Dickens: gives us a very brief instalment_off ‘“GeorgecSilverman,’” 
while his “‘ Holiday Romance’”’ is absent; from» the latter; owing»to.a 
delay in the illustrating department: Bit: im: both casesthenumbers: 


are strong enough. I don’t quite agree with the sweeping 
tion which the author of “ Dees it pay to smoke ?* » orm: thie: 
kindly herb, but perhaps in America smoking, not to say chewing, is 
carried to excess. ‘ The Characteristics of Genius”’ is an interesting 
paper. The children’s magazine contains some capital matter—just 
the sort of thing for the young folks, It is to my mind the model of 
what such a magazine should be. 

In the 7imes the other day there was a report of several deaths, pro- 
duced by the bad water in a cistern. The gentleman who wrote the 
account mentioned that a pipe in the cistern communicated with the 
sewers,— as if it were an exceptional thing. Why, every cistern has a 
waste pipe that communicates with the sewers and brings up foul 
gases which combine with the water, and are not to be removed by 
filtration! Dx. Letneny, it is true, has lately declared that disease is 


number of the Queen a notice of Dr. Letuesy’s ‘Cantor Lecture,” I 
don’t feel inclined to think him a great authority. On the other hand 
Proresson FRanKLAND and other eminent men of science have pretty 
plainly proved the case against the water companies. Prorxesor 
FRANKLAND reported the other day that in the districts whose supply 
is taken from the Thames the water was last month “totally untit for 
domestic use.’’ I can vouch for the truth of this myself, for I live 
under the benign sway of the Lambeth Waterworks and the fluid they 
have supplied me for some two months, and up to the present time, is 
a sort of skyblue, only the cloudy liquid is more noxious than London 
milk even. But even if one had good water supplied that would not 
remedy the gases from the waste-pipe. That evil must be met in other 
ways, the best to my knowledge being “ Bishop’s Sanitary Valve,” 
which ix as simple as it is efficacious. A hollow ball rests on the top 
of the waste pipe, connected by a rod with a valve. When the cistern 
is so full as to float this ball, the rod raises the valve and the water 
rushes down—and no gas can escape. 

I nave received the first number of the I/iustrated Photographer, and 
a capital first number it is, though the illustrations are Graphotype. 


| They are the best specimens of the process I have seen, but they 


show very clearly its faults and failures. The literary portion, though 


| intended for the photographer, will be found interesting enough for 


| 


( 


the general public. Dumas pére has just started a new paper in 
Paris, which he names J)’ Artagnan, after the hero of his most popular 
novel. The A‘¢/as has just taken a new lease of life, with a change of 
size and arrangement which is a decided improvement. 


Mr. Mvyuzs Fenton has been considerably chaffed for saying the 


other day that the servants of the Metropolitan Railway should attend 


KUN. 
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to the “Three S’s’’—Safety, Signals, and Civility. It has been 
gravely objected that ‘‘ Civility ” does not begin with an 8 ; but surely 
that fact only makes the “Three S's’’ more like the “‘ Three R’s”’ 
which no doubt Mr. Fenton meant to parody. For the matter of that 
there's only one R really in ‘‘ Reading, Writing, and Arithmetic.”’ 

I nave just made the acquaintance of the Labour Circular, and the 
Association which publishes it—the ‘ Labour Registration Institute.”’ 
Its object is to provide employers of labour with servants, and to find 
employment for workers. The list of patrons contains names which 
are never lent idly or without inquiry, and the whole scheme seems 
carefully devised, and honestly carried out. In the present number of 
the Circular is an article on the Dorsetshire agricultural labourer, 
which gives a clear and fair statement of the position of one of the 
most underpaid and worst looked-after class in all our rustic population. 


‘HEAR! HEAR!” 


“Dr. H. R. Smith, of Louisville, claims to have established the truth of the 
theory that animals found in the Mammoth Caves of Kentucky are not only without 
a trace of the optic nerve, but are also destitute of the sense of hearing.’”’— 
American Paper. 

In old Kentucky’s Mammoth Caves, 
All things that owe their birth and rearing 
To those recesses, dark as graves, 
Are born without the sense of hearing. 
With such strange sounds one’s ears are torn, 
I sometimes think it had been lucky, 
Had I within your shade been born, 
Oh, Mammoth Caverns of Kentucky ! 


When men on politics declaim, 
And yet know naught at all about ’em, 
And prose for hours in language tame, 
Or, having strong opinions, shout ’em. 
When at all Governments on earth 
They rush in manner run-a-mucky, 
I wish that you had given me birth, 
Oh, Mammoth Caverns of Kentucky ! 


At concerts where the public’s pets 
Sing CLaRIREL’s unmeaning twaddle, 
Or where shrill schoolgirls, shriek duets 
In tones that pierce the thickest noddle, 
Or when a solo on the horn 
Some youth attempts, less skilled than » lucky, 
I wish I had in you been born, 
Oh, Mammoth Caverns of Kentuclry ! 


And when my better-half begins 
Her catalogue of wrongs domestic, 
And makes the measure of my sins 
Acatalectic anapestic ;— 
I love you well, my precious wife, 
But sometimes I do wish, my ducky, 
That [ could say I first saw life 
In Mammoth Caverns of Kentucky ! 


So many sounds one’s hearing vex, 

Loud, long, lugubrious, deep, or shrilly, 
And with discordant noise perplex 

One’s brains, until they drive one silly ; 
That oft I cry, “‘ How blest is he, 

How far beyond his fellows lucky, 
Who boasts his natal spot to be 

The Mammoth Caverns of Kentucky !”’ 


Tall Telegraphy. 

At the risk of beirg accused of cynicism, we will candidly expostu- 
late with our clever contemporary, the Daily Telegraph, not on its 
being ‘“‘impulsive,’’ but on the peculiar tone of its impulsiveness. A 
little mortified by the sneers of the worldlings, the artless moralist of 
Peterborough Court, “thanks goodness” that the quality ‘“‘ which 
the cynics call ‘gushing’ is not dead yet, or Matitpa Grices might 
have rotted in Chelmsford gaol.’’ Isit really cynical to protest against 
the false sentiment of such exaggerated phraseology as this? Rotting 
in Chelmsford gaol, forsooth! How long would a prisoner have to 
lie in a gaol ere he rot? Chelmsford must have been sadly overlooked 
by the inspectors of prisons if Miss GricGs, or any other captive 
there, has been in danger of incurring a disease which is mostly con- 
fined to sheep. Itis the merest “rot” to rave and rant after the 


fashion sometimes affected by the Telegraph. 


A PUN, BY OUR PARISIAN. 
Tue Huse or Lire :—O-live oil. 
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THE EXCHANGE. 


[We are compelled to repeat ‘The Exchange” column once ' 
overwhelmed with applications for admission. | more, being 
REGULATIONS, 
1.—No advertisement must be more than five six ini : : 
paptismal certificate, and the date of its last venliodon aes deat inane 


case. 
aawketiolesintended for exchange should be-sentin open envelopes, in order that 


thedizor may help himself to anything he takes fancy | : 
sender should be posted up on the door of the caries oe spate: address 
publicationally for necessity, but as the good faith of a guarantee " 
»3,—Wine,. beer, and spirits must not be sent by post unlessvenclased in vessels of 
somesort. If forwarded loose it might run out, and, besides, it demoralise: the 
postman. Ants’-nests—we are compelledi.by bitter experienee to add—must not be 
gentito the office, 80, Fleet-stveet, but should be forwarded direct to their destination 
Then _ wee = we liveitigers, and nitro-glycerine. " 
o advertisement offeringamexchange of fisticuffs, vituperati i 
eretorts uncourteous will be inserted. »Any artieleof the sort vent toteeamne ail 
‘be returned, and interest charged atithe rate oftfive annums per cent. 


Gast.—I have:a cast in myrright e. Should be gla 
it forone in the. left, or one frais —-Senev iaeion. new 
‘Warcu.—I have a watch whichkeeps very bad time. Shall be 

snappy to nee it ve a ee — Bawits. 
_ QuaDRILLE.—I wantemght:guaranteed black-beetles, that can dance 
‘the Caledonians.or Manears. i beamdffer a chest of drawers or a paper- 


ace 
Cr twiillxanybody -give me for a steel crinoline ? 
Wouldidomiebly.4e¢rain convolvalusor canary creeper over. I should 


like.jewsleryinmexchange.—O. 

Bax-—tThhave avwery handy; goodsized»bandbox, with the bottom 
outgéhersides»broken, and theiliddost. \Whabewill any one give me for 

“it? [Eshould:prefer poultry, or.a:pair Ofponies.— JULIA. 

Puano.—+Bor my perfectly:new: dndiansrubber American overshoes I 
want.appiandforte. Ixam openito. offers;however, and might turn a 
birdsorgan,overin mynmind.before refasing.—-B. 

_Swanzs.—Thhave a rooted.antipathy tocanakes.arnd.amestate in fee 
simplédnielpie Island. Lamanxious to exchange dither or both. I 
oem holiday at \theend oftithe. year.—CryiL 

ERVIGE. : 

Secrutarysmp,— DLhave the seoretaryship ofa doint Stock Company 
(Limited), thatde:goingto the:degs:as fast.as it-ean. ~Should be happy 
to exchangeiitifomaifrec -admissiontto: Purgatory;the Black Hole at 
Calcutta, or theedls6fthe Inquisition.—'W oxnazp 1. 

Buitpinc.—I" havea very elegant:castle in theair. I would with 
pleasure give a sketch of the ground plan and elevation in exchange 
fer a site for it somewhere in the Midland Counties.— Visions. 

Sewinc Macuins.—I have a tame cabbage which follows me up 
and down the garden like a dog, and comes to a whistle. I don’t mind 
taking one of WHEBLER AND Wixson’s Sewing Machines in exchange. 

NIP. 

Various.—I have nothing in the world but what I stand up in, 
and I want pretty nearly everything you can think of, but have 
nothing to give in exchange. I should prefer a reform of our Poor 

w.—PavuPER. 

MiscetLangovs.—I have a whole lot of things from a freehold villa 
and a wife with independent means down to sixpenn’orth of muffins, 
anda kettle-holder. I am ready to exchange any of them for any- 
thing of greater value. The kettle-holder or mufiins I would part 
with for a diamond ring, or a set of pearl studs. The house I’d take 
six mansions in Park Lane for, and any one may have the wife for the 
trouble of fetching.—A. Bxueur. 




























FROM OUR STALL. 


Tae revival of The Octoroon at the Pri ; 
v on 8 Princess's appears to be a s: 

ot tho anne nana had justice done to it in 1861 on its be eten 
WEE evans. catablisheney and supers were not the strong points of Mr. 
enough: Adelphi shment at that period. Adelphi guests were bad 
ae elisa ¢ niggers were almost insupportable; and the Adelphi 
O ails 38 of those days must linger yet in the bitter memory of 
a playgoers. AAt the Princess's, Mr. Bovcicavutt has obtained 

comman of most: effective materials, and has employed them like 
- org Mr.’ Lioymgives us two or three very pretty pictures; one 
7 = ese, vcetle ieee seneenge-wis miserably marred through 

rtain cay uiged in by the sun. The stage is left empty tor 
Some time in order that the gradual ascent of that lumi 
duly gloated over by the front of the house. Directly te 
enters, and proceeds’ to explain by pantomime that he has discovered 
the course taken by McClosky, the suncomes.to an anchor, and remains 
as fixed .as it remained at the command of \Josuua. Poor AxteMus 
Waap found fault with:his “moonist” at the Egyptian Hall, surely 
the ‘‘sunnist’’ of the! Pxincess's is equally to blame. ‘This:is about 
the only fault we have o.complain of in thescenic accessories of The 
Octoroon. Its performanceids. in many instanees a great improvement 
on the original (that is to say,:the original Baglish) one. Mr. Dion 
Bovcicavuutr plays the almest;pantomimic~ part of Wah-na-tee with 
consummate finish ; the digmity-and self-restraint of the Indian warrior 
are admirably indicated. “Mr. Joun S. Chanes—pray, reader, don’t 
confound him with Joun Crarke@-0f the Strand, Prince of Wales's, 
and Adelphi, or you mix upa couple: 6f :actorswho: are sufficiently 
strong to stand on their own respective celebrities~is the Salem 
Scudder, and represents him with delightful geniality, and occasionally 
with forcible enthusiasm. Weare far from satisfied:with Mr. Vinio’s 
McClosky ; in fact, we never thought Mra. Emery a really great.actor 
until we had seen Mr. Viyino attempt one of Mr. Emerws bastyparts. 
The pauses in' McClosky’s dialogue are filled up at the Princess’s«with 
sounds that resemble the utterances of a distressed billy-goat. ’ Mn. 
Dan Lezson iis a splendid negro; and Muses. G. Nuvitte, 
Maciean, and Forrester play wminor pparts vefficiently. Mus. 
Bovcicautt is a graceful and 4 ioniel Eke : MMases Henrietta 
Sms has been expressly en for the:charanter of Dora Sunny- 
side ; and Miss Racue. Sanesrumakema livel yaatidyprettymegro-boy. 
a Princess’s orchestra deseryvesaanvemphatic: wordvéfcoomme»nda- 

ion. 

A little bit of extravagance, clumsilyand slangily entitled Mne* too 
Many for Him, has proved moderately successful, at the Olympic. The 
plot—probably French—is not bad; the dialogue—decidedly English 
—is not good. The entire liveliness of the writing appears to be con- 





course, this mercurial comedian plays with excessive spirit; on the 
strength of his artistic make-up he might ride in an omnibus from 
Bow to Bayswater vis-d-vis with his dearest friend and boldly defy 
identification. Mr. AsHiey shows a good deal of fun, and Miss E. 
FarreN—who, asa pert and pretty maid-servant, invites a kiss, and 
to the eternal discredit of the male sex, fails to obtain it—lends an 
animation of her own to some rather dull speeches provided by the 
author. The entertainment at this theatre has been too long of late. 
When shall we succeed in convincing managers that three picces are 
sufficient for an evening’s programme? ‘he churchyards yawn, 
according to Hamlet, at midnight; London audiences begin to do it 
an hour earlier. Every well-conducted curtain should come down at 
eleven o’clock, 

The benefit of Mr. Turrrn, the courteous and obliging box-office- 
keeper of the Haymarket Theatre takes place this evening (Wednesday) ; 
and a very good programme is drawn up for the performance, including, 
among other attractions, David Garrick and Box and Voz. We have a 








The Why and Because. 


Ir is pretty generally understood that one of the reasons why we 
are going to war with Tuzoporz is, that a letter of his was addressed 
to the Queen, sent through Consut Cameron—and left unanswered. 
What became of the letter? The Unper-Seceetary FoR ForgIGN 
Arrarxs stated in the House that he knew nothing about it, nor did 
Eart Ruesety. A search was made, and the letter witha memorandum 
of Eart Russex1’'s on it at last was discovered—and here's the expla- 
nation as given by the London and China Mail :-— 

“It was sent simply to be looked at, and was left on a particular spot on Mr. 


Kaye's desk, whence it was put into a pigeon-hole, where it remained unnoticed, 
cause the Foreign Office did not want it; but when it was asked for 1t was taken 


from the pigeon-hole and duly handed over.” 

If anybody wishes to know any more, he had better inquire for him- 
self. If he inquires how the letter came to be overlooked, the obvious 
answer will be “ Be-Kaye’s it was!” 

Re aeaieeenienncnntenel 
A Philosophical Reflection from a Polished Stove. 
Pzorte who are always abusing those, whose eminence subjects 

hem to the public gaze, are only showing they have the minds of 
menials, since their delight is in blackening the great. 


rere eee | 


produced Robinson Crusoe last year, and we heartily wish him a crowded 
house and a full treasury. 


GREAT FERMENTATION IN CHINA. 


‘‘ Beer has been successfuliy brewed at Shanghai.” —Reuter’s 
Telegrams. 

For “the cup that cheers,” in spite of your jeers, 
{ shall never be loth to speak up; 

But I thought till to-day, in the land of Cathay, 
That the cup, so famed, was a tea-cup. 

The only brew John Chinaman knew, 
I'd have wagered a pound of Hyson, 

Was the tea uf that ilk, which, with sugar and milk, 
Is a pleasantly negatived p'ison. 

But it seems that a geat, from Burton-on-Trent, 
Connected with one of the ale-men, 

Bass, ALLsopr, or Sau, the uses of malt 
Has imparted un-fo the pig-tail-men. 
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centrated on a soliloquy for Mr. Cuartes Matuews. Asa matter of | 


lively remembrance of Mr. Twrrin’s kind aid and advice when we | 
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THE ROMAN QUESTION. 


Aspiring Amateur :—“ Herr, I say, Moses, I want A RoMAN DRESS TO PLAY Brutus In!” 
Matter-of-fact Costumicr :—“ Anem! Don’t you THINK YOU'D BETTER HAVE A ROMAN NOSE AS WELL?’ 








’ Again will our Osporne be witty, 
THE SONG OF ST. STEPHEN'S. Dio Mowonudiien heats and 4s: 
By an M.P. And Goscuen will come from the City, 
Once more we've come up for the Session, And Watrons from piping his eye. 
Our duties unable to shirk, And CranpornE will still be sarcastic, 
And politics prove a profession, And Latin come glibly from Lowe; 
Involving a good deal of work. Conservative views will be plastic, 
Our labour there’s nobody pities, And change in the face of the foe. 
And many a critic condemns, Again Tue O' Donoocuve’s chatter 
While we slave upon stupid committees, Will tell of Hibernian wrongs ; 
In rooms by malodorous Thames, And the House, scarcely meaning to flatter, 


Le W f a 
Last year i iadatiiecal Gcintiwes, Will call on its Wuattey for songs 


The Tory veer'd round to the Rad. 

The squires thought their treatment was scurvy, 
And vowed we were gone to the bad. 

But Dizzy has told us strange stories 
Since that, and in Edinburgh said 

It was just education the Tories While Wuits sits serene at the door ; 
Had need of, to go where he led. ’Neath the reign of our Derny and Dizzy 


| 
Again will each partisan journal 
Again will the voice of the Speaker, The Session’s upon us once more. ~:+39} 


Give all of us merited rubs, 
And still in a dribble diurnal 

Will come all the chat of the clubs. 
Again will the lobby be busy, 


Be heard ’mid the din of debate, 
When members once snubb'd have grown meeker 
And vanish’d to dinner at eight. 
And most men will follow their party, 
Whatever that party may be, 
With faith that’s unreasoning and hearty— 
The boast of a British M.P. 


Our Dizzy will come with his figures, 
And Guapsrons with classical sneers ; 

And Mix who's such nuts upon niggers, 

And Baricur so disdainful of peers. 


To be Seen Through at a Glance. 


Say what you will, we question if there is anything that will make 
a more lasting impression on woman’s heart than a handsome Valentine 
—we saw one the other day that had positively made a hole in a 
sovereign, 





SHAKESPEARE’'S IDEA OF ECONOMY. 


“A Tanner will last you some nine year ! !"” 
Hamlet, Act iv. Scene 1. 
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AS ANY OTHER PARTY, LEAGUE, CO-OPERATI 


GIVE YOUR ORDERS AND PAY IN CASH 
THEMSELVES.” 


Deenes to Mrs. Britannia :— 
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MRS. BROWN IN AMERICA 


| 
| 
| On THE Ratt. 
| Wuen we got in the train the cold of them carriages, as is that large 
| ty old fifty passengers was awful, and ther stoves not lighted, as is 
| obligated for to be, tho’ ’ighly dangerous, an i was the death of them 
poor creeturs a8 rolled over the bank all in flames, but the ’Merrykins 
ig light-’arted lot and didn’t seem to think no more on it than 
ink. 
* sure the way as we went on a-bumpin’ and a-lumpin’ was 
| mough to knock the breath out of your body, and that party as ’ad 
"took the brandy so free, she couldn t set up for ’er ‘ead bein’ that bad, 
'g’ad a carpet bag along with ’er as she clung to werry tight. Well, 
"what with the cold, and not gettin’ nothink proper for to eat nor to 
drink all day, I was that dreadful knocked up as I could not 
‘ardly set up myself, and ’ad to change them cars, as they calls ’em, 
constant, as ain’t no more cars than I am, with the step up to them that 
‘igh as get up I could not, but for three gentlemen as werry nigh 
wled me in ’arf a-draggin’ at me. 
Well that party as ‘ad took my brandy as I wouldn't notice no 
more, when a-findin’ ’er out in such a awful falsehood, she was a-bein’ 
pulled up arter me, for the rail-road dont stop at no platform like a 
' Christian country, and if they didn’t take and let ’er carpet-bag drop, 
as were bein’ ’anded to er; she come and sat down near me, and I see 
areg’lar pool a runnin’ from that carpet-bag, with a tremenjous smell 
of sperrits, but didn’t take no notice, when all on a sudden she gives 
_astartand says, “Oh my bottle;” and if she ’adn’t ’ad a bottle of whiskey 
‘all the while of er own in that bag as ’ad got broke with the fall, not 
as I blamed ’er for gettin’ a drop of brandy out of me, for of all the 
beastly stuff as ever I did taste it’s that whiskey, as Burbun is the 
‘Merrvkin for, and no wonder, as burns their insides out and turns ’em 
a yaller as a guinea in no time. 
| Ididn’t say a word nor take no notice for I was more dead than 


| tlive, and as night were a-comin’ on agin I asks if I could ’ave one of 
them sleepin’ cars, as they said I could arter supper, and a nice supper 


_ itwere as we got about seven, a bit of steak as ’ard as a ’alter as 
| the sayin’ is, and a few ’taters’ and tea as cat-lap is the name for it, 
| with cake and treacle, and bread and cheese as they eats with happle- 
| pleand not a drop of nothink to comfort anyone. 
| 80 I gets into the sleepin’ car too tired for to ask no questions, and 
was that glad to lay down as I paid the young man two dollars for, and 
-téked no questions and we was soon a-jogglin’ on wiolent when a man 
| with a lamp come along and says, “ Your ticket.” 
So I give it ’im. and he says “you're in the wrong train and must pay 
over agin.” 
I says, “Ow is that ?”” 
. my. he says “this is a goin’ to Boston.” 
_ Well I says then 1’)1 go to Boston, and pays the money and drops 
Off In @ instant, for dogs ain’t nothink to the tired as I were, and slep 
thro’ all that racket till next mornin’ as found me in Boston, as they 
calls it, though a place as is in England, for Brown ’ave been there as 
# werry ridiculous in the ‘Merry kins a-namin’ all the places the same, 
+ ust cause confusion to the postman, as can’t know where to deliver 
ae ‘eters. Jest the same as Mus. Situ as went and christened aller 
“ght the same names as their aunts and uncles, and says, “Oh they’re 
family names as all the cousins is called the same’’ so whena letter 
vme a savin’ as Peter SamitH were dead in London none on ’em 
knowed which he were. 
__1don’t know where I should ’ave got to at Boston but fora old 
| Poyeleman in the train as spoke to me werry friendly, and stopped the 
Mer from cheatin’ me out of some Canady money, as is worth a deal 
Tore than ’Merrykin, anid if that old gentleman didn’t take me to a 
| Werry nice, quiet ‘ouse, where a Jady took me in for to oblige ’im, and 
ts lucky as I got there, for the snow fell more deeper than ever, and 
sa paery as I wasn’t at that farm-’ouse, as we should ’ave all been 
| *SMarved at. 










|, It’s werry sing’ lar’ ow them ’Merrykins live, and don’t seem to care to 
| ave a’ome of their own, but likes them boardin’-ouses, as comes a 
| spaaper than ’ousekeepin’, and certingly that lady in the name of 
Daty did ‘er duty by them, as kep’ a good table, and no nonsense 
| ean, but give me a drop of brandy in my tea, as brought the life 
into me. 
| I was dreadful put out for to think as I was ever £0 far off _Browy, 
T ée im p'raps a-dyin’ ; but the trains wasn’t runnin’, and so in course 
not be, and for two days I were kep’ in Boston, as Mrs. Daty 
me was jest like England, when you could see it, as in course you 
ould = With the snow five feet deep, and everyone a-goin’ about in 
lays, 
', So there I ’ad to stop and couldn’t see nothink, as I should like to 
n’ seen the battle of Bunkum-’ill, as was fought close by, as Mxs. 
LY 8 grandfather ’ad been left for dead with a bagginet right tinge’ 
» 88 che ’ad a-’angin’ over ’is picter, as ’ad lost a eye thro’ a red- 0 


f a8 mischeevous boy ’ad poked right thro’ it, and never the | 


—————— OO Oe 












back agin with Brown, 
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same man agir, tho’ spared over eighty, and well remembered ( FENERAL 
WasuHINTUp, as were called the father of ’is country, and married a 
widder lady with two children, as there were a picter on a-’angin’ in 
the room as I slep’ in, as he had give ’er grandfather ’isself, and should 
ave been worrited to death about Brown, only a young gentleman as 
were a-belongin’ to the Telegraph boarded with Mas. Daty, as put me 
up to the Telegraph, and got an answer back within the ‘our, a-sayin’ 
as he were all right, as [ says must be foolishness, for he was that bad 
as nearly frightened me to death three days ago; but in course the 
Telegraph didn’t know nothink about that, and glad I was to ’ear as 
the line were clear for the train next mornin’, and off [ was at ’arf-past 
eight, as is a werry nice train, but a long journey, as only stopped 
ot for a — and re . New York by five o'clock, with the snow 
up to your middie, and took me werry near as long for to get ‘ome to 
Brooklyn, as is at Mrs. SxrpMorr’s, as it ’ad to Sollie all the journey, 
and if os aoa Brown a-settin’ a-smokin’ ’is pipe as cool as a 
cucumber, as the sayin’ is. 

“Well,” I says, “this is pretty goin’s on, a-bringin’ me from the 
world’s end, as meant to stop for the christenin’ to soothe your dyin’ 
moments, and then to find you a-smokin’ as if nothink ‘ad ‘appened.” 
“Well,” he says, “no more nothink aint ’appened.” 

I says, “Didn’t you write Joz word as you was werry bad, and 
gettin’ worse.” ‘ No,” he says, “never. All I wrote was ‘don't let 
your mother ’urry ’ome for its gettin’ bad and will soon be 
worse.’ ”’ 

“Well, then,” I says, ‘ you didn’t write nothink of the sort for I’ve 
got your letter in my pocket, leastways, in my bag, and I'll show it you 
by-and-by.” And so I did when I was more myself, and if he hadn't 
been and left out “don’t’’ with a blot over “its” as both Jor and me 
read for ‘Iam.’ I never see Brown more took aback or put out, and 
tho’ he didn’t say much, I seeas he were pleased to see me a-comin’ 
thro’ fire and water like to nuss ‘im, as I’m thankful as he didn’t stand 
in no need on; but I do think as sich another journey would be the 
hend of me, and tho’ Brown says as he’s a-makin’ money ’ere, I must 
say as itain’t a place as I takes to at all; where you may go about and 
find yourself cut off from a drop of drink, jest thro a-goin’ a few 
miles, as is ’ighly dangerous for them as is subject to sudden cramps 
as might cut you off in a instant, and is no better than murder to deny 
anyone a drop of brandy, as ‘ave saved many a life, tho’ no doubt 
there is parties as ‘ave drunk theirselves into the grave, but that ain't 
no.reason why others should be denied in moderation what is needful 
for the ’ealth, as I’m sure Mrs. Wenster, as were J ANE CaULDWELL, 
wouldn’t be alive and the mother of seven nowif I ’adn't dropped 
brandy down her throat with a quill, and her jaws set and her eyes 
fixed in typhus fever when only seventeen, and ’er own mother a-sayin 
to me “Don’t torment ’er but let ’er die in peace,”’ as my words was, 
‘‘ While there’s life there’s hope,”’ as proved true, for she was asked in 
Church that werry timie two years, anda good match too when you 
comes to consider as the tripe-and-trotter is a ready money business, 
partikler with ’ot sheeps’ ’eads throwed in of a Saturday night as isn't 
things I ever took to, tho’ I knowed a family as were of the Scotch 
persuasion as did used to make broth with’em, and burn the wool off 
as made it taste for all the world like tops of pens as our Jog did used 
to burn in the candle, and call 7 roast beef, as [ pretty soon put a stop 

’ not a-bearin’ the smell. 3 
1 phar a-not-allowin’ a drop of brandy to be sold Ae 
bring on murder some day, as is sure to be found out, though p’rhaps 
too late, as were the case with that willin as murdered the Maks’Es, 
and never brought ’ome to ’im till he'd been and ‘ung isself in eon 
as showed ’is guilt, as must bea awful thing to ‘ave on rome ™ , 
and so I told Mrs. Skrpmors’s own brother, as is one of : em » 
totalers, as I told him “If you likes water, stick to it,” as I'm arab 
he'd drunk less on it, and used a little more to ‘is face and ands, w oe - 
’ave done ’im no ’arm, as pretty nigh drove me mad ™ pom 38 ru i 
a-goin’ on a-sayin’ as all drinks was the works of the devil, as we di 

ur faces agin. a ' 
onges fe trem “that? s what I do, I sets my face agin it «+ neoiee ; 
drink it,’’ and if he didn’t say as I were a reprobate, an an ~ 
‘ouse in a uff. But it come ome ua for a ve Sees oo Ar 
" ite insensible, as policeman sal ‘ 
Soe _ es he ’adn’t touched a drop S paren — monane 
he was p'isoned and was a-goin to use the s mich-f Soe 
; i llowed as he ’ad took jest a drop by 
brought him to his senses, and a hvghodayy metre yA J 
order of the doctor, but never come near me no Ae ipod satan 

? hich is a character as I looks down on, t 0 fol 
be oe as is overtook in a fault, . . =~ a” sg on 
the state of the stomich, for I pl yah : , ie rach Sel oan 
least thing would upset me, as om for me, and no onedidn’t ought to 
take my share, as much a3 ” ge “a 7% blood, asia liable to fanlks, 
ee aay nthe on another, for them as ‘olds their ‘eads 
and didn’t ought to be ‘ardest knocks. But.glad I was to be 
the ‘ighest is sun: ee "lonesome work oe about alone, 


partikler for anyone as is a fieldmale and middle-age 
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FOUR WHEELER FOR WO-0H. 


We were at the horse-flesh banquet at the Langham Hotel on the 
6th inst. It was the thing to do, and we are very glad it is done; for 
though it was not exactly, as Tom Incotpssy wrote of an execution, 
“a thing to shudder at, not to see,’’ we cannot end-’orse the opinion 
that horse-flesh is likely to become a pal-at-table, or a stable article of 
food. There were three horses in the carte :—the career of one had been 
cut short at the age of four years, the others were immolated at the 

| respective agés of twenty and twenty-two. Grace having been said 
_ in a voice anything but hoarse, the soup was first put upon the table— 
| not hock-stale, but “consommée”’ of horse, and “‘ purée”’ of charger. 
These, notwithstanding a slight soupcon of an unusual flavour, were 
decidedly good. Salmon and soles dressed with sauces of equine origin 
_ followed, and were succeeded as hors d’euvres, by horse sausages and 
horse-liver patties. The first of these was, to our taste, the best pre- 
paration of all—the real flavour of the meat being thusmostsuccessfully 
disguised. But soon the mask was thrown off—horse steaks au naturel 
| were set before the company, and then came “the tug of war.” Men 
+ looked up at the white horses’ heads which were affixed to the walls 
| of the room, and which in return looked down reproachfully, and 
seemed to veto the proceedings with a silent “Nay, Neigh!” They 
evidently possessed the same powers as their brethren of the channel 
between Folkestone and Boulogne, and in spite of rallying cries of 
encou ent—such as “Go at it, sir! The more you look the less 
you'll like it” “ Put the spurs into him, sir,” &c., many of the guests 
**craned” at their plates. A baron of horse brought in on the shoulders 
of four cooks, and preceded by a herald proclaiming it with sound of 
trumpet, “ The roast beef of Old England” -proved a veritable pidce de 
résistance, with which none but a stomach as strong as that of an 
ostrich could contend, and when a facetious gentleman was heard to call 
to the waiter to “ bring another penn’orth,” the allusion to the skewer 
made his neighbours look “ more askewer still.” Mr. Franx BucKLAND 
contributed to the dinner a bear’sham. “ Bearand for-bear” appeared 
to be everyone's motto; for it was so highly appreciated that in five 
minutes nothing of it but bare bones remained. . 
Seriously, we went to the banquet of horseflesh p to enjoy it, 
and believing that an undue prejudice existed in its disfavour, but we 
must honestly say we did not like it, and we doubt if it will ever come 
into general use as an article of food. 














Oh, Pickles ! 


WE are none of us safe at any time from the blandishments ut pretty 
girls, but when in addition to their ordinary charms, they add such a 
temptation as the following, who is safe P— 


ro INDIAN OFFICERS and others.—The widow of a naval officer is desirous of 

meeting with a gentleman to BOARD with her. She has lived long in India, 
and is accustomed to making curries and other Indian dishes. Terms moderate.— 
Address, etc. 

Oh! dear delightful widow with an aching heart and a turn for 
making curries, no terms would be too extravagant in which to address 
you! Cruel, irritating widow, it was indeed sly of you in one breath 
to appeal to both the heart and the stomach! May you be happy with 
your Indian officer “‘ and others,’’ only for pity’s sake, what with your 
caresses and your curries, don’t make the place too hot to hold them! 


Founded on Fact. 

An acute observer of the habits of the feathered tribe has remarked 
that on Valentine’s Day the chorus of sparrow-bills twittering in the 
trees is invariably accompanied by a brisk clinking of sparables in the 
boots of the postmen. 


What, Indeed ? 

One would have thought that the friends of the brute who tried all 
he knew to murder Matitpa Grices, would never have let that poor 
girl be thrust into a prison. Still, War-Kin you expect from the 
belongings of such a brute ? 


Literary Note. 


Ir is rumoured, without the slightest foundation, that Mz. HzrwortH 
Drxon is about to publish a second edition of Spiritual Wives, dedi- 
cated to Lorp Wittovensy p’Eressy and Sir Gipgon CULLING 
EarDLey. 





Hard to Bear, Indeed ! 
To a certain extent the character of a man may undoubtedly be 
told by his handwriting. You may be sure that no one of a humane 
disposition would bear hard—even on his pen. 
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THE LAY OF THE LORDLINGS. | 
"Waar matter how caddish and mean we appear— | 
Let the Zimes and the Telegraph shrick— | 
‘Tis jolly enough with our thousands a year, 
And brandies—how many a week ? 
They say we are silly and shaky all day, | 
And tumble in tipsy to bed, 
| We gamble and borrow and cheat at our play, 
Who cares—we are gentlemen bred! | 
| 


Folks talk about women as if we were bound 
To the chivalric days of the past ; 

We want them, like fillies, all warranted sound, 
And up to their fences, and fast! 

We can run them a season or so for “a pot.’ 
Bah! the days of devotion are dead; 

For after a time we can pension the lot, 
They know—we are gentlemen bred. 


They tell us to look in the windows of Sams, 
At the bucks of the polished eld school; 
They prate of the honour and courtesy-crams ; | 
Why, a man with a stock is a fool. | 
We have copied the music-hall pattern of coat, 
The hat stuck askew on the head, 
With jockeys and grooms we can row in the boat, 
For we are all gentlemen bred. 


_ In these twopenny-halfpenny days of the press, 
| _ Weare pointed at day after day, 

| Ifaman commits bigamy, gets in a mess 

| _Inamean and contemptible way, | 
| Unless we can manage to mend and reflect, 

In these days of reform, it is said 

No duffer will hold us in any respect, | 
| Although we are gentlemen bred. | 


qc A 








! A Brute. } 
| Ory Scrazrrr had strictly interdicted the delivery of | 
all Valentines within his family circle. The postman 
bringing: one for his favourite daughter Parry—poor 
gi she couldn’t help it (she wouldn’t if she could), he 
eliberately chucked her— out of window ?—ch dear | 
00! underthe chin ! | 


a ereneerseeceeceneensereseceremmemnesneseemnmtnmnsntnamnnieeseeeenseee ee 
Education and Art. Aushwers to Correspondents, 


‘ AN article on education in the Photographic News winds up with, 
Oh, for a large-heart art-teacher.’”’ Pending the arrival of that} [We ean take no notice of communications with illegible signatures or 
gentleman, will an ordinary schoo)master do for the writer of the | monograms. Correspondents will do well to send their real names and 
paper? If so, there would be plenty of work for the pedagogue. He | addresses as guarantees. We cannot undertake to return unaccepted MSS. 

or Sketches, unless they are accompanied by a stamped and directed 





DECORATIVE ART. 


DeEsiGN FoR A Drinxine Fountars—By J. Frost. 





might point © i ais 
“ ay wy the grammatical error of such s sentence as envelope: but we cannot enter into correspondence regarding them, nor do 

barri de grey-bearded notion that education for the masses were broadswords, we hold ourselves responsible for loss. 
Cades, and revolution concealed in sheep’s clothing.” Y. Z. sends us the old joke about “mar-malade,” with a new joke 


A notion with a grey beard is funny enough, but a barricade in sheep’s | attached to it in the form of a note :—‘ Malade in French means sick.” 
E. Nur is not as good as a feast—though he’s as bad as almost anything. 


othing is eo comical, that the schoolmaster might venture to gay, | , 
e's ink nonsen se,” without any fear of “ arling a shaft of timid | . i eg em St write hobbling verse about GARIBALDI—its not 
: ” : edom, 16 8 ail y. 
“ploddis : neenet 0 a tho plodding onpens. He might aleo toll the | Tae Mac.—The frescos in the House are by Mr. E. M. Warp. 
anaes ng student”’ that the Messiah is not one of the heaven-born DaGMAaR.—We are sorry for your ignorance; you quite misunderstand 
“OF ies of Hanprx; and finally he might object to the sentence, ue. but we ore oot oururiond. 
the two, the pupil is the most rational,’ that nothing can be the | “"t; 7 HW- you have given us not only aches, but pains with your 


most rational of two—it might be more rational. And so might the | sanreclatinn doanerel. . 
» We quote. D. (Darlington).—Good ; but we mustn’t publish it. 
| CANTAB can’t’aba chance of distinguishing himself in our columns. 


isti i i ; | Esor.—If we printed you, you would become an Isor. 
A Distinction without a Difference. | Penner eee - 
Your “ Bachelor’s Hobbies’ must suffer from 


A A CONTEMPORARY, in its Roman letter, speaks of a ‘Count | J. C. (Oakley-square).—Y I E . 
Guards No Kornsempnorce, formerly an cfficer in the Prussian Foot | Jameness, they halt 0 abominably. We have “fired ’’ them—it was the 

uards, the story of whose quitting that service with his brother, on | best thing to be done for them. : ae | 
account of thelr shanty nactunnatine of the practice of duelling, made| C. W. W. (Sutherland-street).— Your old English is almost as bad as the 
# great noise in Europe some time ago.” His brother was naturalised | modern English of those you satirise. ‘th his “shallow” contribution. 





* i | COosSTERMONGER JOE may move on Wi 
C Seeaitien subject, entered the Imperial army, and fought at Sadowa | : ae eae fone Aeipo 
ut é land of his birth. Well, there is no accounting for tastes, | Feces Wak Guile te te Gare. 
his we mutt confess that we think the man who could fight against | Declined with thanke:—W. S., Cambridge; J. R., Southampton 
Dative land and his fellow-countrymen, exhibited unnecessary y yy |, Musselburgh; G. P., Marylebone-road ; +. ¥., Edinburgh ; 
pueamishness—to use no harsher term—in declining to fight a duel. | Den er eeu: BH, ow Hortb-reed; B. 1.; H. x. b. 
ve arrel with his country was a personal one—so would the duel | wits; M. McS., Westminster; Pointsman ; E. C. s., mbnote-s ret ; 
pave been—pbut in the latter instance, he would have fought only one | A, L., Westminster; H. N., wee 7 Te Bi, Eppes : 
gu ice caticaiare ich tad | C: Petar tas W. Belper ; H. G, Over-Darwen; A Con- 
stant Reader: J. T., Macclesfield; G. L. G., Liverpool; F. A. E., Green- 
| wi 3. G . W. J. R.; H.B.S.; S. W. 
wich; A. E. G., Dundee; J. B., Dundee; W. : 


eee 


Uszp Ur.— When it rains—an umbrella, 
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| A POSER. 


Facetious Gent :—“‘I say, LANDLORD; WHY WOULD IT BE IMPOSSIBLE TO 
AND A BLUE COAT WITH 
BECAUSE IT HA® NEITHER BODY NOR HEAD!” 


PUT THIS 8TOUT INTO A WHITE HAT, A BUFF VEST, 
BRASS BUTTONS? Give IT UP? 


| DARK MEETINGS. 


| The platform ef Christy Minstrelsy is again occupied by the full 
| Council assembled for the despatch of important business. 


Pomrry.—Well, Bones, have you considered the question which I 


| lately put before you ? 


_ Bonzgs.—Oh, yes; I’ve considered de question what you lately put 
_ afore me. 
|  Pompsy.—And what is your answer to that question, Bones ? 
| . Bonzs.—Didn't I told you, in de mose extinct craziology, dat I was 
tol’ably sluboobirous ? 

| Pompsy.—That was not the answer, Bones, to my principal 
| question. 

Bonzs.— Wasn't it ? 
|  Pompzy.—Certaioly not, Bones. 

Bonss.—Den it is now. 

_Pompzy.—Come, come, Bones; you will not refuse, I am sure, to 

_ give me your dogmatic and categorical opinion respecting the recent 


_Bonzs.—Won'tI? Dem’s de bery animals what I’m gwine to keep 
till somebody bids me too much for *em. 

Pomrsy.— Well, then, Bones; if you are determined on withholding 
your judgment respecting the recent legislative measure for the exten- 
sion of the franchise, I hope you will favour me with your views with 
regard to the general aspect of the political horizon. 

Bonzs.—H'yah, yah, yah! De political rising? It’s been put down. 

Pompsy.—Put down, Bones ? 

Bonzs.—Yes; by Sin Ricnarp Mayne. 

Pompsy.— Put down by Six Ricuarp Maynz, Bones? 


| 
| legislative measure for the extension of the franchise. 


Bonxzs.— Either him or de special constables, or de Home Secret’ y, or 
de Horse Guards, or Mu. Bearzs, or Lowy Daxsr, or Georcs FRANCIS 
Tratn, or Joun Bricut, or de Lonp Mayor, or de Common Council, 


or de Beadle of Westminster Abbey. 


a 
“¢inted by JUDD & GLASS, Pheniz Works, &. Andrew’s Gill, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Proprietor) by THOMAS BAKER at 80, Fleetestreet E.C.— 
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RHYMES OF THE RED BOOK. 


A nuyMe to the eye is a sound uttered dumbly, 
Which does not become such a surname as CHOLMONDELEY. 
Aro._o must lend us the light of a new sun 
Before we can pick up a rhyme to fit Levison. 
I lie on my back where the boughs over-arch banks, 
Attempting all day to set music to MasonrBanks ; 
And when I arise from the dreams that impinge on 
Success, I am still left in doubt about St. Joun. 
l The squarest of men in the roundest of holes 
=} Appears in the metrical mention of Knotuys. 
I'd almost be ready and willing to hug an 
Old Witch who would give me a rhyme for Capoaay ; 
. | And lately I learn what increases the ills 

I endure from the discord the Red Book that fills, 
That W11.1s is not pronounced WILLIs, but W1x1s. 


A DREADFUL CRUX. 


“ Auaustvs, love, when you depart 
To work, and oysters, desk and playtim> 
Your Sopuonssa’s sick at heart 
And weak and frightened all the daytime. 
You've talked of Fenian fire and spies, 
Plots, counterplots, and rowdy raving, 
Outside our door with these own eyes 
I saw three crosses on the paving.” 


“ Cease, pretty one, these wild alarms 
I can’t be here all day to watch you, 
But now, love, rush into these arms, 
Your special constable will catch you, 
Your spouse his labour never shirks, 
And ready is to walk his beat up, 
The crosses! Oh! Some Board of Works 
Intends, I think, to take our street up.”’ 


Pipe and Tabor. 


TENDER-HEARTED Newurz’s bosom is torn with the 
pangs of jealousy. Thinking of one very dear to her, 
far, far away in Abyssinia, she exclaims, with a flood 
of tears, ‘Suppose he were to fall in love with that 
horrid, odious, Den-o-ra-H Tasor!’’ Ne wure’s ideas 
of Abyssinia are evidently about as foggy as those of 
the public generally, from the War Office authorities, 
downwards. 


about. The subject of politics demands very serious attention, Bones, 
especially at the present time. We are on the eve, Bones, of a crisis 
which will need all the strength of the Government. Sagacity and 
firmness will be required, Bones, in a very high degree. Look at 
Fenianism, Bones. Look at the Irish Question as a whole, Bones. Look 
at the rights and the wrongs of the working-man, Bones. Has he got 
full measure, Bones, in his dealings with Parliament and the Ministry, 
on the question of Reform? Answer me, Bones, if you can. 
Bongs.—H’yah, yah, yah! Whew! 
Pomrery.—That reply, Bones, is of a character to induce the belief 
that you fail to understand my meaning. 
Bongs.—Quite possible! Ycu see, my dear Pompey, your language 
isso utterly destitute of anything like logical arrangem 2nt that, I confess, 
there is some difficulty in following you from one sentence to another. 
No sooner have you said “‘ Look at Fenianism”’—which is not a pretty 
object, I will allow—than you ask me to look at something else “as a 
whole,”’ theugh even a tenth part of it would require a deal of looking 
at, to see plainly and to note practically. Then, before [ have quite 
begun to look at this gigantic and complicated business, ‘‘ as a whole,” 
you cry out again, “ Oh, look there! See if there isn'ta working-man 


just gone by with all his rights and wrongs in a basket!” Which 
are his rights and which are his wrongs? Are his rights all right, and 
isn’t it very wrong that he should have any wrongs at all? Let us 


keep to one thing at a time,"my confused, but in all other respects 
estimable, Pompey. When I rattle tae symphonies to any of your 


_ charming songs, I don’t interpolate solo passages fur the bones from 
| the works of Bseruoven, HanpeL, Orrgensacu, Mozart, Faep Gop- 


PREY, and Dr. ARNE. i 
Pomrey.—I'll meet thee at the lane, love, when the clock strikes 


Bongs.—No, you don't. I've a bery particular engagement some- 


_where else, a long way off, eb'ry night you’re gwine dat way. 
Pompry.— Bones, I'm afraid you don’t know what you're talking | 


Et omnes cantant. 


Lonpon : February 22, 1868. 
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Design for a fresco in the Reformed House of Parliament. 


Joun Burt Hercurns destroying the Railway Hydra. 
ct | 


FROM OUR STALL. The German who wrote this drama has found a delightful hero in the 
¥ The Prince ‘of Wales's Theatre—Mr. T. W. Ronertson’s especial | @Phew of Ramaxv, immortalized by Divgror and written about so 
field of fame—adds another monosyllabic title to his list of successes, | Charmingly by Jutzs Janry. But the scamp’s christian name, if our 
There is in P/ay one unpardonable fault, and that is an utter want of | Memory be good for anything, was Bénigne-Octave and not Narcisse. 
attractiveness in the characters. Not a soul in the story appears to us t — matters very little ; the piece, one much too long, is mntanesting 
worth an atom of interest. The people are not pleasant enough to | > 4¢spite its atrocious falsifications o ey One pa in pose ar 
excite the least sympathy nor unpleasant enough to provoke a lively (where Narcisse questionsa Chinese tombo/aon theology an metaphysics, 
antipathy. ‘Ih ili : +. <, | making its head respond in what CarLyie would call the “everlasting 

pathy ere are millions of such people in the world, but it is a hs : 7 eee 
not to these col ; yes’’) is highly quaint and original. The da//et is a gigantic mistake, 
; ourless natures that the dramatist should hold the E d A pees Altec" ce AS Wier noose 
mirror up. Even the lovers in Play are young folks that we cannot | #/though fal ——, ae 7 = A - Pe llega eae 
Roe, about ;—Frank Price is a brave youth but a “ spooney,” and | * oe ae Fre iy b oL His features are expressive and his 
‘y 18 @ little darling but a goose. It is only as vehicles for the ate Se a, 2 ee. te 
i haps ef queint and crisp dialogue that the characters in this a oan raudibl 7a this fault is ao cues serious for occurring at a 
comedy entertain us: not what they do, but what they say, is in- ry oe be ok tha disieame. HE Wie to ee end 
teresting. In his talk the author is as brilliant and effective as ever ; we a Mae Te onast tes Huis toa here delhi Ble Ses 
ce pont qeote ® dosen bappy things that are entirely in the Robert- te aad ‘airing his elocution. Messrs. Farren, Fexnanpez, and 
oer veln and could scarcely have come from any other pen. An D: LTON are ve : respectable Of Miss Mitty Patmen’s acting ‘it is 
audience kept on the qui vive by the anticipation of these epigrams can diffieu! os ok aC. sufficient nraise. Her performance of Doris 
dily forgive some little shortcomings in the story. ‘Taken as a rane Maa a od can telecast ‘the 
Sonn , we should place Mm Honsnrson’s latest production above honours of the first night with Mr. BanpMann’s Narcisso. Muss 
| M “ly but below Ours and Caste. ‘The piece is admirably played. Herzenrt is an elegant Pompadour, and Miss Furrapo makes Madame 
BT eANCROFT, whose make-up is capital, shews us that he only wee dE inay so handsome and sprightly that Rovssgav’s affection for that 
fois, Parts to be a good actor. Mr. Hare has not much to do, but his la a7 titans a merit of taste though a fault in morals. 
B ed manner and clear delivery make a deal of a little. Mr. |") Ging Coynr's new comed y, The Woman of the World, is 
rite age has toned himself down considerably and is all the better lively in itself and made more lively by Mr. Cuaxtes Matuews, Mrs. 
it: Mr. H. J. Monracve plays with spirit. ‘The ladies are all that SqieLInc, Miss Lovrwa Sloons, and Miss E. Farrzy. The other 
_ be wished—Miss Marre Witton all grace and liveliness; Mrss rformeys have little to do: Mu. Asuugy gave effect to a not very 
DIA Foore all sweetness and sentiment; Mrs. Letcn Murray all ys oo ecading 
care and polish in a very ungrateful part. The scenery of Mz. Hawes | °"8 
Craven is highly effective. 
hate fey, °! Bavelers,  Brotanes at the Loam i on ovens Keep your Whip Still! 
. ” flavour about it that is agreeable. Cultiva Oo ue ; Oe kak 
Gas “— Pleasure in seeing such persons as Dipznot, D — a Ripe hisag to eer oar © i to eam that the next 
ess ensue. bneimay brought before them ; thease fe con: | aaa of hippophagists should be held at the Gnat Langham Hotel. 








Versation of that famous clique may turn out a little disappointing. 
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EDUCATION. 
Arn,—pitched in a Lowe key. 


Tur famous “ good time ’’ seems a-coming at last, 

There's a talk of great things for the whole population — 
A boon for the million—a benefit vast :— 

And that's Education—-and that’s Education ! 


The popular mind will no longer be waste, 
’T will soon reap the fruit of this great innovation 
(The Tories from Dizzy have had the first taste) — 
And that’s Education—and that’s Education ! 


The nob that is poor, and the snob that is rich, 
Will learn of their ‘‘h’’s the right aspiration ; 
And scribes will discover the sins of “and which ’’— 
And that's Education—and that’s Education! 


The man who sells music will stick to his shop, 
Not rush into print in a fit of vexation; | 

And long-winded parsons will know when to stop— 
And that’s Education—and that’s Education! 


Debates in the House will be brief and concise, 
And Wuatuey learn reason, and all—concentration ; 
Then Bricurt will take office, and Rorsvck advice— 
And that’s Education—and that’s Education! 


The verdicts of juries will always be sense, 
And coroner's law will not need explanation, 
And Jews will not haggle for ha’pence and pence— 
And that's Education—and that’s Education! 


Oh, the fools will feel wise! And the wise will feel fools! 
’T will result in a general equalization. 

They will pull down the prisons for sites for the schools— 
And that’s Education—Yes! That’s Education! 


Gown Calh. 


By Tne SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


(LY is it that the Dud- 
ley Gallery is so full 
of pictures by female 
artists? The ladies 
have an exhibition of 
theirown in Conduit- 
street, which should 
be supported by the 
sex —and especially 
by those who can 
paint fairly. Most 
of the ladies who cut 
but a poor figure in 
Piccadilly would 
‘stick fiery off in- 
deed”’ at their own 
gallery. The autho- 
rities of the Dudley 
Gallery err from ex- 
cessive gallantry, I 
have no doubt; but 
they lay themselves 
open to a charge of 
admitting inferior 
works to heighten 
the effect of their 
own pictures, and 
exclude those of 
rivals. The exhibi- 
oan is a apes one, 

, at . owever ; e best 

since the first—it might, possibly, have equalled that famous display 
had a li "more judgment been shown in excluding the weaker 
vessels. may seem severe on & sex we all admire; but the truth 
is that, though the ladies can do almost anything, they cannot be first- 
rate artists without a sound art education; and that they have not had 
the chance of obtaining. In the next generation this will be rectified, 
for Female Schools of Art are becoming plentiful. I ought to add 
that I have not forgotten that in Miss Epwarps and some other lady- 
astiots we have brilliant exceptions, proving the rule that I have laid 
wn. 
I wowpsx whether the new Parliament will do anything to amend 
the law of copyright. It wants reforming sadly. It is very capable of 
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| magazine, or of the proprietor of the article. 
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improvement, but it needs most of all to be made clear, definite, and 

| final. At present it is a legal muddle, which not seldom assists the 
rogue instead of the honest man ;—a thing which vague legislation is 
prone to do, in the most topsy-turvy fashion. What is worse still, 
perhaps, is that interested people give their own views of the law, 
which are swallowed whole by those affected with the general ignorance 
of the statutes. My attention was attracted the other day to an article 
in Beeton’s Journal, headed “ Copyrights and Copywrongs ’’—that title 
being plagiarised, by the way, from the well-known series of letters on 
Copyright by Tuomas Hoop. In the article I find @-propos of con- 
tributions to the periodicals the following paragraph :— 

None can reproduce these articles without the permission of the proprietor of the 

If no arrangement to the contrary 
has been made, the right remains with the proprietor of the periodical, and he can 
reproduce them in what form he pleases. 
Can he? Unfortunately, the law is, that if no arrangement has been 
made, neither proprietor nor writer can re-produce the article without 
the other’s permission. The proprietor cannot re-produce it in a new 
form, unless in the receipt which the author gives him, “‘the copyright”’ 
is specified as sold. The case of Woop v. Boosky throws more light 
on the splendid uncertainty and inadequacy of the Copyright law. 
Mr. Woop bought the English copyright of a certain opera. He 
published a pianoforte adaptation of it, which was the work, not of 
the composer who was dead, but of another musician employed by 
the composer’s representatives. He then registered the adaptation of 
the opera, not unnaturally, in the name of the composer. Mr. Boosry 
published the adaptation, too; and the parties went to law. One would 
suppose that equitably Mr. Woop would win the day, but not a bit of 
it! The court ruled that the music should have been registered.as the 
adapter’s work,—in other words ignored the composer’s copyright and 
recognised the arrangement! No wonder the Lord Chief Baron, who 
confirmed this judgment in appeal expressed his regret at being obliged 
to do so! That legal right should be diametrically opposed to moral 
right is athing of which legal right may well be ashamed. Let us 
put a parallel case: —You buy eertain yards of cambric, which are sent 
in a parcel duly directed to you. Of course if anyone steals that parcel 
it is robbery. You have the cambric cut into handkerchiefs and 
hemmed; and you put one in your pocket and go out for a walk. 
Somebody takes it out of your pocket, and you call in the aid of the 
law to punish him. What says the law—or what would the law say, 
rather, if it were built on the same lines as Copyright law? ‘“ You 
certainly bought the original so many yards of cambric, but when you 
had it made into pocket handkerchiefs you did not have your name 
worked in the corner of each, so the gentleman in the dock has a legal 
right to help himself to it.” 

I rorgor to mention, in noticing the revivification of the At/as, the 
very able résumé of topics of the week, modestly headed ‘‘ Notes,”’ 
which is the best feature of the new paper. The writer of ‘“ Notes,” 
however, should talk to his friend the author of the second leader of 
the issue for the 14th February. That gentleman having come down 
on a Pali Mall article for “ errorsin style” should have abstained from 
penning such a sentence as— 

“The Rev. C. SpurGzon or Ma. Martin Tupper might come out as our in- 
tellectual ANAKIM.”’ 

The Rev. C. S. and Mn. M. T. might come out as ANax1M, but neither 
could—even though he were “two single gentlemen rolled into one” 
—come out as the plural of a noun signifying a giant. ‘Or,’ in 
short, is a disjunctive, not a copulative, conjunction. 

Tue election of Associates at the Royal Academy is satisfactory—and 
yet unsatisfactory. Every one is glad to see Mr. THomas LanpsEER 
elected. He has done noble work with the graver in his time, and had 
he not devoted himself to the reproduction of his brother’s pictures on 
steel might have done notable things on canvas himself. Mr. Lzsiiz 
is an able painter, and the son of a distinguished father. And 
Mr. Orcuarpson is so good that it is strange that his election did not 
precede that of Mr. Perri, a painter of the same school. Yet— 
somehow—one doesn’t know why—there is a feeling that some names 
have been passed over which ought to be enrolled in the list of R.A.’s. 
It is always invidious to mention those who have not been elected, even 
though they are unfairly passed over, so I will not speak of certain 
painters whose pictures speak for them. But Mr. Poynter last year 
at the opening of the exhibition, when his “ Israel in Egypt” appeared, 
was stated to have been made an Associate on the spot. It isa pity he 
was not—the distinction would be best conferred thus, and he most 
decidedly deserved it. 


The Latest from the Press-room. 


We learn from the London, Provincial, and Colonial Press News that 
a new “guillotine’’ paper-cutting machine has been introduced. It is 
obtainable at a Printing-Material Manufactory, most appropriately 
situated in the Old Bailey. Its execution is described as first chop. 
‘We observe it is advertised as suited for demies. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. | 
No.. 51. A TEMPTING OFFER. 


Gente heralds of the Spring, 
From your wihter: sleep awaking, 





















TO THE EDITOR OF Fey, 
Str,—Having a large stock of hilavions material ot hand, chiefly in | 





° tate, and beiny di t wi * 
Hark, the birds to hail you sing ; Pett cca, § disposed to part with the same at a figure con- 
‘All the wor! dis morsy-msadving! | ping | bet ge — quotations, I take the liberty of addressing 
Children bless you, boy ‘nana aes ee If you do not care to take the whole of | 
Winds caress yon, | Sites tae ale ieee hee arenes in parcels, ata very low | | 
° | wy eedin i ; 7 
Poets joyfully address you! ma made up, and on A terme, TP aperenreny we Where can | | 
_ A great quantity of the stuff would, I thi | 
L. time to any professional punster, as tas bee fo a 
| Take, oh, laundress, twice thy fee— jokes are some which are advanced a stage or two toward coutaiation 
| I do not grudge the dollars, Uhey turn principally on the words, filly, tit, bit, course, hoof, saddle, 
| But never—never bring to me curry, tail, trotter, manger, collar, hock, whip, chestnut, and carte. I 
| Again such flabby collars. particularly call your attention to a sample which I have marked 0 0, 
| 











and which consists of Boiled Withers. This, as vor 
2 remember, was one of the dishes at the Langham Hotel beatae a 
I am strongly of opinion that it contains in a very marked degree the | 
elements of comicality. Boiled withers, you }now, might be boiled to | 
rags. When people boibwaga, for the purpose of ol 2ansing them, they | 
wring the rags to get the water out. What can be more obvious than | 
He-has his faults of language: one that a joke might hence bewmade-by using Hamlet's #xpression (see the 
Secs Eiy-calls his sister's ven. well-known dramatic piece, Hamle:, Prince of Denmark, Act iii, Scene 2) 

, —“ Our withers are unwrung.” Further than this, Sir, Ihave very | 
) e little doubt that, by careful pressure of the samesample, additional fun _ 
| When you wake with a scream might beextracted. ‘The phrase “done to rags” wiil readily suggest | 
| From @ very bad dream ; “‘Vatters-all,” a name ‘of world-wide celebrity in connection with that _ 
| 


I know a grocer whose ahode 
Is somewhere in the Borongh-read.; 
A man of honest conversation, 
Though backward in his education— 


& very long word for your suff’ ring ‘twill seem. noble animal, the horse. Fyrom “‘Tatters-all,” by inversion, we get at 
‘ the at = oe sometinaaetlin thus we proceed to the 
_ = question, “ Are same Wi ; being done to tatters all, whole- 
From asort of pyrites the extract you get’ ll some f” This would perbape jead toa very good opening 
Most sory | turn outa sanilenbie metal, words “‘ wither away.” 7" 7 — 
Its title you'll find, if you know mineralogy, I have as much of this rough material as might fill, when out into | 
And you'll get at the adjective then by analogy. shape.and finished, anextra number of Fun, if you should thinkit worth | 
. while to give special.and separate prominence to the subject of hippo- 
phagy. Perhaps you will kindly oblige me with your opinion of an 
idea tor a burlesque scene, in which, after supper, om the night pre- 
ceding the Battleof Bosworth Field, the tyramt and usurper, Hing 
Richard the Third, should start up with the cry, “Give me another 
horse.” References to the popular plays of the Immortal Bard (I mean, 
of course, the Swan of Avon, Nature’s Child) will materially assist the 
working-up of these jocular motions. “ Jockey-lar,” by the bye, occurs 
| to me as a pun, never before printed. A physiological reason for the ; 
| horse’s not fattening, like other beasts of The Krela,or of Landand Water, 
| aa, that he has no gall. Never mind whether he-has orhasnot. It 
| sounds quite scientitic to say that he has no gall, and that by conse- 
quence there is very little adipose deposit im his tissues. By ; il 
assuming that horses have no gall, we can ask facetiously how it is i 


5. 
A'deep excavation, 
In Fortification. 

6. 


This deed, we trust, will ne’er our annals soil, 
When once we've “Sheffield off this mortal. coil.” 


7 


A oreeping, crawling, hairy thing, 
You'd think a bard would flout it, 
And yet Cuar.es Kineexey chose to sing 
A little song about it. 
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Once Fashion wore it on cheek, chin, or nose, 
But never cowntenanced its use in elothes. 





ro Acrostic No. 49. 


that the galled jade has been said to wince. 





Awaiting your reply, not to this concluding query, butte the general 


substance of my communication.—I am, Sir, your obedient servant, 
G. Ov Dons. 











V’ Vanadium ME IMPROMPTU. 

A Aorta A [Written in a week or so, for a friend who was requested to find a rhyme 

L Lunt T Sor “hyacinth.” | 
E Endeavour RB Ir with the substantive hyacinth 

N Nuclei I You any word must be chiming, 

T Tristram ia Best you will find it to try a synth- 

I Impasto oO -Etical method of rhyming. 

N Nipperkin = 

. A Remonstrance. 





Connect EB. 19th:—None correct. 
ene net Trg Whitburn fishermen in consequence of an unfounded rumour 
that false lights were exhibited on their part of the coast, have declared 
they will not launch their lifeboat again until the charge is investigated. 
Now all that could be done to prove their,innocence has been done, and 
it is unreasonable of them to say they will allow people to perish who 
have had nothing to do with a libel that has been practically disproved. 
Fun hopes therefore that they will think better of it, and not lose their 
wits, or allow us to lose our Whitburns, from the list of the gallant 
rescuers of life, published annually by the National Lifeboat Institution. 
The report of a false charge must not deafen them to the roar of “the 


minute gun at'sea.”’ 








. Whipping Creation. 

A connesronpewr suggests to us that whipping ‘should be ad- 
ministered.to the.inebriate and disorderly gentlemen, who occupy 80 
much time at the police courts in certain districts. We are not ardent 

_ Mdmirers of corporal. punishment, but having read of the recent pre- 
sentation of a birch to the Rev. Mr. Hornsy, we are inclined to 
_ that what is held good for Eton boys might be good for drunken 


ee 


Hoyle’s Games. _ 
Tux hippophagists have, naturally, come in for a considerable 
amount.of ehaff—undeservedly—for they are doing good, as witness 


Way ast philanthrophic movement—they are about to light Hackney 
‘with: horse-oil ! 








Phil O’Logical. 
spent of Trinity, Dublin, who has been recently taking a tour 
in —— is engaged = a treatise intended to prove that the French 
provinces are colonies of Dublin. One of the proofs of their Irish 
extraction is to be found, he alleges, in the fact that they call a brogue 


a Pat-ois. 








Warn should.our Fishery Inspectors exercise the utmost vigilance? 
In Leister-shiro, 
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On a certain Lord's Letter. 


A Licut Turown By CANNING’s SHADE. 


Ir clearly appears that the fault of the Whig, 
Is doing too little, and talking too big ; 
And whatever the veteran Earl may have meant, 
There is nothing at all in the letter he’s sent— 
Letter he’s sent— 
Letter he’s sent— 
“‘ Nothing times nothing times nothing per cent!” 
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The Irish car-drivers have a reputation for wit. 
to eligible young gentlemen for—* ONY TUPPENCE, YER HONOUR ; 
mother-in-law are just behind him, thinks the joke ‘‘ confoundedly stupid. = 


An Ex-train-eous Growth. 


Ir the Cork Examiner reports correctly, Tran in a “ lecture ’’—to 
use the term by which he dignifies his ‘uneducated rant -read some 
tical epistle, “intended,” says the Examiner, “ to be satirical,’’ which 
e had sent to Fen, but which, it alleges, had not been allowed to 
appear. It is hardly worth eur while to Notice the nonsense of a man 
who is scarcely a responsible being, but we may say that we have 
received no such epistle. That we should have printed it if’ we had 
received it, is, we own, improbable, for the poor fellow's versification, 
like his grammar, is scarcely up to the mark. To judge from this 
flight of imagination, Tran when he is tired of lecturing, might make 
his débét on the stage in the character of Jack Wilding in The Liar. 
Trae, with all his faults of exaggeration Jack Wilding is a gentleman. 
Still, if we may believe the Cork Weetly Herald, Train has “ con- 
siderable mimetic powers.”’ 





Wuar 6HAPE SHOULD A Tza-BoaRD BE ?—A Tea-tray-hedron. 


FUN. 
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Coat and Breeches. 


Tue ingenuity which Roptnson Crusoe displayed in clothing him- 
self has been outstripped by the reporter who supplied the account of 
CapTarn Vivian's speech which appeared in the Western Morning News 
the other day. Crusoz made his coats from goats, but the reporter 
uses boats, and as for his continuations, there seems to be a-bridge-ment. 
We quote the paragraph :— #*<*»-4 


‘“* Mr. Gladstone, with a frankness and courage which is all praiseworthy, avowed 
at the beginning of the session that he would stand or fall by his bill; that he had 
burned his coats, destroyed his breeches, and did not mean to recross "the river,”? 


We suppose our friend uses TayLor’s system of shorthand. 





at 


One of their jokes is, when they get two pretty girls on their cars, to offer the seat between them 
A SATE WORTH ANY MONEY !” 


Young O'Feargus, whose future father and 








Literary Note. 


Tue fact that Tennyson is about to issue a “ standard ’”’ edition of 
his works is not to be taken as a proof that the sale of previous editions 
is * flagging.’’ His popularity is greater than ever, and itis quite time 
he should set up his own standard when so many small versifiers 
ret copied what the late Cuarntes Kean would have called his 
‘** banner.”’ 





Good News for Light Blue. 


Every admirer of pluck and perseverance must have read with 
pleasure that Cambridge, nothing daunted, will again meet Oxford in 
that wonderful exhibition of skill and ohenaliae “The University 
Boat Race.” For some years past, hard lines, rough weather, and rude 
buffeting have fallen to the Cantab’s frail boat—but we all know that 
after a Storm comes a Cam, and look forward to the eventful day 
prepare¢ to see the nose of her boat just in front at the finish. 
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MRS. BROWN IN AMERICA. 
CHRISTMAS AND New YEar. 


Ir’s all werry fine to talk about a Merry Chris 

the ’Merrykins don’t seem for to walictena it on tahun oe im 
been bred and born to it, for I’m sure Mrs, Skipmore ’adn’t no more 
idea of a plum puddin’ than a child unborn, as the sayin’ is, as I told 
’er if not stirred oe would be as raw as beef in the middlo as said 
it were only my English prejudice, so in course [ let ’er ’ave ’er 
way as proved a i of dough in the middle of that puddin’ accordin’ 
to my words, and then to turn on me and say it was only English trash, 
and fit for ogs as put my temper up and I says “not bein’ a ’og cannot 
say but I'm sure ‘ogs would turn up their noses at some of your 

Merrykin dishes as is filth, and for to see old Mzav as boards along 
with Mrs. SKIDMORE eat ’is breakfast it 8 enough to turn your stomach 
as will eat tripe by the plateful with fried ’taters and buttered toast 
and fried pork and beefsteak and top up with platefuls upon platefuls 
of fried cakes as he eats a-swimmin in treacle as they laps up like 
gravy with their knives, and is lazy beast of a wife as is as fat as 
butter a-layin’ in bed and eatin’ twice as much as ’er ’usband with 
everything a-swimmin’ in grease as must be bad for anyone as is bilious. 

Certingly a fine bit of roastin’ beef, tho’ not cut proper, they give 
uson Christmas Day, and the mince meat werry good, but nothin’ but 
cold water goes agin’ me for drink, and them ’Merrykins a-jumpin’ 
up with the dinner in their throats, and not a-settin’ round the fire 
comfortable for a-bit of chat, as is a restless lot, and well they mayn’t 
drink nothing with their meals for they goes a-drinkin’ without end 
at them bars, and will come ’ome that gone in liquor by six in the 
evenin’, as set up in their chairs they cannot, and bed is the best place 
for ’em, tho’ not sich a wretch as that Mx. Mies as has the opposite 
room to us, and comes ‘ome a-reelin’ the old year out and the new 
year in, as the sayin’ is, and turned ’is poor wife out of ’er bed on to 
the landin with the door locked a-shiverin’ to death and ’im a swearin’ 
as he'd ’ave er life, thro’ delirous trimmings, tho’ not a bad ’usband 
when sober, but whatever is diamond ear-rings when in your grave, 
as she will be ; and then to be a-receivin’, as they calls it, New Year's 

Day, as is downright rubbish all dressed out like ball-rooms, a-swimmin’ 
in ’ot whiskey punch, with a low dress and short sleeves, with the 
butcher and the milk-man a-comin’ in quite on the same footin’, and a- 
— the place into a public ’ouse with their beastly muddy boots 

* ape the carpets, as I says to Mas. SkrpMorg, as were that grand, 
with a wreath of roses round ’er ’ead, by nine in the mornin’, as ’ad 
— thro breakfast, and ’ad a table set out in the back parlour, 
with cold’am and pies and a turkey and chickens and cakes of all 
yo with jellies and sweets, and lots of wine and whiskey with lemons 
pn punch, and almonds and raisins. I never see sich a spread in my 

®, except Miss Wirt.es’ weddin’, and Mas. SkrpMore she says to 
~ iy angela r be dressed to morrer in good time, Mas. Brown, 
oy Well,” I says, “that depends on what you're a-goin’ to receive, as 

ho : may be what you're truly thankful for.”’ 
ie. ” bed : - my gentomen ants will come and see me, 
round for to yr 

So I says, “Oh, indeed.” ad 
oye, “Won't your good gentleman go round along with Sxi- 

RE? as I said I would mention to Brows, as reg’lar snapped my 
off in a instant, a-asking me if I took ’im for a darned fool, as is 

. kin for bad langwidge, as he’ve picked up werry quick. 

S01 says to ’im, “Mr. Brown,” I says, “if all as you've learnt from 
g with foreigners is their low-lived ways, I don’t want to talk to 
ay and did not say another syllabus to ’im on the subjec’. 

all the days as ever come from the ’evins it were that New Year's 
y’ - A ny a maak of slush over your ankles, and rain and sleet 
n your face. 

Brown he went off quite ’uffy for to see a friend, he said, as were 

usy Over some steam-engine. So after breakfast was over I took and 
myself elegant as is a blue barege, with a ’andsome lace collar, 
But a), cap trimmed with scarlet, as looks warm for the time of year. 

: w bless you, I was knocked silly when I see Mas. SxrpMore's 
to ‘rage as ’ad come to ’elp er with her company as was dressed 
botton » 48 the sayin’ is, with hamber silks and bugles round the 
on m, and long trains, and one on’em in sky-blue, with a squint, 
‘alle th arm in asling thro’ pitchin’ down the sloop, as is what they 
° e steps, and well she might, with everything froze as slippy as 

and no keepin’ your feet, and not the presence of mind for to 
throw down no ashes. 
See they was all that dressed, as I didn’t feel nowheres, and there 

. a. Fiintory, as is of the Dutch persuasion, as boards along with 
ng cee too, along with ’er ’usband, a3 in my opinion 1s & Ebrer 
ma? a. 1g third wife, as I’ve ’eard a many things about, as the last 
ie come by er end thro’ fair play, and married this one within 

months, as is only nineteen, and no doubt glad too for to make a 
as got ’er livin’ a-gummin’ up pocket-books, and gives herself 
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them airs, with a long curl down ’er ba i 
Pace ck, and a pink dr 
a ee wandykes all round the bottom, hd a sod aoe Gun 
Wha ri , Saree blue, as don’t go well with a bunion. 
‘wen att 4 bau at old beast of a fellow FLINToRN meant by a-stoppin’ at 
a ao og as bin t 1s placa, but kep’ a-eatin’ and swillin’ away all 
ao a . not the money to pay ’is board, as ’ave lost three sitiva- 
eet as ein’ turned out for fingerin’ the till, as I’m sure ‘ad 
cae — Fg eg: me, as found ’im myself in my room as he said 
er mis rs the door, and always shall believe as he’d some ’and in 

y 7? Si umbreller as were took out of the stand in the passage. 
th ell we was all ready before ten, and I must say everythink looked 

at elegant as we might ‘ave all been goin’ to be married. 

I can’t say as I thought much of the parties as come to call as [ 
says to Mas. Skrpmors, “If I was you I'd ’ave something laid down 
“7 er as es beastly dirty shoes will ruin.” 

1 spoke to ‘er on the quiet, while a as ’ad i - 
ere with that ’ere bonmemlt ealtine aN te, ait tok 

on me a-sayin’ in i ibberi " 
—T Merrykin Cthlpeha Bhs ties sie nsgggagghabadardmead 
o I says, ‘ You little dirty Dutch umbug, you shet u ay 

Well he was a little bit on and was penn’ that ah when 
Mrs. Skipmore she says, “ Now if you can't keep your head shet, 
Mr. FLrntHorN, you'd jest better clear out as aint wanted at ’ome.” 

Up comes Mrs. FuintHorn a-sayin’ if he went she'd go too. 

Well, says Mas. Sxrpmore, “if you was both to go, I shouldn't miss 
much, but p’raps you'll settle for your last week’s board afore you goes.” 

That little Dutch feller he capered about the room for rage, and jest 
then in come Mas. Skipmore’s two brothers, as is in the public line, 
but calls theirselves a liquor store, and I should say ‘ad ’ad their 
whack, as the saying is. They asks what were the matter. I didn’t 
say nothink, but Mrs. Sxtpmore she said as she didn’t want no Dutch- 


‘men a-stoppin’ at ’ome New Year’s Day; and if them two brothers of 


’ern didn’t take and turn ’im out then and there. 

He screamed and clawed like a cat, but they ’ad’im out, but he went 
and sneaked in agin at the basement door, but never showed ’1s face 
no more, but went to ’is bed-room along with ‘is wife, and jest in 
ss for I’m sure he was werry far gone in liquor, and she'd took too 
much. 

We had a snack of dinner like off that there table, and the people 
as come in was dewouring locusts for appetites as rez’ lar stuffed up 
everythink, and kep’ a-drinkin’ till two of them Jimmy Johns of 
whiskey, as they calls ’em, was emptied in no time. 

I don’t think as ever I were more tired of wishin’ Appy New Years, 
with takin’ a drop of somethink, and my ’ead was gettin’ quite con- 
fused, when in comea party in the namo of Macartay, as begun 
a-talkin’ politics, as is a thing as I can’t abear, partickler in them as 
’ave been takin’ a drop. 

Well, if he didn’t set down oppersite mo and keep on a-larfin’, and 
said I was a reglar old Britisher. I says, “ In course I am, as is my 
nature to.” 

He says, “Ain’t you glad to be out of that busted up, rotten old 
place?” [ says, “ What are you a-illudin’ to?” a-thinking, naturally, 
as he were a-speakin’ of my ’ome, as though not a new ’ouse, ain’t 
by no means rotten. ‘“ Why,” he says, “ that ‘ere old England!” 

“Oh!” I says, “I’m a-goin’ back as it’s quite good enough for me.’ 
“Well,” he says, “I should say it were, as looks like a prejediced 
old blatheread.” ; 

“ Now,” I says, “ you’ve been a-drinkin’ so I don't take no notice of 
your words, but you're gross insultin,’”’ and I was a-goin out of the 
room, but he jumps up and says, ‘‘ Don’t go,” and ketched old on me. 

‘ Now,” I says, “ paws off, and let me go out oftheroom.” ‘No, 
he says, “stop and take a friendly glass.” ue 

I says, “I don't want no more, and I’m sure you don’t.” If the 
fellow, as’ad got a glass in’is ’and, dida’t try for to force it to my lips. 
I give ’im a wiolent shove, and away he went slap on to the table 
where the wittles was, and knocked it over with a crash as were that 
tremendous as it brought the neighbours in a-thinkin’ as the ‘ouse ad 
fell. I was that dreadful terrified as I took to my ’eels, a-m2anin to go 
upstairs, but in my confusion opened the back door as goes into - 
gardin with a high flight of steps as I slipped down like lightning. 
screamed murder and they all come a-rashin’ out and come down the 
whole lot on ’em, and it’s a mercy as I were not smashed flat, as no 


doubt I should ’ave been but for the snow as were that deep as made 
a soft bed for me but werry nigh give me my death, thro’ bein es 
penetratin’ as obligated to go to bed I were, but heard say as aor 
kep’ a-comin’ to call till near two in the mornin, and I’m sure it’s luc ‘y 
as new year only comes once a year or ruin must be the consequencios, 
for them ’Merrykins would eat one another up. Thank geoanes, OE 
and ’is family is a-comin’ at last, or else I do believe as I must go 


’ome if I ’ad to walk there. 
—————————— 
HARD TO CRACK. we 
A CuBBE-NvuT.—“ Ireland for the Irish.” 
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| Th ter’s sulient points to sum, 
BO B POL T E R. His heavy breath was portery ; 


His glowing nose suggested rum ; 






















| _ her cere On eee His eyes were gin-and-wortery. 

| His hands were coarse His dress was torn—for dregs of alo 

| and dirty too, And slops of gin had rusted it ; 

| His homely face was rough His pimpled face was wan and pale, 
and tanned, Where filth had not encrusted it. 


His ti f life was . 
aad: «‘Come, Potter,” said the fiend, “ begin, 


thirty-two. 
And keep the bowl a-flowing on— 
He lived among a working A working-man needs pints of gin “ 
clan To keep his clockwork going on. 
= i: pecans Bos shuddered: ‘Ah, you’ve made a miss, 
F ; If you take me for one of you— 
- — } You filthy beast, get out of this— - 
No saint, however—not Box Pottsr don’t wan't none of you! 
at all. The demon gave a drunken shriek 
! ‘ And crept away in stealthiness, 
He smoked, but in a modest And lo, instead, a person sleek 


way, Who seemed to burst with healthiness ! 
Because he thought he 
needed it ; 
He drank a pot of beer a 


y> 
And rarely he exceeded 
it. 


At times he’d pass with 
other men 
A loud convivial night or 
two, 
j With very likely, now and then, 
p On Saturdays a fight or two. 


But sfill he was a sober soul, 

A labour-never-shirking man. 
Who paid his way—upon the whole 
| A decent English working-man. 
| 

| 





One day, when at the Nelson’s Head, 
For which he may be blamed of you) 
A oy man appeared and said, 
“Oh, Rosert, I’m ashamed of you.” 









**In me, a8 your adviser hints, 
Of Abstinence you've got a type— 
Of Mr. Tweeptr’s pretty prints 
I am the happy prototype. | 







** If you abjure the social toast, 
And pipes, and such frivolities, 

You possibly some day may boast 
My prepossessing quilities!”’ 










Bos rubbed his eyes, and made ’em blink, 
‘You almost make me tremble, you! 
If I abjure fermented drink, 
Shall I, indeed, resemble you ? 


















He laid his hand upon his beer *¢ And will my whiskers curl so tight ? 
Before he could rink up any, My cheeks grow smug and muttony ? 
And on the floor, with sigh and tear, My tace become so red and white ? 
He poured the pot of “ thruppenny.”” My coat so blue and buttony ? 
“Oh, Ronzrt, at this very bar, ‘¢ Will trousers, such as yours, array 
A truth you'll be discovering, Extremities inferior ? . 
A good and evil genius are Will chubbiness assert its sway 
Around your noddle hovering. All over my exterior ? ‘ 
“They both are here to bid you shun . “Tn this, my unenlightened state 
The other one’s society, To work in heavy boots I comes, 
For Total Abstinence is one, Will pumps henceforward decorate 
The other, Inebriety ! My tiddle toddle tootsicums ? 
He waved his hand—a vapour came— And shall I get so plump and fresh, 
A wizard Pot1gr reckoned him : And look Ss sender seolily ? 
A bogy rose and called his name, My skin will henceforth fit my flesh 
And with his finger beckoned him. So tightly and so Twexpts-ly ?” 
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You'll know no kind of huffiness, 
Your life will be one chubby bliss, 
One long unruffled puffiness! ”’ 


“« Be off,” said irritated Bos, 

“Why come you here to bother one ? 
You pharisaical old snob, 

You’re wuss almost than t’other oue ! 


“TI takes my pipe—I takes my pot, 
And drunk [’m never seen to be: 
I’m no teetotaller or sot, 
And as I am I mean to be!” 








PERILS OF REPORTERS. 


Lirrtz do the readers of newspapers reflect on the dangers en- 
countered by the gallant “liner” who hunts up terrifically confis. 
grational, violently burglarious, and mysteriously disapparitionary 
intelligence. In an account of the fire at Charing Cross Railway 
Station we read, ‘To get anything like inform ition, the representative 
of the papers had to fight his way the best he could past mounted 

ice-officers armed with revolvers and cutlasses.”’ Against such 


earful odds have our intrepid reporters to do battle! Myrmidons of 


Marnz force trample beneath their chargers’ hoofs the brave men 
whose only weapon is the stylus, and whose only shield is the 
manifold case; and, from the ‘vantage of the saddle, the pistol is 
pointed and the cutlass is thrust against the meritorious gentleman 
connected with the press. Who shall henceforth be too hard upon the 
writers of imperfect and inaccurate descriptions of current events ? 
— ory _ steel, Soo with bullets of lead, the “ repre- 
ve of the papers”’ fights unequally as he takes his notes; “ 
if he fall he falls in Glory’s wheak , ™ 





A Refuge for the Destitute of Wit. 


We have long been plagued and worried by correspondents who 
have just “knocked off’ or ‘ been struck by’’—or something of the 
sort—such brilliant novelties as ‘The head-scenter—Mx. Rime. ” 
or “Foul Play—Chicken Hazard”’ or ‘‘ Why don’t I expect to be paid 
for my contributions to your esteemed journal? Because I write for 
Foy.” We have often wished we could tind some means of diverting 
this flow of originality into some other channel, for we are wearied of 
the labour of opening and reading such communications. Thank 
goodness, the editor of the Atheneum, with his well-known kindliness 
and courtesy, has come to the rescue. Read, oh inventors of new 
riddles as old as Apam, and of fresh jokes that Jos Mituer heard in 
his cradle, read this paragraph, and henceforth direct your flashes of 
genius to the office of the Atheneum :— 


“We have had sent to us a riddle which we do not remember to have heard 

far, If it be new, it is strange that itis not old; if it be old, it is strange that 

should not be always new. The problem is—‘ My first, when he makes my second, 
himself my whole;’ and the solution is—Patriot.” 





A Case for Mr. Colam. 


Has the attention of the “Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to 

’’ been drawn to Donnington Park lately ? We see an account 

of a fete recently given there, at which upwards of four hundred people 

Were present in a hall decorated with trees and fountains, and about 

five hundred Chinese lanterns. One of the features of the evening 

Was that “birds were flying about the hall.” It is not stated that 

were afterwards served up for supper, but there is scarcely room 

to oubt that some of the poor frightened creatures roasted themselves 

in the “extra lamps” of the gay scene. In our humble opinion the 

rand pain inflicted on the poor tittle birds “ beat cock-fighting ”’ 
t.may not be the opinion at Donnington Park. 





Declining the Verb “To Pay.” 


Wuen Baoruer JonaTuAan began 
Upon his arbitration plan 

About the Adadaina claim, 

Joun But, who saw the little game, 
When JonatHan would have him grant 
Some compensation, said, “ I can’t.” 


But, oh, when Brotuer JONATHAN 

To try another tack began, 

Began to bluster, “'Pon my life !”’ 

And finger at his bowie-knife, 

Joux Bert, whom bullies cannot daunt, — 
Rey .ced wita prompt decision, ‘‘ Shan't: ’ 


SPRING. 


** Nimium ne crede.”” 


SPrinG is coming! It uncloses 
Tiny leaves on all the roses ! 
nowdrop, hyacinth, and crocus 
inquiring eye can focus! 
Nature says that Spring is coming, 
And the bees will soon be humming ! 


Spring is coming! By degrees 
Rise the rows of early ‘ois! 
Spring is coming, sure and steady— 
Slugs = snails have come already ! 
ature says that Spring’s approaching 
On the Winter's i Seuedehing , 


Spring is coming! Elm and chestnut— 
Horse-, of course, and not the best nut— 
Put forth buds ; and larches slender 
Wear . green that’s fresh and tender! 
ature says that Spring is nearing, 
Soon the cuckoo you'll be hearing! 


Spring is coming! From their sleeping 

Beds the tulips now are peeping! 

Birds are singing, blithely winging, 

Mid the swinging branches clinging! 
Nature says that Spring is near us— 
That’s a prospect which should cheer us! 


Spring is coming! But her pleasing 
Promises may end in freezing! 
All the buds and blooms are lost, 
May or April bringing frost. 
Nature cries that Spring is coming, ' 
But experience says she’s humming. 


A Cast. 

A CONTEMPORARY states that ‘“‘ Mr. Renpet, consulting engineer of 
the East Indian Railway Company, has left for Calcutta, with the view 
of throwing a bridge over the Hoogly.”’ We hope, if he does throw 
a bridge over the river, that the people of Calcutta will be prepared to 
catch it, or it might be a more Hoogly business than it looks at first 


sight. 








Answers to Correspondents, - 


[We can take no notice of communications with illegible signatures or 
monograms. Correspondents will do well to send thew real names and 
addresses as guarantees. We cannot undertake to return unaccepted MSS. 





or Sketches, unless they are accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope ; 


but we cannot enter into correspondence regarding them, nor do we hold 
ourselves responsible for loss. 
CLaupE.—Not up to the scratch. 
Guost (Bridgwater).—It is scarcely re-spectre-ble to send us that veteran 
joke.about “ open to conviction.” : 
WE wish the author of “Ireland’s Wrongs” could write, because then 
we might read. ; eae ot 
E. T. G. says, “ Below you will notice a joke, which,” etc. He is right ; 
the “joke” is beneath notice. 
J. F. §.—For the three thousandth time, we don’t want acrostics ! 
Puytz J. W.—Waste paper basket, ages ago. ; 
L. A. W. (Kew.)—That spells “lawq,” which, though it may not be 
orthographically the thing, expresses our sentiments to a nicety. 
ONE IN Dounst.—Concerning “ apophthegm” or “ apothegm,’’ the muse 
hath it thus, oracularly :— 
Some people decide—and we dare not to scoff them— 
The mode of accenting the word is ‘‘ apéphthegm ;”’ 
While others—and “ Ditto’ say we to each chap 0’ them— 
Declare they are right in pronouncing it “* Aapothegm. 
VERATIS.—“ ARTHUR SKETCHLBY,”’ of course. 
«A CONSTANT SUBSCRIBER” describes himself erroneously—a real 
‘¢ constant subscriber’? would know aor than to send the head-scenter 
joke, after all we have said on that head. 7 
: M. P. C. (Bow).—The new series of Fun commenced 20th May, 1869, 
and all numbers are obtainable through a bookseller or from the office. 
Declined with thanks :—M. O'S. ; Shybines oe S - o> 
i - E. H., Paternoster-row; S H.C., Du ; H. E. A.; £.¢., 
So eoate . BE. X. Y.; W. F. &.; Kentish-town; H. C., Wallingford ; 
K.R.;G.T. T.; H.H.C.; T.5. D.; [chthyosaurus Megatheriu ; 
A. F. S.. Brightun; Pat Fiinn; Shawlands; H. G., Liverpool; S. ai 
W. F., Winchester; H. L., Kensington; C. C., Esher; Leo; H. N., 
Kew; F. E. W.; B. T., Stockport; B.C. T., Portswood ; E. H., salto 
ton; J. S., Wishaw; Osbaldistoge; a. Wea Farringdon-road : ‘FP. o., 
yilles-road; Nemesis; Peter Parley; 3. V. D., Scuthwark-bridge. 


— a cincmnmmaa 
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The phantom said, “ You'll have all this, ————————————— 
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A MANTLE-PIECE. 


I wonper whether those fine ladies have any idea that I’m made of 
flesh and blood like themselves, and that I haven’t had any dinner, and 
that I’ve been standing here ever since I walked through the rain 
from Walworth this morning at half-past seven, and that we’re 
only allowed twenty minutes for dinner, and that the cook isn’t ex- 
pected to keep anything hot for us, and that I'd rather go without 
than eat raw mutton near the bone and half-chilled fat, and that I 
could almost drop down where I stand for faintness ? 

I wonder what they'd think if I did drop down with a flop while 
Miss Fortyskewer was chattering on about the mantle that I’m to 
play dummy to for the pompees of showing off? Just as if either of 
those minxes could ever look well in it, or had any figure that wasn't 
principally wadding and horsebair. I wonder whether there’s any of 
the suet-pudding left? I wonder whether they'll buy this velvet 
thing or a silk thing, ora shawl after all? I should like to see the 
ugly one in a shawl], so I should Miss Fortyskewer. I wonder what 
Emuma Snippet has quarrelled with me for ever since I showed her the 
letter signed “‘ Evcenio’’ that came in with the twopenn’orth of seed- 
cake that I sent the errand-boy for to the pastrycook’s round the 
corner? I wonder whether he wrote it, and who Ae is, and whether it 
really was meant for Emma Snippet, and what's the use if it is, or what 
it matters if it isn’t? I wonder whether that woman’s husband is a 
Member of Parliament? If he is, how she must nag at him when he 
comes home as I’m told they do, ever so late? I wonder whether it’s 
true that we shall come under a new Act of Parliament or something 
to stop people making women and children work overtime? I wonder 
whether they'd call us women or young ladies? I wonder whether 
we're young persons in Acts of Parliament, because if we are, they may 
keep their laws to themselves. It’s bad enough to be always spoken 
of as “young persons ” by the minxes that come here to see how a 
schon ~— become ¢ my Somes = will be all the same if it 

es me! Young persons! y, even the r girls that go out to 
work at dressmaking at a shilling a day and their sseals can be called 
“young persons”: there’s nothing worse to throw at them. Not that 
they're so badly off, after all; for they do get their meals, I suppose. 
What are they about, I wonder? Do they think I don’t know them ? 
They're undecided which to have. Then I’ve wasted my time for 
nothing, for they'll go away to make up their minds and will have 
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neither. There’s some other “ young person” at the next estab.ishment 
that’ll have to stand dummy and listen to their impudence; but she’s 
better off than me, because she’ll have had her dinner unless she’s only 
just getting rid of a couple more minxes at this very moment. How 
the boiled legs of mutton do smell all over this house! I wonder the 
customers don’t complain of it. Everybody seems to be reeking— 
positively reeking—with turnips and fat and gravy and suet pudding. 
I wonder how human beings can be so coarse in their eating. I’m 
past anything but a bit of bread-and-butter now. I wonder whether 
these are going home to chicken and dry sherry and jelly and ratafias 
and champagne and tongue and sardines? I wonder how it would 
feel to change places with ’em for a day or two, and let them come 
here and me come and look at’em and turn’em round and talk as 
though they were really what they are—dummies made of wadding 
and busks and wire and horsehair and parchment and quilted jean? 
That would be great fun. Who knows, though, whether even “ young 
persons”’ mayn’t have a turn some day ? I read in the penny paper only 
the other day that Mr. Mirts had actually been trying to give votes to 
ladies in the Houses of Parliament. I don’t think it was like his usual 
style, though, to call ladies “ female persons.” I wonder if it’s what they 
call Parliamentary language? I’ve read Mr. Mi1s’s books—at least, 
one of ’em. He’s a great philosopher. The one I read was called “ Pro- 
verbial Philosophy.” It’s upstairs somewhere now. Emma SNIPPET 
bought it stot hand from a circulating library, and to read the re- 
marks made on the edges of the leaves in pencil is like—well, I wonder 
what it is like ? Heavenly! Oh! Ah! I thought so; it’s nearly luncheon 
time, Ma’am, is it? And you'll look in again when you have decided, 
will you? You nasty, disagreeable cat! Oh, pray don’t mention that, 
Madam ; I assure you I considerit no trouble. Well, I’m sorry I’ve 
thought so badly of you, after all, for it’s precious seldom we get even 
any thanks, let alone an apology. 

I wonder whether there's a fresh cheese in cut? I think I could 
os ie bit of that, especially if I could get Cook to give me a little drop 
0 r. 


NOTICE.—-Fun may be obtained in Paris every Wednesday of Mxssrs. 
WItu1NG anv Co., 25, Rue de la. Michodiére, and of M. N. Bet- 
LINGHK, 212, Rue de Rivolt, 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phanix Works, &%. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and Fublished ‘for the Proprietor) by THOMAS BAKER, at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.— 


London ; February 29, 1868. 
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NARCISSE. 


ACT I. Scunz 1.—4 Soirée at Baron d’Holbach's, 
Enter Manquisz D’Erinay. 


Manavist.—The Pompadour fainted yesterday at the sight of a 
ged man, and exclaimed “‘ Narcisse!”’ (Irritated.) That woman ig 
the curse of F'rance! 
Enter Banon D'Hoxsacn, Doris Quinautrt (an actress), and GuEsts. 
Cuorvs or Guests.—“ Oh, isn’t he a Holbach!”’ 
Banon,—I am an Encyclopeedist, with a theoretical taste for repartee. 
(Aside,) By the bye, would it be a good thing to say that this isa 


“small tea (re)partee,”’ or a “small repartee-party”? No, perhaps 
A seedy* 


not. (Struck by a bright idea.) Doris, act to us! 
Dorts.—Nay; but I will tell you an anecdote, 
man told me last night I did not play well. 
Att.—Your story thrills us. 
Enter Divenror. 


Dwerot.—This is rather slow. I havea fool outside who will 
amuse youshall I bring him in? See, there he stands. 
Marovise.—It is the ragged chap who caused the Pompadour to 


Listen. 


faint. 
Doris.—IJt is the seedy man who told me I did not act well! 
Au.—Admit him! 
Enter Nancissz. 

Narcissz.—Good evening. I am remarkable for my powers of 
repartee. Marquis, you’re a fool. D°Holbach, your an ass. Diderot, 
you're a cad. 

D'Hotsaon (aside, wincing).—His satire cuts me like a razor. 

Narersse.—All men are fools—you’re a man, so you're a fool. 
tga minor, and conclusion—Ha! ha! ha! 

ipsroT.—The knave hath learning! 

D’Ho.sacu.—Traly, a rare scholar ! 

Narcisse.—A rare scholar! Ha! ha! That’s more than any of 
youare! (Ali wince audibly.) Hullo! old cockywax! [7o D’Hoxsacu. 

D'Hotsacu.—Oh, for the ability to meet this satirical scoundrel 
with his own weapons! I will away, and study the art of repartee. 

Doxts (aside).—If I could only get him to play in the piece we are 
_ to represent before the Pompadour, the sight of him might kill 

. Itis a bright idea. I will secure him. v 


[Collars Nancisse, and walks off with him. 


Sceng 2.— Cabinet of the Duc de Choiseul. 
Enter the Comtgz pu Barri, meeting the Duc pg CHoIsEUL 
Dv Barrt.—Duke, I have a revelenta—I mean a revelation—to 
make to you. Narcisse has some mysterious effect on the Pompadour. 
We vogd bring him once more before her, and the consequences may be 
er. 
Duxe.—Sir, you're a wily scoundrel. 
Dv Baxri.—Abuse from Sir Hubert Stanley! 
[ Twenty minutes’ more repartee—then exeunt 


Scenz 3.—The Actress’s Boudoir. 
Enter Nancisse. 
Naxcissz.—The young woman who walked off with me last night 
kept me a close prisoner—Ha! She comes! 
Enter Doris. 
Doris.—Narcisse, I want your life! 
Nancissg.—Would you murder me ? 
nI8.—No, no—you don’t understand me—I want your biography. 
, NARCI88E.— You shall have it. My wife bolted from me some years 
| Mince. I have not seen her since, although I have wandered about ever 
| MNce in search of her. By the way, I loathe the Pompadour. She is 
the curse of France. 
hot is to pay her out that I have secured you at the Queen's 












ACT If.—Gallery of Mirrors at Versailles. 
Enter the Pompapour, attended. 
ms Pompapour.—I am evidently not popular with the people. They 
E and hoot at me, because—ha! ha!—I am the King’s mistress! 
— the Queen is jealous of me! But I could forgive them all this 
ine’ wouldn't persist in calling me the “Pumpeydoor.” They 
Ve been put up to it, I suppose, by Chevalier Grimm, in revenge for my 
inciting people to call him the Chevail-ier. But it is hard—very hard 
Enter the Duc pg CHoIsgvL. 
La Pompapour.—De Choiseul, I have just seen my first husband, 
= I feel I love him, and I want to go and live with him once 


Wook?-—Indeed ! Then let no word of love ever pass between us. 
are from this moment Mistress and Minister. 
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ScENE 2.— Dori i A 
3 . ores : farci. : 
Quinhault’s saloon, Varcisse disecrere l smashing 


crockery. 
Debiecares Enter Dons. 
= av arcisse, you shouldn't smash my crocke 
Naxctssze.—Jeanng Poisson, the butcher's dgughies, where art thou ! 


Donts.—This young man is clearly off his head. [ Fuints. 


ACT IIT.— The Lace Gallery at Versailles, Arrangements fir on amateur 
or. Everybody sitting at the sides where they can't 
ae Nae hate an PumPernoor also in ab d seat. con- 

ar. ti | 
fore a gity disposition, and the ane! thet she hus to pay 
La Pompapour.—Begin ! 
Curtain rises and discovers an Eastern Palace. 
Enter Donts Quinavtt on stage, meeting NARcissE. 
La Pompapour.—Narcisse ! Narcisse ! 


[Nanctesz leaps from stage and catehes her in his arms. 

Narcisse.—My wife ! 

A.L.—This is the Pumpeydoor ! 

sh Pompadour ! 

oMPADOUR.—Yes! I love you still! I have only married 

about fifteen people since I had the pleasure of marrying Mey ana I 

00 t care for ee :% a ie ee I love you only ; and now 
hat we are re-united, we will live together as happily as two d 

~ dicky-birds ! Won't we dear ? ” — 

ARCISSE ( furiously).—Back! B ! ! : 

nee wt i y).—Bac ad woman! Go! Curses on you! 

La Pompapour.—My husband curse me? Oh, what have I done— 
what have I done to deserve it ? 

[At this moment a lady of the Court recognises a comic friend in the stalls 
and nods to him. She then tells her companion all about him, and the 
companion nods, and whispers to her next door neighbour, who quite appreciates 
the joke and passes tt round until the Court ts in convulsions. 


La Pompapovur.—I die—I die! 
Nanrcissz.—She is dead ! 


{ Dies. 


CURTAIN. 


OvrsELvEs.—A very prosy piece—twice as long as it need be. Mur. 
BAaNDMANN is an excellent actor. His delivery is admirable, and he 
steadily resists every temptation to indulge in rant and conventional 
declamation. The cther characters are faintly sketched, and, except in 
the cases of the three ladies, faintly acted. 


Hitting the Right Nail on the Head. 


Ir is easy to find the cause of the sore discouragement the Turf bas 
sustained in the retirement of the Duke or Beavrort. Some of his 
Grace's horses—notably Vauban, the I'wo Thousand Guineas herv, 
and Ceylon, winner of the Grand Prize of Paris—have proved them- 
selves such veritable “nailers,’ that it is only natural they shou!d 


come to the ‘“‘ hammer.’’ 
———_—_—_—_—_——SSSSS_—_— 


Answers to Correspondents, 


[We can take no notice of communications with illegible signatures or 


ts will do well to send their real names and 
ae Panini ay cannot undertake to return unaccepted MSS. 


unless t are accompanied by a stamped and directed 

a were we — enter into correspondence regarding them, nor do 
we hold ourselves responsible for loss.) 

Dopcer.—We do not want acrostics. 

eee have to thank a correspondent for pointing out that 

the “coat and breeches” paragraph we quoted last week was from the 


‘ly Mercury, not the Morning News. 
MeN Sent tone contribution is not accompanied by a stamped 


and directed envelope—and % suiae make no exception. 
B Oupseet eo i poe: the o to which you draw attention was 


n.—Thank you; the error aw at! 
ile 5 Mander than wha you call a ‘premature oversight ’—whatever 





ae aS ‘talks such notice that we f.el eure he writes from cracked 
Chevt P. (Clapham-road.)—Thanks. Under consideration. 


. . ; J. B.; Tomogo- 
eclin ith thanks:—F. G. O.; W. A., Bow-road ; J B.; T 
Hen AB. Ba C. H. Manchester ; J. B. T., Brixton; W. A.; T. S., 


‘ . y tors’ Commons; J. L., Ayr; 
Notting-bill ; A Constant R phere “9 ow, se Bhat “yf Cc: 


ide; S. X.; E. D.S., ] W. i 4 : 

sie ore . W. Ji, South Belgravia; Kingston pl oF C. roo ; 

A Fily froe Wiggin; J.B. Riamon; W. B.; D. A. Peet oF 

a hie P., Marylebone-road P. To, Deis Brighton ; E. F,, Surbi- 

oat Pare +, J.P’, Bradford; F. R. 8.C.; A. P., Glasgow; R.B. ; Tit. 
? 
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MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 


:—"Vet_! I'M BLEST IF YOU MUSTN’T BE A LAND 8URWAYER!”’ 
Fare (indignantly) :—‘‘ WuaT DO YOU MBAN, 818! WHAT DO YOU INFER BY THAT!” 
Cabby :—‘* Vy, You'vE MEASURED THE DISTANCE TO A HINCH!” 





FROM OUR STALL. 


HE task of playing Richard the Third 
at Drury Lane must be anything but 
an easy one; Mr. Barry SuLtiivan 
may be congratulated on the succes- 
ful way in which he has fulfilled it. 
The Duke of Glo’ster, as drawn by 
SHAKESPEARE—brave as a lion, and 
subtle as a serpent — flinging his 
challenge at Conscience, as at an 
equal foe, and only wavering in his 
defiance when shaken by such 
ghastly and portentous visitations— 
requires a representative combini 
great mental with enormous physi 

capacities. The version of Cotizy CissER 

makes little extra demand on the actor’s brain, 
but much upon his lungs; and the of 

Richard, as now performed, is probably the 

wre : most arduous on the ish stage. Mur. 
Suxtrvan fully indicates, in the later scenes of the play, the chivalrous side of the 

character ; in the earlier ones he scarcely throws ity enough into the horrify- 
ing sarcasms of Glo’ster. The Duke values his tongue almost as highly as his sword; 
he should revel in every stroke it makes with a tiendish exultation. in his courting 
of Lady Anno Mr. Suxzivan is very satisfactory—smooth, plausible, and sufficientl 
impassioned, without being extravagantly so. Altogether, we are much 
with his performance of Ri Mz. Sinciair makes an efficient, but by no means 
c nary, Richmond; and Mx. McInryxe plays Buckingham respectably, but 
with obvious timidity. Mne. Hermann Vez is tender and impressive, but she 
makes Elizabeth just a /etle too fond of crying. The revived tragedy is tastefully 
mounted, and the audience is not kept waiting long between the acts. 
At the Strand, Mz. Buanann’s Paris has been brought forward again. Muses 
Apa Haptanp and Miss Fanny Gwrnnz have now taken their places in this 


burlesque, which gees briskly. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 52. 


My firstis my second and cock of the walk, 

So subtly he'll rule and ao glibly will talk, 

That his party will fancy that office they'll keep, 

And that Giapsronz and Brieut have gone calmly to 
sleép. 





1. 
Ah, shrine of St. Cuthbert, how grandly thy tower 
Looks down on the water through sunshine and shower. 
We see the grey turrets in midsummer's gleam, 
Rising up to the sky, mirror’d clear in the stream. 


2. | 
A people whose name as familiar will be, 
If you've guessed these acrostics, to you as to me. 


3 


In Athens in old days this sage we read 
A rule of life for many men decreed. 


4. 


His name in this line is in petto. 
He wrote an Italian libretto. 


6. 


Strange sounds were heard in the ancient house, 
. They searched all this behind, 
But the noise was made by a tiny mouse, 
Or else by the passing wind. 
6. 
He tried at all things, physic, trade, and law, 
His wildness anxious parents sadly saw ; 
Of and money, and of friends bereft, 
This in the end and this alone was left. 


7. 
Nothing more stupid than this; if by chance 
Tie course of instruction should end with a dance, 
Some pleasant relief to the over-taxed mind, 
The young men and ladies would probably find. 


8. 


What womzn is to man, so mankind swears, 
But woman the opinion seldom shares. 


Answer To Acrostic No. 50. 
Gossip 
Oriana 
Viper 
Eel 
Roti 
Nora 
Mum 
Endive 
Nun 
Tout 

SotuTions or Acrostic No, 50, RECEIVED 26TH FEBRUARY :— 
Irresistible ; Lisa and Beppe; Constance; T. D. H.; E. b. 0.; 

and’ Short Clay; Boffin; Old Cherry Bounce; Ruby; 

Smoda; Sarah; To-whit ; Robinson Crusoe. 


Hobe WHdoe 
HARP ae Py 





A Bit of Rail-lery. 

Some people have the detestable habit of carrying 
‘the shop” with them, go where they will. We notice, 
for instance, that Drewicx, the tallow chandler comes up 
to business every morning from his suburban villa in a 
“composite” carriage. 


An Interesting Observation. 

A Banxzr’s Crenx wishes us to put in a good word 
for the ling at ten o’clock movement. He remarks, 
with truth, that anyone whose business has taken him to 
the Bank of d on “dividend day,” must have 
noted hew. carefully Bankers’ clerks study the “ In- 
terest,” of the public. 


Vaux Poruur.—Lorp Baoveuam. 
























Manon 7, 1868.) 








ODE TO A HIPPOPHAGIST. 
By A WALLER-EYED }f6ss, 


Go, ey mone 
Tell him who dines upon “Geo-geo,”’ 
That if he spoke 
Of dining plenteously off 
A simple cannibal he’d 
re Tay tl, na 
At ing o er, hors 
That when oe a bs: . 
Wears o © a8s 
And he no longer faw, perio re 


Small is the worth 
Of donkey that doth wodk.exthew :— 


Mier himself for barbeens, | if 
. sAnd not so blush to make-a stew ! | Y fy 
‘When diel That he Yj 
_. A'thing ‘that is accounted rare | aby 
Piet: Thy fate he'll sha | 
y re fs 
_ ‘Whene’er horse-eaters need new fare! 
eS 


os OVER AND UNDER. | 
Wirs poker-knob the 
a nthe I thump, om | 
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My battered bath has night 
My as nightly leaked 
ihbore his hated heed” 
P’ve\smashed my furniture, and shrieked— 
‘hy won't he go to bed P 
i nie . the hated sound | 
_ Up chimney creeps, 
He never stirs from home, I’ve found, | 
And very rarély sleeps. | 
Say is it base to use’the dirk, 
Or cowardly to shoot ? | 
I cannot do a stroke of work— | 
He will not leave the flute. 


Goton Talk. 


By Tum SAUNTERER IN SOCIETY. 


—_—_ ———_ -- 





LITTLE knowledge is a dangerous thing 
—especially when it isa little knowledge 
of Latin and Greek, and is accompanied 
by a desire to seem to know a good deal 
about those tengues. Mr. GLADSTONE, 
a little while since, at a Penny Reading, 
spoke warmly in ise of Scort’s 
** Hymn for the Dead”’ in the Lay of the 
Last Minstrel, Thereupon a critic in 
the Pall Mail, the Gazette of Culture, 
sneered at Mx. Guapstons for praising 
what was a mere translation of the old 
Latin Dies Ire. I suppose this acute 
commentator read in the Lay that the 
burthen of the song was— 


** Dies irs, dies illa, 
Solvet seeclum in favilla.” 


And he knew enough Latin to know that 
“ That day of wrath, that dreadful day ’”’ 
is a tolerably close version of the first 
line. He then concluded at once that 
Scorr’s was a mere translation; but if 
he had known enough to construe the 
old rhymes, he would have been less 
ready to call Scorr’s lines what they 
Tinsley’ s this diosith pats mm oe ee a's 
avery strong claim to be consi 
ig hae ee shilling magazines, at few vill dispute the claim. It 
first end varied, and it is strong in its novels; I predicted at its 
the tight which was not strong, that Mr. Yates was the right man in 
ae and backed by a liberal and judicious proprietary 
€ the Mag. a success, and a success it is. “Guernsey in 
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SucGestions For Pretty Tuincs in Spring HBgap-presses. 





$e 


midwinter” is ‘pleasant. “For the King” has the proper swing, 
and is admirably illustrated by Mz. Hovcuton. The only thing I 
don’t care about is the review of the Queen’s book, which is too like 
all the other reviews of that work. In Broadway there is an essay on 
“‘ Woman’s Novels,” which is a trifle too sweeping in the general, and 
not severe enough in particulars. Its author lets down Ouida and 
some other lady—I mean female novelists far too easily, while he slurs 
over the fact that the greatest novelist of the present day is a lady— 
Grorge Exiot—and that Miss THackrkay deserves something more 
than two lines of dismissal. ‘* Wall Street” is an amusing article, 
and “Second Thoughts” is not bad. There is a picture by Pavi Gray, 
which displays all his grace and facility of execution. As regards 
‘‘ Brakespeare”’ I can’t say I like it this month ;—-the author of Guy 
Livingstone never seems so happy asjwhen he is writing of impurity, but 
I doubt whether his readers care about it. Cassell’s Magazine is very 
good this month. Maz. Durron Coox’s “ Below Freezing Point”’ isan 
admirable short story—a model of that style of composition in fact; 
Mr. James GREENWOOD’s papers are interesting, and the brief articles 
—they are too good to be called padding—afford capital reading. Of 
the illustrations it is scarcely fuir to the artists to express any 
opinion, for the engraving of most of them must have taken all the 
artists’ work out of them. The first illustration this month is curiously 
bad in this respect. The girl’s hand is a claw, and in her dress, the 
grass behind her, and at the root of the sapling she clutches, the 
cutting is about as bad as it can be. I fancy Mr. W. Tuomas must 
be of the same opinion as I, for I see he does not put his name in the 
corner, though it is tolerably conspicuous in the other blocks. The 
Quiver has one very fair engraving—the frontispiece, in which Mx. 
Tomas has done more justice to his own drawing than he has dis- 
played towards Mr. Brapiey’s. I am curious to krow how such an 
inferior drawing as the illustration of “Shadows” got into the maga- 
zine at all. ‘There is some curious work too in the picture on page 
409, where the rain descending from the far edge of a cloud, which is 
almost on the horizon, falls nearly into the foreground—at any rate 
into the middle distance. The literature is up to the usual standard of 
the magazine. The Popular Educator continues to supply its condensed 
information—a sort of beef-tea of knowledge—in a cheap form. 
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A SLIGHT MISTAKE, 


Young Mother :—“ Husn, Joun! Darwinea Toosey 18 CooIne so pRETTILY!”’ 
Matter-of-Fact Creature :—‘* No, My Love! ‘THAT's THE CREAKING OF THE PUBLIC-HOUSE SIGN NBXT DOOR!”’ 




















. Their years were but a gentle slope— 
A LEAP-YEAR LAY. This year may prove a steep year 
, | Should you try marriage; so I hope 
ae Sregupoue Govt, You'll “ look before you Leap’’—Year! 7 * 





Ou, ladies! who the privilege 





‘mg # , You dream of wedded happiness— | 
Obtain this year of “ popping,”’ Ai : sas :. 
i ? junction sans collisions ! : SS 
P Or ponder ere across the hedge Your matrimonial views, I guess, ve 
For ale tig 1 ewe “~ alae ‘a Are very baseless visions. | 
= 1 . 
A dear, pie ok eo baa) Be warned! and do not this year make = 





y ; Your “ waking-out-of-sleep’’ year. 
—— ao og tee ap en Year! ' Dream on ;—my friendly warning take, 
00 ore you Pp —itecar: | And “look before you Leap ’’—Yeur ! 





Of course, I know, a single lot 
Is singularly dreary — 
But véry many wives, I wot, 
Are only doubly weary. 
Their lives are simply sums of grief, 
On wretched year they heap year 
To make a burden past relief ; 
So “look before you Leap ’—Year! 


That “looking after Number One "’ 
A proverb is, quite true is; 
But that I doubt if rightly done 
By finding Number T'wo is! 
I know that life soon runs to waste, 
That quick on year will creep year ; 
And yet 'tis ill to wed in haste, 
So “look before you Leap”’—Year ; 


Joun AnpgRson and his good-wife 





Well! ’spite of me, you would, I see 
A worser half annex still— ., 
Be man and wife! Oh, don’t you be 
Bis-sex’t till next Bissextile ! 
A lottery all marriage is, 
But this is the worst Sweep-year ! 
So take the tip I offer :—’tis 
“Pray, look before you Leap ’’—Year ! 
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‘‘What d’ye think of that, my Cat P What d’ye think of 
that, my Dog?” 


T xe introduction of horse-flesh as an article of human food has been 
heralded by such a prodigious flourish of trumpets at the one-and-a- 
half guinea Langham Hotel banquet, that we begin to entertain serious 
misgivings how we shall by-and-by be able to feed our feline and 
canine companions—not to put toofineapointon it. At the same time 


ne 


esl sss 


In fair and stormy weather, we exp our decided opinion tha fillet of 

~ ress ecided opinion that anyone who prefers a fillet o 

(The song says) down the hill of life horse to a prime mutto is to inte aD his 
Went cok in hand, together. | “Chump.” ne maton chop is to all intents and purposes off 4 
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Axswens TO CORRESPONDENTS, 11, 23, 33, 
48, 55, 65, 75, 85, 95, 105, 125, 125, 135, 
147, 157, 167, 177, 189, 199, 209, 219, 
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229, 241, 251, 261, 263 
At 8kelmorlie, 36 


All is not Gold (or Silver) that Glitters, 67 
Aand B; 


or, the Sensation Twins, 77 


A-Mews-ment, 80 
Another “ Farewell,” 96 
As the Act Directs, 100 
All the Difference, 107 
Again, 119 
Art of Poetry (The), 120 
(An), on an Address, 125 
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Aun’t he Just Wrong? 42 
A Raw Notion, 58 

| All is not Gold (or Silver) that Glitters, 67 
A Long Time Ago, 76 
A and B; or, the Sensation Twins, 77 
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Folly of Brown (The), 35 
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Pain and Travel, 46 
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Poor Humanity, 98 

Precocious Baby (A), 113 
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Quick Returns, 209 
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Pierre, 74 

Traffic Diverted, 96 
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Three Degrees of Comparison, 210 
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Very Awkward for a Man in a Red - 


Waiting for the Winner, 34 
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Walrus (The), 126 
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ANTICIPATION. 


The day's Deerstziking premised him by a friend in the Highlands as fondly pictured to himself by little Fipps, of the —— Office, during months of 
delicious anticipation. , 


CONFIDENTIAL NoTEe.—If our friend has a weakness it is for comfort and good things in general. 


i 


i 
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REALIZATION. 


The day when at last it came. Poor F. never saw the ghost of a deer, and at this point all that he had to eat has been eaten, all that he had to drink, 
drunken, and all Leat ee yfiad to smoke, smoken. 
: f; 


Note.—He always says it was the pleasantyst day ver spent. Let us hope he is a truthful man. 
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THE VISION, 


| Wore last nigh 
ai fright, 

shi ; 

‘Leawa sight | 2 2Y bed! 





That stood b 
A figu 2 whites? bed-post ! 
A faint Lue light— 
é i it for a ghost! 
Y poor heart jum 
And _ a thumped 
would break i 
x teatee could sighs 2 hall. 
Th! oh, my! 
came @ hollow laugh, 
It ? On my life, 
was ny wifo— 


Her yoj 
gloom 2828 through the 


“ 
Ia aged the match— 
A cat, dear, in the room !”? 
——s 
4 MUSICAL NoTE, 


ot 4 tatement that we are 
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‘| most of the Natural History 
‘“@ | books placed in the hands of 
‘| children are very superficial 
@ | and sadly wanting in neces- 











7/)'— | have seen stated in any one 
“@@ | of them the interesting fact 
that pa’s belong to the order 
of Ma-male-ia. 
THE LATEST FROM 
CANADA, 





| 
| 
in Canada wishes to pay atten- 
| tion to a young lady, he 
| usually, if it be winter, un- 
| dertakes to kill her with kind- 
| ness—by taking her out and 
e sleighing her. 


Se as 

| METEOR -ILL-LOGICAL. 
WHueEwN an omnibus or a cab 
| is hailed, must the horses that 
| draw it be cheraur de freeze ? 

—Does it necessarily follow 
| that because the glass falls we 


| are bound to catch it ? 








| IN RE-'BUS DRIVER. 


contradictory nature of the 


him “hold /ard,” and that 
he does —(s)often. 


aa a 


FUN OPENS HIS UNIVERSAL EXHIBITION. 


GREAT Rvsu OF CROWNED HEADS. 


— 








sary information. For in- | 
stance,we do not remember to | 


WHEN a young gentleman | 


ee 


Ir is an evidence of the | 


| 


‘bus driver that his conductor | 
is frequently calling out to 


FUN ALMANAC. 


IF! 
(An Almost Patriotie Song.) 


Ir skies were bluer, 
And fogs were fewer, 
And fewer the storms on land 
and sea; 
Were shiny summers 
Perpetual comers— 
What a Utopia this would be! 


If Life were longer, 
And Faith were stronger, 
If Pleasure would bide—if 
Care would flee ; 
If all were brothers 
| To all the others— 
What an Arcadia this would be! 


Were Gold abolished, 
| And Steam demolished, _ Se —<_ Ou | aan a AI 
| Were Slavery chained and | —s —~—7' J \ nm wa 

| 
| 


SS 
WS 
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Freedom free ; 
If all earth's troubles 
Collapsed l'ke bubbles— 
What S Elysium this would | 
e! 


RELATIVELY 
SPEAKING. 

THERE can be little doubts 
that Miss-Chancery is “ half- 
sister to Delay,’’ but we can- 
not see how she, being very 
much a-miss, can possibly bea 
mother-in-law, any more than 
a well-staircase must of ne- 
cessity be the step-mother of 
Invention. Farther, we can- 
not state anything. 


IRISH LINE OF PORK. 


Patsy :— ARRAH, TERRY, THIN, AN’ WH'HaT ARE YEZ AFTHER WID THAT 


GHOSHT OF A SQUAKER?” 

Terence (confidentially) :—‘‘ AIsY, PARLINT! SvRR, IT'S POIKE-FISHIN’ I’M 
APTHER, AND HE’S THE LOIVE BAIT;—BUT HOULD YER WHISHT—Ae's not in the 
saycret, sure!” 


Tue RULE TO WHICH NO 
EXCEPTION CAN BE TAKEN,— 
In Maiden Lane, 
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TO THE FRIEND OF 
MY BOSOM, 


Come, let me fold thee to my 
eart, 
And to my bosom fold— 
For thy warm sympathy is | 


| 
When all the world’s a-cold. | 


My bosom glows—no other | 
touch 

Than thine can make it | 
glow ; | 

Didst thou not comfort me go | 
much | 

I should not prize thee so. , 


My breast receives relief and | 
ease— 
My blood flows 
faster! 
I’m getting better by degrees, 
My own—my mustard 
plaster ! 


freer— | 


LE FOLLET OF | 
CALIFORNIA. 


THE latest novelty in mil- 
linerdom in San Francisco is 
reported to be a paper bonnet. 
We trust the fashion will not 
reach Europe, as the bonnet- | 
makers would no doubt insist | 
on using Bank-notes for the | 
article. | 


OCULAR DEMONSTRA- | 


ON. 


' 
| 
You should never advise | 
a bill-discounter to keep a/| 
sharp look-out. It is almost | 
the same thing as a recom- | 
mendation to use-your-eye. | 
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FUN’S EXHIBITION SCRAP-BOOK OF ALL NATIONS. 
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Robinson (who has run up to town for a day on urgent business) :—“ Watt, oLD Boy, NoT GONE OUT OF Town Yer?’ 


Jones :—**No, I’vmesunt My WIFE AWAY INSTEA 


SEASONABLE 
STANZAS, 


(By@ young Lady on pre- 
senting her Lover with a 
Comforter.) 


Rownp the neck, where these 
arms have so oft been 
entwined, 

Fold this- comforter, kzit- 
ted of wool ; 

But don’t let the ends of it 
hang down behind, 

For the rude little street- 
boys to pull. 

It may save you, my own, 
from a cruel catarrh, 

Ora terrible cold in your 
head ; 

For the truth bids me own— 
all beloved as you are— 

You’re not nice when your 
nose is so red. 


For ,the whispers of love 
twill preserve that dear 
Vulce, 

For allow me to state, if 
, you please, 

It’s not cheerful to have the 
young man of your 
choice 

At your vows of fidelity 
sneeze, 


And if after marriage, some 

night at the club 

Till late hours you are 
tempted to ream, 

“= ee neck its warm 
cru’ may remind 
dear hub. . ™ 

Of a comforter waiting at 
home! 


se Se 


NOT EASILY 


Guard :—‘‘ No SMOKING ALLOWED ; 


Cool Youth :—“ Don’T BE IN A HURRY; 


NEXT STATION AND WELL PUT IT 
’” 
BRANDY AND WATER. 
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yOU MUST PUT THAT PIPE OUT.” 


JUST WAIT TILL WE GET TO THE 
R—WITH A GLASS OF 


OUT TOGETHE 


D, FOR THE B'NEFIT OF MY HEALTH. QUITE SUFFICIENT CHANGE FOR ME.” 
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ARM-A VIRUMQUE 
CANO-E. 

A MEMBER of the Canoe 
Club has constructed a canoe 
of such exceedingly light 
draught, that he can navi- 
gate it anywhere by a mere 
wave of his arm. 


A WRINKLE. 


WHEN purchasing a shoot- 
ing cob, always select one 


having a bang tail. 


A MATTER OF FANCY. 


MALTESE terriers, one can- 
not help thinking, must have 
a cross look about them. 





eo 

Wuy are policemen on 
duty like the stalls in a 
theatre 7—Lecause they are 
numbered aud reserved. 


SMOKER’S BEST 
empty to- 


THE 
FRIEND. — An 
bacco pouch. 


THE LIKELIEST FisH To 
LauGu.—The trout, it is so 
easily ti kled. 

COMING IN AT THE DEATH. 

Tue last crop of the sca- 
son— lhe hunting crop. 

A FALL NONE OF 
OBJECT 10.—A wind-fall. 





Us 


Ir a pear could speak, | 
what would be its dialect ;— | 
Jargon-elle. 
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THE NEW BABY. 


By Proressor ATE-TUNE. Ss : , 
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H, Babe, with wond'ring eyes so round and great, 
With crumpled toes and fingers, with bald pate, 
And waxen cheeks of rose-hue delicate ;— 

What is the task appointed you by Fate? 

Dost bring us joy, or grief, or love, or hate, 
Blessings to praise, or ills to execrate, SS Re ie 
Dreams from the ebon or the ivory gate, SSS RRR CE 4 
Scraps from the kennel, or rich meats on plate ? Sk SS m3 
No matter how your gifts we estimate, 

And of your cruelty or kindness prate, 

Your predecessor's reign must terminate 

Erelong—his sands run out at such arate !— 

And when he dies, you will succeed him, straight, 

A full-fledged Monarch—a mere babe, but late! 

Well! we will welcome you to regal state 

And on your Majesty’s high bidding wait, 

Contented our proud hopes and aims to bate 

Before the King, who gives us a new date. 

King Sixty-Seven is dead! Long live King Sixty-Eight! 
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<OWALIF | : 


WELCOME GUESTS! 


Joun Burt (0 Peace and Plenty):—“WELL, MY DEARS, I HOPE YOU'VE COME TO MAKE A LONG 
STAY WITH US!” 
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RIDER AND DERIDER. 
Bobkins is listening to the band, and thinks he is making an impression. 
Vulgar Little Boy (who knows the horse) :—“ Now THEN, Guv'NOR, YOU'D BETTER TROT ON—THE HOUR'S WERRY NEAR UP!” 





MODEL FARMING. 


ISOLK. 


Sut theday out! 
Close let us sit, 


IN travelling through 
the country, when you 
see an estate with the 


Laughter and wit 
Winter has sown. 
Care, without doubt, 
Chatting with hate, 
Wrangles—but wait, 


+ a ae 


fences particularly well 
kept, be sure it belongs 
to a sporting man—he 
loves to sce good helg- 


Who is alone? 


Fill up, and clink 


Glass upon glass, 
Let the wine pass, 


Shiver with fear— 
Hang it—a tear! 


Who is alone? 


Sorrow has flown. 
Fools, on the brink, 


we sw ” 
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THE PROFFERED 
BOWL. 
HENcE with the bowl! 

Nay, tempt me not, 
I am not to be tempt- 
ed! 
Aye! from this weak- 
ness (tho’ my lot 


Se 
SE A Ss testa 


Is weakness) I'm 
exempted. 


Nay, add no sweetness 
to the bowl, 

| You cannot make 
me love it; 

My soul is humble— | 
yet that soul 
| Is far—oh, far— 

above it! 


Love, to our hearts, 

Singing a song, 

‘* Life isn't long,’’ 

Thrills and is gone. 

Ere it departs, 

| Give it a kiss— 

Why, what's amias ? 
Who is alone? 

| Shake off the anow ! 

Come! here’s a place, | 
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Cold as a atone! 
Let the wind blow! 
Warmer, my pet ? 

| Jolly? and yet, 
Who is alone ? 


Poor little face, 


Us who can laugh, 
Us who have sung, 
Sorrow has flung 
Many a bone. 
Cynical chaff, 
| Piping our eye— 
| Millions sigh, 
| Who is alone? 
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FUN’S 
1.—“ For, indeed, my father did something smack —.” 
— MERCHANT OF VENICE. 
2.—“ Take any shape but that! ’’—Macpera, 





ILLUSTRATED POETS. 


3.—** Light only on the box.””—BryantT AND May, 


sizh to think that he had found 
His warmest welcome at an inn.’””—SHENSTONE. 











Urge me no more :— 
hence, tempter, 
hence ! 

Cease, cease beseech- 
ings cruel: | 

For, ah, you can on | 
no pretence | 

Persuade me totaste | 
—gruel! 





To BE PICKED OUT 


| witH A Pin. — The 


‘ 


Scotchman’s favourite 


| esculent: The‘‘whilk.”’ 
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A MAGIC MIRROR. 


CHRISTMAS is near again, 
Wiping a tear again 
Off from our faces, 
Holding a magic glass 
Over which shadows pass, 
Smiles and grimaces. 


Claude sitting pensively, 
Got up extensively, 
Women adore him! 
Coin, as it should, you know, 
Making the mare to go, 
Whips in before him. 


Fan, full of merriment, 
Tries an experiment, 
Who could rebuff her! 
Bother sagacity, 
Fanny's vivacity 
fF uils to a duffer. 


Jones may be lyrical— 
I’m not satirical, 
Fortune’s erratic. 
Croesus must have his fling, 
Though poets sit and sing 
Up in an attic. 


Mirror so magical ! 
Life seems so tragical, 

I'll have a shy, too! 
While runs the world away, 
Each puppy has his day, 

Why shouldn't I too? 


There go my vanities, 
Freaks and inanities, 

Love and its lingo! 
Why, then, it isn’t black ? 
Fling folly on its back ? 

Won't I, by jingo! 





EXTREMES MEEtT.—Here's | 
an instance in the feathered | 


tribe: —The Solan Goose. 


THE REPRESENTATION O 
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ON’S ALBUM. 


>> 


lst Old Gent :-—* Sin, I OBJECT TO SMOKING!” 


2nd ditto :—**So po I!” ia 
Smart Youth :—“Two To ONE—I'M THE MINORITY, SO I SHALL SMOKE! 
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NORITIES. | 


. regards mewn and 


THE RING. 

Now that the vigilance of 
the police is so often called 
into question, we are glad to 
report that a body of con- 
stables the other day proceeded 
on board a steamer lying off 
Thames Haven with the in- 
tention of taking into custody 
a party of prize-fighters re- 
ported to be on board. It 
turned out, however, that 
they had misunderstood the 
information they had received, 
which was that the ship had 
several spara on deck and her 
crew were in the habit of box- 
ing the cou pass. 

LEGAL NOTE. 

A GENTLEMAN writes to in- 
quire if he is compelled to pay 
his rent if he can’t. It all de- 
pends upen his tenure. Non- 
payment of rent is an awkward 
thing for a yearly tenant, but 
it doesn’t, in the leased, 
matter. Perhaps, however, he 
had better consult a solicitor, 
as we are a little shaky on the 
point, being no great shakes 
in law. 
CONCERNING LOANS. 

TOMKINS says he never 
Inds an umbrella—if its a 
cotton one his friends are 
guilty of flaxity of morals as 
tuum—if 
it's a silk one they seem to 
think it’s (s)ilk-convenient to 
return it—and as for gingham 
umbrellas he declares no one 
ever gives a thought to bring- 
gipg-'em home again. 
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HANDY HINTS; 


| Orn, Every Man uis 
OWN EVERYTHING. 


| _ [WE have much pleasure 
| In giving our readers a few 
| suggestions which they 
| will find useful amid the 
| various circumstances that 
| arise in everyday life.) 

Wuat to do when a 
quarrelsome fellow, who 
has a crow to pick with 

ou, “just looks in” :— 
ok out! 

Wuat to do when an 
actor “brings down the 
house’’: — Stand from 
under ! 

Wuart to do in uncer- 
tain weather after you 
have saved your oats, 
wheat, and barley :—Mind 
your (r)eye. 

Wuat to do when any 
one disturbs the peace of 
our mind:—Give him a 
it of it. 

Wuart to doif you get 
a thrashing from your own 
cane :—Cut your stick. 

WuatT to do when a 
person rudely takes you 
up :—Give him a set-down. 

WuartT to do when you 
want to make a 
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WuatT to do when you 
receive an offer and wish 
to show that you decline: — 
Slope. 

Wuat to do when a 
friend asks you to criticise 
his book:—Don’t notice 


im. 

Wuart to do when the 
only door that is left open 
for you is retreat:— 
Bolt it. 

Wuat to do when an 
idea strikes you :—Try and 
make it a hit with other 
people. 

Wuat to do when a 
friend tries to do you:— 
Bid him ado for ever. 

Wuat to do when you 
have read these hints :— 
Get upon hint-imate terms 
with them, and put them 
hint-o practice. 


A SAD DROP. 


[By a recent amend- 
ment of the ‘ Tippling 
Act,”” a publican cannot 
recover any score for liquor 
drunk on the premises. } 
WitH pockets empty Bibo 

walks, 

A-thirst, from SBoni- 

face's door! 
Would’st know why thus 
he walks his chalks? 
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through the woods :— A Few Suggestions for the Next Royal Academy Catalogue. 








Because he can’t run up 


HAT to do when a ae oa _4ary , 
edi cides te: titans 1.—Early Pie > 5.—A Village Sty’e. oi ameter? 
your “ guide, philosopher, 2.— The Mother's Pet. 6.— The Mace-bearer. ors 
— — that 1D) : ti 3.—Rough Wether off the Coast of Devon. 7.—Summer. Ten Braue Parane. 
hand of yeu. 4.—A Shady Pool. 8.—Spring. — Curl papers. 
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JHE Jiistory OF THE JENSATION DRAMA THAT JACK WROTE. 
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Guide :—“ That heffigy of them two halabaste ; 
*undred ’n heighty-seven. Their mortal remains was yan by de here in the Habby of St. Holive’s, founded by ‘Enery the fust Tooder, fort’n 
himbammed, and henwelluped in jules !”” : per ae ‘the. yal Hantiquarian Serciety seventin heighty-three; their bodies was found 
2 OM J iP. , 
. [ Procession moves on. 
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=> H E loaded wains proclaimed the waning summer, The 
year at Midsummer Day had shown a disposition to 
halve. A little later it had shown an exposition at 
Havre; and now it had arrived at a superlative harvest. 
| The fields were peopled with virtuous villagers :— 
villagers are always virtuous at harvest time because, as JUVENAL 
has observed, ‘‘ Nemo réap-ente fit turpissimus.” Although it 
was the sickle-y season, every face glowed with health. All was 
contentment and gaiety; even the farmers did not put forward 


the cutting of their corns as a lame excuse for sadness. Everyone 
was bent on getting in the crops by hook or by stook. The rural 
population, armed with reaping-blades, constituted a peaceful army, 
officered by commanders-in-sheaf. 

The golden sun had shed his splendour over the ripe cornfields, 
until they were ready to shout for glee. At any rate each individual 
field became one continuous yeller. Even the poppies blew till they 
were red in the face. ‘‘ What did they blow?” youask. Were they 
not performing on the corn,-eh ? 

Every farmer had come a heavy erage this fall, and was any- 
thing but cast down in consequence. In short, the agricultural 
interest was furrowly satisfied, for the harvest was more than ‘“‘ up to 
the Mark ”’—Lane. 

And if there were rejoicings over the harvest of wheat, there 

. was no less merry-making over the harvest of wit. While the farmers 
P ANY were binding their sheaves, FuN was binding his seventh volume, 
\ among the incessant hurrahs of the public and the endless ‘‘’ear- 


aly a 
eR 4 , 
A 0 y MW = s’ears”’ of corn. 
aN se \ 
Ny 













He gazed benignaxtly on the happy crowd that surrounded the 
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! m 6©loaded wain, ani smiled not unkindly on the poor people who came to 
1 | my 6giean in his field, for he had a tender heart, and not a stern Chester, 
ieee’ «that would send a poor gleaner to gaol for seven days. 

While Fun was thus surveying the field of his labours, and 
reposing on his ‘‘ sheaf-d’euvres,” he was aware of a gentleman who 
was approaching him. 

The stranger wore a black frock-coat and an anxious air. On 
his brow were seated a careful expression and a new hat. His bosom 
was filled with contending emotions and covered by a white waist- 
coat. He was, to be brief, attired in the height of fashion and plunged 
in the depths of thought. Drawing near to FuN the new-comer 
made a low bow and addressed that potentate. 

‘* Most renowned and puissant Fun, I have ventured to seek you 
here to ask your aid and advice.” 

SRY Su. 5 f SZ I pp ‘* You have found me, sir, although you sought me in wain! 
| : ' What can I do for you?” 

: ‘* What can you not do ?”’ 

‘‘ I cannot do one thing—waste time which is of infinite value to the public. Who are you ?” 

‘‘] am the REPRESENTATIVE OF THE NEW E.ecrors !”’ 

‘* What do you ask of me ?” 

‘* Some definition of my duties. I want a rule of conduct. Be my guide, philosopher, and friend.” 
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| ‘* By giving me a model on which to frame my address to my constituents.” 
| ** Listen, then !”’ said the puissant Fun, and standing up in the waggon, he made the following speech, amid the raptureus 
applause of the ussembled multitude. 

‘* GENTLEMEN !—I come before you to-day to request the honour of representing you in Parliament. With my opinions 
litics you are already acquainted. I would be Conservative of all noble institutions, and Liberal of all needful 
reforms. Should you return me you will find me adhere faithfully to the performance of my duty towards yeu—the duty of 
honestly and fearlessly representing you. Some Members of Parliament are fond of using a bit of eonvenient elap-trap to the 
effect that they are ‘‘ representatives and not delezates,”—and you will generally find that they arrogate this representative 
character just at the very time when they have been misrepresenting their constituents. My view of the duties of 
representation is different from this. I shall always be ready to be guided by your opinions—not the opinions of individuals, 
of course, but of the whole constituency to be gathered by general meetings, and communicated to me by deputation. I 
consider that the intercourse between the representative and his constituents should be continuous, instead of being confined to 
election times, and a flying visit once a year. By frequent conference we shall both be benefited; and althetgh I shall expect 
you to be guided by me in matters of policy, where my knowledge of the internal workings of the House of Commons induces 
me to differ from your views ; yet I should feel it my duty to restore te you the honourable trust you confer on méeif I find our 

| 


= | 
{ 
** I shall be very glad todo so. In what particular way can I assist you at this moment ? ” 


on general 


opinions at variance on any great principle. 
‘‘I shall devote my time and attention to your interests and the interests of the country at large. But I feel sure you 


will not begrudge any effort I may make on behalf of any of the yery numerous classes that have no special representatives in 
Parliament to yentilate their grievances or advocate their claims. 

‘*Should you do me the honour to elect me, you may feel assuréd that I shall never sacrifice your interests for my own, or 
give up principles for place. I hold that the subordinate offices under Government should be nurseries for young and talented 
statesmen, who are ready to devote themselves to learning the official work of Ministries. They should not be made asylums 
for worn-out partisans. Constituericies may be proud of a representative who achieves place when it means power, but they 
will do well to dismiss one for whom. place means pension. I have now laid my programme before you, gentlemen, You will 
record your opinions of it to-morrow at the poll.” 

Fun sat down again amid loud cheers. 

‘‘T am extremely grateful,” said the Representative of the New Electors, ‘I shall profit by the lesson you have read me. 
A thousand thanks!” 

** Don’t mention it. If you do your duty you will always have a friend in me. If you are returned, remember that your 
strongest efforts must be directed to the breaking-up of the Railway Tyranny. The Direetors must be taught that they may 
not lock people into carriages, and burn or smash them—that they are not to cenvert the monopoly we grant them into a means 
of grinding the faces of the poor, by compelling them either to pay exerbitant fares er to give up the idea of escape from 
emoky stifling London courts.”’ 

‘*T will obey your directions. But why do not you go into Parliament, most illustrieus Foun?” 

The great Fun smiled a pleasant smile—‘‘ Because it would not be constitutional. Look into your BLacrstone, Sir. 
The principle of the British Constitution is Commons—Lords—and Fun. I keep the other two assemblies in 6rder.” 

‘Quite true,” said the Representative of the New Electors. ‘‘E apologise for my forgetfulnéss. Te the Houses of 
Commons and Peers we are indebted for the Statutes—to you for— 

‘¢ Exactly so!” said the potentate, ‘‘ for— 


Che Seventh Volume of the Heby Heries of Fun. 
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OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 
—_~——— 

UT a very few years ago the boldest of the 
prophets—even Dr. Cummine himself—might 
have hesitated to foretell the Premiership of 

Mr. Disrarti. Then it seemed the most 

unlikely thing to happen ; now it appears to 

be the only proper thing. Indeed, the new 

First Lord is to be congratulated, for a happy 

combination of events has arrived at the very 

moment to assist him to the elevation at 
which he has so long been aiming. For there can be no doubt that 
he has always placed this prize before himself—even when sinking 
into his place after his ill success in his maiden speech. ‘The day 
will come when you sfa// hear me!’’ meant not merely the empty 
success of oratory, but the solid prize of power. Well, as I said 
before, he is to be congratulated. It is no slight thing that one who 
has always created more surprise than admiration, and who yet has 
been infinitely more admired than loved, should have wrung such a 
victory from Fortune. He is truly “ ab omni parte beatus’’—by which, 
let me add for the information of the classical scholar, I do not mean 
“blest by all parties.” 

Belgravia this month has a very charming morceau of verse by Mr. 
Mortimer Coins, a pleasant essay, very brief, by Mr. Sawyer, on 
‘“‘ Nice Girls,” and a good paper by Mr. Toornsuny. “Saint May” 
is neatly written. The ‘ Mudie Classics’’ by Banrycron White, 
begins impertinently with an explanation, and ends childishly with a 
twacdly story. Mr. Wuuire had better return to translations, his 
originality is ridiculous when not rude. Miss Brappon writes a decent 
set of verses, and the whole number, barring the illustrations, which, 
owing either to artist or engraver, are inferior, isa good one. In the 
Cornhill, Miss Epwarps gives us another excellent picture, and almost 
eclipses the splendid diaughtsman who supplies the other illustration 
to thisnumber. A paper on “ Defoe’s Novels”’ is capital reading, and 
the last chapters on ‘‘ Talk,”’ will be welcomed not solely because they 
are the last. London Society is scarcely up to the mark in the illustra- 
tions this month, though it has the able services of Mr. Joun Girpext, 
Mr. Caries Keene, and Mr. A. W. Coorgr to carry weight. The 
weight is contributed chiefly by ‘‘ Fanz Woop”’ and “ G. Bowers ’— 
the latter in the first cut to “Our Dinners” draws an arm with a 
decanter at one end, and something meant for a man at the other, that 
will startle cur best anatomisis. Mar. Bucwanan tells a dramatic 
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story briefly in his ‘‘ London Lyric,” which contains one line that is 
true poetry :— 


** J did not grieve—the loss was too divine.” 


The rest of the literature is up to LZ. S. standard—except the Cambridge 
sketch, which is an old practical joke enlivened with old jokes. Rout- 
ledge’s Magazin: for Boys, with which I am three numbers in arrear, 
begins the new volume capitally, and should add to its popularity 
greatly. Le Follet holds forth expectations of more reasonable fashions, 
especially in the matter of chignons. 

In St. Paul’s we have one of thos3 clever lifelike bits of drawing 
with which Mr. Mituais occasionally favours his admirers. ‘ Our 
Programme for the Liberals’’ is a sound political essay, and there is 
an admirable paper on “Fashion in Poetry,’’ and the number 
altogether is good, solid yet not heavy. The Sunday Magazine is strong 
in its illustrations, the large picture to the “Seaboard Parish”’ being 
particularly fine. ‘That story and the ‘“ Retired Life”’ move on with 
interest. In Good Words the gem of the number is ‘‘ A Working Man's 
Courtship’’—I have read nothing so true and natural for an age; 
— there is little more than three pages of it—it consists of letters, and 
yet the story is full of deep interest already and all the characters live. 
As for the Luureate’s lines, like too much he has given us lately, they 
are quite unworthy of his reputation. The profane will call them 
twaddle—and 1 must own they tempt one to be profane. ‘They are 
far better illustrated than they deserve, though the very fine drawing 
and telling engraving are lost through bad printing. It isa great pity 
Mesexs. SrkaAvAN’s magazines are not better printed, they deserve to be, 
and at any rate there is no practical reason why the large cuts should not 
be. The other illustrations in this number are good, especially those 
to “‘ Hero Harold.”” The Argosy is weak in its art,—variety would be 
charming beyond measure, for one is tired of the very old-fashioned 
Pra-Raphaelitism of its artist. There’s a good ghost story in this 
number, and some verses by Miss GrEENWELL are musical and pleasant. 
‘The Gardener's Magazine is noticeable for a pretty account of a pair of 
robins in a fernery. The musical publicare amply catered for in Hanover 
Square, Bond Street, and Exeter Hall, the latest comer, devoted to sacred 
music. In the first-named there are some most musical words of 
Mr. SwiInBusnz’s, set to a delicious melody by Mr. Mottoy. 

I nave received another number of the Elizabethan, the Ipswich school 
magazine. It bears out the promise of number one. Its verse is ex- 
cellent, and one rarely meets with decent verse even in the “ grown- 
up” magazines nowadays. I am particularly pleased with 
‘* Reminiscences.”’ 














AND yuE POBLIN, 


\\’ ER unreclaimed suburban clays 
Some years ago were hobblin’ 
An elderly ghost of easy ways, 
And an influential goblin. 
The ghost was a sombre spectral 
shape, 
A fine old five-act fogy, 
‘The goblin imp, a lithe young 





ape, 
' A fine low-comedy bogy. 


And as they exercised their 
joints, 
| Promoting quick digéstion, 
They talked on several curious 
points 
~/ =< _ And raised this delicate ques- 
a tion : 
‘‘ Which of us two is Number One— 
The ghostie, or the goblin ?”’ 
And o’er the point they raised in fun 
They fairly fell a-squabblin’. 


They’d barely speak, and each, in fino, 
w more and more reflective, 

Each thought his own particular line 
By chalks the more effective. 

At length they settled someone should 
By each of them be haunted, 

And so arrange that either could 
Exert his prowess vaunted. 


| 
“The Quaint against the Statuesque ’— 
By competition lawful— 
The goblin backed the Quaint Grotesque, 
| The ghost the Grandly Awful 
“Now,” said the goblin, “here’s my plan— 
i In attitude commanding, 
t I see a stalwart Englishman 
| By yonder tailor’s standing. 


‘“‘The very fittest man on ear-h 
My influence to try on— 

Of gentle, p'raps, of noble birth, 
And dauntless as a lion! 

Now wrap yourself within your shroud— 
Remain in easy hearing— 

Observe— you'll hear him scream alond 

| | When I begin appearing ! 





we 

The imp with yell unearthly— wild— 
Threw off his dark enclosure : 

His dauntless victim looked and smiled 
With singular composure. 


~~ tc. llllll LLL  t LittL.  clttltt 
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* Pawkie—I forget what pawkie means—perhaps stewed mushrooms. & 


1 Thrawfu’— baked ; otato. 
3 Rorkie—ncuralgia. 
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For hours he tried to daunt the youth, 
For days, indeed, but vainly— 
The stripling smiled !— to tell the truth, 
The stripling smiled inanely. 


For weeks the goblin weird and wild, 
That noble stripling haunted ; 

For weeks the stripling stood and smiled 
Unmoved and all undaunted. 

The sombre ghost exclaimed, “ Your plan 
Has failed you, goblin, plainly : 

Now watch yon hardy Hieland man, 
So stalwart and ungainly.” 


‘‘ These are the men who chase the roe, 
Whose footsteps never falter, 

Who carry with them where they go, 
A smack of old Sin WALTER. 

Of such as he, the men sublime 
Who lead their troops victorious, 

Whose deeds go down to after-time, 
Enshrined in annals glorious ! 


“ Of such as he the bard has said 
’Hech thrawfu’! raltie? rorkie !* 

Wi’ thecht‘ ta’ croonie® clapperhead® 
And fash” wi’ unco pawkie®!’ 

He’ll faint away, when I appear, 
Upon his native heather ; 

Or p’raps he’ll only scream with fear, 
Or p’raps the two together.” 





The spectre showed himself, alone, 
To do his ghostly battling, 

With curdling groan and dismal moan 
And lots of chains a-rattling ! 

But no—the chiel's stout Gaelic stuff 
Withstood all ghostly harrying, 

His fingers closed upon the snuff 
Which upwards he was carrying. 


For days that ghost declined to stir, 
A foggy shapeless giant— 

For weeks that splendid officer 
Stared back again defiant ! 

Just as the Englishman returned 
The goblin’s vulgar staring, 

Just so the Scotchman boldly spurned 
The ghost’s unmannered scaring. 


For several years the ghostly twain 
These Britons bold have haunted, 

But all their efforts are in vain 
Their victims stand undaunted. i Pe 
This very day the imp, and ghost, a 
Whose powers the imp derided, d 
Stand each at his allotted post— q 
: 
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The bet is undecided. 








* Raltie—seventeen. 
* Thecht—underdone. * Croomie—a Zo@trope. 


* Clapperhead—seldom. * Fash—speculate. 








FUN. 


| OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 


| DARK MEETINGS. 
The Platform. ’ Twizxt eleven and twelve. Lights down. Bones, Pompey, Soms books come to us like old friends—to be welccmed, not criti- 
Sampo, and other figures indistinctly visible. cised—for they are old friends of the public too. Such a book is the 

if rots ’ new edition of the Poetical Works of Samuel Lover. We all have about 

z naka Ttlikads sceak Bones? twenty favourites, for which we shall look the very first thing in the 
eS ced? N “an? y +7 64 dainty pages of this new edition—and here they are sure enough, “ I’m 
a eS ee oe | not myself at all” and “ Molly Bawn” and “ Molley Carew” and 


Faaeet ithe that all, Bones ? | Native Music” and ‘I’m a ranting roving blade” and—but stop! 


| We are transcribing the list of contents: and small blame to us, for 


+ + ee 
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Bones.— Yes, dat was all. 

Pompry.— No, Bones. 

Bonrts.—Oh, I thonght youdid. I thought you asked me if I didn't 
spoke afore you speaked. H'yah, yah! I say, Pompey. 

Pompey.— Well, Bones ? 

Bonges.—Who do you s'pose I met round de corner just now, 
Yompey ? 

Pompey.—Can’t say, I’m sure, Bones. 

Bonrs.—Oh, I met somebody roun’ de corner, and he did spoke 
wonderful. 

Pomrgry.— Indeed, Bones ? 

Bones.—Oh, yes, that’s so. You should have heard him spoke. 
He called me his forlorn and unconsidered broder. 

Pompry.— You amaze me, Bones. 

Bonvys.—Yes. ‘‘My forlorn and unconsidered broder,” he says ; 
‘“‘nevertheless, thou, too,’’ he says, “occupying certain cubic feet of 
space, and having within that visible temporary figure of thine forces 
both physical and spiritual, art not on'y a clothes-simulacrum,” he 
says. H’yah, yah, yah! You should have heard how he went on. 
H’yah, yah, yah! “ More than that art thou,” he says, “ Capabilities 
thou hast,’’ he says, “‘if only of the faintest. Not all of thee is black 
tuil-coat,”’ he says; ‘‘ shirt-frill, wristbands, collar, waistcoat, breeches, 
named in cant-euphemism of Jolly Dogs, Great Vances, and other the 
like mournful persons—of whom let your moral-philosophy také heed- 
ful note—‘ bags’.’” H'yah, yah, yah ! 

Pompry.— What more did he say, Bones ? 

Bonges.—I didn’t stop to hear what more he said. It was about 
pumpkins, though, and Luman stupidity, and apes of the Dead Sea, 
and immeasurable phantoms, and rotten boroughs, and flunkeys, and 
rushlights, and immensities, and economy, political and other, ground 
in eternal machine-music, not musical—deafening, soul-bewildering— 
and upholstery, and fashionable novelists, and tobacco-smuke, and 
Downing-street, and able editors, and quacks, and wind-bags. 

Pompry.— You say you didn’t stop to listen to all this, Bones. 

Bonges.— No, I come away. 

Pompey.—How did you Sia it then, Bones ? 

Bonres.—How did I hear it ? 

Pompry.—Yes; if you came away, how did you hear what your 
friend said ? 

Bongs.—He came after me. 

Pompsy.— Mother kissed me in my dream. 

Bongs.— You don’t say so! 

Et cantant omnes. 


The Law of Music. 

In the case of Woop v. Boosey it has been ruled that, the former 
having bought the copyright of an opera, and having also bought 
an adaptation of that opera, but registering the adaptstion in the name 
of the original composer, and not that of the adapter, it is com- 
petent for the defendants to publish the adaptation. In other words, 
an adaptation becomes a separate copyright, and must be registered 
as the original creation of the adapter. What would Messrs. 
Boosry say to such an application of this decision as the following ? 
We will put an imaginary case :—Suppose they should prohibit 
the use of the music of the Grande Duchesse in a burlesque—at 
the Queen’s Theatre, say. It is hardly probable that they would, 
for they make it a feature in their advertisements of the music 
that it is played in all the burlesques. Nevertheless, violently 
supposing they issued an injunction against the use of their copyright, 
what would they say if Mr. Warerstern “adapted” the airs, and 
registered his ‘‘adaptation’’ according to the law of the case of Woop 
v. Boossy ? Not that Mr. Watuiexstermw would try such sharp 
practice, for he isa gentleman. In point of fact, he did not. 


A Grim Reality. 

- ‘Tur distressing privations of the poor have been described by eye- 
witnesses with such photographic minuteness of detail that we are led 
to suppose that the writers must be acquainted with at least one 
branch of the beautiful science—we mean the Dry Plate system. 


Superrivovs SportTine INTELLIGENCE.— Woopcock’s Jittle Game. 


te ead 
rs eee Hom ' they are all so good it would be a shame to “make any invidious 


distinctions,”’ as the undergraduate said when the Examiners asked 
him which were the Major and which the Minor Prophets. To be sure, 


| we may go so far as to give the preference to those which it has been 


our pleasant privilege to hear sung by their author. 
The preface to the new edition is a valuable essay on song-writing, 


_which we cordially recommend for the general perusal of the public, 


and the particular study of those music publishers, who know about 
as much about songs as monkeys do of the Differential Calculus. 

The volume is turned out in good style, with clear type, capital paper, 
tasteful and appropriate binding, and plenty of illustrations ; im short, 
the ms have been well treated, but not better than they deserve. 


| Mr. Lover’s songs will, we are sure, find a hearty welcome in their 
new form from all of us—English, Scotch, Welsh, or Irish—though 
| these last have the best claim to be proud of the singer of— 


Native music, beyond comparing ™* 
The sweetest far oa the ear that falls. 





DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
No. 53. 


Tuer always come about this time of year— 
In fact, they couldn't come at any other ; 
And like great guns, they're often most severe, 
And kick up dust enough a man to smother. 
As for their name, if you perchance should know it, 
Your probable remark’s a rude one—* blow it!” 





1. 
A remark that our cat 
Considers quite pat, 
Whatever she’s at: 
Although, as to that, 
it’s not what she'd say to a mouse or a rat. 


2. 
When you travel in the East, 
In the Sultan’s terri-tory, 
Ev'ry other man at least 
Whom you meet is sure to glory 
In this title, which you'll hear 
Very often, it is clear. 


3. 
“ Aroint the witch!’ 
This little switch 

Defends us from thy spells ; 
Who owns the charm 
Is safe ’gainst harm 

From you, the Scotchman tells. 

4. 
If you knew it 
P rhaps you'd chew it— 
Though it isn’t right to do it. 
5. 
Worthy Fvaccvs, 
Friend ef Baccuus— 

And of Vzenvs, too, a mate you! 
Scholars féte you— 
Schoolboys hate you— 

But how very few translate you! 


Answer To Acrostic No. 51, 


S Starch H 
N Nevvy Y 
O Oneirodynia A 
W Wodanic Cc 
D  Deblai I 
R  Ratten N 
QO Oubit = 
P Patch H 


So.vrions or Acrostic No. 51, aecervep Marcu 5th :—None correct. 
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Proprictor of Cover (who has a better character for preserving game than for preserving foxes) :—‘‘ OH, YOU'RE SURE TO FIND: I saw A FOX 
THERE MYSELF ONLY A SHORT TIME AGO! 


I wera little fairy child, 
Iler hair all thread of gold ; 
Not orderly, but neatly wild, 
And folded fold on fold. 
A swect smile somehow broke away, 
From out her eyes of blue ; 
And laughingly it seem'd to say, 
‘IT want to speak to you!’’ 
Unto the partner of my heart, 
I turn'd and heaved a sigh ; 
To her all anxious to impart, 
My wildest ecstacy. 
She, merely looking towards her toes, 
With hardly half a smile; 
Replied, just turning up her nose, 
“Yes! pretty! but bad style! 


Easy to be Wise after the 
Event. 

Tue police, it is said, believe that 
they now have the chief movers in 
the Fenian Brotherhood in custody. 
What an infinity of misery and 
immensity of expense an ordinary 
amount of intelligence and foresight 
might have prevented! We should 
not then have had the mortification of 
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“DON’T MENTION IT, | BAG!” 





And this is how he saw it! 
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A PARODY. 
After Tennyson's Last. 


Tennyson stood in the wet, 


And he and his publishers met, 

His publishers cursing and swearing, 
And they said “‘O ‘Tennyson tc!l us, | 
Have you anything good to sell us, 
The public mind it enrages, 


| To read such bosh by p»ges, 


‘The Victim’ was little better, 


| And oh! that ‘ Spiteful Leiter.’ ”’ 

_ They spoke, their poor hair tearing, 
| 'TeNNySoN poems rehearsing, 

| Publishers cursing and swearing, 


TENNYSON swearing and cursing. 


What Cheer! 


it is our good fortune to enjoy, is 
of so merry-hearted a disposition that 
she declines to play on any piano or- 


/ namented with * fret-work.’’ 


Nothing Like 
We see that some one is adver- 
tising that he has received a stock of 


eland leather from Russia for boots. 
We suppose the material is used 


knowing that Kery and his notorious companion are free and Deasy , in Poland for the manufacture of dancing boots, as being specially 


still. 





SensrnLz NAME FOR THE FLow1nG Bowit.—A Beaker. 


Cuick-wegsp.—A Penny Pickwick. 


_ suited for the ’eel-and toe of the national polka. 





t 
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A younG lady, whose acquaintance 
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THE SACK, AND THE WOOLSACK. 
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MRS. BROWN IN AMERICA. 


Tue Bors. 


Tak of devils in garnet as the sayin’ is, it’s only another word for 
boys, as is a nuisance all over the world as is their natures to, but 
’Merrykin boys is enough for to make you wish as they’d never come 
into the world. 

I’m sure the life as the boys ’as led me since I’ve been ’ere nobody 


no use, for even Brown, he only laughs at me, a-sayin’ as boys will be 
boys. I says, ‘‘ Let ’em be with all my ’eart,’’ and a nice trouble, too, 
even in infancy as will seldom cut their eye-teeth without conwulsions, 
and ’ave knowed ’em myself at death's door in being weaned, as shows 
temper from the cradle, for I’ve seen my Joz would pull a cup of tea 
scaldin’ ’ot all over you in a instant the day as he were short-coated, 
and only six months, and there was poor Mus. ’ArPER as took a pride 
in her fust, and would make ’im wear caps with a noble cockade, as 
he'd tear to ribbins in no time, and dribble himself through and 
through with a silver coral as’is god-pa give ’im, and got a topper with 
it over ’i vald ’ead thro’ not a-knowin’ ’ow to ‘old a child, and lost 
‘is tem vr and throwed ’im on to the sofy that wiolent as might ’ave 
broke ’is neck, and no loss neither, for he turned out a bad lot, and run 
off to Australier, and is livin’, I’m told, in style, as ‘ll be sure to come 
’ome to ’im in the long run, no doubt. 

As I was a-sayin’, of all the limbs of Sattin its ’Merrykin boys as’ll 
haim at you with a loaded pistol and then turn round and say as it were 
only the bow on the crown of my bonnet as they wanted to see if they 
could cut off sharp over the pailins’ and me a-standin’ on the steps a- 
waitin’ for Mrs. SxipMore, and made sure as I was dead, with the 
bullet stuck fast in the back-door, as I'd shet behind me through only 
a-puttin’ my nose out for to see if it was that cold as I might require 
another shawl at night a-comin’ ’ome. 

It give me that dreadful shock as go out I could not, ard when Mrs. 
SKIDMORE went round ’erself to complain to their mother as is a quaker 
she called me a old flat to wear sich a thing on my ’ead, as is a 
lovely bonnet, and did used to be all the rage when I fust married, as 
I’ve ’ad it turned and altered thro’ ’avin’ been one as bent down in 
front like what Queen Caroline wore the day as she went down to be 
crowned at Westminster with the church door shet in ’er face, as she 
took it so to ’eart, and never ’eld up “er’ead again, tho’ they do say 
a-takin’ of laud’num on the top of magnesia were ’er ’ead, and ’er 
name struck out of the prayer book as was werry wrong, for if a bad 
woman she wanted their prayers all the more, not as the 'Merrykins 
knowed anythink about ’er no more than if she ‘adn’t never lived, and 
in course thro’ not ’avin’ no Kings and Queens is that ignorant, 
but I’m sure any one as is King over them did ought to ’ave a loaded 
cannon constant ready every instant, for if he didn’t blow them to 
atomies they would ’im pretty quick, as was obligated to be shot down 
by ’undreds, as Mus. SkrpMore’s own aunt see ’em ’erself last July 
four years from ’er bedroom winder as wanted to burn all the little 
black babies as is orphins in their beds. 

But as [ were a-sayin’ the boys is that awful in their behaviours as 
it ain’t no wonder they grows up what they are, as goes to Sunday 
Schools werry reg’lar but never learns their duties, but only a-larkin’ 
about, and the gals dressed up like as if they was a-goin’ to dance on 
the tight-rope. 

Since the frost ’ave set in I do think as it ’ave froze up all them 
boys’ manners, as goes on like downright lunatics, a-slidin’ all over 
the pavement, and wuss than that ’ave got little sledges as they drives 
all along without never a-carin’ a bit where they’re a-goin’ to, or 
who's in front on ’em, as ’appened to me the day afore yesterday, | 
when freezin’ was a fool to what the cold was, and me got to go across 
the ferry to New York, as is full of ice, the boats a-bumpin’ and a- 
crunchin’ thro’ it that wiolent as you can’t ’ardly keep your legs. 

Well, the ferry as I had to cross for to get over to New York is 
down a steep ’ill, as were that froze as you might slip from the top to 
the bottom and never feel your feet. 

I ain’t one as is much give to sliding, for when a gal I shall never 
forget the crack as I come on the back of my ’ead a-slidin’ along the 
gutter in front of our ’ouse, as wasn't nothink to the bangin’ as my | 
dear mother give me with the hearth broom for playin’ in the streets, 
as were a thing as she never allowed, and quite right too, for I’msure 
them ’Merrykin boys and gals is downright ruined by that werry 
thing. 

Well, I was a-goin’ down that ’ill to the ferry, a-takin’ on it werry 
gently, and ’ard work for to keep my feet, tho’ I’ad on a pair of over- 
shoes, as was part injy rubber and part felt, with the bottomsroughed | 
the same as ’orses, and a-usin’ my umbreller for a walking stick, as 
the brass ferrel on stuck in the snow and ’eld me up. 

When I was at the top of that ’ill I see a lot of boys with theirsledges | 
a-waitin’ about, I didn’t take much notice on ’em for them sledges is | 
foolish bits of things, tho’ dangerous, for them boys will lay down | 
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"em, and then slip along ’ead fust. 
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wouldn’t credit but them as see it, for as to tellin’ about ’em it ain’t 
| 


ee ee -—-— 





I ’adn't got werry far down that ’ill, as were downright glass for to 

walk on, when I ’eard a shoutin’ behind me, I didn’t dare to turn 
round for fear of slippin’ but ’urried on, when there come such a shoutin 
as made me turn round a liitle, and if I didn’t see dozens of them boys 
a-layin’ on their stomicks on them sledges a cumin’ slap at me full 
pelt. : 
I tried for to get out of the way, but law bless you the middle of the 
road was the only spot as I could keep my footin’ on, so I tried for to 
run a little bit but ’adn’t no time for to do nothink, for all them boys 
and their sledges was up with me in no time and seemed all to come 
behind me at once. ; 

I was a-goin’ to turn round and face ’em, but was swep’ clean off 
my legs, and fell back’ards among all them boys, and away we all slid 
together ever so far and then upset. 

Parties give a rush at me and dragged me up and sets me on my 
legs, and one says, “ You're a nice old blather ’ead to go and set on 
boys like that as might have smashed ’em with your weight. 

I says ‘‘ Where’s my umbreller?”’ ; 

They says ‘‘ You've been and dropped it.”’ os 

I says ‘It was knocked out of my ‘and by them boys and I’)l ’ave 
it ;’’ but law bless you there ain’t no law nor order to be ’ad, for when 
I told the perlice, as come up, he only says “ You must go about with 
your eye-teeth skinned here or you'll lose your ead.” — 

I was that shook with the fall, as if it "ad been a Christshun country 
I'd ‘ave gone ’ome in a cab, but there ain’t sich a thing to be had, 
and when I come to look for it if my redicule wasn’t gone, so I couldn't 
get across the ferry thro’ not ‘avin’ the money, as ‘adn’t no more about 


me, except what I carries about, sewed up where is best know d te 


myself. 

To sure the work as I ’ad to get back ’ome, as only was managed 
by ’oldin’ on to the railin’s nearly all the way, for bless you, the 
‘Merrykins won’t sweep away their snow from before their doors, as 
freezes over and over agin, and all I wishes is as them as don't sweep 
it up was the ones to fall, as never ’appens to them as it would serve 
right, but only to innocent parties as is took unawares. a 

But what aggrawated me with them boys was when I was a-walkin’ 
up that ’ill, if they didn’t take and foller me, a-’ootin’ at me, and usin 
such ’orrid low-lived expressions about me, and ’ad to crawl ‘ome werry 
much shook, as was at fust afeard as my back was broke, the same as 
’appened to poor Mr. Watsu, as lived in Pitfield-street, 'Oxton, as did 
used once to keep a coal and ’tater shed in ’Oxton Old Town, and went 
to see 'is married daughter Boxin'’-day, and stepped on a slide and fell 
that wiolent agin a man as ’ad a basket of enE es is ead as sent 
‘im a-flyin’ into a baker's winder, as were plate glass, as ‘ad made a 
fortune with “down agin to even money,” as I never could make out “o 
sevenpence can be called even money, and ’ad to pay for the crockery 
as wasn't no great walue tho’ a ‘eavy load onthe ‘ead, and sp’ilt ’is 
pleasurin’ with a lump on ’is back-bone spine as big as your fist, and 
never the man to walk as he did before, and never set up straight thro 
want of strength; but Mrs. Sxipmorg, she put me on a plaister as 
seemed to draw out the pain, tho’ bruised frightful, as was no doubt 
thro’ me a-comin’ in that wiolent collusion with them boys agin the 
kerb-stone, as ketched me that sharp agin my ‘ip, tho’ I didn’t feel it 
at fust as you often don’t when that benumbed, tho’ a frightful bruise, 
but was more of a eyesore than any real ‘arm done, but all I’ve got to 
say is that ’Merrykin boys is that awdacious as will set their fathers at 
defiance open, and pay no more attenticn to a mother than if the wind 
was to blow, as is what I can’t stand ; but law, Jox’s wife, she seems to 
like to see ’er eldest that cheeky, as she bust out a-larfin’ at him when 
he says, ‘Ain't grandmother a big lump of a Britisher,” as I didn’t 
consider manners, but never said a word a-knowin’ as she wouldn't like 


it, tho’ I should ’ave corrected one of ‘Liza's boys, but then it makes 
all the difference bein’ my own daughter, as in course never can be & 


son’s wife, but fully expects as that boy will turn out a limb, like the 
rest, some day, when least expected. 


In the Paper. 


Tue latest novelty in New York, so says an American paper, has 
been a “ paper ball.” It is stated that the quaintest, most coquettish, 
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and magnificent toilettes were composed of paper, which admirably , 


imitated the materials generally used in making up an expensive cos- 
tume. We cannot see that this is a great novelty for the land of 


| greenbacks. For years past, people had been not only clothed, but fed 


by means of paper made “ to imitate materials,” generally known as 
“coin,” 





Spicy, ‘ ; 
Tirtorr—a swell and no mistake—eo identifies himself with the 
tinge of his irreproachable whiskers, that he actually walks gingerly. 





Not ror Lampetu.—The New Cut— Filet de Cheval. 
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SOMETHING LIKE A TRADES’ UNION. 


By a Reat Workinc Man. 


I can remember, in my time, when everybody was advised by street , 


boys and such to “ Flare up and join the Union,” and little did I ever 


expect to see the day when that advice would be in a manner took; | 
and all them that belong to what of late years it’s been the fashion to | 
call ‘the people’’ and the “working classes,’’ would have “flared”’ | 


There's been a goodish deal made one way or another 


[Marcu 14, 1868. 


The Union that can do that would be something like a Trades’ 
Union, and there's a many now of my opinion who wish hearty that the 
money that's been subscribed for to keep so many of us on strike and 
to pay delegates and such, had been spent in stores so that we might 
meet the times when our wage was low. ‘This was my talk to the 
missis last Saturday as we was going to the “ People’s Market,’’ where 
we live, down Whitechapel way, and she says, * You're right enough, 
the same as your words is proved true by this very place, which is all 
under one head, the same as it’s under one roof, for where there’s such 





and joined it. 
out of us working men by them that have called us “the people,’ | a union of the butchers and the grocers and the cheesemongers and 


and spoke to us asthe ‘‘people,’’ and in general jawed at us off | the butter trades as brings food to many that didn’t know where to 
of platforms as the “people,” and have took the liberty to tell us | look for it; which, in my opinion,” she says, “legs at six-and-a-halt, 
how we ought to mind our own business, without putting of usin the | and shoulders at six, with good beef marrow as is better than any 
way of having any particular business to mind. Noble lords as take | butter, at seyenpence, and all sorts of comfortable pieces cut fair for a 
up with philanthropy and wants to.get into Parliament have come and | few ha’pence, is what the working man requires.’”’ ‘ Well,’ I says, 
talked to us as if we was great babies, and read easy po’try to us, and | “but who's at the expense of it all? Where’s the head-quarters of 


showed us magic lanterns, and made genteel jokes ‘for us to laugh at; | the charity?” “Charity!” she says; “it ain't no charity. It’s a 
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and parsons have now and again took us in hand, and men of the people | private business done at a good profit and nobody don’t feel no 
as have feathered their nests pretty tidy out of half-a-crown and a blue | dependence, which is the thing the working man don’t ought to want.” 
check pocket-handkercher that they started in life with, has told us | And I says, “ Right you are, old woman, as usual.” 

pretty sharp of our duties, and wanted to know why we couldn't a/1 | 


of us feather our nests similar. 
and the representatives and the regular organizers as nobody wouldn't 

have thought could set the Thames a-fire, as the saying is, but which | 
has yet managed to set us a-flaring up and a-joining of the Union to | 
such a tune as the burning ot Rome with the Emperor a-fiddling | 
wasn't nothing to. ‘The worst sort of this flaring is, that when it’s 
gone out it leaves us with empty fireplaces, and we ain't got much to 
fall back upon except the ashes and the cold hearth where we see our 
wives and little ones setting with hungry bellies and no shoes on their 
feet. ‘This is what it seems to be coming to with most of us working 
class as have been talked to as ‘the people,’’ just as if there wasn’t 
any other people; and when all comes to all, even if we can ruin the 1 . 7 
masters, or send them abroad to find these other people, and there's no A YOUNG GENTLEMAN of our acquaintance, being asked to give a 
more work to do, the funds wouldn’t hold out while we learnt fresh | classical rendering of “Paddle your own canoe,’’ promptly replied 
trades. It does seem to me that what's wanted isto put us in the way | “‘ Suum Caigue ! 

of getting work at reasonable wages, and when times is bad putting us | 
in the way of buying things at a reasonable price. | 


And then at last comes the delegates a es 
Not Nice to a Shade. . 


Tue accession of Mr. Disrarut to the premiership is so remarkable | 
an event that it deserves more than a passing notice. It appears to us 
to be an excellent opportunity for the adoption of new colours by the 
| Conservative party. It would be paying a graceful compliment to the 
| noble ex-premier if the old cry of “true blue’’ were superseded by a 
new one—Darby and Jaune. 


Done into Latin. 





On tHE Sguare.—The First Life Guards—Fists. 
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JUVENAL JUNIOR. 


DxamMAtic CRITICISM. 


Say, can no eff rt prop the falling Stage ; 

No kindly knife the Dramas’ pangs assuage ! 
Mine be the task, if not to wield the blade, 
To scourge the men who should be first to aid. 
Oh, critics, critics! who on fiist nights sit 
And frime your judzments by a noisy pit— 
Who take the verdict of a “ paper’’ cram— 
Whose praises are so faint they cannot damn— 
Who dare not print the dulness you confess— 
Sneer in the lobby—simper in the press: 

To you I call—but since my call is vain, 

I raise the lash, I trust, for wholesome pain. 


Oh, scholar—I had nearly said, indeed, 

“Oh, only scholar”’ of the Zimes—take heed ! 
The critic must not doze, though Homer nod ; 
You bear th. laurel, but you bear the rod. 

That tender-hearted surgeon is a bane, 

Who spares the cure, because he spares the pain? 
What time a minor “ critic’ stole the pen 

And won the laughter of all thinking men, 

You had done well admonishment to take— 

You, whom not nine times nine Tom Taytors make. 
Borrow some gall from minor wits, to mend 

The pen which never hurts or foe or friend! 
Teach us the 7imes’s criticism survives 

For dramas as for Spiritual Wives ! 


Satire, of course, should only wield the scourge, 
For giving bays excuses she must urge ; 

And yet the Daily News she’ll praise, forsooth, 
Because it says what it believes the truth ; 

And she will scorn no critic, so that he 

Tell all the little truth that he can see. 


The Standard’s critic on occasion shows 

How far much more than what he tells he knows ; 
Chained by the custom of the critic tribe, 

He glimpses at the faults he should describe ; 

Too ready ever on the generous side 

To laud the merits, the defects to hide. 

Would he but speak, more justice would he do 
The stage—and his own reputation, too. 

The Telegraph adopts the general tone— 

Has seldom an opinion of its own; 

Declares the door against that piece is slammed, 
Which on the first night beyond doubt is damned ; 
And prophesies a run—or more or less — 

For that which boasts legitimate success ; 

Winds in long-winded sentences about, 

Which at the close would leave you in a doubt, 
Save that like PLaciary’s “ good-natured friend,” 
Their kind intentions to discomfort tend. 


Say, shall we pass—or is't to stoop too far ?— 
To note the critic of the Morning Star ! 

The Morning Star where erst an angry pen 
Spluttered its comments upon rising men. 
Who has ascended to the judge’s throne, 
Scarcely less shrewish, surely more unknown ? 
His latest notices proclaim at once 

The private partizan or public dunce! 

Woo finds so much to praise in Daddy Gray, 
Could scarcely note the minor sins of Play, 
Unless some petty motives undefined 
Disturbed the muddle which he calls a mind. 


Farewell! oh, critics, till another day, 
Meantime, like cricketers, just mind your play ; 
Condemn the bad with energy outright, 

Praise not for favour—nor condemn for spite; 
And so, perchance, your JuvENAL may fay, 
‘Thank heaven! I've read a criticism to-day !” 


A Caution. 


Bz careful you are not misunderstood when in conversation at the 
d nner-table. Young Snapsuot has just lost a very “‘ warm corner”’ 
in his Aunt Caro tne’s will, simply because she fancied an insult ina 
r mark he let fall touching “ Wrinkles”’ and the old “ she-Carry ”’— 
alluding merely a new sporting work. 











FROM OUR STALL. 


Tue novel of Martin Chuzzlewtt is too long and involved for dramatic 
treatment. Many of the characters diverge from the main road at an 
early stage of the story and return to it only toward the end. The 
book is full of episodes ; a play that should follow all the intricacies of 
its plot and allow enough dialogue for anything like elaboration of its 
characters would require a whole evening for representation. At the 
Olympic we have a somewhat shadowy version of Dickens; a recent 
reading of the tale is absolutely requisite for the full comprehension of 
the drama. The dialogue of the original is preserved as far as possible 
in this adaptation and gives it peculiar liveliness. With the acting of 
Martin Chuzzlewit we have little fault to find. Mr. Vincent must 
contrive to carry himself twenty-five years back in the article of dress ; 
Mx. AsuLeyY must wash the stains of gunpowder from his visage, unless 
he wishes to give evidence against some Fenian who has fired five shots 
at him from a revolver, in the neighbourhood of Wych-street ; and the 
lady who plays Mercy Pecksniff must show less of a remarkably hand- 
some bust. Mr. CLarke is a lovely Sarah Gamp, sully —sentie~tnnd 
utterly heartless. Mr. Horace Wiaan represents admirably the 
passive side of Jonas Chuzzlewit’s brutal nature, but he scarcely realizes 
the active portion of it; he dresses the part splendidly. Mx. Apprison 
is not sufficiently tall for the Pecksniff designed by Px1z; this, how- 
ever, is a misfortune and not a fault—so that Mr. Appison may plume 
himself on playing the part as well as any actor of the same height 
possibly could play it. Mn. Sovran makes up carefully for Mark 
Tapley, and plays as characteristically as the text of his part allows. 
Miss Lovisa Moore is a fascinating Mary Graham, in spite of the 
hideous bonnet which archeology compels her to wear. (What guys 
the women must have been in 1843! Thank goodness we are not old 
enough to recollect the costume of that period). Miss Farrew as 
Young Bailey is worth going ever so many miles to see ; the character 
exactly suits her, and she plays it with an enormous amount of spirit. 
Some very pretty scenes have been painted for this drama. 

At Drury Lane a piece by Cotonet A. B. Rienarps has been brought 
forward. Messrs Ixvinc anp McIntyre do all in their power tomake 
it go. The piece is evidently written by a gentleman of refined and 
even poetic mind, but the melodramatic tendency of its plot renders it 
unfit for any prominent place in the Drury Lane bills; it has a trans- 
pontine smack about it. 

We were happy to see a full house on the occasion of the May benefit 
at Drury Lane the other morning; and we must congratulate the 
promoters of the entertainment on the result of their praiseworthy 


exertions. 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[We can take no notice of communications with illegible signatures or 
monograms. Correspondents wili do well to send their real names and 
addresses as guarantees. We cannot undertake to return unaccepted MSS. 
or Sketches, unless they are accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope , 
but we cannot enter into correspondence regarding them, nor do we hold 
ourselves responsible for loss. | 

ALEPH.—It is rather late in the day to find fault with the writings of 
Francis Quarles, 

Pax.—Peace! 

A. B.C. (Post-Office) has the coolness to tell us that ‘‘the following 
occurred to him this morning ’’—the following being the ancient definition 
of ‘‘ Matter—never mind,”’ and ** Mind—no matter. 

PxcKHAM Rye.—The “ Saunterer”’ is much obliged to you. 

‘‘ LEAP-FROG IN THE CiviL SERVICE” would, we think, hardly be 
permitted under ‘‘ Kinc StorxK(s).”’ 

Cora L,—Lines not suitable. Fun’s ‘‘mowing”’ is more nearly related 
to mopping than to cropping. 

PETER PIPER writes us an abusive letter and asks, ‘‘ Will you have the 
pluck to publish this?’’ ‘To which we answer ‘‘ Yes, if he will have the 
pluck to come and acknowledge writing it.’’ 

A FREE-TRADER (New-square).—The epigram is too personal, the lines 
not good enn. 

C. J. G. (Dublin).—The title of the cartoon you mean was simply 
‘* Recreation.” 

P. L. C. (Liverpool).—We are much obliged. 

K. (Erskine-street, Liverpool).—Thanks, 

ZERO is left out in the cold. 

Mons. PartuRrens.—Your song is most ridiculus mus-ic, but not quite 
suitable. Next time you strike the lyre we'll hope it will prove a hit 

Declined with thanks:—A. H., Maida Vale; Lutterworth; L. B. P.; 
E. H., Dublin; Brooks; J. P., Old Broad-street; D. J. F.; H. B. R., 
Bishop Sto-tford; Leonard; I. R. Z. A. B.; B. C., Wallingford; P. V., 
Macclesfield; A. W. O., Cambridge; W. P., Fulham; Truro; Cantab, 
Hammersmith; A Fact; A Constant Reader; J. H. N., Houghton ; 

B., Jun.; R. B., Torquay; G. G. F., Liverpool; J.C. R., Camden- 
square; J. B. T., Brighton; 8. G., Liv 1; Tyro; G. M., Bedford-row ; 
J. T., Bristol; J. T. L., Lincolnshire ; A Lad Sabena: E. C., Ken- 
sington; C. A. B., Temple; Claude, Dublin; Delta; Nemesis; Mercredi, 
Liverpool; R. D. B., Clapham; Mary Hann. 
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(Marcu 14, 1868. 
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Sceng :— Farmer's Ordinary. 


"aiter (with horror) :—“ Hr! srr! You'RE A-EATIN' THE MELTED BUTTER!” | 
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LIFE’S PLAYTHINGS. 


Ar the age of only eight, you'll forgive me if I state 
That there never was a child like me: 

I was not a bit inclined to devote my little mind 
To the study of my A, B, C. 

I could linger with delight over marbles or a kite, 
And I left it for the humdrum boys 

To be fagging all the day, for [ fancied when at play 
There was nothing in the world like Toys! 


But my heart was in a flame, I remember, when I came 
To the period of soft sixteen : 
She was young and very fair, in a frock and curly hair, 
And the colour of her eyes light green. 
When I met her (at a dance) how she thrilled me witha glance, 
And a pressure of her white kid glove: 
In a minute I was caught, and in ecstacy I thought 
There was nothing in the world like Love! 


Then Ambition had a turn, and I felt my bosom burn 
‘To be ranked among the earth's great men: 
So [ wrote a lot of rhyme—just a step from the sublime — 
Tho’ I reckoned it sublime just then. 
Quite a year I threw away on a novel and a play 
‘That were worthy of a first-rate name ; 
I was probably deceived, but I verily believed 
‘There was nothing in the world like Fame! 


I was doubtful and perplext how to fix upon the next, 
"Midst the treasures that the earth might hold: 

Some were dearer than the rest, but the dearest and the best, 
And the brightest of them all seemed Gold. 

But it may be—after all—even toys begin to pall, 
In the struggles of this long, long strife: 

All my gods are overthrown, save the last—for I will own 
There is nothing in the world like Life ! 


} 


Farmer :—“ Aw, I tHowrT ‘TWERE THE soUP!”’ 








A LUNATIC ON LITERATURE. 


We are very fond of English literature, and as the volumes of Fun, 


new series, will show, we have contributed not ignobly to the lighter 


branches of the literature of our country. We are grateful, also, to 


_ anyone who will give us a good book on the study of English authors. 


We were much obliged to Mr. Hannay, for instance, for his excellent 


| course of lectures on the subject, a book which no student should be 


| without. 
| for his Handbook of English Literature, for it is really so bad as to be 


{ 
j 
j 
| 
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But we are net grateful to Mr. Witt1aM Georce LARKINS 


quite comic. One specimen of it will be enough for the reader :—this 
is part of what Mr. Larkins says of Lorp Byron :— 

‘‘ The production of ‘ Don Juan’ placed him immediately in the front rank of the 
poets. It is the description of a young and satiated libertine, who endeavours to 
rouse himself from the listless and melancholy condition into which he has fallen 
by travel in foreign lands. .... It is written in the style of the Spenserian stanza, 
which suits the character of the poem, which is gloomy and contemplative... . 
The sentiment of the poetry ascen!s from what is low and lustful to the highest 
purity and sublimity.” 

This is really delicious! Well may Mr. Larkrss say in his preface 
that his notes ars “woven together by a thread of originality.” 
Never before were such “ original’ views propounded for the edifica- 
tion of the student. Pxroressor Henry Moxey is mentioned in the 
dedication to this fanny book, but Mr. J.1nx1ns must be a wag, for he 
could never seriously mean to associate tue Professor's name with such 
stuff. We have, however, come to the conclusion that the extract 
given above is a joke. Very funny, Mr. Larkrins! bnt don’t do it 
again :—we see through your jokes, but little boys and girls who want 
to study English literature might be taken in. 








Coled Comfort. 

A DISTINGUISHED ARTIST of our acquaintance happened the other day 
to fall in with a scientific professor who was descanting on the probable 
failure of our coal. The painter was of opinion that the sooner the 
Couz-fields of South Kensington give out, the better for England. 
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A LIVELY MARCH: The Popular Air just now. 





IT’S NO AFFAIR OF MINE. 


I nate that kind of thing, my dear ; 
Indeed, I'd rather walk 
Ten miles the other way than hear 
Old Mrs. Grunpy talk. 
Whenever she begins to try 
The scandalising line, 
I says to her—I says, says I, 
It’s no affair of mine ! 


If Emma Jang and Mary Anngz, 
The maids at Number Two, 

Are partial to the baker’s man— 
What's that, says I, to you ? 

Suppose the butcher-boy i is fond 
Of Number Twenty-Nine, 

And she may happen to respond ;— 
It’s no affair of mine ! 


If Mr. Lor, the auctioneer, 
Has got a shrewish wife— 
It’s not for us, I says, my dear, 
To pry at married life. 
If Captain C. comes back at night 
A deal the worse for wine, 
And kicks the children left and right— 
It’s no affair of mine ! 


I'm sick of Mrs. Grunpy’s ways, 
And Mus. Guunpy too; 

No doubt she goes about and says 
Queer things of me and you. 

She’s always dropping in to tea, 
Or looking in to dine ;— 

And yet the brute—but then, you see, 
It’s no affair of mine ! 
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LOOKS INTO BOOKS. 


In the Paris Exhibition, by Evucene Rimmer, Messrs CHAPMAN AND 
Hatt have published a very elegant little souvenir, of what will pro- 
bably be the last of the International Shows. It consists of a collec- 
tion of the articles which were contributed by Mx. Roamer to the 
Courrier de L’ Europe and the Patrie, translated into English, and illus- 
trated rather plentifully with representations of some of the principal 
objects of the exhibition, including a very good specimen of chromo- 
lithography, ‘‘ The Broussa Mosque,” and a bird’s-eye view of the 
building and park. 

Mr. Rimmet comments on the Exhibition with fairness, and with 
what is much rarer, frankness. He does not hesitate to condemn the 
mismanagement of the Imperial Commissioners, and the injustice of 
the awards of prizes. He very properly points out, too, why the 
selection of British jurors was 80 unsatisfactory —though, of course, it 
was an understood thing that our share in the Exhibition would be a 
disgrace, a job, and a failure, as soon as it was announced that Mar. 
CoLz was to be Chief Commissioner. The error of the much-vaunted 
elliptical arrangement of the building is pointed out briefly and clearly, 
and the criticism on the articles displayed in the various departments 
and countries is valuable because it is just, if not severe. Altogetker, 
the book will be a welcome souvenir of the Exhibition to those who 
saw it, while to those who did not see it, it will be a compensation—if 
nota substitute, since after reading the volume carefully they might 
well pass themselves off as having visited tae show. 

The book is turned out excellently in the matter of paper, print, and 
binding—though as to this last, Messrs. Bone seem to have gilded the 
edges unsatisfactorily; it is almost impossible to avoid tearing the 
pages in some cases, in trying to separate them. 


Smoke: 

Tue Times states that the consumption per head of tobacco in the 
United Kingdom has increased from 13}oz. in 1841, to 1Ib. 5oz. in 
1865, and adds “so greatly is the habit of smoking extending.” The 
Times might see from its own columns puffing is on the increase. 
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ELLEN McJONES ABERDEEN. 


‘yy ACPHATRSON CLONG- 
4 LOCKETTY ANGUS 
McCLAN 
Was the son of an elderly 

labouring man, 

You've guessed him a 
Scotchman, shrewd 
reader, at sight, 

And p’raps_ altogether, 

. shrewd reader, you're 
right. 





From the _ bonnie blue 
Forth to the beastly 
Deeside, 

Round by Dingwal) and 
Wrath to the mouth of 
the Clyde, 

There wasn’t a child or a 
woman or man 

Who could pipe with 
CLonecLoexetTty ANGUS 
McCuan. 


No other could wake such detestable groans 
‘With reed and with chaunter—with bag and with drones : 
All day and all night he delighted the chiels 
With sniggering pibrochs and jiggety reels. 
He'd clamber a mountain and squat on the ground, 
| And the neighbouring maidens would gather around ; 
To list to his pipes and to gaze in his een, 
Especially Exten McJones ABERDEEN. 


All leved their McC.an, save a Sassenach brute, 
Who came to the Highlands to fish and to shoot; 
| He dressed himself up in a Highlander way ; 


. 
Ct te. grt 


Tho’ his name it was Parrison Corsy Tousay. 


Toray had incurred a good deal of expense, 
To make him a Scotchman in every sense ; 
But this is a matter you'll readily own, 
That isn't a question of tailors alone. 


| A Sassenach chief may be bonily built, 
He may purchase a sporran, a bonnet, and kilt ; 
Stick a skein in his hose—wear an acre of stripes— 
But he cannot assume an affection for pipes. 

| 





CLONGLOeKgtrTY’s pipings all night and all day 
Quite frenzied poor Pattison Corsy Toray ; 
The girls were amused at his singular spleen, 


Especially ELLuN MeJonzs ABERDEEN. 


—<wv See ee = Sheen 
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“* MacpHarrson CLonoiecketi.1 Anxeovs, my Lid, 
With pibrochs and reels you are driving me mad. 
If you really must play on that cursed affair, 

My goodness, play something resembling an air!”’ 


Boiled over, the blood of Macruatrson McCran— 
The Clan of Clonglocketty rose as one man ; 

For all were enraged at the insult, I ween — 
Especially ELLEN McJunzs ABERDEEN. 


“ Let's show,” said McCray, “to this Sassenach loon 
That the bagpipes can render a regular .une.”’ 

‘** Let's see,”’ said McCuan, as he thoughtfully sat, 

“** In my Cottage’ is easy—I ll practise at that ”’ 


He blew at his ‘‘ Cottage,” and blew with a wil’, 
For a year seven months and a fortnight, un‘il 
(You'll hardly believe it) McCuan, I declare, 
Elicited something resembling an air! 


It was wild—it was fitful -as wild as the breeze — 
It wandered about into several keys. 

It was jerky, spasmodic and harsh, I’m aware ; 
But still it distinctly suggested an air. 


The Sassenach screamed, and the Sassenach danced ; 
He shrieked in his agony—bellowed and pranced. 
And the maidens who gathered rejoiced at the scenc, 
Especially ELtun McJonzgs ABERDEEN. 


“‘ Hech gather, hech gather, hech gather around ; 
And fill a’ ye lugs wi’ the exquisite sound. 

An air fra’ the bagpipes—beat that if ye can ! 
Hurrah for CLlonciocxerty Aneus McCuan !”’ 


The fame of his piping spread over the land : 
Respectable widows proposed for his hand, 

And maidens came flocking to sit on the green— 
Especially ELLEN McJonus ABERDEEN. 


One morning the fidgety Sassenach swore 
He'd stand it no longer—he drew his claymore, 
And (this was, I think, in extremely bad taste), 
Divided Conciocxetty close to the waist. 


Oh! loud were the wailings for Aneus McCian, 
Oh! deep was the grief for that excellent man — 
The maids stood aghast at the horrible scene, 
Especially Exten Mc Jones ABERDEEN. 


It sorrowed poor Pattison Corsy Torbay 

To find them “take on”’ in this serious way, 

He pitied the poor little fluttering birds, 

And solaced their souls with the following words :— 


‘Oh, maidens,”’ said Pattison, touching hi: hat, 
“Don't blubber, my dears, for a feliow like that ; 
Observe, I'm a very superior man, 

A much better fellow than ANnevs McCuian!” 





They smiled when he winked and addressed them as “de uis,”’ 
And they all of them vowed, as they dried up their tears, 

A pleasanter gentleman never was seen— 

Especially ELLEN McJonzes ABBRDEEN. 


ena 
Tempus Fugit. 
A pAINFUL illustration of this truism is now presented at the East- 


'end. We are assured that there are scores—we may eay, hundr: ds,—of 
| families who have not known what a “ Saturday night” is for months’ 
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f sewing-machine competitions. Will they run up awful ticks at the 

OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. heaneh lane and the cunfectiéners f I'm afraid oye ee pee 8 
” _| is empowered, as the Universities are, by statute, there will be terrible 

W pala Fem Sbcnaeaae ta ie yee Paha difficulties. Idle bachelors will take lodgings in the place to flirt with 
) J aaa 3 UP .; | the undergraduates; and unless the “ proctrices”’ have the es to 


pap Pipes Satter ag si Pigg weir a order them out of the neighbourhood, the ladies’ studies will sadly 


After his discovery, any allusion to his aber- 
ration seemed to me to be unwarrantable. But 
a paragraph which states that he has been 
placed in a private lunatic asylum, beeause 
he entertained a belief that he is disliked by 
his family, becomes, to my mind, a public matter. Private lunatic 
asylums are not admirable places, and I should think the poor gentle- 
man’s family must be labouring under a delusion which almost fits 
them for similar supervision, if they suppose that by putting him in a 
madhouse they are going the right way to disabuse his mind of the 
notion that they do not like him. 

‘Tax Atias has altered the form of its “‘ Notes,’’ but not to advantage. 
They do not read half so well as they did, though there are some smart 
lines about the “Cockney Literary Man.’”’ Their aim, however, is not 
very obvious, and the merit of such squibs depends somewhat on that. 
Nevertheless, there are some very sharp hits in them. Altogether, the 
paper in its new form keeps well up to its intent, and should establish 
itself firmly. 

I am sorry to see that “the canoe”’ is gaining more footing, if I may be 
allowed the expression. ‘The amusement is a dangerous one—a spill 
from a canoe being more perilous, even to a swimmer, than an upset 
in an outrigger. Besides, I doubt whether anything which began 
its public career as a tract-distributing machine is worth much. . I 
hope the Boating Clubs of Oxford and Cambridge will discourage the 
movement, which; asa mere “fad” and fashion, may injure the old, 
honest, manly practice of rowing. In my time, it was a nice amuse- 
ment for raw freshmen and men who wouldn’t handle an oar, for fear 
of being pressed into the hard work of the torpid. Captains of the 
O0.U.B.C. and C.U.B.C. will kindly accept this intimation. The Prince 
ImpgriAt of France has just joined the Canoe Club. Let the practice 
be delegated to Frenchmen‘and boys! It is statedthat the Prince or 
Wares is Commodore of some English Canoe Clib, but I trust the 
report is as unfounded asa récent advertisement whieh’ alleged that 
“the Jolly” somehody or other sang two miserable«miusic-hall songs, 
called “ Racketty Dick’’ and‘ The Horse Feed,’’ or 8ome such names, 
“by command of H.R. H.” ; 

At the time when a new Premier comes into power ittis fair to 
suppose that the Editor of the Saturday Review-wouldnot dé absent 
from his post. Butif he be at the helm how camhé explain his passing 
two blunders in the number fer March 7th, whickerejustéuch blunders 
as the Review would, or should be, most severe wpon::. Blunder number 
one, minor:—Why was the reviewer who 'sé°ably) criti#ised Mn. 
Fitzcerawp's David Garrick, allowed to give usfde*Covempen such a 
brace of lines as this P— 

“‘ All thoughts, all passions, all delightay: 
Which stir this mortal frame.” 
This is not Corzripce’s metre, but Wartrts’s. Blunder nuriber two, 
major :— Why was the writer, so very unnecessarily severe on Wholesome 
Fare, permitted to talk such nonsense as this ?— : 

The little “‘ Marchioness” in Dickens's : Curiosity Shop fouwé her dry bread the 
better for rubbing it against the door of the'room where the cheese was locked. 
Now no man is compelled to read: Dickens, but if he quotes him he 
should not only read but understand him. The character of the 
‘‘ Marchioness” may be an exaggeration, but it would be a caricature 
if she were guilty of any suelt'practicathumour as'this. She pries 
through keyholes to discover where the key of the sufe is hidden; but’ 
her wildest flight of imagination is to consider infusion of orange-peel 
wine—with a goed deal of “‘tnake-believe.”’’ The first blunderis 
pardonable as a defect of memory’ (thewgh it is difficult to belieweu 
Saturday Reviewer capable:of that: weakness), but the second isi 
complete misapprehension of character—it'‘is‘*worse than a blunder; 
and a blunder is, we are told, worse than a crime. 

I wear great things of the coming exhibition of thé Society of 
British Artists. Mr. Barnes is to be well represented, the three posts 
of honour in the chief room being occupied by his chief work, and by 
the pictures of Mr. Huristonz and Mr. Hearuy. Mar. Hayes sup- 
ports the credit of the Society in landscape, backed by Messxe. Moore, 
Cots, Tennant, and others. Mr. C. W. Nicnorzs sends a picture, 
entitled ‘‘A Charming Incident,”’ which has been engraved by Mr. CO. 
Mottram, and is a pretty subject that should be popular. 

We are to have a Ladies’ College after all—the real article, and no 
nonsense about it. It is to be somewhere between London and Cam- 
bridge, and the fair undergrads are to go into residence, with sets of 
rooms, and she-scouts, dinners in hall, a gate-bill no doubt, and all the 
correct surroundings of University life. What fun! I suppose they 
will give teas instead of wines, and get up athletic sports in the shape 





interfered with. 



































THE WEATHER. 


I’ve got a deal of common sense, 
But no imagination : 

I never made the least pretence 
To shine in conversation. 

I dare not stray in any way 
An inch beyond my tether; 

And, when I've nothing else to say, 
I talk about the weather. 


When Mary Aww and [ go out 
I long to play the lover, 
But what on earth to talk about 
I never can discover. 
I blush to say I often show 
The whitest kind of feather, 
And stammer out, ‘‘ Look here, you know— 
Let’s talk about the weather.” 


I've run a bill at Mr. Snrr’s 
For articles of raiment; 
He always has upon his lips 
Achinit about its payment. 
Whenever Mr. Snip and I 
Aré left alone together, 
You can’t imagine how I try 
To talk about the weather. 


I go to parties now and then; 
But never find it answer: 
Ini fureed to mix among the mon 
° Because [’m not a dancer. 
I merely put'on evening dress— 
Whité kid and patent leather— 


On a that I may express 
My oughts about the weather. 


An Ai Smith’s Hammer. 

It is té'be feared that the “blow aimed at the crying evil of intem- 
perance by Mx. An#tt/ Sutra’s Sunday Closing Bill will not prove so 
effectual: as its supporters anticipate. What says Huprsras on the 
subject ?— 
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A Wardian Case. 


We cannot look upon the newly-appointed CHANCELLOR OF THE 
Excurque®'as the right man in theright place. The exposure lately 
made of the disgraceful condition of many country workhouses points 
clearly to the Poor Law Board as the fittest place for a Wasp Hunt. 





TO MR. MATTHEW ARNOLD. 


O, crfosen Apostle of Culture, 
O, champion of reason ’gainst might, 
But for'thee we should ses the sepulture, 
Forages, of sweetness and light. 
A Comtist millennium predicted 
By Concreve, hangs o'er us now, 
When our bishops and priests are evicted, 
And mitered is Haruison’s brow. 


We may fall at Humanity’s altar, 
Gain all that its worship reveals ; 
And our tongues with emotion may falter 
When speaking the name of Sart Beaes. 
But our creed will want Comtist completeness, 
We're not wholly gone to the bad, 
If we stick to our light and our sweetness, 
To culture and chaffing the cad! 
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Look to Your Weak Points, 
Tue Inspectors of Weights and Measures have, we hear, received 


Bad News for the Reformatories. 
Tue papers report that altogether about three thousand crans of | 





herrings were brought into London in one day, a few weeks since. | instructions to proceed against all persons not possessing ‘‘ an evenly- 
When there are so many erring there already, this seems like bringing | balanced mind.” It is to be hoped they will accept this trifling addition 
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coals to Newcastle. 





‘« Eye, Aye, Sir.” | 


Our Irishman says 
it is much less diffi- 
cult to paint brown 
eyes than either 
black or blue ones. 
Pressed for a reason, 
he alleges that you 
can paint the brown 
ones more ‘ hazelly.”’ 





Crambe Repetita. | 


WE see announced 
English Repetitions in 
Prose and Verse—and 
yet it is only a five 
shilling duodecimo. 
Good gracious! 
its editor be ignorant 
of the existenceof Mr. 
Tom Taytor? Has 


Mr. Owen MerepitTuH 


escaped his ken? We 
should have thought 


thattheir “repetitions | 


in prose and verse”’ 
would alone have 
extended the work to 
some volumes. Per- 
haps, however, as this 
must be only a col- 
lection, these writers 
with a characteristic 
regard for ‘ copy- 
right,’”” have warned 
the editor off their 
*‘ original ’’ preserves. 





Silence we Cannot 
Assent To. 


A SADDLER adver- | 


tises that horses may 
be “broken good 


tempered and sound” | 


by using ‘ Dumb. 
Jockeys ’’ ;—we very | 
much doubt their 


ability to furnish a | 
horse with that most | 


essential quality ‘“‘a 
good mouth,” 





An Icy-cull. 


We venture to | 
suggesttothe Messe. | 
Sanoer that it would | 
be paying a merited | 
compliment to the | 
decorators of the 
Agricultural Hall 
were they to term 
the horses of the 
hippodrome “ Che- , 
vaux De-Frrigs.”’ 





TavtT-oLocy. —A 
pair of braces. 


Tu-multum in Parvo. 


Tue public, we think, have a right to complain of the scanty items 
of information we get from the Abyssinian expedition. 


“‘ condensers’ at work 


Can | 


to their ordinary duties in a becoming spirit. 
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VARIOUS READINGS. 


Bill :—“T say, Jack, WE'VE BROUGHT THE WRONG BOARD—IT WON'T FIT!” 


Jack ;— Frt—ou, 1T must Fit! D’ye rarnx I can’t READ?” 


there. 
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Literary Note. 


A NEw novel is announced, entitled Cross Currents. 
We ought at | that, if successful, it will be followed by Good-tempered Gooseberries. 
least to have a daily summary of news considering the number of | Churlish Cherries and Pleased Plums are also spoken of as possible pub- 
lications from the same fruitful pen. 


- 


Cut it! 


| Somgsopy publishes 
a book called The 
| Harvest of a Quiet 
Eye. Is that harvest 
‘* sickle-ied o'er with 
the pale cast of 
thought?” Or isthe 
| profit to be reaped 
from it all your eye? t 





Trying Back. 


| A YANKEE paper 
says, that a lady of 
| Bates county, Miss., 
having been divorced 
from her husband fer 
“in com patibility,” 
_ has fallen in love with 
| him again and re- 
+ | married him. This 
| “ Bates Banagher,”’ 
_as the Irish would 
say, though the lady, 
perhaps, objects to | 
residing in the state 
of Miss. If, how- 
ever, the gentleman 
took her, and _ she 
took him a_ second 
time after a divorce 8 
on such grounds, they | 
will never be able to | 
put in the plea of } | 
“incompatibility ” | 
again—for they are | 
“two fools together.” 
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A Note on 
Cookery. 


‘A GREEDY BOY” 
is informed, in answer | 
to his question, that 
“Cabinet Pudding” 
is not made with 
** Furniture Paste.” { 








Topping It. | 

A sportine friend 
writes to say that in 
our recent picture, 
“Spring Head- 


dresses’? are very 
unlike “Spring 
Handi-caps.”’ 
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Bonnet Him! 


Our grandmothers, 
WHIFFLER remarks, 
patronised coal-scut- 
tle bonnets — our 
sweethearts beat this 
—their bonnets have 
scuttled offaltogether. 


sp aa catenins Rime 


We understand 
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MISS CARNIVAL. 


RETTY young 
mummers, sin- 
cerely we pity 
you, 

Fashioned to sea- 
sons, and funny 
to time, 

Rome! or Vienna! 
no matter what 
city you 

Live in, you give 
in to revel and 
rhyme. 

Once in a year in 
the loitering 

wir an 
inging with mu- 
sic and smelling 
of spring, 

Silken attire and 
fantastical at- 
titudes 

Tell us that Car- 
nival time is in 
swing! 
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Once in a year, ere 
the season ca- 
nonical 

Warns us that 
wickedness 
lurks in our 
meat, 

Carnival comes to 
our palates a 
tonic all 

Merry with music 
and ripple of 
feet! 





% 


Once in a year for the briefest of holidays, 
Rings on her fisgers and bells on her toes, 
Naughty Miss Carnival whispers of jolly days, 

Sings to us, brings us where nobody knows. 


Then is the time with our spirits and hearts in it, 
Masks on our faces and domino-clad, 

Off we all rush to play pranks and our parts in it— 
March has a hare which is said to be mad! 

Whack go the bladders, and fizz goes the revelry, 
Clang go the trumpets, and crack fires the chaff, 

Din and delights and endearments and devilry, 
Who would have pleasures worth doing by half! 


Wait though a moment—my roystering revellers, 
Continent’s capitals laugh and are bold, 

Fashion and season are marvellous levellers, 
Pretty Miss Carnival faints—so we're told! 

I know a fellow, my friends hypercritical— 
Never as yet was he known to be done— 

Would you have proof of vitality witty? call 
Every Wednesday on Carnival Fun! 


What a Fall was There! 


We fear that the police force resort at times to extreme measures in 
the execution of their duty. An “active and intelligent officer’ is | 
reported to have dropped on his man unexpectedly in a public thorough- | 
fare. Supposing that the gentleman in blue was only a twelve-stone | 
man, it must have been no joke for his unlucky prisoner,—must have | 
fallen on him, in fact, very flat indeed. 





Just as the Twig is Bent, the Tree’s Inclined 


A FOND parent, anxious that his infant son should be sharp in his | 
wits, and profound in his thoughts, has sent him to sea,—so that he 
may be “rocked in the cradle of the deep.” 


Very Unlike a Bird. 





————— Ct 


DIM SASSENACH. 


At last, at last! the Welsh people are avenged. The literary 
London gentleman who presumed to adjudicate on the merits of the 
poems sent for the prizes at the National Eisteddfod has lived to see 
the triumph of the Cymry over the language of the boastfal and 
barbarous Saxon. The nation, where the soul of poetry breathes even 
through the common utterances of the people, has learnt to disregard 
the trivial limitations which distort and retard the growth of languages, 
and the bards of Llangyfelach have toned the string, to recite in 
English the liberty and independence of their institutions. 

Our readers may never have heard of Llangyfelach, and may still 
be ignorant that in that Arcadian _ it has long been customary to 
hold an annual fair, noted, we are informed, for figs and flannels Let 
them hear, then, that Llangyfelach has been true to itself and to the 
Cymry, as the following announcement, addressed “‘ To Publicans and 
Others’”’ (mark the sarcasm of the ‘‘ Others’), will abundantly 
prove :— 

LLANGYFELACH PAIR. 
NOTICE TO PUBLICANS AND OTHERS. 

At a Vestry Meeting held at Llangyfelach on the 22nd April, 1867 (Easter Monday), 
it was resolved by all partics that the Fair should not be interf wi:h on account 
of its being held on St. David’s Day. It was put to the Meeting by the Vicar, who 
was the Chairman, there being not asingle dissent, so it was carried with acclama- 
tion. Tuts Farr will take place as advertised on the 2nd :nd 3rd March, the Ist cf 
the month falling on Sunday, which has been the custom from time tmmemorial 
and not on Wednesday and Thursday as stated in an anonymous placard posted 
throughout the district, as it is neither customary nor established, consequently all 

arties selling Beer, Spirits, &c., on Wednesday or Thursday, sender teeaubsives 
ble to heavy penalties under an Act of Parliament, unless they procure the 
necessary licences from the Justices of the Peace, and the Revenue Authorities. 


Tuomas Jenkins, Churchwarden. 
Joun GLasBRook, Sen., Penypant. 
hordy, 22nd Feb., 1868. Tuomas CLement, Liangyfelach. = 
appy Llangyfelach! where a Fair can be put to a meeting by an 
unassisted Vicar and carried by acclamation for some inscrutable 
reason not unconnected with the absence of dissent. Still more happy 
episcopal district where from time immemorial Sunday ocours only on 
the first day of the month. Cananyone be surprised that there should 
be no dissent in such a place? The existence of a secret a ma 
be inferred from the appearance of anonymous placards which, tho 
they are neither customary nor established, are posted through the 
district with the base intention of representing that the first of the 
month falls on Wednesday and Thursday instead of on Sunday, but 
the object of this conspiracy is evident to all those who have been 
accustomed to obtain their beer, spirits, &c., on the Sabbath. It will 
fail, for Acts of Parliament are still in force, even in Llangyfelach. 


MY ’BACCA 


Wuat comforts me when I am sad, 
Or when I’m worried by a cid, 
Or when the money market's bad 7 

My ’basca! 
What solaces my lonely days, 
And my disgust far more than pays 
When boozy idiots scorn my lays 

My ‘bacca! 
What soothes me when I dine not well, 
When libels of me people tell, 
When friendship proves a hollow sell ? 

My ’bacca! 
What sweetens e’en a bitter truth, 
And what allays a raging tooth, 
Or ache of corns, from hoofs nne.uth ? 

My ‘bacea! 
What quiets indigestion’s pangs, 
And takes the edge off hatred’s fangs, 
And salves misfortune’s cruc! bangs ? 

My ’bacca! 
But what— if in excess I take— 
My mouth will parch, my head will make 
With throb and ache almost to break, 
With thirst will bake, no draught can slake, 
And keep me all night long awake ? 

My ’bacca! 





the Metropolitan Railway Company) has shown himsel 


A BACHELOR acquaintance of ours remarks that ladies dress now | successful Co.-defier. 


with such exquisite taste that the pop-/innettes remind him forcibly of | 
pop-injays. 


“‘7Taul ix THE Downs.’’— Winning the Derby. 
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THE PHYSIOLOGY OF CLOTHES. 


THE EYEGLASS. 


DITERATURE has never done justice to the im- 
portant position which Clothes hold in the govern- 
ment of the world. Literary men have been noted, 
as a class, for their disregard of ‘‘ personal ap- 
pearance’; the very term they use proving that 
they do not understand clothes. It is, indeed, 
the fond belief of mankind at large, that clothes 
are made for man, whereas man is made for clothes. 
He is put into them and carries them about; but 
they require him only asa train awaits its engine 
—the puffing, snorting, self-important machine 
which is to bear it on itseventful mission. Clothes 
are, in short, everything! The Civic Robes are 
the Lord Mdyor—he is a mere City man without 
them, but they are the dignity without him. Court 
Suits, Mflitary Uniforms, Clerical Vestments— 
these are the Statesman, the Soldier, the Priest; and that unclad 
bifurcated piece of humanity called Man is not one or the other, except 
by chance, or the education which, after all, only teaches him how to 
wear the fitting habiliments with the least discredit—to them. 

This great subject has never been properly treated. A writer pre- 
sumptuous enough to call himse]f'‘* Sartor Resartus’”’ attempted it, but 
his work was superficial and shallow, as might have been expected of 








those who cannot see beyond their noses, noses that will carry 
spectacles. 

The Single Eyeglass leads its wearer along, 
though not always so evidently as the 
Double. Nevertheless, it will be observed 
that in most instances the eyeglass is the 
prominent object in the man. How often 
the reader must have met with some one of 
whose dress and general appearance he has a 
distinct recollection, but of whose face the 
only thing he remembers is the eyeglass! 
The only image he presents to the mental 
vision is that given in the initial to this 
article. But the eyeglass is also the most 
prominent object in some people, actually and 
not figuratively. The being in the margin 
is anexample. His eyeglass has given him 
a chronic “ right-eye forward,” to para- 
phrase a military term. His left eye is of little 
use, Owing to the fact that his nose is at an 
angle of forty-five degrees from what should 

be the plane of his front face. To describe his state 





¥ “ _ with mathematical precision :—Draw the straight 

a line A B perpendicular to the floor C B, and pro- | 
duce the above gentleman D C until he meets | 
with A B, and the first point of contact will be 

: - his eyeglass.—Q. E. D. 


The Single Eyeglass exercises a greater influence 
than the Double Eyeglass over the facial expression of its wearers. 


such a frivolous concocter of comi¢ copy a8 Tuomas Carty. Inthis | The latter concentrates its powers on the bridge of the nose, and their 


series of essays it will be regarded with proper respect and from the right 
point of view. To prove that it will be discussed with full understanding | 
of its character, importance, and extent, the first subject selected for | 
discourse is Tue Eyrorass. Ly those who have not given their whole 
souls to the grave contemplaiion of the theme, an eyeglass might not | 
appear to come under the definition of “ Clothes.’’ ‘To the philosopher 
the immense weight it has in influencing the career and the disposition | 
of its wearer will satisfactorily prove its title to be so classified ;—and 
even to be reckoned first in the classification. ‘The world—as science 
has again and again told us— was developed by degrees into a state of | 
fitness for the reception of its destined lords. It was successively in- 
habited by monadza, fishes, reptiles, megatheria, and man. After man 
came ulleantiie tinal object to which the ‘ess important creatures led 
up. The first development of clothes was the fig-leaf apron of Anam 
—the first development of that particular portion of clothes which is 
defined as the eyeglass came later in the shape of spectacles. Those 
first rude outlinings of great designs need not be here discussed. 
This lecture commences with ‘‘ The Eyeglass, double and single.” 

The Double Eyeglass is of comparatively modern 
introduction in the world of Fashion—that is to 
say, the world which governs the actions of man- 
kind, and, especially, of that portion of it known as 
womankind. The Double Eyeglass is a tower of 
strength to its wearer; for since the especial use 
and advantage of an eyeglass is its employment for 
the crushing and annihilating of one’s fellow 
creatures, the double eyeglass has a double advan- 
tage in the more solemn and deliberate manner in 
which it must be affixed in order that the fellow- 
creature may be looked down. It is an im- 
posing adornment too! Let the reader place the 
tip of his little finger over the glasses of the gentle- 
man in the margin. The gentleman in the margin 
is reduced to a very commonplace person; but 
when the finger is removed, and the glasses dawn, 
he is at once fitted for a seat on the ‘Treasury Bench, not to say the 
Bench of Judges. 

The Double Eyeg’ass is duly honoured by mankind. It is per- 
mitted to grasp the promontory which is forbidden 
under terrible pains and penalties to the digit and 
index of the world at large. In that proud position 
it leads its wearer along, and conducts him—if he 
will but allow it to do so—to honour, fame, and 
riches. The only people who speak against double 
glusses—yet do not set their faces against them—are 
those who are circumstanced like this poor fellow. 
He despises them! He draws down the corners of 
his mouth in a sneer at them— partly because he can- 
not turn up his nose at them. If he were short- 
sighted, it is difficult to see how he could be provided 
with aids to vision; it might puzzle a Steve»son or 
a Brung, though they bridged great Straits at the | 
Menai and the Hamoaze. Fortunately, provident 
nature always arrapges these matters, and gives to 





exhibition is confined, as a rule, to a purplish depression and a pink- 
ness about the region of their impact. But the single glass calls into 
play all the muscles of the face; it makes one eye larger than the 
other, twists the corner of the mouth, moulds the eyebrows, and, 
therefore, may either soften or harden the features. But this makes it 
the more valuable, since it softens or hardens them only as the nature 
of the wearer inclines to softness or hardness. It is a well-known fact 
in science that the greatest strength of anything is only the strength 
of its weakest part. Ifa boiler be constructed to resist a pressure of a 
million pounds per square inch and one plate has a flaw that will not 
resist more than two pounds per square inch, the greatest strength of 
that boiler is against a pressure of two pounds and notof amillion. In 
like manner the power of a face to resist the pressure exercised on its 
muscles by an eyeglass is the power of the weakest musole. There- 
fore the eyeglass at once finds out the man’s weakest point. Let us 
take two cases. Here 
are two men who 
wear eyeglasses. The 
effect of the glass on 
him on the reader's 
right is to give him 
a perpetual scowl. 
i In him on _ the 
“ae reader's left it is the 
; cause of a perennial 
smile. The charac- 
ters of the two men 
are put to one and 
the same test, the 
eyeglass. How dif- 
. ferently do _ they 
“% come out of the 
ordeal! The one is : 

aman whose disposition it is to face life with a depression of the 
levator eyebrowti, the other meets it with an elevation of the extensor 
smilii, or—to quit anatomical terms—the one looks at things sternly, 
the other cheerfully. On aman of weak and melancholic tempera- 
ment the eyeglass stamps an expression 
of chronic misery and discomfort. The 
gentleman whose presentment adorns the 
margin at this point, is an illustration of 
the pickling properties of the eyeglass. 
For him, ‘‘ the wine of life”’ is vinegar— 
the milk of human kindness, curds and 
whey—his gall-bladder and lungs have 
exchanged functions—and his heart has 
delegated its duties to his spleen. Of 
course, such a face is not without its 
uses. ‘Thanks to the effects produced on 
it by the eyeglass, it might lend counte- 
nance to its owner's pretentions to be 
a Sabbatarian, a man who has had losses, (if 
or a Saturday Reviewer. <F 
The most melancholy state of man, 
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viewed as the wearer of an eyeglass, is of the state of 
the man who cannot wear an eyeglass at al!. Just 
as there are stomachs which refuse solid food, 
there are faces which cannot retain an eyeglass. The 
owner of such a flabby physiognomy is nothing 
better than a series of dissolving views. He begins, 
on fixing his glass, with a scowl that would make the 
last gentleman we discussed ready to burst with 
envy. But he cannot sustain the effort. The young 
philosopher who has held the head of his sister's wax 
doll over the fire on a shovel will know the process 
this face goes through. Its outlines grow less 
deecided—the frown fades into a look of wonder—a 
stare of vacuity—and, flop! the eyeglass drops. The 
man who cannot wear an eyeglass is incapable of 
the highest duties of man, considered as the thing ; 

which Clothes wear, in the prosecution of their mission of civiliza- 
tion. The contemplation of such a being is so painful that we are 
compelled to close our lecture abruptly. 








DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 


No. 54. 


First one man and then another states 
Oft, what puzzles legislative pates ; 

Can the unhappy country still contrive 
So much wild discussion te survive ? 
While to save her from each festering ill 
Here’s a revolution—preached by M111. 





i. 
Stern resolve and subtle brain 
Long have made them wear his chain ; 
Yet some emulation fires 
Now the hearts of country squires, 
When they see him in his state, 
Knowing they have made him great. 


2. 
She heard it called blooming, an epithet strange 
To apply to this word ; if you’re trying 
To guess it, wherever 7 fancy may range 
’T will prevent you from rightly replying. 
3. 
Creature! well, indeed, I know 
Why it is I hate yon so, 
For in days when I could toddle, 
You were held up as.a medel. 
4, 
Looking on’t, we fancy wings 
Must be very pleasant things: 
With aecompaniments of harps 
And celestial flats and sharps. 
5. 
This place, too, a harp recalls 
With ite very ancient halls ; 
6. 
Halls that this poor nation knew, 
With mud-hovels not a few; 
a 
This word would appl 'd say. 
To its state, e’en at thie 4 7 


Answer To Acrostic No. 62. 
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So_utTions or Acrosric No. 52, necervep llr Marcn :—None Correct. 

Con.—If yeu will “‘eon’’sult No. 97 you will see how stringent our rules are 
about solutions. But under any circumstances, yours arrived too late—on the 
Friday instead of the Wednesday. 


Tor-Sawyer.—At “‘ The London.” 
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RALLY, NOW? 


Tue Paris correspondent of the Zimes quotes a letter of Patines 
Lovis Naprotzon Bonaparte, afterwards peror of the French, 
which letter was written just twenty years ago. The document was 
addressed to the Provisional Government of France, and the opening 
sentence is thus given :— 

GENTLEMEN,—The People of Paris having destroyed by their heroism the last 
vestiges of toreign invasion, I hasten from exile to rally round the flag of the Re- 
public which they Lave just unfurled.” 

We do not happen to have ready access to the French journals of 
February, 1848, in which M. Bonapanrts’s letter first saw the light ; 
but we venture to guess that the language has suffered some loss of 
precision in its change to English. The illustrious exile might have 
proposed to walk round a flag, or torun, ride, drive, waltz, or skate 
round a flag; but that even his original mind should have coneeived 
the bold idea of one person’s rallying round a flag, or rallying round 
anything, is mere than we shall consent upon any terms to understand. 


AD AVENAM. 
A ScHootnoy Essay. 


My lips full oft-to thine I’ve prest— 

——- did not press again ! 

A sickly anguish fills my breast, 
And thou hast caused the pain ! 


With dizzy whirl my senses swim, 
My brain is in a@ swoon :— 

I’ve wooed thee till my sight is dim 
This whole long afternoon. 


Ne faintest blush upon thy cheek 
Repays my fond 

The recompense that I would seek 
For—oh, this wild:emotion ! 


White—white as death thou dost remain, 
Than common clay far duller— 

Oh, meerschaum-’ere’sh-how-mueh of pain ! 
And yet thou wilt not-celour ! 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[We can take no notice of communications with illegible signatures or 
monograms. Correspondents will do well to send thew recl names and 
addresses as guarantees. We cannot undertake to return wnaccepted MSS. 
or Sketches, wniess they are accompanied by a stamped and directed 
omnes sae we cannot enter into correspondence regarding them, nor do 
we hold owrselves responsible for loss.) 

Pur0-Nienoias.—" The Old Man” has been compelled to leave 
England for his health till the.return of summer, when you may look for 
his in these columns. We trust it.is not a breach of confidence 
te quote from his last letter the following effort of his ‘‘ mews ”’:— 

On Spring: a Ops. 
is the first of the seasons, but you don’t know whet it means, 

ou wot resides in England, in the midst of muggy scenes ; 

Good lore, you should come to the South; the South is the land fur greens ; 
The South is the land for Artichokes, and also the land for Beans! 

You see how Natural Beauty quickens Poetic Power ? 

I wrote the above production in less than a quarter of a heur! 
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A Reaper (Colchester).—The pepper and vineg, with which natives of 


Canora are generally served, seems to have your temper. 
ScriBBLER (Forfar).—The jokes are too For- far-fetched. 
TrapesMaNn.—A misprint. 

A Setvurionz2:—Den't make your solution so weak, and add 2 few 
grains of sense to it. 
Husreaicvs.—You have mis-read. The argument was that 

being the plural, “‘A or B”’ could not be used, though “ A and B” . 
J. Tuomas (Dublin) is at liberty to write us impertinent letters if it 

amuses him, but he might as well pay the postage. 

F. J. F. (Pri hill.)—Do you say “‘a Cherubim?’’ Don’t talk non- 
sence, there aa geek fellow. 

C. E. G. (Stoke).— We do not jest about matters of religious belief. 

Declined with thanks:—New Ross; J. A., Little Tower-street ; J. P., 

Kennington-park; H. N., Kew; J. E. G., Temple; A. C., Montague- 

street; Y. Z., Edinburgh; D. O. T., Brixton; G. J., Navan; A Constant 

Reader; A Scotchman, Glasgow; D. B. C., Hulme; B. Govan; B. M., 

Reading ; Bosh ; R. R., Cambridge; G. W. J., Trafalgar- -G.A.K., 

Aberdeen; R. P., Edinburgh; J. ©. H., Holloway; T. K., Sunderland ; 

W.S. P., Bristol; W. H.8.; J. J. C., Colchester; An Admirer, Liver- 

1; D. L., Camden Town; F. W., Mortlake; H. T., Dublin; E. H. P., 
on-street; E. C. S., Elmore-street; W.D.D.; Grumbler; Artful 

Dedew j D. J. F.; Yankee; R. D. B., Clapham-road; J.S. W., Belfast ; 

L. M., Bloomsbury ; G. L. G., Liverpool ; F.T. F. 
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THE BURLINGTON ARCADE. 
Br Our OcrocsnaBian. 


Truex, was Sir, by Groror, when in the society of wits and men of 
the world the very mention of the Arcade would call up reminiscences. 
I speak of the time when men lived in the Albany, Sir, and when they 
went to listen to songs, by Gzeoxcr—I don’t mean Jutia St. GeorGe, 
but Mapame Vestx1s; I suppose, Sir, that's what you'd call a joke, 
but what in our time used to be known as a bong mow—to songs that 
no more resembled your abominable music-hall vulgar disgusting 
performances than the stable-boy costume of the present day is like 
the dignified and gentlemanly apparel that went out, I take it, with 
Str Jona Barxineton and A.mack’s, or at all events with Fisxp 
Marsuar THE Duxe or WELLINGTON. Why, Sir, there’s nobody now 
has the decency to wear straps to his trousers except the young 
gentleman who is, I take it, an artist, and who may be seen sometimes 
walking along Pall Mall ‘with legs that should strike shame into 
modern society, and remind me, by Georor, of my own when I was 
one of the company of bloods who might have been seen any night 
about Saint Jomrs's-street, or on their way to ‘“‘ The Finish,” after the 
theatres. The Burlington Arcade was a favourite lounge ‘of ours at 
that time, Sir, and some of the finest women in England, Sir, would be 
seen there at the jewellers’ shc ps or the knick-knack places, and there 
wens beadle who upon my sacred honour was more after the pattern of 

tleman than your bucks of to-day. A gorgeous creature, Sir, who 
might be useful as a moral lesson, by GzorGs, against the levelling 
tendencies of the age, and with a manner that was copied, Sir, from 
the Prince Recent, and, egad, not badly copied, neither; with a 
brown wig and smull- clothes, and a way of waving his hand that 
survives only in the Perea oF Sh Ceeenn Sree HHeeD Sm of His Gracious Maszsty GEORGE THE 





New ready, FUN, Vol. VI., Magenta cloth, 4s. 6d., or free by post, 5s. 
Series) are in print, and may be obtained at the Office, or through any 


All the back numbers of FUN (New 
bookseller. 


Fourtu, of which I have one now hanging up in my library, just 
over my little book-case of French novels, and a curious collection of 
knockers and front teeth, that I made in my wild days, when a sordid 
f | democracy had not succeeded in controlling the evening amusements 
of officers and gentlemen, or of curbing the eccentricities of genius. I 
should like to know, Sir, what has become of that beadle, and whether 
he has retired into private life with a testimonial. Perhaps he has 
been accommodated with apartments at Hampton Court, where he 
waits on the ladies of my time who may have found an asylum there. 

There is no beadle now, Sir; at all events, not at the time I make my 
daily rounds from the front of the N ational Gallery, along Pail Mall, 

and so by Webb’s Hotel, where I have my merning dash of “ pick 
me up,” and down Piccadilly to the fruiterer’s to look at the French 
pears at two guineas a dozen, and at the hampers at Fortnum anpD 








Mason's, which remind me of the days, Sir, when, by Gzoxas, I tooled 


a four-in-hand down to Epsom, and called at the Burlington to take 


up a batch of beauties who have 


fond of the sex still to say a wo 
say this, Sir, for some of your modern women of fashion, that they are 


-— place to—— but there, I’m too | 
by Georeg, against them, and I'll | 


beginning to appreciate the modes that made them irresistible in my | 
day, and are getting back as fast as possible to the killing costume of | 


—— never mind how many years ago. 





Journalistic Mems. 


THe appearance of the Daily News as a penny paper is unavoidably 
delayed, Hox-ing to the time required for erecting the machinery. 
There is no foundation for the report that the ‘Turkish journal, the 
Much-bir, is about to be incorporated with the Brewer’s Journal. 





To be had of all Newsagents. 


FUN may be procured in Paris every Wednesday, of MESSRS. WILLING AND Co., 25, Rue de la Michodtere. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, &. ‘Andrew’ 5 Hill, Doctors’ Commens, and Published (for the Proprietor) by FHOMAS BAKER, at 80, F teet- -street, E.C.— 
London: March 21, 1863. 
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THE BATTLE OF HASTINGS: 


{ Bawvap rrom Hrstcry. 


(Dedicated to James Hannay, Esquire.) 
BRAVELY the waves of the 
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Workman (in the background) :—“I say, Birt, 1r’up DO HIM GOOD 10 BE LATE FOr 





channel we crost, 

And our boats on the sea 
got consumedly tost ; 
We were all of us Nor- 

mans, each steel-cover’d 


chap, 

Was a man of the oldest 
legitimate tap, 

And could trace himself 
back to a sea-roving 
swell, 

A Viking who fought, and 
who plundered so well. 


I guess when we landed 
the Saxon look’d glum, 

And wondered, poor 
wretches, the reason | 
we'd come ; 

And Hakrotp, their king, | 
a tall, yellow - hair’d | 
muff, 

Who was dying his locks 
with auricomus stuff, 

Was heard to observe with 
uncommon surprise, 

*O golly! Geewilikins! 
Bless us! My eyes!” 


Our minstrel went first when we charg’d on the foe, 
And sang ‘‘ Not for Rotanp, O dear, not for Ro!” 
And Gournay and Montrort, and many a brave knight, 


Join’d loud in the chorus and rush’d to the fig 


ht ; 


And Dvuxs Wix.14m exclaim’d nearly stunn’d by the noise, 
“ Faith you're all out of tune, but O! go it, my boys!” 
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ONE WAY OF LOVE. 


Suatt I, wasting in despair, 

Die because she dyes her hair ? 
Shall I drink till all be blue 

’Cause she likes the mountain dew ? 
Be she shady, as, they say, 
Ball-room beauties look by day, 

If she’s shady not to me 

What care I for shade, or thee ? 


Shall my youthful heart grow cold 
‘Cause she’s sixty-nine years old ? 

If her age to all were known, 

I should never change my tone. 

Be she tougher—ah, more tough— 
Than boxers who've ne'er had enough, 
If she tender be to me 

‘What, on earth is it to thee ? 


Shall my ruined fortunes move 
Me to die—when I can love ? 
No: her hand and heart I'll win— 
ying nothing of her tin} 
ut before I snap the haok , 
I must see her bankers’ book. 
If she hath not LSD 
en to thee. 


I'll resign her 


In Vino Veritas. 

Tur Wine Trade, Review notices that 
Davin Garrick and Mr. Toouz both quitted 
the wine trade for the stage. Too many 
actors take their whine on with them. 


| ] 


i 





It 


TU 


Mh | 


aa 
MM 


_ 
& 


= 
ae 


| 


J 
hy 


i | 
hy 
| 


kb 





Cry of Independence. 
In asserting her independence, H 
is about. to adopt a new battle cry, whi 
we are given to understand is henceforth to 
be, *“* Not for Joseph.” 


And didn’t we go it? The Saxon went down 
With the rays of the sunlight let into his crown ; 

’T was a matter of course those illiterate churls, 

Should go back before Normandy barons and earls ; 

But the cads they fought well till Kina Haroun fell dead. 
Through his ‘‘ peeper’”’ an arrow had enter’d his head. 


The battle was over and England was won, 

Wot ye well there were bumpers at setting of sun. 

In Doomsday, our blue-book, you'll see how the land, 
Was portion’d amongst us by Royal Command, 

So boys fill a beaker of mead and we'll sing 

The praises of Bitty THe Norman, our King! 


LIVERY OF SEISIN. 
To THE EpiTor or Fun. 


Srrx,—This is an age of invention and discovery. If you doubt me, 
ask Times. My grandmother would have set you down as an idiot if 
you had spoken to her about a sewing-machine. All that imventive 
genius wants in these days is an impulse—the suggestion of a want— 
and it immediately creates something to meet the requirement. 

I have therefore much pleasure, in the interests of science, civiliza- 
tion, manufactures, and my own comfort, in opening a new field for the 
inventive genius. I have a liver, sir, a torpid liver—in fact, torpid is 
hardly the word. It has been attacked with all the drugs m the 
Pharmacopeeia, but with no result. The faculty have given tt up in 
despair, and I am conyinced that nothing but a terrier-dog, taken 
internally, will ever succeed in shaking it as it requires. Well, 
sir! we have beef lozenges, the strength of an ox, in short, condensed 
for the convenience of degiutition. o you mean to tell me that there 
is no way of rendering a terrier swallowable? Nonsense! I present 
the suggestion to the inventive genius of Great Britain, and I ask 
in return is the first dog-for-deglution, and I should like it silyered. 

Yours, etc., 
A LiveRrYMaN. 





Tux Sroon-zart.—Crequet. | Troy Trrrie.—Spruee Beer. 
Parer Cortar.—Serving a Writ. 
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A QUEER CUT. 


Well! Perhaps Messrs. Quarto, Canto, and Sons, the weil-known publishers, have 
some right to complain of the Artist whe sent in the above as one of the illustrations 
The artist says it illustrates the line :— 


for their forthcoming edition of Byron. 
“* Whacks to receive, and marble to retain.” 


Beppo, stanza xxxiv. 





THE DRESS AND THE DREAM. 
A Story in Three Shudders. 


eeeeeneem 
I.—Tue Dverrer. 


Atosrnon Larpy wasa poet andaspoon. The terms are incon- | 


gruous, but not contradictory. 

Farry Foury hovered about his walks, and from his earliest child- 
hood marked him for her own. 

He was beloved by his sister's governess, and great at Wartrs's 
hymns. What wonder that in those early days he was scorched with 
the fire of poe It must indeed be a prosaic child who can resist 
the Seieinctnees of the fatal doctor, or the tender blandishments of 
kindly poets Brapy and Tarts. 

We will pass over the eccentricities of ALcrrnon’s childhood. To 
sit at an open window in a night-shirt, composing sonnets tothe moon 
is not an enviable occupation. But we may have done the same thing 
onmgnven. In one important per rticular the boy ALGgeRNON may be 

a pronounced singular. thed by the silky softness of its 

al extremity, at the early age of six he dedicated a whole volume 
of perme to his grandmother's cat. This was indeed a recognition of 


Years rolled away, and ALGERNON grew up. It is an extraordinary 
circumstance, but years will 10ll away, and ALcrRNons will grow up. 
Detestable in his childhood, he was even more hateful in his youth. 
Jn addition to his other ills, he became pragmatical and spotty. Boys 
will be boys. 

Still years rolled away, and still the poet grew. At least, his hair 
did. The pcet may be pronounced to have been dumpy, if not insig- 
nificant. 








— 
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A LITTLE MUSIC. 


| WueEn I come home at night, 
Cross, and not over-bright, 
Post-prandial pipe alight, 

’"T would render you sick. 
Deck’d in her smartest gown, 
My dragon hurries down ;. 
Ready for Camden Town, 

A Little Music! 


Mildly I curse my fate, 
Cabby I execrate ; 
Safe now at Jones’ s gate, 
singe want oiling. 
Raining! yes cats! and dogs! 
Dragon has left her clogs ; 
Fast sticks the gate,—poor togs ! 
Gloves I am spoiling. 


Once through the hated gate, 

Mild in the hall I wait ; 

Dragons will tittivate, 
Green-grocers eye so! 

I stand in agony, 

Jones longs to pounce on me ; 

Jones ['m so glad to see! 
Wc, snould I lie so? 


Angular damsels yell, 
Rubbish by CLaRIBz1 ; 
Vircinia GABRIEL, 
All of a kidney. 
| Folks think this heavenly, 
I feel inclined to cry ; 
Just as in days gone by, 
List’ning to Sypner! 
Jones, he is somewhat cool, 
Shows me the music-stool ! 
Dances, the horrid fool, 
He then proposes. 
So then I have to sit, 
While they are going it. 
Give in! oh, not a bit, 
Dear Dragon dozes. 
Galops! and valse again ! 
Sandwiches—’ gainst the grain ; 
JoneEs’s well-known champagne, 
Making a few sick. 
Feeling inclined to snore, 
Gladly we reach our door; 
Never! ah! never more! 
A Little pt Lk ! 





Careless of a greasy coat-collar and a generally dishevelled appear- 
ance, ALGERNON Larpy discovered that he had an aching void. 

He tore his long hair, and tossed about on his tumbled bed, but still 
he had an aching void. 

A generous friend interposed to fill up the hateful gap. CorNnELivs 
| MutLany was determined that society should not lose one of its 
brightest stars. Pardon his enthusiasm. He was of Celtic origin. 

At eight o’clock in the evening of 10th January, ALGERNON 
Larpy received the following important document :— 








Brixton Hill. 


s. Parkins, 
At Home. 


Eight o’clock. Small and early. 


| 
An answer will oblige. | 





The poet sighed, and wrote a sonnet to an imaginary being. 

2.—Tus Dress. 

Now Parkins was a publisher. The morning before Mrs. Parxtns’s 
dance, he had sent toa neighbouring butterman an unsold edition of 
Larpy’s poems. I am in error, it was an edition minus three 
copies. Three bosom-friends of the aon having been privately sup- 

he Trails off a Wanderer, in three 


— by the poet with cash, ordered 
stinct suburbs of the metropolis. 
How sacred are the ties of friendship ! 
ALGERNON only fell down four times in the first valse, and tore ten 
Practice makes perfect, and why should 


dresses in the first quadrille. 
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Mr. Crossbones and Dr. Bolus, out of work, meet at the cover side. 


Mr. C. (gravely) :—‘‘ FINzE HEALTHY WEATHER, Docror !”’ 


—— 


not the base Perkins’s guests be practised upon? I use the word 

““base”’ advisedly, for poets hate the publishers of unsold poems. 
After supper, whereat the suburban gooseberry flowed freely, it 

suddenly struck the poet that the void was likely to be filled up. 


Rushing madly into an ante-room, where the bacchanalian MuLLANyY | composition. He dreamed one night of the days that were. That night 
was still at his orgies, AL@gkNon seized his friend fiercely by the tail | Mus. Laxpy was awakened from her slumbers by a terrific crash. 


of his coat and in a hoarse voice whispered :— 
** Introduce me!” 
“To whom ?” 
‘The angel in white muslin strewn with stars!” 
Corng.ivs had not reckoned on this test of friendship. 
It was his sister. 
That night when ALGERNon hied him to his lonely pillow he de- 


posited carefully beneath it a scrap of the virgin muslin. He had | dress, converted now into a petticoat to hide the hideousness of a plain 
| deal dressing-table! He loved her still! 


ruthlessly torn it in a mad intoxicating gallop. But what matter! 
The void was filled up, and Mania MuLiany was ALGERNON’S 


heart’s idol. | 


IIl.—Tue Dream. 


Tuey met and met again. The fated muslin was washed, turned, 
dodged, contrived, altered, patched, and pieced. Wherever the lovers 
met the muslin appeared in some form or other. 

Makta was not rich, but a good manager. 

She certainly must have been a clever girl, for she induced ALGERNON 
to cnt his hair, and instructed bim in the mysteries of the three-step 
valse. There is no good mincing the matter. They married. Years 
rolled away more rapidly than ever; so rapidly, indeed, as to drag 
along with them every atom of poetry out of the poet’s composition. 
The dark realities of life deaden sentiment, and ALGERNON’s married 
life was one long fight between the rival claims for payment of the 
butcher and the baker. He was tortured by mental calculations of the 
relative advantages of the retail grocer and the Civil Service store. 
The grocer won the day, for ready money was not a luxury of which | 
the pvet boasted. 





| towel-horse were flung about the room in reckless confusion. 
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| Dr. B. (with a sigh) :—“* An! Degviextrvt, isn’t iT ?”’ 








So days and years rolled om, and AtcgRNoN Larpy became a 
middle-aged, prosaic nonentity. 

Maxta did her duty by him, and nagged his head off. In spite of 
her harsh ways, there was still a scrap of poetry left in ALGERNON’s 


= 
ee eee equw-ccus « 


ALGEKNON was not by her side. Chairs and wardrobe, dresses and 


And where was ALGERNON ? 

Horror of herrors! He was waltzing madly about the room with 
the dressing-tuble! 

No, he was not mad. She had done it all. 

Sweet memories lingered yet about the well-remembered muslin 


tiie 


And the husband and wife were reconciled. 
THR END. 
eee 


The Seat of Learning. 

ScriBLERUs was endeavouring to console a friend who had been 
severely handled by the reviewers. ‘*’Tis useless” said ScRIBLEKUs, 
“to inveigh against the critic, who can but write according to his 
lights.” ‘“ But in this instunce”’ replied his friend “ to judge fronrhis 
bilious snarling, he has only been writing according to his liver!’ 


oes 


Horticultural Note. 


A FRIEND of ours who is devoted to his plants tells us that he is 
convinced that certain flowers of his acquaintance are called “ Sinner- 
arias’ because they are such sinners in the matter of bringing green- 


fly into the conservatory. 


i 





‘THe Lanp rox THE Comic.—Cape Grin-ch # 
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HARRIS-ING REFLECTIONS. 


Written after a Visit to the Olympic. 


be 
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amp! Of honest le of your stamp, ma'am, .; 
“> Sete a even ee ts Cynic would not oe ret gee ma am ! 
d wid ev'ry side there quite as many, | m atraid, : 
i alah hod a. folles allege, the plenteous blackberries displayed are. 
Just gaze around—what lots are found, of *‘ honest men (in common diction) 
Whose honour, sense, or wealth immense has no existence but in fiction. 
Oh, there be few who never knew the great promoters and projectors 


bble “ Co.” obtain from fancy their directors. 
Se hares low oe 4 that boast how many lords as friends they gaze on, 


at yr dyes i 4 ed by Burxs was ever called upon to blazon. 
How many too ftom far Pera to China quote their travels daring, 


i n, have never been ten miles beyond the Cross of Charing! 
ea A Ade the world’s Great Show declare they saw last year at Paris, 
Yet saw no more the Gallic shore than you set eyes on Mas. Harris! 


" 9 

n piteous tones wil s. Jonxs of * better days’’ and “ losses”’ gibber 
Wet lies she mee et ‘can swear, had anything to lose—the fibber! ; 
There’s Frees will plead for cash—his need to meet a bill of large amount is— 
Put that same bill, assert I will, drawn on imagination’s fount is! 
Just ask your friend Tom Browne to lend you twenty pounds—or make it fifty ; 
He blames his fate, “‘ you're just too late—irt fact he must himself be thrifty, 
Confowad! and dash! last week all cash available in funds invested !’ 
Those funds, I guess, would nothing less than fancy stocks turn out if tested. 
There's Masor Jaw who service saw the great Peninsular campaign in— 
Yet ne’or was there! His martial air was built some French chdtequ-in-Spain in! 
There’s Brace whose name all lists proclaim, which tell the world how maay 


A Band ©; with D and E, subscribe when sought a lot of tin is 
To whitewash blacks, or acatter “tracks”—for Charity! Yet gentle Charis 
I fear you'll 4nd for men so blind no more exists than Mrs. Harris! | 


- Oh, Sarrey Gaur, oh Sarrzy Game! This world “a wale,” oh Sarrey Gam, is! 
‘ Andwow and then the best of men (like Prox 


SNIFF) but a sorry scamp is. 
I’ ve, on word, a sermon heard so clever I should like to quote it— 
— eee ae and bams, and crams—yet he who preached it never wrote it ! 





shams, 
I feel remopse that fine discourse to fix a qualifying term on 
But am compelledto own I held it Mrs. H.’s funeral sermon. _ 
I’ve known, also, a medico experiment where sickness floored him, 


And try to ki!l his patient till kind nature stepping in’restored him ! 


Well, thereupon our doctor shone with conscious skill and self-laudation, 

As if he’d not his wisdom got from Mrs. H. —in consultation ! 

And eke in Law you'll find the flaw Divinity and Physic suffer, 

Some juniors drag a heavy bag, but every paper there’s a duffer. é 
Mere empty show—it’s wrong you know—a swindle! And yet many a barris- 
Ter's earliest brief, I own with grief, has been “‘ the case of Mrs. Harris.” 





MES. BROWN IN AMERICA. 
Own Domestic Lrrz. 

I wusr say as the "Merrykins is werry nice people, but certingly 
they do ’ave a many singlier ways with them, and of all things as I 
don’t hold with it’s the way as they've got of livin’ in boardin’ ’ouses 
and never ‘avin’ a’ome of their own, as I’m sure there's Missis DaLany 
as is own niece to Mas. Skrowore, and mirried t> a young min as is 
only in the furniture line, but law as many hairs as though she were 
born a Ooantess, and dressed out with a pale sea green dro3s, and black 
welwet cape trimmel with bugles, ani a bonnet the size of the palm of 
your ‘and, and a train a-draggia’ behind ‘er a-pickin’ up every bit of 
dirt, and a-goin’ out to pay wisits, and a-leavin’ tw» poor little children 
as the eldest wasn't eightesn months ‘ardly, to a bit of a galas were as 
wild as a pony, with no more ‘ead than a pin. 

Well, she c»m3 in all ha'rs a-sayin’ as she'd ’ad enough of ’ouse- 
keepin’, and would like for to come and board with M is. Skrpwore, as 
is a bad plau thro’ bein’ related. I-says to myself as it would never 
end well, no more it never did, and I’m sure that ’ouse is quite full 
enough a’ready, antl glad I was as I were a-goin’ to leave it, thro’ Jor 
‘avin’ got werry nice rooms, tho’ ’is wife is a rank sloven, and four 

children with no more management than a pin's’ead. Not as ever I 
interfered, for she wis a real kind daughter to me, but wouldn't ’ave 
lived with "er permanent, was it ever so. 

Well, as I were a-sayin’ that Mas. Detany wasn’t never ’appy out of 
the streets, but got on werry well with me, not as [ could a-beir t) see 
the way as them chilirea was neglected, and livin’ within three doors 


| of Jog. As to poor Devany ho ’ada’t much of a time of it as ‘ad to gat 


"is breakfast and be at business afore eight, and never ’ome ag’in till 
jest on nine, as is long hours, and never a comfortable maal. 

Jon’s wife she's that delicate as can't bear up ag’in nothink and ain’t 
long for this world, not but what I hopes she is, for.as to me a-stoppin’ 


| ’ere to bring up them four I would’t do it, for I’m sure I never could 


stand bein’ sauced by voung people as parents is here, and’ll set a- 
gvinnin’ the same as Mas. Buaxs, as [ considers no better than a fool 
to let that boy as is only just turned fourteen order ’er about and call 
’er them names if the tea wasn’t ready as never can be honorin’ your 
father and your mother as I told ’im, but she only says, ‘‘ Keep your 
head shut old blatheread,”’ as made my blood bile ag’in. 

Well, Mas. Detany she come in and said as she was a-goin’ to the 
Fire Plug Ball as they calls it and says, “Oh Mas. Brown do come.” 

I says, “‘ Law bless you my dancin’ days ’ave been over this many a 
long year.” 

**Oh,” she says, “ I’ve promised Detany as I won’t dance, I’m only 
a-goin’ to look on as ’ave got two seats in.a box.’’ 

I says, “IT ain’t a-goin to set on a box all night for to see no balls.” 

“Oh,” she says, “the ball is a-goin’ to be at the theater and the 
boxes is to be full of parties a-lookin’ on.”” She says, “ Oh, do come.” 

I didn’t like to be ill-natured, but I would not go till I see them two 
poor children in bed, so. I went in for to fetch ’er, and a bitter cold 
night it was, and took the key of the door, tho’ Joz said he’d be sure 
to be up as we wasn’t to be later than twelve. 

Well, what with one thing and another it was nearly nine afore we 
started, and got on to a car as took us down to the ferry as we crossed 
on a steam-boat, and then got a ’bus as were to take us close by, anda 
nice long ride it were. And when we got to the theater as the ball were 
at Mus. Detany took off her cloak and ’ood, as she wore. 

I naver did; why she wasn't common decent, and ’er face all over 
powder as she'd brought with a puff in ’er pocket. 

I dida’tsay nothiak, but follows ’er, as led'the way to the box, and 
when we got there we was seated werry comfortable, for there wasn’t 
’ardly nobody there, and all down below a wooden floor for dancin’ on, 
and all the place lighted up, as made me look downright dowdy thro’ 

‘avin’ nothing on but my brown satinette as was a green, and ’ave 
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dyed like new, and my cap, as was only trimmed with a bit of white 
ribbon, and a little yaller shawl over my shoulders, and white thread 

loves. 

“ Well, we set ever so long, and parties kep’ a-comin’ jn, and at last 
they all begun a-walkin’ about downstairs as was dressed ’andsome, 
though, I should say, ’eavy for dancin’. 

The masic soon begun for to play, and they all set to a-dancin’ like 
anything, and some did their steps elegant, but some was werry rough 
and ’oppin’ about like parched peas on a shovel, as the sayin’ is. 

At last: Mrs. Detanry says, “ Oh, how I should like a dance.” I 
says, * I daresay ’’—and didn’t say no more. Well, I see she was a- 
noddin’ and a-grinnin’ a good deal, and at last a young feller comes up 
to where we was as she said was ’er own cousin, in the name of Sam. 
Presently he says, ** Oh, Kate, we must have one dance.”’ 

She says ** You won’t tell, will you Mrs. Brown? ” 

I says “It ain’t no business of mine,” but had my thoughts about 
’er promisin’ ’er ’usband not to dance. 

Well, off she goes, and I soon see ’er a-dancin’ about like mad, and 
seemed for to quite forget all about m>, and arter settin’ a-long while, 
I began for to get fidgety, as I knowel it must be gettin’ late. 

I beckoned to ’er once or twice as didn’t pay no attention, so at last 
I goes down and makes my way among them dancers, and nicely 
pushed about I were, to say nothink of the abuse. 

Well, when I gets down among them dancers I couldn’t see nothink 
on’er and wandered all over the place a-lookin’ for ’er, at last I see 
“Supper room”’ wrote up. 

So down I goes, and there I found my lady a-drinkin’ champagne, 
and a-goin’ on a-gigglin’ and larfin’ like mad. 

“Qh!” she says, * Sam went to look for you to bring you down to 
supper.” 

T says, “‘ I don’t want no supper, but wants to get ’ome.”’ 

She says, ‘“ I must have one dance after supper.”’ 

Isays, “ You may dance ’till daylight, but ’ome I go.” 

“Oh!” she says, “ You mustn’t leave me.” 

I says, ‘I willso.”’ Isays, ‘‘ Give me the ticket to get my things.” 
She bu’sts out a larfin’, and says, “‘ I’ve got you.” 

I says, “ T’ll ’ave my things,” and begun to be downright angry. 

So she says, ‘‘ I promise you it shall be only one dance, so do go 
back to the box.’’ 

I says, “No! I'll stop here just for one dance,” and so I did, tho’ 
it were dreadful draughty in that passage enough for to turn a mill. 

That dance were a precious long one, and I was a-losing my patience 
when up comes my lady, all ina ’eat, and says, “ We must ’urry 
ome.” So we gets our cloaks and bonnets and off we went. 

I didn’t much fancy the way as that cousin of Mrs. DeLAny’s were 
a-goin’ on, and so I told ’er pretty plain as made ’er cross. 

We'got out of the theayter and was just a-turnin’ a-corner when 
someone give a rush at us pushed me wiolent agin’ the railin’s, and 

knocked that ’ere Cousin Sam as ’ad ’old of Mrs. Denany’s arm, slap 
into the road. 

She give a violent scream as a man ketched ’old on ’er as were ’er 

ushand. 

The feller as she called ’er Coustn Sam he got up and run off like a 
lamplighter, as the sayin’ is, and if that Driany didn’t turn on me 
and call me all the awful names as he could lay ’is tongue to. 

So I says, “ You're a nice low set and I don’t want to be seen with 
you,” and off I walks. : 

I walked on and on a-’opin’ to get a car or a ’bus or something and 
at last was pretty nigh droppin’ till I asks a perliceman as said there 
wasn’t no cars no more that night and I ’ad to walk, leastways crawl 
every step of the way down to the ferry, and there ’ad to wait ’arf-a-’our 
till the boat was off and thought as we never should get across the 
river for the ice. ig 

When we got to the other side the place was all blocked up with it, 
and I ’ad for to be dragged over a place as were ’ighly dangerous and 
jest on three o’clock in the mornin’ and no car a going to start for a 
"our, 80 couldn’tstop a-dawdlin’ about there in the cold, and on I walked, 
a-taking it gently thro’ it being all up ’ill, and never got to Joz’s place 
till jest on four o’clock, and pretty nigh dead with cold. Its well as 
they’d kept the stove alight or I should ’ave died, and if Jox’s wife 
didn’t get out of ’er bed to see after me, as worreted me more than any- 
think else. : 

I never ’eard no more of the Detanegys for over a fortnight, when 
she’d run away from ‘im and left them twe innercent babes to perish 
like, as is the act of a she-devil, as ’angin’ is too good for ’er in my 
opinion. When Brown come back from where’s he’d been to, I 
savs to him, ‘“‘ It won’t never do for us to live on with Jog, as gives 18 
wife too much trouble, so we'll go back to Mrs. Sxrpmore; as is far 
from comfortable, but will do as well as anywhere else, for as to com- 
fortable it ain’t a word as is to be found among them.” 

All I’ve got to say is, if that’s one of their grand balls, it’s as tag-rag 
and bob-tail a set-out as ever I see, and must end bad when a young 
woman with only a shopman for a ’usband, as he ain’t no better, goes 
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out of your puzzle. 


Compound Householder; W.; F. T. E., Hammersmith; M. B., Northum- 
berland-street; Y. Y. Y.; H.S., Cornhill; S. X.; 8., Brompton Cemetery ; 
H. M., Camden-town; J. C. H., Holloway: C.F. C., Brighton; W. G. B., 
Chelsea; A. W., Edinburgh; Pat; 
G. C. C., Leinster-square; R. W., Poplar; T. T. 
V.0.: W. 

Bishop 
Philopegmon; Apophthegma; F. W., Dake-street; E.A.S.D.; Perpetrator. 







































































about withalong train, and diamonds in’er ears, as can’t be got ’onestly 
and don’t become ’er station in life, as is what they don’t seem for 
to understand, as is the cause of all the trouble and must end bad, I 
should say some day. | 





DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—WNo. 55. 


Te Poet loved his garden small, 
And viewed his vernal treasures 
With deep delight ; but most of all 
These filled his heart with pleasures. 
At length one morning, sad to tell, 
All butchered did he view them : 
This means the flowers he loved so well ; 
That means the thing that slew them. 


1 —A tiny islet crowned with nodding palm, 
Belted with boisterous billows all about. 
A crvstal bay of everlasting calm, 
Where coral ledges keep the breakers out. 


2.—A sight of awe, with knife and saw, 
The looks of which unman yon, 
The steel he’ll draw to mend your jaw, 
To lop you, or trepan you. 


3.—There was a bard who once embodied 
Tn verse the tales of ancient folk : 
Wherever afterwards he nodded, 
*T was in this isle that first he woke, 
It was—in one brief line to draw it— 
His birth-place, though he never saw it! 


4.—All we, who strut and fret our little dates 
Upon life’s stage, have these, so SHAKESPEARE states. 


6.—Oh, muff! 
If you were up to snuff, 
You’d know that this is just enough. 


Sortvution to Acrostic No. 53.—March, Winds: Mew, Ali, Rowan, 
Cud, Horatius. 
SotutTions or Acrostic No. 53, Recervep Marcu 18th:—Day; Elton; Bessie 8. ; 


Disorderly Room; Two Charitable Grinders; L. H.; Delta: W. G.; Coombes; 
Snakes and Snuffers; S. P.: Ovington Owl; A. McA.; S.J. W.: Yorkshire Fox; 














































Wag; J.H.1.0; M. J. T.; W. F.: Two Opossums; Winanderensis; F. D.; 
A.C. E.; Ruby; H M.F.: Busy Bee; Ken; Great Bonassus; Bravo Ned; 
E. M. @.; Shorncliffe: (> -gles: W.H.F.H.; Edenkyle: R. S. K.; Lalu; 
First Time; W.H.T.- ¢ H. W.T.; B.B.; Betsy H.; Polar; Ashton 


Bedlamites; Whele Wi:.. ; 


Bnsisces to Correspondents, 


[We can take no notice of communications with illegible signatures or 
monograms. Corr ts will do well to send their real names and 
addresses as guarantees. We cannot undertake to return unaccepted MSS. 
or Sketches, unless they are accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope ; 
but we cannot enter into regarding them, nor do we hold 
ourselves responsible for loss.} a" wh 

J.F. G. (Cologne.)—We could not think of using your Ode de Cologne— 
it does not bear the name of Jean Marie Farina. 

C. A. M.—Not a bad idea, but unsuitable. 

F. A. H. (Edmonton) had better be a good boy and stick to his lessons, 
instead of attempting comic copy. : 

Qu =sTor.—Your suggestion is ingenious—but wouldn't pay. 

J. H. T.—Declined with thanks ; the blocks may be called for. 

J. M. (Tunbridge-wells.)—Your contributions were declined, but the 
signature was illegible. 

E. A. D. (Southwold) would like a P. O. O. for the old bill about “‘ Two 
men and a boy, two hods of mortar,” etc. We daresay he would; perhaps a 
cheque for the invention of the Alphabet would be equally acceptable. 

M. D. (Accrington).—The conversation ‘‘ actually took place,’”’ no doubt ; 
no one would have taken the trouble to invent it, it’s so stupid. 

Ass (Worthing).—As you were-thing! 

E.A. K.—Under consideration. 

AN East Lonpon CAMPANOLOGIST.—The artist’s signature. 
QuERIsT.—We only notice what is sent to us for review. 

B. (Kensington.)—The notion was anticipated. 

J. N. (Warrington.)—~Thanks. 

J. M. S.—Both are correct, as you will see if you try thinking as a way 


. for Joe; Sprat ; The Combined St. George’s ; A. M. 





Declined with thanks :—Dot and Carry One ; C. S., Barnsbury ; T. W.C.; 


T. V. P.; W. S., Birmingham; 
; G. F.C., Greenwich ; 
W., Hastings; Tottenham: A. S., Redcar; H. B. R. 


Stortford; P. A. E.; R. E. H., Malvern; Arthur Pigwillin; 
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In reds, purples, yellows, blues, oranges, greens, 
Comes the rainbow procession of cheap magazines! 
There's the famous Cornhill, once the sheaf of the tribe, 
I'm inclined now as sickle-y its state to describe. | 
There's Macmillan for scholars, the studious classes, 
Conducted by Masson, but not for the masses. 4 
There’s St. Paul’s with its Trotiore has lately come in, 
And seems to go swimmingly on with its ‘‘ Finn.”’ 

(T’s novels of course are the best for St. Paul's, | 
Being just what ‘‘the novel dome-estic”’ one calls). 
There s Tinsley’s, with Yatrs for its nurse ;—and ’tis Faid, 
The nurse sends the infant that he rocks ahead. | 
There, London Society prosperous sails, 
Like society given to cuts and to tales. 
There’s Relyravia, Miss Brappon’s, a strong preparation, 

Of the Wuirr-est of stories and darkest sensation. 

There’s the Argosy, chartered by Mus. H. Woop, 

To get a good sale on a fresh tack has stood. 

Temple Bar, like its sponsor, the gate, appears shaken, 

(To prop them both up early steps should be taken), 

It might “ gang its gate” with an editor canny— 

I’ve heard an arch whisper that mentioned James HannaY 

St.James’s looked worse and the prophets they cried, 

They'd ne'er be astonished to hear it had died ; 

But its owners such public prognostics to diddle, 

Will not “ give it up” now it’s such a good RipPLe. 

There's Good Words which “ cost little ’’— though some words at times, 
Cost more than they’re worth, witness TrnNyson’s rhymes; 

There’s Cassell's, a tower of strength, from which Fame, 

Calls with loud Sprxx-ing trumpet Moy Tuomar’s name. 

And there's Brocdway whose strides must be something gigantic, 

For it boasts of a footing both sides the Atlantic. 

These be some of the p pular cheap magazines, 

The lists not exhaustive at all— hy no means! 

For they spring up so quickly it’s not very clear, 

‘'wenty more won't be out ere these Jines can appear. 

Tn flights come the writers of prose and of verse, 

The smart and the solemn the »rolix. the terse. 

The writers of padding, the writers of puff, 

And the numerous #1 my of writers of stuff. 

Like the martyrs of old all the artists they flock, 

And insist upon placing their heads on the block. 

And the woodcutters find it all works for their good, 
For they’re all of them “ hollowing out of the wood ”’— 
Though some of them cut with a somewhat too quick axe ; 
There’s Dicx has a chopper, and Tom-has a pick-axe, 
And into the drawings so fiercely they drop, 
Their engraving can scarce be entitled “ first chop!” 


a 


A eS 


mam wel en or 


cad aS fed oor ane SE as ae 





ertitdtse 





Mares 28 1868. 


es 7 \ Satins 
> SSSA STE AWA N * 
Sess SSAS ak Sos 
SS 
SSS 


ty 


t\ ; 
) i ah 
0 Laer OTE) Tay 


a = ne Y* AS dit 
dpi ons ek : 

. aay ioe iat i 
Hae Ni. i i HAS j 
i h ' ui! - shh ¥ weal | 

meee 

! 4 | 


AL 


Tit ent % 


mi 
a 


Os 
= 
— 
N 


ah , y 
aa Whe 


: y iV 

EP») \\\\ 
\ \ rv 4 

ea \an Fe 
\ NR | 

WA 

i 


A 
i 
VU 


‘ 
. 
\ 


; \ 
4 


ALL THE DIFFERENCE. 


Tom, who has come to grief at College, has been making a clean breast of his pecuniary difficulties. 
Fond Mother :—“ But, My DEAR, YOU HAVE MADE A VERY BAD RETURN FOR ALL YOUR FATHER’S UNREMITTING KINDNF&8!”’ 


Tom :—* THAT's JUST WHERE IT WAS. 


OUR PLAYGOER. 


Ir anybody wishes to see a supernaturally good young man (in six 
acts), let him go to the Haymarket Theatre and contemplate Mr. 
SoTHern in A Hero of Romance, the latest of Dk. WestLanD MaxsrTon’s 
comedies. Rarely, if ever, in this wicked world has it been given us 
to behold such persevering nobility of conduct, combined with such 
capacity for ‘“‘sensation headers.’”” In one point only did we find 
Mx. Sornesn’s character deficient. Being steward in a largely 
populated household, somewhere about Brittany, it was his duty to 
convince the audience of his proficiency in keeping the accounts of 
the establishment and controlling its domestic affairs. To leap grace- 
fully from the ruins of a castle without sustaining the slightest injury 
is doubtless a very valuable accomplishment; but a steward—even 
the most romantic steward—is a steward. We should have been more 
gratified with Mr. SorHern’s impersonation if we had seen him cast 
up the family bills of a few tradesmen, or heard him discuss the merits 
of the co-operative system. Of course we lay our dissatisfaction at 
the door of the author, not at that of the actor. Docror MM xnston 
should have made his hero less acrobatic and more arithmetica‘; he is 
much too virtuous to be worth a salary. This extravagantly «ngelic 
portraiture of the leading character is the only fault we have to find 
with the new play. There is great tact, brilliancy, and stage-knowledge 
in it; and, in spite of its half-dozen acts (which are smuggled in under 
the names of prologue and tab/eaur), it is not at all tedious. Mx. 
Soruern plays the serious bits of his part with his usual solemnity 
and vibration of utterance; Mr. Bucxsrong is Mr. Buckstone; Mr. 
CHIPPENDALE does as much as can be done with a most ungenial 
character, and Mr. Compton delivers his words with unction and 
effect, though shunted from his ordinary line of business. Muss 

GE Rowertson infuses much spirit and grace into her representa- 
tion of the modernized Beatrice who forms the heroine of Le Roman 


Ir HE HAD HAD THE KINDNESS TO REMIT A LITTLE OFTENER I 8HOULD HAY 


| 


|IKED IT BETTER.” 
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dun Jeune Homme Pauvre. Miss Ions Burke plays her best scene— 
the one with Mr. Sornern—admirably; and Mrs. CurprenpaLe 
makes a charming materfamilias, We owe a word (in fact, a whole 
sentence) of praise to Mx. O Connor for the really beautiful scenes 
with which this comedy has been embellished ; nothing could be more 
tasteful or effective. 

At Drury Lane Rob Roy has been again put forward; we simply 
mention this revival in order to testify our admiration for Miss Fanny 
Hvuppart's admirable performance of Helen McGregor. This is the 
only alteration in last year’s cast of the drama. 

Miss Finetrs is drawing mobs to the Alhambra, where she capers 
out of her mind nightly in one of the best da//ets ever put upon any 
stage. Finetre is very mad—perhaps dreadfully unladylike; but 
that her dancing is indecent we have not as yet, begging the Loxp 
CHAMBERLAIN’S pardon, been able to discover. In fact, remembering 
the funereal solemnities of a British quadrille, we look upon Finerrs 
as an actual relief, and should like to see a few grains of that young 
person’s gaiety and verve “‘adapted from the French.” 


Volunteer Intelligence. 


A member of a crack corps wishing to make as many bull’s-eyes as 
possible in shooting for prizes has adopted thesingular practise of 
drinking nothing but ox-eye-gen water. 


AN A-KNACKER-EONTIC, 


Why are the French cooks so successful in dressing horseflesh ?— 
Because they have a knack-er doing it. 


Twie nis Lirttzs Game ?—What a fugitive bankrupt wants.—A 
good hiding. 
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OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


— > -—- 


CANNOT help thinking it is to be regretted 

I that the proposed dinner to Mr. Disrak1I, 
set on foot by a number of literary; men, 
should have fallen to the ground, and, that 

he should preside at the dinner,of the Royal 
Literary Fund. My own private impression 

Y- is, that the Fund is a nice little.emp/oyment 
+ for a lot of respectable old ladies of the male 





sex, and that if they)de little good,., they 
don’t do much harm to the literary profession. . Nevertheless, it, wou'd 
have been better to keep Mr. Disraxxi from presiding over the.banque 
although to him the presiding over one sham. mpre oF less, woul 
matter little. But it isa pity that those who wish to do homage jto 
his talents should be compelled at the same time to co nance the 
R.L.F. ; and, on the other hand, it is hard on supporters of the R.L.F., 
who may happen to be opposed to the Premier, that they should be 
let-in for a Digranzt dinner. For my own part, though I don’t agree 
with the new, Premier, I should like to go to a Disxarxi dinner, but 
don’t care to go to,a Fund one. J 
TrELAND Nab Het nnfairly treated for a very Jong period, or I should 
be inclined to -plead the last Debate in the Commons on the Irish 
question as & set-off against her grievances. There were some splendid 
speeches in it—from the Premier, from the Liberal Leader, from Mr. 
Mit, from Ma. Lowe, and m others. And there was such a grand 
splay of M.P.’s, good, ban, and indifferent, besides the great guns. 
l'rom the speech of Mr, Magurrp, the first in point of, time, to. the 
recitation of Lorn A. Curnton, the last in respect of merit, the whole 








THE DISADVANTAGES O 
1. I began by being tall for my age. 
2. At school I outgrew my companions and my clothes. 
3. My increasing length became awkward on the river ; 
4. And on the read, 
5. I did not suit the army ; 


—_—_—— ~~ oo CO ES” 


Pk Mas oem ep 





[Marcu 28, 1868, 








Debate was full of interest. As for the young nobleman last-men- 
tioned, he knew Jess of his part than hedidin the more congenial 
sphere of Strand Burlesque. He broke down almost, and lost his head, 
though his thus getting rid of his weak point did not aid him. He 
had better henceforth satisfy his ambition -with, the part of a Parlia- 
mentary super. He might carry a banner for his party—he’ll never 
do anything better. ‘ 

Ws are having provokingly fine weather: Roses and peas—the 
Beautiful and the Useful, if Lorp Lytton will permit me to say so— 
are going ahead much too fast. The fruit trees are in full bloom, and 
everything looks as if it were really Spring, instead of being a glimpse 
of, sunshine to be succeeded by cold winds and frosts. Of course, it 
mag, be Spring; but after having seen snow on the Derby Day, I 
sha)l,never believe that it is Spring until about Midsummer Day. 

A DAY or two since I was allowed to, peep at the renovated beauties 
of Crosby Hall. The fine old City mansion has been taken by a firm 
which purposes to make a cheap and good dining place. It has been 

estored in admirabie taste, and Lshould think at a far greater ex- 
penditure than it would have needed to make it simply showy in the 
gimcrack point of view, so that the strict} attention to archeological 
ropriety displayed is the more creditable, ,. One pleasant. innovation 
i the management is, that all the attendants are to be ‘‘ neat handed 
hyllises.”’ 3 = 





Hampton Wick-ed, he Bictus 

A porticat friend of ours who has been visiting the Riches 
at Hampton Court describes the ‘‘ Beanties of the Court o 
THE SEconpD ”’ as “the Light of other days.” -- 


Jallerics 


HARLES 





cee! Shi 
Tue Cel-tic Race,—TaLiy-MEN. 





F UNCEASING GROWTH. 


6. And the navy didn’t see me. 
7. Chimney-sweeping was suitable, but low. 
8. I fancied emigration might improve matters. 
9. But home-ties compelled my return, 
10, I end by selling Guide-Books te the Monument. 
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THE PHYSIOLOGY OF CLOTHES. 


_ ++----- 


SMOKE. 





by a keen observer, is nothing if not superficial. 


language, as a great wit declared, was given 

eas us that we might conceal our thoughts, smoke 
was undoubtedly invented in order to conceal our want of them. 
Smoke is the lounging-coat of conversation. Given two men shut up 


together for an hour or so—without smoke they are in a fever of 


fidgety ceaseless conversation—with pipes they jerk out brief and not 
utterly foolish remarks between the whiffs. 
Smoke is the cosmopolitan of the clothes community. It issues 
from the thick lips of the boor, and curls out from beneath the glussy 
moustache of the noble. It influences alike Youth and Age, Poverty 
and Wealth, Wisdom and Beauty—and by Beauty we would of course 
be understood to mean 
the Irish apple-woman 
of Covent Garden. It 
is not by any means 
deficient in humour of 
a practical nature. The 
philosopher cannot | 
have failed to observe 
that the largest cigars 
9s a rule choose the 
smallest men, and the 
smallest cigars the tallest men. We have even known an instance of 
cigarettes taking a fancy to a being who was six feet two in his 
stockings; but it should perhaps be added in explanation that he was 
also the chosen object of u German flute. 
Smoke in its solid and material form ia of two kinds—pipes or cigars. 
It has also an abnormal existence in the shape uf a compromise known 
as a cigar-holder, which boasts all the incon- 
veniences of a pipe and none of the advantages 
of acigar. It is asa rule the sign of a weak 
mind. The pipe has a tendency to enthrall 
and fetter the man it smokes. The author of 
‘“ Britons never—never—never shall be slaves ”’ 
was no smoker—at least no smoker of pipes, or 
he would have hesitated to make that declara- 
tion in the face of the drudgery to which 
Britons submit in colouring a pipe. Now, the 
cigar-holder is as a rule capable of being 
coloured, and yet is but a sort of infantile 
pipe. Let us put the result logically, after 
the manner of Baxspara, CeLakent, Daru, 

i, Fesaro, Mitt, Atpkicu, and other writers on 
the art. 

A man who is the slave of a full-grown tyrant is to be pitied. 

A man who is the slave of a despotic baby is an ass. 

Therefore the man who smokes a cigar-holder is a silly. 

We couch this concise logical syllogism in the popular method of 
speech, but our reader must remember that as the greater contains the 
less, and also because the whole is more than a part (unless they are 
one or both of the same size), while a point is that which hath no 
magnitude, and a line is length without breadth ; therefore we would 
be understood to state not that the man 
smokes the cigar-holder because he is a 
goose, but that the cigar-holder chooses him 
because he is silly. Q. E. D. 

Smoke has, indeed, a tendency to display 
and make a spectacle of the weakness of 
man. Hence, in the vernacular to “ smoke” 
any person is to make a butt of him. Thus 
the youth in the margin who is worn at one 
end of a large meerschaum is the object of 
a pity not altogether unacidulated by con- 
tempt. A permanent lop-sidedness of his 
bat, lateral curvature of the spine, and a 
distortion of the facial muscles are the penal- 
ties paid for the glory of smoking this pipe. We have known pipes 
like that in the next column,elaborate works of art to which the whole 
of a man’s energies besides both his hands and the right hand corner 
ef his mouth were perforce devoted. 
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7 ALLE superficial mind may consider smoke to be 
J} inadmissible as an article of wear. But the 
superficial mind, as has been wisely remarked 


The mind, in short, had better mind its eye if 
it interferes with our definitions of clothes. If 
persons can be described as clothing themselves 
with cursing, there can be no objection to our 
considering smoke as a cloak. And indeed if 


The man who values his peace of mind as well as his personal comfort 
will do well to avoid such a pipe. He should decline an introduction 
‘even though it were carved with the effigies of all the Kings of 
| England since the conquest. Our artist—himself a smoker, who with 
the innate modesty 
of genius has intro- 
duced a portrait of 
his own pipe in the 
initial to this essay 
—has humanely re- 
frained from depict- 
ing the whole of the 
torture of smoking 
such a pipe as the 
above. When the 
Greek painter de- 
sired to express the anguish of Agamemnon at the sacrifice of 
Iphigenia he concealed the face. When our draughtsman seeks to 
limn the face of the agonised slave of the meerschaum he leaves it out, 
and, by our halidome, we rather guess he has the advantage of the 
Greek gentleman ! 

Pipes, like the Secretaries of Sheffield Trades’ Unions, are usually 
prepared to go any lengths. There are many steps in the scale 
between the long stem of 
the churchwarden and 
almost stemless bowl of 
the Irish  car-driver's 
dhudheen. The men who 
belong to these pipes 
respectively, are very 
characteristic of the pecu- 
liarities of the pipes. The 
car-driver has an irre- 
pressible admiration for 
‘‘something short,”’ and 

or likes that something 
sweet and strong. The pot-house orator, who 
is the smoker generally selected by the church- 
warden, is passionately fond of arguments as 
long-winded and slender as his pipe. Whenever 
he removes the red sealing-wax tip from 
between his solemn lips, some sententious 
platitude is sure to issue with the cloud of 
congenial and cognate smoke. “My good 
friend, Mr. Jones, if he will allow me to call 
himso;” ‘Our esteemed fellow-townsman, and 
worthy brother tradesman, Mr. Burks ;” 
‘Mr. Copcers has kindly consented to pro- 
mote the harmony and conviviality of this 
auspicious evening, gentlemen ;”’ these are some of the wise saws 
which he seems to suck in from vacancy through the long white stem, 
as a baby absorbs ass’s milk from a patent bottle. 

The short clay, or cutty, first mentioned by Cicero, in his speech 
pro Milone, isa far 
more active and 
handy article than 
the churchwarden. 
It generally pitches 
upon young and 
busy men as its 
subjects. The worst 
thing known 
against it is its 
tendency to colour. 
and, therefore, to 
become tyrannical and exacting like the meerschaum. The really 
philosophical pipe, so far as our researches have carried us, is the 
brier-root. It is incapable of the despotic desire to colour, and 
it is sweet and clean, and what is more important, it is to all practical 
purposes indestructible, whereas the pipes of clay, whether of the 
superior or inferior class, are fragile, for as the poet has feelingly 
expressed it :— 

‘* T never had a meerschaum swell 
To glad me with its fragrant smoke 

But when it came to colour well 
It somehow managed to get broke.”’ 
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Some clothes are irrepressible, ineradicable, autocratic. Chignons, 
chimney-pot hats, and crinoline, are garbs that man and womankind 
have vainly endeavoured to emancipate themselves from. But they 
are immortal and indestructible. Smoke is equally powerful, and 
possesses as much tenacity of life. Railway companies have fulminated 
their bye-laws against it, but every railway station in the kingdom 
has an odour of departed pipes about it. Ladies set their faces against 
it, but have begun to learn that to banish the pipe is to exile the 
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| husband, to empty the home and fill the club smoking-room. Where- 
| fore, Nature is giving us in woman a modern example of that develop- 


+ 


| ment of which Darwin writes the ancient history. As the elephant, 
| compelled to depasture on the rifled nectaries of the antediluvian flora, 
cradually developed into the bumble-bee, so woman, obliged to ey = 
! 7 Gabo 


doesn’t dislike the smell ;” or, “It keeps the moth out of the 


with tobacco, is beginning to adapt herself to the situation. 
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THE NATIONAL GALLERY. 
(Mary Ann Hoggins to Amelia Hodge.) 


My Dear ’Muety.—This comes hopining to find you as it leave me 

at preasunt, and why you should keep a-stickin’ down in that precious 
dull place of a Pogely Rugis when there’s places as misseses is cryin’ 
their eyes out for to get survents in London is to me nothink but 
americal. Not but what places here, except where you git into a fam'ly 
where a footman is kep’, is but a lite little better than a black neger, 
as I always says survice is no inhenrytance, but Sam, he says, “* Wait 
a bit,’ and w’en his aunt dies as he shall go into a public house if not 
the general line, which his callin’ now is a animal purweya, better 
known as cat's meat, and a good ready money conexion, with ten lb. in 
the Post off his Savin’s bank. What made me begin about Samvet I 
don't hardly no, ’xcept as it was yesterday my day out and we on that 
akount met, at least I waited for him at the yousual place as is where I 
should ha’ told you of before; a great building known as the Natural 
Gallery: and so, as I always says to Sam, a good name too for them as 
is sitiwated like us. Not but what its tegus a-settin’ there on them 
cane-bottomed forms, as seems somehow not to be made for to give 
comfort and nothink to look at but a parcel o’ picters on the walls, and 
yet, lor’ bless you, the skores as came there to stare at ‘em when it’s a 
bright day enuf to see whatever they're about, which I must say as 
vesterday were one of the loveliest days as even the Natural Gallery 
itself couldn't look to say dull, and I jest took a glance round as [ 
knew I was ten minits too early for Sam. 

I was glad as Sam come in when he did, for not seein’ no prices put 
on the picters, I asked a elderly person as was a-lookin’ at one, making 
his double fist into a telescope, as I thought was his playful ways, how 
much he thought as would be asked for the feller to it, which one on 
‘em was a portrick of a young woman and the other of a young man, 
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curtains ;’’ or, “She was always accustomed to it at home, poor dear 
papa always had his pipe the last thing.”’ The all-pervading influence 
of smoke has even carried by storm the strongholds of Royalty. 
Placards once existed prohibiting smoking on the premises at Windsor 
Castle. But the premises must have been illogical, since the conclu- 
sion drawn from them is that the heir to the throne smokes—be it 
reverently spoken—like a lime-kiln. 





as having a few more things on than a-many as was there, I thought 
becomin’, and what do you think that old party said, but that them 
picters had cost thousands to the nation, which the Government had 
bought ’em cheap at that. I looked at him scornful, as haven’t been 
away from the country to be took in like that, and says, “ You ought 
to know better, at vour time o’ life, to give yourself to such a falsity. 
As,” I says, ‘I may be countrybread, but I’ve seen a-many better 
down the City-road as might be had frame and all,” I says, *‘ for eleven 
or twelve shillin’s; and I shouldn’t mind goin’ to thirteen if they’d 
part ’em, which the young woman is a bold-faced pig, as I wouldn't 
hang her likeness in no room of mine.”’ 

“Why,” he says, ‘your in the Natural Gallery, and these pictures 
is worth millions.” ‘Oh, indeed,” I says; ‘I didn’t know as I were 
a-talking to the proprietor,” I says, quite genteel, and makes him a 
curchy as grand as you please, and so turns on my ’eels, as Sam came 
up that minnit to know what was up, and I says, ‘Oh, nothink but a 
gentleman, or, leastways, a party,”’ I says, ‘‘as thinks as he’s a-talkin’ 
to a flat,’”’ I says, ‘as is perhaps only natural, when he wants to make 
me believe as picters worth milliums would be poked away by the 
Government in a place as the Institute at Pogely Rugis is a pallis to, 
and a dungeon for darkness, let alone that all the walls is hung 
higgledy-piggledy, so as nobody can’t see nothin’ of ’em.” 

I must now conclude, becos I've got no more candle, missis usin’ the 
patent half-hour lights, as goes out sudden and leave you in darkness.— 
Your affectionate 


Mary Ann Hoaorys. 








Erratum. 


In the Saturday Review of the 14th ult., for “The Girl of the 
Period” read “ The Girl of the Periodical.” 
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A HERO OF ROMANCE. 


ACT I.— Victor's lodgings in Paris. 
Enter Victor. 
Vreror.—I am a penniless Marquis—and oh, so hungry ! 
Enter Ursvut, with tray of food: 
Ursuti.—I have brought you some dinner. 
Vicrox.— Dinner? Never! Away with it! 
Uxsvuxi.— But I don’t want you to pay for it—it’s a present. 
Victor.—-Oh, indeed—that’s quite another matter. Leave it there 
and be off. [ He pegs into tt. 
Enter Doctor Larirre. 
Laritre.—I am a retired army doctor, so I go about in white leather 
breeches, jack boots, and undress cavalry frock. 
Victor.— You do, my friend, you do! 
Laritre.— Victor, you are dreadfully poor—marry a rich patient of 
mine who is dying for your title. 
Vicror.—Avaunt ! 
Laritte.— Another way—a wealthy family named Dumont wants a 
steward—will you accept the post ? 
Vieror.— What? Work for my living in a subordinate capacity ? 
Am I not a marquis ? 
LaFitre.— You are. 
Vietor.—And yet, as I am starving, I may as well. 
I accept your offer. But I must conceal my rank. 
Larittz.-—-Good. ‘The pleasures of a glass of wine with you! 
[ They liquor up.— Tableau, 


ACT IT.—A salon tn the Chdteau Dumont. Madame Dumont discovered 
surrounded by M. De Vaudray, Blanche, and several other ladies. 
General laughter at something sard just before the rising of the curtain, 
All chaff each other, and laugh at repartees. Audience wish they 
could hear them, as, to judye from the amusement they produce, the 
repartees must be above the average. 

Mavame Dumont.—Here is our new steward. 

Enter Victor. Ali sneer. 

Vicror.— They sneer because I am a steward! 
(Sees Blanche.) Ha! What beauty! 

Biancue.— Sir! 

Victor.— Pon my life, you're a deuced fine pal! 

BrianenzE.— Monsieur Victor! 

Vieror.—Uncommonly lovely, ’pon my life. 
lovely gal! 

BiancueE (aside).—He is but a steward, but. he speaks with: tho: 
polished address of a practised courtier ! 

Vieror.—Drawing, eh? (Looks at her sketch.) Ah, it’s all wrong,’ 
lovely gal. I’ll give you some lessons some day. (Jn a burst of courtly: 
admiration.) You really are a deuced handsome woman! 

- Brancue.—Sir, you forget yourself! 

Victor (aside).—Confusion! The natural instinct that prompts a 
Marquis to pay delicate compliments asserted itself in spite of my 
humble position asa salaried steward! (Aloud) Lovely gal, Lapologise ! 
I will go and visit adistant portion of the domain. 

Mapame Dumont.—But you will take a horse ? 

M. pg Vaupray.—Give him the fiery untamed Tartar steed Black 
Something! (Aside.) He'll break his neck! 

Aut.—No, not the untamed Tartar steed! That were too dreadful! 

Vicror.— Bring forth the animal! 

A Servant.—Sir, he is at the door. 

[Victor rushes out, mounts the untamed steed, rides him up and down behind 

the scenes for about half a minute while the ladies watch him breathlessly. 


JSrom window. 


Doctor Lafitte, 


Well, no matter! 


Never saw such a 


Re-enter Vicror. 


Vicror.—The beast is subjugated ! 
[ But he doesn’t ride him to the distant portion of the domain, for all that. 
ACT IVI.—Park of the Chateau Dumont. Enter Victor. 
Vicror.—Blanche still scorns me! 
Enter Moire. Busiony, a Governess. 
Mop..e Busieny (aside).—I have discovered that heisa Marquis. I 
will‘marry him, (dloud) Victor, I love you. 
Vicror.—Eh? Well, really, you know— 
Mopuuz. Busicny.—You rejectme? ’Tis well! 
Enter BuANcHE. 
Brancuz.—I scorn ye, Steward. (Aside) I will ride to the Tower 
of Elfen, and see the ruins by mconlight. Exit. 
Vieror. I despise ye, haughty Blanche! (Aside) I willaway, and 
see the effect of the moonlight on the Tower of Elfen. 
ACT 1V.—Ruins of the Tower of Elfen. Night. Enter Victor. 
Victor.—These, then, are the ruins of Elfen! [ Climbs up them. 


Reverge ! 





[ Exit. | 


[ Exit. | 





Enter BLANCHE. 

Biancue.—Thesoe, then, are Elfen’s ruins. (Sees Vicror) Ha! 

Victor.— Miss Blanche, alcne in this deserted tower, at midnight 
And ina riding habit open down the front, with a red waistooat. 

Biancue.—I will away home. Ha! the gate is locked! Monster, 
this is your doing! You have entrapped me, villain! 

Victor.— Blanche, you wrong me. Weare the victims of accident. 
See, there is a sheer fall of at least twelve thousand feet from this 
tower. I will leap it and break my neck rather than you should be 
compromised. 

Biancue.—’ Tis nobly said! 

BiancuE.—Smashed to atoms—to atoms—to atoms! 


ACT V.—Apartment in the Chateau Dumont. 
Mapame Dumont.—Where can Blanche and Mons. Victor be ? 
Enter BLancue. 


[ He leaps from the Tower. 
[ Faints. 


BianeuE.—I am here! 
Enter Victor. 

Victor.—J am here. [Aside to audience] Saved by a miracle! Not 
so much as a scratch! 

BLANCHE (aside).— What devotion! How I love him. 

Enter Moire. vg Busteny. 

Motuz. pe Bustany (aside to BLANcHE).—Here is a letter of his 
which proves that he loves you for your wealth alone. 
[NV.B.—It ts an ambiguously worded letter that refers to Victon’s sister. 

Biancuz.—Ha! Monster! How I hate him! I will marry De 
Veudray ! 


A.u.— You shall. 
Mapame Dumont.—And M. Victor shall draw up the settlements. 


(To audience). It's not exactly a steward's province, but if you want 
to get home to-night, you had better tet the circumstance pass un- 
challenged. 

Aupisnez —-We will! Only do get on. 

Mapame Dumont.—Here are the most’private papers of the family, 


read them. [ Gives tin box to Victor, and exit. 

Vicror.—So J am to draw up the settlement! Well! well! (Opens 
bor). Ha! A paper! (Reads it). Then this chdteas is mine! All, 
all mine! And shall_I claim it and so ruin Blanche? No! Perish 


And the document ! [ Burns st. 
Enter Mouxe. pg Busieny unobserved. 
Mout. pe Busieny.—Victor burning the family archives! ’Tis 


well! 


the thought ! 


ACT VI.—A salon in the Chéteau Dumont. 
Evening Party in eelebration of BLANcus’s betrothal to pz Vauprar. 
AtL.—We will read: old ‘Dumont’s will! 
Enter a Notary. 
Norary.—There is an important codicil missing ! 


Auu.— Ha! 
Mp.uz. ve Busteny.—That:paper Mors. Victor burned! 


AuL.—Ha! 
Enter Victor. 


Vieror.—’Tis true. But I had my reasons. 


A.u.—Ha! 
Notrary.— But here is another copy of it. It testifies that all this 


property belongs to Vietor, Marquis de Tourville! 


A.tL.—Ha! 

Buiancuz.—Then I will marry him! [ Throws herself into his arms. 

Atu.—Ha! 

Curtains drawn aside: Cremorne discovered with ton thousand addi- 
tional lamps, General joy. 


CURTAIN. 

Ovrsetves.—Very long and discursive, dialogue fairly good but 
too conventional. Mr. SorHeRN good, but not astonishingly so. Miss 
Rossrtson and Miss Ione Buxxeg play particularly well. Scenery 


admirable. 
reece ee 


Guildford Guardians. 


Tue Guildford Board of Guardians is determined not to be behind 
its neighbours in notoriety. The Poor Law Board having been 


| informed of certain illegalities at Guildford, wrote to direct the guardians 


to comply with the law ordering the relief of all destitute persons. 
Thereupon was a debate, at which two guardians so distinguished them- 
selves that we feel they deserve the immortality which is included in 
mention in these columns. Said Mr. Hooker—a very judicious 
Hooker, too—“ If a man looked as if he could stand a night's frost and 
cold, it did him good to refuse him shelter.”” And then Mason Onstow 
—arguing from a defective Major—logically declared that “the plan 
of refusing relief was an admirable one.’’ Of course it may be an 
admirable plan, but it can hardly be said to be the right plan fora 
place intended for the relief of the poor. 
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Judge is in the habit 


of the manufacture— 


40 
Another of | Lace-y Aller. 
‘6 ” ’ | Ir isstated that the 
“a : — | lace trade of Notting- 
ailpieces. | ham—or as it should 
Tue notorious | be spelt, Knotting- 
Deputy-assistant | ‘em, in consideration 


of improvising little 
unexpected ‘“ tail- 
pieces’’ at the tea- 
meetings over which 
he presides so much 
better than he does 
over a court of justice. 
The other day he ap- 
parently mistook the 
place in which he was 
presiding, and 
favoured Clerkenwell 
with a surprising 
tailpiece. An unfor- 
tunate little Street- 

Arab girl was brought 
up for stealing a few 
oranges, value 6d. in 

Covent Garden. The 

principal witness 

against her was the 

— whom Mr. 

AYNB warmly rated 

for prevarication. 

The poor child was 

found guilty, but the 
jury recommended 

her strongly tomercy. 

“Mercy!” said JupGE 
Payne, “to be sure 
she shall have it. I'll 
gladly adopt the re- 
commendation!” 

And then he gave her 
six weeks of hard 
labour ! 





Not Desirable. 


THERE is, we believe 
— and hope—no truth 
in the rumour that an 
offshoot of the De- 
partment of Science 
and Art at South 
Kensington is to be 
established at the 
Cole-osseum in Re- 
gent’s Park. 





Horticultural 
Note, 


At the last meeting 
of the Royal Horti- 
cultural Society, we 
are erroneously in- 
formed that Mr. H. 
Corzs C.B., read a 
most interesting paper 
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THANK YE FOR NOTHING! 


on the possibility of Nimrod, astray :—“I say, my Goop FELLOW, Iv’E MISSED MY WAY; CAN YOU TELL ME 
producing a superior | WHERE I aw?” 


species of scarlet eee «al ~ 
runner by a judicious griculturist : Ezs, I xin! 


cross between the hop Nimrod :—“ Tuank you; WHERE am I?” 
and the caper. Agriculturist :—“ Woy, THERE you BE!” 
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is in a condition of 
unexampled activity. 
It has for a long time 
had to endure the 
buffets—we should 
say the lace cuffs—of 
fortune, but now the 
general song is 
‘¢ Bobbin’ around,”’ 





Fire Away! 


BaRNvUmM’s museum 
at New York has been 
totally destroyed by 
fire, in spite of tre- 
mendous efforts made 
to preserve it. This 
was no more than 
might be expected. 
To te the Prince cof 
Humbugs a man must 
never allow himsclf 
to be ‘put out.” 





Rat-ional. 


“Sr. Pau, M1xne- 
soTA,’’ saysan Ameri- 
can contemporary, 
“sent eighty thousand 
rat-skins to Europe in 
one lot last month.” 
There is reason to 
believe that a large 
proportion were sent 
to England, under the 
belief that many 
M.P.’s had turned 
their coats so often of 
late, that they must 
be in want of some 
new covering. 





Read, Mark. 


WE see advertised 
a work on Fret-cutting, 
which we can recom- 
mend, though we 
have not seen it, for 
we gladly encourage 
any work that pre- 
scribes Marx-Tap- 
LEY-I8M, in the shape 
of the avoidance of 
fretting. 





ONE FOR THE GEN- 
TLEMAN IN BLUE.— 
(No reference intended 
to the O. or C. U. B.C.) 
—An efficient police- 
man should be like a 
good hunter,—clever 
at his fences. 





A Musical Note. 


A Word dropt out. 


We are glad to observe that certain distinguished personages are,| A PARAGRAPH is going the rounds, stating that “a specimen of the 
like the rest of the British nation, being educated to appreciate good | wolf-fish, a strong ee Saaelnie ney ng lhe leaakes off the 
music. The Orchestra states that on the occasion of a recent banquet | Isle of Wight.” A friend of ours who has just returned from the 
the Duxs or SUTHERLAND engaged the singers at ‘‘ Evans's” to give | island says that he heard nothing of the capture, and is inclined 
a selection of glees, &c. This is a decided improvement on the style | from his own experience to believe that what was caught was “a 
of musical entertainment his Grace has been giving lately—a decided | strong and voracious specimen of a wolfish appetite,” which he says, 


improvement if not an add- Vance. is not atJall uncommon about Ventgnaw. 
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THE NEW “GREAT DELIVERER.” 


Done in Brass. 


DEDICATED RESPECTFULLY TO THE ORANGEMEN OF IRELAND, THIS ler OF APRIL. 
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THE SENSATION CAPTAIN. His Axontiva stood the shock 








With fortitude amazing. 


‘y O nobler captain ever 
4\ trod She said, “‘ Someone I must elect 
Than Caprams Par- Poor AnGettna to protect 
KLEBURY TopD, From all who wish to harm her. 
So good—so wise— Since worthy Carrain Topp is dead 
so brave, he! I rather feel inclined.to wed 
Bet still, as all his A comfortable farmer.”’ 
friends would A comfortable farmer came “ 
H aan foll (Bassanio Ty.zr was his name) 
. oe _— Who had no end of treasure : 
This. Tete He said, “‘ My noble gal, be mine!” 
h ao The noble gal did not decline, 
the Navy. But simply said, “‘ With pleasure.”’ 
I do not think Iever knew When this was told to Carrarn Tonp 
eS tee At first*he thought it rather odd, 
Oreating sensation : And felt some perturbation, 
Or p’r’aps I should in justice say— But very long he did not grieve, 
To what in an Adelphi play He thought he could a way perceive 
Is known as ‘‘Situation.’’ To-euch a situation ! 
He passed his time designing traps "They shall not hear of me,”»said he 
To flurry unsuspicious chaps— “ Till they are both in the .Eeele- f 
The taste was his innately— Siastical Arena : 
He couldn't walk into a room Then suddenly I will appear 
Without ejaculating “‘ Boom!”’ And paralyzing them with fear 
Which startled ladies greatly. Demand my Aneguma'!”” 
He’d wear a mask and muffling cloak, At length arrived the wedding day— 
Not, = will mee in joke Accoutred in the usual way, 
$ some assume disguises. peared idal body— 
He did it, actuated by The one tacsuaiiaen 
A simple love of mystery _ When in the gallant Captain-ran 
And fondness for surprises. And cried, ‘“‘ Behold your Toppy !”’ 


I need not say he loved a maid— 
His eloquence threw into shade 
All others who adored her: 
The maid, though pleased at first, I know, 
Found, after several years or so, 
Her startling lover bored her. 


So, when his orders came to sail 
She did not faint or scream or wail, 
Or with her tears anoint him. 
She shook his hand, and said “‘ good bye,” 
With laughter dancing in her eye, 
Which seemed to disappoint him. 










bal- 
The bridegroom, p’raps, was terrified, 
And also possibly the bride— 
The bridesmaids were affrighted : 


But Aneguina, noble soul, 
Contrived her feelings to control, 
And really seemed delighted. 


‘‘My bride!” said Parx.tenury Topp, 
‘“‘She’s mine, uninteresting clod, 

My own, my darling charmer!” 
“‘ Oh, dear,”’ said she, “ you're just too late, 





~ & ye 





aay‘ —— Ps =) 
SS I’m married to, I beg to state, 
oe! { DM “<8 Bat This comfortable farmer !” 
‘“‘ Indeed,”’ said Tyter, ‘*‘ ANG@y’s mine, 
But ’ere he went aboard his boat, You've been and cut it far too fine!” 
He placed around her little throat ‘* | see,’ said Topp, * I’m beaten.” 
A ribbon, blue and yellow, And so he went to sea once more, 
On which he hung a double tooth— ‘‘ Sensation ” he for aye forswore, 
A simple token this, in’ sooth— And married on her native shore 
Twas all he had, poor fellow! A lady whom he’d met before— 


‘“‘T often wonder,”’ he would say, A lovely Otaheitan. 


When very very far away, 





“Tf ANGELINA wears = . ‘¢ Gentlemen of the Guard, Fire First! 
A plan has eee T ny. a a. ? Tere has been a dispute as to precedence between the Royal 
I will preten i a * ce 1? Artillery and the Life Guards. The dispute was referred to the 
And see how Aney bears it. Commander-in-Chief, who at once declared that the Royal Artillery 


The news he made a messmate tell: 
His ANGe.ina bore it well, 


were the “‘ great guns’’ of the service. 
No sign gave she of crazing ; Buiocx Trx.—Ingots of Gold. 
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alt, 


A SLIGHT MISTAKE. 


Affrighted Female (with recollections of Clerkenwell) :—“ Here! Hi! On! 


Munder ! Police /” 


[ But it was only a barrel of cement. 








OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


T is not every man, who is anxious, like Dog- 
berry, that we should write him down an ass, 
and I should have thought no man could be 
met with who would write himself down a 
thief. However, a journal in New York has 
been started which, with true Yankee in- 

enuousness, calls itself The Magpie, end sets 
orth its thievish proclivities in the following 
plain terms :— 

‘Look out for The Magpie! A fortnightly journal, compiled from the comic, 
humourous, and satirical periodicals of Europe, with illustrations copied by photo- 
lithography.”’ 

The price is five cents—pecunia olet !—and the publisher of this 
piratical periodical is a Mr. Fostrzer. Has New York no comic talent 
of its own that it “s compelled to steal? Cannot the country that has 
given birth to Arnrrmus Warp, Marx Twary, Orpuevs C. Kerr, 
and JosH. Bri11NGs, contrive to support a comic paper of home-grown 
humour? I cannot help thinking that the absence of an International 
Law of Copyright has produced a disastrous effect on the moral tone 
of the American mind, or surely some of the leading men would be 
able to infiuence public opinion sufficiently to discourage these petty 
thefts. When Transatlantic magazines “lift” the poems of Tannyson 
from Good Words, Macmiiilan’s, etc., and announce them as “a series 
by the Poet Laureate for this magazine ’’—when Transatlantic managers 
send shorthand writers from Florence—I mean New York—to London 
to filch the dramas of English playrights, and a Transatlantic comic 
paper is started, avowedly to live “‘ by its wits” in the felonious sense, 
s.¢., by stealing the wit of others, one cannot help wondering what the 
state of public opinion and public morality can be in New York. 
Tue man who publishes a book knowingly submits to criticism, and 
I do not see any reason why he who piblishes—or authorises the 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 56. 


Upon this plateau, 
We were told, days ago, 
That a wild king would meet us, who now is our foe: 
If our army gets there, 
He will find, I can swear, 
The scrimmage a terribly serious affair. 


1.—-When its mimic wavelets round me flow 
Pleasant in the morn it is, I know. 


——— 


2.—Men call him by various names, 
He fans those heart-torturing flames ; 
He looks with delight on a kiss, 
All countries agree he is this. 


3.—Blithely went the seaman sailing, 
Round him where the whirlpool swells ; 
Sang she, while his unavailing 
Cries rang out, the legend tells. 


4.—Few better berths than his you name 
In all the ancient church: 
Until the Reformation came 
And left him in the lurch. 


5.—Take the name of an opera singer well-known— 
Halve the words ; take the first, ’tis an answer you ll own. 


6.—In childhood’s too-much lauded days, 
These of the fairies we would praise ; 
But now by travellers they are told 
To gull the public out of gold. 


7.—In sorrow you would use this word, 
In anger it is oft-times heard, 
In verse to keep the rhythmic swing 
It’s often a convenient thing. 


Sotution to Acrostic No. 54.—Debates, Irelaid: 
Disraeli, Error, Bee, Angel, ‘Tara, Erin, Sad. 
Correct SOLUTIONS oF Acrostic No. 54, RECRIVED Marcu 25 :— 
Opal and B.; The Ashton Bedlamites; Tiny Ditton; Irresistible ; 
Bo-zalay; East Essex; Grey W.; G. U. Y.; Two Kangarvos ; 
Knights Templar; Mausolus; Lelia L.; Royal Robber; Ruby; 
Sine Macula; Shorncliffe ; ‘'wo Young Australian Friends ; Lulu; 
Pit Pat W.; Two Charitable Grinders; S.S. House; Bravo N ; 
Shallabal:ah; S. Bros.; Georgina; Charlie Bo’.; Darkey; Auld 
Dog o’ B.; Romanelli; C. P.; Amicus; A.S.T.; Bunnie P.; 
Bennett; Varney the V.; C. K. 8.; Towhit; Lisa and B.; 58. P.; 
Tifey; C. P. L.; Knurrand Spell; Polar. 


publication of—his photographic portrait, should be held exempt from 
wholesome comment. If the reviewer may condemn 31r. Dixon's 
Spiritual Wives, I cannot see anything to prevent his censuring Mx. 
ALGERNON C. SwinnurRne’s latest carte. That gentleman has bein 
often at great pains to make us forget that he has poetic power, but he 
has always hitherto been original even in his weakness. But now he 
descends to a feeble imitation of Dumas, and the Photographic shop- 
windows teem with cartes in which the author of Atalanta ogles the 
actress of Mazeppa! 

Havine visited Crosby Hall by day when it was unfinished, I had 
an opportunity of seeing it again in its completed state the other 
evening. By gaslight the colouring looks very bright, but time and 
London atmosphere will soon tone it down. The luncheon-bar is quite 
a gallery of historical pictures, and the whole place, with its neat 
waitresses, and capital appointments, is suggestive of cosy dinners. 
There was a large gathering ut the opening, which took the form of a 
dinner to the workmen employed on the restoration and decoration. 

I HAVE received one or two letters from fair correspondents, asking 
me to do battle for the sex against a writer who has certainly libelled 
it in the Saturday Review. But, my dear ladies, I don’t like to hit a 
woman, and I am of opinion that your assailant (judging from internal 
evidence, and especially from the very feminine logic of the articles) 
is one of yourselves. No one will deny that there do exist a few 
instances of such painted, powdered, fast young ladies as the article 
describes; but no one but a woman would have assumed the general trom 
the particular, and described as “the girl of the period’’ what 1s 
merely ‘“‘a girl of the period.” 

Tuis month’s number of Tins/ey's is another proof of the rapid strides 
the magazine is making. It is strong in illustration and letter-press. 
“In the Spring” is a very charming drawing, Mr. Coorer’s 
illustration to “ The Rock Ahead” is very broad and telling, and the 
“* Hopeless” picture is pleasing, though the lady's ankle is ‘‘ hopelessly”’ 
attenuated. The lines to this last cut are telling and artistic. ‘* What 
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carefully; but one would have thought the author of “ Dr. Brady”’ 
must know that it was not a violet but ‘‘a primrose by the river brim ” 
that was, etc.! In St. Paul’s we have a clever drawing by Mr. G. H. 
Tuomas, engraved with fraternal care, and a picture by Mr. Mrtxais 
in his second style. Among the literary contributions I must give 
the palm to the notice of Spiritual Wives—the model of what reviewing 
should be—severe without scolding, and searching yet not hypercritical. 
A paper on the “ Private Soldier as He Is” should do good—it points 
out some glaring evils that call loudly for remedy. “The Ballad of 
Squire Curtis” has the true ballad ring and simplicity. The new 
issue of Debrett’s Peerage, Baronetage, and Knightage, the most com- 
pendious and useful book of its class, reached me some time ago, and I 
ought to have noted its publication before this date, when Ministers, 
oblivious of the cares of editors, have by new creations rendered an 
appendix already necessary. 

Wir some people it seems the Laureate, like the King, can do no 
wrong. In a Manchester paper Mr. W. C. Bennett takes up his 
cudgel on behalf of Mr. Tennyson. Mr. Bennett will no doubt be 
flattered to learn that anyone considers his doggerel defence as good 
as the Laureate’s “1865-6” doggerel, although a splutter about 
“dolts,” “small owls,”’ etc., cannot be a high poetic flight in his 
imagination even. But the poverty of Mr. Bennerr’s verse is no 
excuse for Mr. Tznnyson—there are some infantile follies that Baby 
may, but the Laureate may not commit. 


| 
| 
| 
| undiminished vigour. 
| 


A POEM CONTINUED. 


a RTFUL nurse of ninety years! 
<—o™<s Rose? ah! that’s the 
poet’s joke, 
‘‘Missus, you must 
dry your tears!” 
These were all the 
words she spoke. 






7s 


= 2 ~S ) 
- ww 27 S ‘ 
SP ‘ 





(| ST er . But she thought a good 
\ N\\\) & & Z00 
PA deal more, 
aA To her lips a bottle 

crept ; 
Crying is a dreadful 


bore, 
Would that she had 
died, not wept. 


Then she pack’d the 
warrior’s wife 
Off disconsolate to 
bed; 
When she slept, with 
carving knife 
Cut the tresses from 
her head! 
Saying fiercely, “ Hang the child!” 
Down she sat upon a stool ; 
Rose the nurse was getting wild, 
For her missus was a fool. 


Then she called him ‘‘ Tootsicum !” 
Rubb’d his gums with soothing cake ; 

Sizh’d. ‘ Ah! my geranium!’ 
Thought ‘‘ That demon is awake!’’ 


: “ Not for Joz!”’ “ Kafoozalum!’’ 
| Gently in succession broke 
From her lips; ‘‘ Jeroosalum ”’ 
Led of course to artichoke! 


sani suse eee ~ 


’Tis not generally known 
By unscientific folk, 

Where the lordly suntlow’rs grow, 
There appears the artichoke. 


Rose the nurse was up to all, 
This botanic mystery ; 

She invoked the sunflow’r tall, 
And the dim result you see! 


A ravounire Maren Herr.—Joacuim at the Monday Pop. 
Ss nrtetieeeeetieeetemeeemmnennenmmeneneeneneetinerieeeeenciea rere 


FUN. 


is the Laureate About?” is a critique on Mr. Tennyson’s recent 
vagaries which, I hope, may prove wholesome, and there are other 
papers equally interesting and able, while the novels push along with 
I suppose it would be too exacting to expect a 
busy man like “ Our Special Correspondent”? to read WorpswortTHu 





water; W. H. L., St. John’s-wood; G. 
R.. S., Coburg Cottage; J. S., Jun., Liverpool; Animalcula; Star and 
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The Right Man. 


_ A WEEK or 80 ago a man was run over and killed by a Hansom cab 
in Chiswell-street. An inquest was held on the body, and one of the 
witnesses stated that the deceased was taken into a chemist’s shop 
after the accident, and that “the proprietor objected to his having 
been taken there, because in the dirty state in which his clothes were 
from having been run over, he had dirtied the chairs in the shop.”’ 
We believe that Poor Law Guardians have some difficulty in 
finding the kind of medical attendants they prefer for Unions—men 
who won’t waste either drugs or sympathy onthe sick. We should 
recommend the next Board that has to look for a medical man to try 
Chiswell-street. 





ANOTHER WAY OF LOVE. 


Beieve me if that golden watch and those charms 
Which I gave thee so fondly to-day, 

Were to melt by to-morrow ‘neath Lombardy’s Arms 
Thy milliner’s bill,.dear, I'll pay. 

Thou would’st still, be adored as this moment thou art, 
Let thy LS D fade.asit will— 

And to save thee from.ruin (for.some.one must smart) 
I'd jump up on the baek of thy_bill. 


It.is not ’cause beauty. and.cash are thine own, 
That thy cheek should. be.mixed.with a sneer— 
For,the fervour and truth,of.a heart can be shown 
When .we’re ugly.and.hard.up, my dear. 
Oh, the man who’s had credit.can never forget, 
But will truly cling,on to,good clothes ! 
And the lover forsakes not his Whitecrogs-street pet, 
But will pay, if he can, what she,owes. 


A Fresh-water Rate. 
“Tue firstchurch-rate contest,’’,.says a local journal, “took place 
last week at Freshwater.” We hope it was nothing more thin a 
tempest in a puddle. 


Answers to Correspondents, 


[We can take no notice of communications with illegible signatures or 
rams. Correspondents will do well to send ther real names and 
addresses as guarantees. We cannot undertake to return unaccepted MSS. 
or Sketches, unless they are accompanied by a stamped and directed 
envelope; but we cannot enter into correspondence regarding them, nor do 
we hold ourselves responsible for loss.] 

Quiz.—You must have had the name suggested by a young lady at an 
evening party, you areso dull. 

B. N. (Poplar) does not send what we should consider Pop’lar literature. 

ScraTcH—doesn't come up to it. 

Wice.—Don’t make such wiggedly bad puns. == 

A Boy (Chester).—The joke isn’t good enough this time. 

SINBAD.—We say comparatively a bad-sinner. 

A Hircu1n CORRESPONDENT is perforce declined, his writing is so 
scratchy we cannot read it. ' 

H. (Chelsea.)—If Prorgesson PARTRIDGE perpetrated that joke about 
the funnybone and the humerus the other day, we can only say the bird is 
not his—it was knocked over ages ago by some other “‘covey’’ than 
PARTRIDGE. 

W. A. L.—We must decline your W. A. L.-uable services. 

W. S. (Essex).—Don't “ try again’’—you are too trying. 

J. W. C. (Glasgow).—We do not consider the disappearance of Mr. 
SPEKE a subject for jesting. 

C.—Clearly a relation of the vacant see, and not of the deep sea. 

A Novice.—Punning is no-vice of yours, clearly. 

X. Y. Z. (Sudbury).—As we don’t insert the “‘incident that occurred 
within your knoledge,’’ we can’t send you the price of a new dress, but shall 
be happy to give you a spelling-book. 

W. D. (Cavendish-square).—You have not chosen to comply with our 
rule, and we cannot therefore return your sketch. 

SKYBLUE will exhaust our milk of human kindness if he goes on much 
longer. 

x. Y. (Leatherhead.)—There may be “nothing like leather’ for some 
purposes, but we should think from this specimen it is not the right material 
for a head. 

A CoRRESPONDENT who writes so badly that we are not sure whether-he 
calls himself a “ carious”’ or a “curious tooth,’’ makes jokes on dentistry, 
but fails to extract any fun. 

Declined with thanks:—C. S., Cumberland-street; A. W., Liverpool; 
Dicky Sam; G. M. P., Aldermanbury ; F. H., Bartholomew-close; C. T., 
Liverpool ; roars F., Torquay; W. R. H., Uppingham; W. J. H., 
Oswestry; A. M., Belsize Park ; C. J. O., Cannon-street ; Cantab; J. L. B., 
Perth; G. B.; T. M. B., Salt-hill; Jerusalem; F. R. F.; F. R., Bays- 
G. D.; Aspirant; R. E., Hawick; 


Stripes; Castor Oil; B., Exeter. 
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THE PUMPS AND VANITIES. 


Katey :—“ On, Miss Niprsr, I'm 80 GLAD To-mMoRROw’s Sunpay !”" 
Governess :—“ Wuy, MY DEAR? BECAUSE YOU GO TO CHURCH WITH 


Katey :—“‘No, Miss Nuiprer,—svut Monpay 


You know!”’ 








At the Royalty Theatre a new burlesque by Mr. W. S. Grrnerr 

has been brought out and received with enthusiasm. The Merry Zingara 

| would be all the better without its second title of the Tipsy Gipsy and 
| the Pipsy Wipsy, which is rather too far-fetched for even this 
| extravagant school of literature. However, not to be hypercritical, 


| 
| OUR PLAYGOER. 
| 


| wemust at once declare that we consider this burlesque one of the 
| most brilliant of the day. Its author has grasped the absurdities of 
| The Bohemian Girl thoroughly and exposed them in the most unmerci- 
fully humorous way. Taken from a literary point of view, Mr. 
Gitnert's dialogue deserves the highest praise. If there be a fault 
in it, that fault is a certain staginess—a certain confidence in the 
audience's appreciation of technical higtrionics. The forced hilarity 
of supernumeraries who turn the winecap topsy-turvy before drinking 
—the spic-and-span condition of costumes after a lapse of twenty 
years—the superhuman benevolencejof a heavy father—the ceaseless 
gushings of a long-lost daughter—all these necessities of the lyric 
drama have been remorselessly caricatured by Mar. Gitnent. His 
burlesque is admirably played, as far as regards its leading characters, 
by Mzsszs. Dewar and Danvers, Miss M. Oxiverand Miss Cuar.orttTe 
Saunpsxs. The other parts are very well played, and the scenery of 
the burleeque is most effective. 

The revival of Jeanie Deans at the Princess’s gives its author, Mr. 
BovcicavuLt, an opportunity of showing that an actor can act without 
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18 OUR DANCING DAY, 


2 Core OrD’7S 


For Puddings, Custards, Blanc Mange, &c. The original and genuine American preparation of Indian Corn. Established 1849. 
No similar artiele in America or England has the right to the title of “ Original.’ 


BELLVILLE, & CQ, 


Farews tt to lordly leisure, 
To life and liberty ; 
To mirth which knows no measure, 
To days which know no sigh. 
To nights of endless laughter, | 
To liquor’s ceaseless flow. | 
To songs and toasts—but after! | 
Who cares! Well, let it go! 


VALE. 
| 
| 


Farewell to coats unwriankled, 


| To kerchiefs, scent-besprinkled, 
| To laughs with little loves. 

To valses—wherefore mazy ¢ 

| To hopes which grow and grow; 
My Pegasus be aisy! 

It’s over now, you know ! 


' } 


1 


¥'arewell to “ marked attention ’”’ 
At picnics ’neath the trees, 
Which end (one need not mention) 
With showers, or a breeze. 
Farewell to moonlit rambles, 
To eyes the stars endow ; 
To scrambles ’midst the brambles, 
Hold hard! It’s ever now. 


Farewell to misconstructions, 
To falls between two stools, 
To rows—in Irish “ ructions”’ 
With empty- headed fools. 
| Let Coelebs sail for ages 
With folly at the prow; 
I’ve struck for higher wages, 
Hurrah! It’s over now! 


Crossed in Ambition. 

| Ir is rumoured that Lorp CHetmsrorp declined a 
| proffer of the Bath, because it looked as if the party 
wanted to wash their hands of him—besides ever since 
| the appointment of Lorp Carrgns he was made, ipso 
| facto, the Grand Cross. 


599 


PAPA? 


| Co-Hop-ERATION.—A ballet dance. 
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looking at his audience. The Counsel for the Defence hardly faces 
the house at all, yet every word of his part excites interest. Mr. 
Macrzan plays old Deans with great pathos, and Mr. Lesson is an 
admirable Dumbiedikes. Of Mrs. Bovcicautrit is needless to speak ; 
her performance of Jeanie is perfection. Miss Emma Barnatt is 4 
characteristic and picturesque Madge Wildfire. The scenery of this 
piece is hardly up to Mr. Luoyp’s usual mark; the music is very 
nicely played. 


Literary Intelligence. 


Monstgvr RENAN is about to publish a book entitled Questions 
Contemporaines. We hope we have the good fortune to Jay 
before our readers a few extracts from the expected work. Here they 
are :— 

** How are you?”’ 

“ How d'ye do?” 

‘** What's the news ?”’ 

‘** How are you all at home ?”’ 

** Can you oblige me with the loan of half a sovereign ? 
“Don’t you wish you may get it?” 


? 


WHAT TO STUDY WHEN WRITING A Sua Sonca.—The Mariners’ 
Compass. 


Tue Paimas Miunistex.—One who eschews long sermons. 


PARED CORN, 


LONDON. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phoenix Works, St..Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, ind Published (for the Proprietor) at 30, Fleet-street, E.C.— London : Apsil 4, 1803. 
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To tightly-fitting gloves, 
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a | SPRINGS DELIGHTS Tamed by the cruel season crowd around, 
5 a, ae tat ; : The season's overcoat, but costs a pound. 
a Mr. Epttor,—Sir, it is impossible. Your messenger found me with Think not when worn, the homely robe appears, 
| & a | my feet in hot water and a foaming goblet of gruel before me. ‘One Thy fortune shall be measured by thy fears. 
a | swallow does not make a summer,” says the adage. I ean add that a Say, now, would'st see a man with well-warmed blood 
| oo Spring makes one swallow with difficulty. Sir, I am suffering from Sustained by infant’s farinaceous food ? 
| sore throat, influenza, neuralgia, lumbago, and a few other maladies Under the hawthorn and the poplar tree 
| a which are the usual complements of the season. Added to which I Drink pure pale brandy known as Eau de Vie. 
| | have recently had a tooth out, and have been searching the advertising The clonds for joy in pearls weep down their showers, 
ig | columns of the daily newspapers for a house warranted neither damp London to Paris in eleven hours. 
4 nor draughty, and where you can't hear the piano next door. No, Can he be fair that withers at a blast ? 
j | Sir, there is nothing new to be said about Spring, or if there is, it will No, I have set my life upon a cast ! 
| be found in the weather-gauges of the past week. Even the poets, Till chill and damp the moonless night descend, 
, Sir, differ like the rest of us, as far as my memory serves me, and I Yes, soothing syrup is the mother’s friend. 
‘ cannot refrain from jotting down a few remarks from memory, all of I love it, for it takes its untouched stand, 
| | which will be found on reference to the works of those gentlemen. In With every cork bearing a special brand. 
' 
{ 
{ 
| 
| 
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i erder to give my quotations a practical annotation, I have, perhaps, | Among the perfumes which the rich and great— 
d interspersed the results of my varied researches in the advertising | Co-operative mutton—legs at eight, 
i columns of the daily press. That, Sir, isthe best I can do for you; and | Shoulders at seven. Children of remorse. 
i if my experience should enable one of your readers to avoid the mani- A horse, a horse, my kingdom for a horse! 
é fold ills which accompany Spring’s delights, I shall not have suffered 
. or have written in vain. Your Distractrep ConTRIBUTOR. Line Upon Line. 
; Srrine’s Dericuts PLAGIARIsED. | Toss who put their names to bills merely as a “ matter of form” 
} AcuItuzs wrath, to Greece the direful Spring, to oblige a friend, generally have to repent their folly—(we know a 
; No sign of life save his limbs quivering. man who won't even “ endorse” a friend’s opinion)—still there is one 
Hail smiling morn that tips the hills with gold! zood point in their proceedings—they ‘‘ write only on one side the 
The air bites shrewdly, it is very cold, paper.” 
It is a nipping and an eager air. ee ee 

gd . Do You Give it Up? 


The twelve ounce waterproof's the only wear. 


The curfew tolls the knell of parting day, Tus Solicitors’ Journal alleges that there is no doubt that Mar. 
The innocent are gay—the lark is gay ; BessaMcn Dierakui was articled to Messrs. Swarx, Stsvens, Mapwes, 
The lowing herd winds slowly o’er the lea, Pgarss, and Hunt, of Frederick’s-place, Old Jewry, but that he threw 
Drink nothing but the pure uncoloured tea. up his articles before their expiration. The great Caucasian exactly as 
The world forgetting, by the world forgot, he gave up the law of Old Jewry, it would seem, threw over the old 

Fs Hereditary bondsmen know ye not Conservative policy—just before it expired. 

Y The expansive atmosphere is cramped with cold ? a 

A Converse with nature’s charms, her stores unrolled! Surrasyz Sitz vor A Weatusrcock.— Vere Street. 
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that a College for Ladies—on 


somewhere in the country, and 
“rooms” for the  under- 
graduatesses—is about to be 
established. Mrs. Bopicuon has 
munificently headed the sub- 
scription list with a thousand 
ounds, and Deans and Bishops, 
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lent their countenance and given 

their money, so we may consider 

| the “Sister University ’’ in the 
light of un fait accompli. 

It has been announced autho- 
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Re 





| ritatively that the new college will be conducted strictly on collegiate | 


| principles, 80 we may easily see what the scheme will be. The young 
| ladies will have “sets of rooms’’ in which they will “ hang out,” 
attended by a she-gyp, or scoutess; there will be “teas,” if not 
“wines,” and “ chapel,’ and a “ gate-bill,’”’ not to mention “ caps and 
gowns,” which, after all, sound like articles of female rather than male 
apparel. There will be Proctrices, of course, and Degiees, probably 
beginning with Spinsters of Arts, and Mistresses of Arts, and cul- 
minating in Hen-Doctors of Divinity. The Professorship of Poetry 


appearance of his recent magazine verses. it has been determined that 
Mn. Tvrrer has equal claims to the chair of poetry. In fact, with 
one exception, everything has been done that was necessary for the 
realization of the plan. 

The exception to which we allude, is the preparation of the Statute 
Book of the New College. The little volume, appropriately bound in 


ee 
ttt 


calf, presented to the freshman by the Vice Chancellor, has probably ' 


been overlooked in the pressure of matters apparently more im” ortant. 
We, therefore, have much pleasure in giving, as our contribution to 
the young institution, a version of the Parechole sive Excerpta e Corpore 
Statutorum Universitatis, carefully revised, and adapted to the require- 
ments of a feminine college, by a scholar and a gentleman. 

This important work is still in the press, but in the meantime we 
gladly lay before eur readers a few extracts from those portions of the 
Statute Book, which will have the greatest interest for intending under- 
graduatesses. We need scarcely say these extracts are chiefly made 


from Titulus XIV., De Vestituet Habitu Scholastico, ‘Touching the | 


Collegiate Dress and Deportment.”’ 
In the first place, then, the female world may be rather alarmed to 


learn that it is decreed, that all undergratuatesses semeens they be 
daughters of peeresses in their own right) must wear black or suffusc, 
i.e, dusky or brownish, dresses; and must not imitate those ladies 
who make a display (gue pre se ferunt) of what is “ fast’ and extra- 
vagant.* This rule possibly may seem extremely severe to the fair 
undergrad., since, as exemplified in our initial, its strict interpretation 
would bring the fashionable stripeddress of the period within the con- 
demnation of the Proctrix. We feel assured, however, that the 


authorities of the new college will, like those of Oxford and Cambridge, | 


wink at any non-observance of this rule that is not glaring and 


peeuliar. 
The next regulation 


may, perhaps, bring the 
younger members of the 
colleges into collision with 
{ the authorities, that is to 
say the elder members. 
It distinctly and strongly 
declares that under- 
graduatesses shall be 
eompelled to abstain from 
“that absurd and 
haughty practice of walk- 
ing abont in public in 
beots.”"+ It is to be ex- 
pected that the elder 


ladies, who, as JOSEPH 
Mrtxer once remarked, run more to understanding than ankle, will 


endeavour to enforce the wearing of shoes and sandals, as being calcu- 
lated to place them on a more equal footing with the younger 





® Qnodgnue alii omnes (exceptis filiis Baronum in superiore Parliamenti Domo 

suffregii jus habentium) vestibus coloris nigri vel subfusci se assuefaciant; nec 
quee fastum aut luxum pre se ferunt, imitentur. Parec: Stat: Unie: 

| "+ Ab absurdo illo et fastuoso publice in voreis ambulandi more abstinere cempel- 


lantur. Parec: Mat: Unie: 


FUN. 


UR readers are probably aware 


the true Oxford and Cambridge | 
model, with buildings of its own | 


ies, M.P.’s, and M.D.’s have | 


was to have been offered to the author of The Princess, but since the | 
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members. The short walking-dress of tke present day, with the long 


and be-tasselled boot it displays, will, no doubt, be laid under the 


proctricial ban. 

We must confess that the next 
| regulation appears to us calculated to 
be the cause of considerable agitation 
—not to say a display of temper—in 
| the undergrad world. It goes so far 
'as to assert that “Moreover there 
must be moderation in the style of 
wearing the hair,’’* a most unheard 
of interference with the liberty of the 
female subject! Young ladies are not 
to cultivate cineinnt, which may be translated to mean either /riscttes 
or those short frizzy curls so dear to some ; nor are they to wear their 
hair long, a restriction which would of course apply both to the 
altitude of the chignon, and the longitude of the curl or tail which 
is just now its fashionable accompaniment. f 

It may possibly interest our lady readers to learn the punishment 
which awaits the transgression of these rules:—The culprit pena 6s. 
et 8d. plectatur teties quoties—will be fined six and eightpence for 
each offence. 
| The next section of this chapter treats of those who introduce new 
‘and unusual fashions in dress (in vestitu novos et insolitos habitus), and 
| orders the Vice Chancelloress, and the Heads of Colleges to deliberate 
'on such innovations in convocation and publish their opinions con- 
| cerning them.{ The Vice Chancelloress, moreover, is empowered to 
| forbid milliners and dressmakers (scissoribus sive sartoribus) to make-up 
| dresses of this character; and the statute further enacts that if the 
obstinacy of the disorder defies other remedies, however severe, the 
| patient is, after three warnings, to be “ rusticated,” or in other words, 
| sent to some obscure village where there is nodressmaker and the 
| fashion books are not taken in. 

We must now glance at Titulus XV., De Moribus Conformandis. 
“Concerning the Fermation of Good Manners and Ladylike Behaviour.” 
: The first section enjoins 
respect in the juniors 
towards the seniors, and 
forbids the young ladies 
to speak of the proetri- 
ces as ‘ old cats’ or ‘ dis- 
agreeable old things.’ 
The second forbids the 
undergrads. to stroll 
about the town or its 
suburbs, and especially 
deprecates any loitering 
in the public streets or 
7 . the market place.’’$ 
| _ This rule we consider a very proper and necessary one, but we fear 
- that it will be found difficult to enforce it, unless bonnet-shops, linen- 
| drapers, and jewellers are forbidden to display their goods in the 
| windows. A later section prohibits the young ladies’ attendance at the 
_ Law Courts, Sessions, and Assiges held in the University town. This 
| rule will be seldom transgressed if all cases of Breach of Promise are 
| transferred to some other district, and if only ugly and elderly 
barristers are allowed to go on circuit within the University boundaries. 
| The next section as it stands in the Oxford Statute-Book forbids 


| ndergraduates to frequent taverns, 
| COPFE | 





- 





| Wineshops, or other places where 
_ Wine, or any other liquor, or the 
herb nicotiana is sold.| In the 
| Ladies’ College, the prohibition 
| would apply to the shop of the 
'confectioner, whom Mr. Gtap- 
| sToNE has permitted to retail wine, 
but whom, even before that per- 
mission, the statute would have 
reached under the clause “or any 
| other liquor,” by which tea, coffee, 
| and cherry brandy might be under- 
| stood. It may be hard to deny the 
| undergraduatess her ice, or her 












* Etiam in Capillitio modus esto; nec cincinnos, aut comam nimis promissam alant. 

+ It is with deep regret that we find, when it is too late to remedy it, that eur 
artist in a theughtless moment has suggested in his illustration of this rule a use 
for the undergraduate chignon, which we fear may give mueh trouble te the 
ene Ep.] 

+ We have no coubt Le Follet will generousiy place its eolumns i f 
the authorities for this purpose. oa. e ~ oon parr? 

% Statutum est quod scholares per civitatem ejusve suburbia otiosi non obambu- 
lent; meque in plateis aut publice foro stantes aut eommorantes eonspiciantur. 
Parec: Stat: Univ: 

Quod scholares senopoliis ac domibus in quibus vinum aut quivis alius potus, 
aut herba Nicotiana sive Zobaceo ordinarie venditurabstineant. Parec: Stat: Univ: 
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ban and lemonade, but when we remember that unscrupulous flirts 
might, under the shade of a strawberry cream, amuse themselves by 
trifling with the affections of the poor young men behind the counter, 
and filling their minds with all sorts of silly notions much above their 
station, we cannot withhold our approval from the statute as it stands. 

We are not so certain that we can give in our adhesion:to other sec- 
tions of this chapter. Taking into consideration the newest designs 
for earrings, we think the 
rule that the young ladies 
must abstain from any 
‘‘equipment or wearing of 
fire-arms’”’ (ab omni appa- 
ratu et gestatione Bombar- 
darum et <Areubalistarum) 
is somewhat arbitrary. 
We are also of opinion 
that the regulation which 
forbids the undergradu- 
atess to keep a dog of , 
any sort whatsoever,* in- 
cluding, of course, the 
Italian greyhound, under any pretext (ox, ‘a8 some commentators 
suggest, “under any clothing or covering ')*#s‘tyrannical ‘and ‘absurd 





| to the highest degree. However, we suppose the girls ‘must rest 


contented with the fact that the statute does not extend ‘toeats and 
canaries. They will also find some consolation under section ‘10 of the 
1$th chapter De Armis non gestandis, ‘with regard ‘to ‘the non- 
carriage of dangerous weapons.” In this, although the young under- 
uatess is forbidden to bear arms or missiles, ‘either offensive or 
efensive, no distinct mention is made of ‘the mallet and ball of 
croquet (weapons with which great execution has been-done) ; and 
there is, therefore, fair ground for hoping they will not be'prohibited. 
Furthermore, the section contains one special peyeaission which will 
ge far to make up for the restrictions imposed itt other respects :— 
Every young lady may go about with her beau !f ; 
Our space will not admit of further extracts, but we trust the little 
we have been able to do will be of service to the cause; and all we 
ask in return for our efforts is that the undergraduatesses shoul 
drink our health with musical honours, 
“It’s a way we havein the ’Varsity,”’ etc. 


at the first “‘ wine ’’—we beg pardon, “tea”’ given in college. 


THE GIRL OF THE PERIOD. 


A Mopgsrn Ectocve. 


Persons : Scow en, of the “ Saturday Review,” and Beamer of the 
“* Datly Telegraph.” 
Seow.enr.—My pipe I have set to a song; so prepare 

Yor very nice words to a very nice air. 

The Girl of the Period’s false, if she’s fair ; 

She ruddles her cheeks with the foot of a hare, 

She stipples her evelashes—— 

Bramer.— Well, I declare! 

You are «a censorious, ill-natured bear! 
ScowLer.—True maidenly manners are now very rare. 
Beamen.—lI’m losing my patience—you'd better beware ! 
SoewLER.—A compound of vanity, slang, and dyed hair, 

The Girl of the Period barters her share 

Of personal charms for a house in a square, 

Rich dresses and jewels, a thorough-bred mare, 

Unlimited freedom to flaunt and to flare 

At all times and seasons, at home and elsewhere. 
BramEr.— Be quiet! Howcan you? I wonder you dare. 
Scow.LerR.—If any poor fool, being caught in her snare, 

Sows amid his wild oats this detestable tare, 

And marries the creature, in short—he will fare 

Much worse than by deeds that to name we don’t care. 
Bramer.—I can’t keep my temper, or sit in my chair. 
ScowLzeR.—The Girl of the Period lives but to wear 

A dress that shall make people turn round and stare ; 

When fud/-dressed, indeed, she’s a good deal left bare. 
Bramer.—You’re a nasty, vile, scandalous, wicked thing—There! 


Trapped. 
Berrinc forms such a prominent feature at the gatherings of 
the members of the Gun Club that we are led to suppose “The Game 
of Speculation ”’ must be—pigeons. 


* Nulli academico liceat canem vel canes cujuscunque generis alere vel habere 


sub quovis pretextu. Parec: Stat: Univ: oe 
+ Statutum est quod nullus Academieus intra Universitatis ambitum sive offensiva 
sive defensiva arma vel tela de die vel de noete gestet, exceptis qui honestw recrea- 
tionis causa arcus cum sagittis portaverint. Parec: Stat: Univ: 
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FUN. 


THE RATCATCHER’S REWARD. 


Mr. Samurt Hum was a ratcatcher bold, 
Who was broughtbefore ALDERMAN Hate ; 

And the charge »gainét: Humm, by the newspapers told, 
Discloses the foiiowing*tale : ~ 


A City policeman, ‘whose name it was Mowx, 
Three hundred and seventy eight, 

Had watched at the top of a shaft that was sunk 
In the pavement near SpoTriswoopr's gate. 


He hadwatched as a terrier watches the hele 
Whencea rat is expected to come; 

And had captured at last that eceentrie old soul, 
The said Mn. Samvet Hum. 


Mr. Samust Hum had been down, catehing rats, 
And had d ‘about thirty, I grieve 

To inform-gentie'readers who never keep eats 
That pounce on their prey without leave. 


Now the Sewers’ Commissioners strietly preserve 
The rats that:inhabit the drains; 

And perhaps it needs little of what is called “nerve” 
To say they are fools for their pains. 


To the worthy defendant, the Alderman said, 
‘* So far from inflicting a fine, 

I think a reward unto you should be paid 
For work in so useful a line. 


‘**T hereby create you a Knight of St. Paul, 
And give the additional rank 

Of Crier in this worshipful court ef Guildhall, 
And Beadle-in-Chief of the Bank. 


‘“‘ T likewise award you a gold civic ¢rown, 
Twelve pounds eighteen ownees in weight, 

A diamond snutf-box, a fur cap and gown, 
And also a service of plate. 


“‘Of course, you'll receive an address from the @ity, 
In polychromatic round-text ; 

And if it’s not framed I shall deem ita pity, 
And feel disappointed and vexed. 


“The freedom of London you'll have in a easket, 
Which Benson is ordered to make; 

And if anything else strikes your faney, pray ask it, 
And say what refreshment you'll take.” 


I grudge not the Alderman’s tribute te Huma, 
Tio Hum» may flourish and thrive ; 

But I think this one circumstance looks rather ram,— 
Hvmm fetched out his rats all alive. 


Hvumm fetched out his rats without wringing their neeks, 
Hum saved them for sport in a pit. 

Just you ask Jemmy Suaw and the Marquis or X., 
What rats for such purpose are fit. 


They’! tell you the rats that are bred to be killed, 
Are the sort that are cleanly and soft ; 

The sort that with barley or wheat have been filled, 
In a granary, barn, stack, or loft. 


’Gainst ratting with rats of thc sewer and diteh, 
I'll write while I’ve pen in my fist, 
For the sake of the dogs and the gentlemen, which 
At that noble pastime assist. 
And I am, Mr. Editor, 


Your obedient humble servant te command, 
Buy. 





An Uncalled for Regulation. 
Tux following curious announcement is made by the authorities at 
the Post Office :— 


“If the 20th fall on a Sunday, the Australian Mail, vid South t i 
despatched the previous oenina’ uthampten, will be 


We can assure the Postmaster-General that there is not the slightest | 


probability of the 20th, or any other regiment in Her Majesty's serviee, 
Jalling on a Sunday, or, indeed, on any other day of the week. Even 
supposing such an improbable contingency to occur, we are quite at a 
loss to know how it would be possible for the Post Office officials to 
obtain a knowledge of the evext the previous day, unless, indeed, Dz. 
CUMMING gives the department the benefit of his services. 





Tue Daum Masou.—In an elephant’s ear. 
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Szt the whole police to search in 
All Her Majesty’s dominions. 
Lost—a wicked little urchin ; 
Last had on—a pair of pinions ; 
Age, about the age of gold, 
Though he scarcely looks as old. 


A RUNAWAY. 


Bears a little bow and quiver, 

And the last is full of arrows. 
May the friendly Fates deliver 

All on earth, except the sparrows, 
From the wounds this naughty boy 
Scatters with his cruel toy. 


Disappeared while on a visit 

To the present advertiser ; 
(Not a nice confession, is it, 

For aman who should be wiser 
Than to trust him out of sight 
For a moment, day or night ?) 


So, Str Ricwarp, let you minions 
Track the runaway and bind him 
With an extra pair of pinions, 


E that will follow the thread of an argument. 
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HURRY! HURRY! 


Jones :—“ Hutto, Smitu! Haven’t sEEN you FOR AN AGE—HOW AKE YE?”’ 
Smith :—“ Don’T sTOP ME, THERE’S A GOOD FELLOW—JUST BOUGHT A NEW BONNET AS A PRESENT FOR MY WIFE, AND I MUST HURRY 
HOME WITH IT, OR IT MIGHT BE OUT OF FASHION BY THE TIME I GET THERE !”’ 


The Coming Man. 


‘THe Cominc Man” has come at last. He is of three horse-power, 
and weighs five hundred pounds, being seven feet nine in height, and 
big in proportion. Yes! we have laughed and joked often enough about 
steam men, but we have got one at last. Mr. Zapox DEeppkRICcK, a 
Yankee machinist, hzs invented the modern Frankenstein—so say the 
scientific papers, and in these days of inventions and discoveries, we 
should hardly like to say we doubt the statement. The invention has been 
inade just in the very nick of time. Ina few years we shall be quite at a 
stand still for servants—we mean the human machines, which it is difficult 
enough to get even now in really good working order. We shall have 
to take to steam domestics, and they will be very convenient. You'll 
shunt them all into a shed the last thing and turn the steam off, and 
early next morning, the policeman—probably a steam policeman—will 
call them, give them a feed of coal, and off they will start on their 
duties. The only drawback we can see—and that in these days when 
everyone lives near a railway will not be so much noticed—is that they 
will whistle so about the house. Of cvuurse, too, there is a possibility of 

| accidents if you work vour household at bigh pressure. The nurse may 
| blow up and scald the twins ; or some of the young folk may get run over 
by the butler, or owing to defective signals the housemaid with the 


coal-scuttle may come into collision with the footman bearing the . 


luncheon tray. 
Latest from the Abyssinian Expedition. 


Wheresoever they shall find him. 
Thanks are all I can afford Unper the influence of the “almighty dollar’ the natives are 
.. In the shape of a reward. | beginning to comprehend that our acquaintance is worth cultivating. 
A ———_——————————— yb astonishing how much light a little “‘chink’’ will throw over a 
; ; c subject. 
i A Srrren m Tr«e.—The latest novelty in sewing machines is one , 


A “ RerresHer”’ ror Country Parsons.—Easter dues. 
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AN ODE TO APRIL. 
ee ZZ oe OME, mizzling month of mac- 


intosh and pattens, 
water-cure, 
young duckling fattens: 
Pour on! I will endure. 
and muggy mildness, 
commingled oft : 
smit with wildness 
The epithet of “soft”! 
powers, 


or scour the plain ; 





with constant showers 
I do not hate thy reign. 
By ’bus, in Hansom, or on foot, proceeding 

I care not thouzh thy lashing drops descend : 
Thy rapid rage and ravages unheeding 

I go to test my friend. 
Friendship is only leather and prunella— 

To test my Pyxap.is at once I wend, 
And if at once he lends me an umbrella, 

I know he is my friend! 


OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


been on previous occasions. 


inferiority around them. 





a good deal of this bad impression. 
to add that the water-colour exhibition is very good—better even 
than some of those which are specially devoted to that branch of art. 
Among the oil-paintings, the best of the figure-subjects is Mr. Barnes's 
“Joan of Arc,” which, in addition to its technical excellence, is 
poetically and feelingly treated. Among the landscapes, the palm 
must go unquestionably to the “Evening Grey” of Mx. Hemy, an 
artist whom a rapid rise in estimation has not, I am glad to see, 
maade careless or hasty. Of the marine pictures, the best is Mr. Epwin 
Hayes’s “‘ Wreck off the Devonshire Coast’’—the merit of which may 
be surmised when I say that it is the best work of his that [ have ever 
seen. Mr. H. Moore's “ Coasters Becalmed’’ is another admirable 
sea piece. I dare hardly attempt to particularise among the water- 
colours, but I must congratulate Mx. WattERs, whose river scenery I 
have long admired, on the breadth and vigour of his more ambitious 
and larger picture, ‘‘ Wind and Rain.”’ In conclusion, I must admit 
that I am here expressing the impression of the exhibition produced 
by a general survey on the private view day—not the best time for 
careful and critical examination. I may find much to add te this 
brief notice on a second visit. 

To the strange and unaccountable stories of “ Rip Van Winkle,” 
“The Sleeper Awakened,” “ Barbarossa,” ‘“‘ Arthur at St. Michael’s 
Mount,” and all the other legends relating to the arousing from long 
and deep slumber of some mystical personage, I have a modern instance 
toadd. The Lorp CHAMBERLAIN has suddenly started out of his doze, 
_ and, I presume, between sleeping and waking, has done something 
| “new and strange!” He has declared that a drama founded on—and 
closely following the lines of—a story by Mr. Dicksns is not to be 
licensed, because it may be injurious to the morals of the public. 
Yes! Oliver Twist, according to the decision of the Lonp CHAMBERLAIN, 
is a story of an immoral tendency—calculated, I suppose, to mspire 
youth with a desire to imitate Fagan and Bill Sykes! Really this is 


too absurd—it is either the mean attempt of Red Tape to revenge on 
Mr. Dickens the satire with which he has assailed it; or it is the 
blunder of an incompetent official, who confuses Oliver Twist with 
Jack Sheppard—a piece which I will grant ought not to have been 
licensed. I hope ere these lines appear that some judicious friend will 





Who treatest nature to the 


In whose swol’n kennel the 


Come, month of mud and mire, 
With hail and bitter frosts 


To whom is given by poets 


I do not fear thee or thy watery 
Whether they wash my face 
Though thou come dropping-in 





| late. 


| manage the latter. 


HE Exhibition of the Society of British 

Artists is hardly as good this year as it has 
Still, what good 
pictures there are are very good; as, indeed, 
they need to be to correct the impresrion 
produced by the amount of mediocrity and | gloves, I wish this *‘ puir daft body” no worse punishment than he 
I am not at all 
sure that bad hanging is not accountable for 
I ought 








have thoroughly awakened the Lord High Rip Van Winkle to the 
absurdity of his position. 

A DECIDED novelty in the shape of annuals is the Easter Annual, 
turned out with a telling wrapper, at the modest price of sixpence. It 
contains a story by Mx. Jamis Gxeenwoop, who writes as charmingly 


| about savage life in tropical islands as he writes powerfully about 
| pauper life in London workhouses, and who seems every now and then 


to rush away from this latter theme to the former us if for a breath of 
purer and fresher air. It would spoil the story to attempt to describe 
the loves of Maxi and Mvama and the poetical Superstition of the 
Soul-trap and the White Moth. The rest of the contents are meritorious, 
but I think a little more variety wou!d have been an improvement, 
three long stories taking up almost all the space. 

London Society is very good in its art this month. The illustrations 
by Gitzert, Du Mavrier, Gopparp, and Smatu are admirable. 
The Thumbnail Sketcher is quaint and characteristic this month, and 
I am glad to see that though his theme is the cabman, he nobly re- 
sists the temptation to join in the conventional abuse of him. The 
literary portion is up to the usual standard of the magazine, with one 
exception. Iam sorry to see a paper called “‘ A day with Athletes” 
in L. S. for it must injure the reputation of the magazine sorely in 
some quarters. ‘The cockney who wrote it is at home enough when 
talking about comedians with their braces hanging down or poets 
sitting on newly-pitched barges, but when he writes about the Oxford 
and Cambridge boat-race he brings ridicule on himself and disgrace 
on the magazine. What will boating-men and University-men say 
to a writer who wants to have the race rowed late in the day for a 
general holiday like the Derby? As if the complaint were not that 
roughs and rapscallions come in too large a number as it is, and the 
boat-race would be a scene like Hampton Races if it were rowed 
Crowded with steamers on the river and with blackguardism 
and cockneyism-on-horseback on the land, the University contest 
would be utterly lost and destroyed. But this writer's finest flight is 
that in which he urges that the racing boats are not like “the boats in 
which one is called on to perform useful service.’’ Isa Derby Crack 
anything like a roadster? Yet he who can ride the former will 
But hear our friend on the racing boats :— 

They are simply pleasure boats, gala-day toys, playthings. Where would those 
silk-jaeketed blue-ribboned Oxford and Cambridge water-skimmers be in a heavy 
ship’s boat or a lifeboat ina raging sea? Why speedily at the bottom I suspect. 
Rowing silk lined hat boxes in white kid gloves is no doubt very pretty sport! 

This is ignorance of the most impertinent kind. The water-skimmers 
have done good service in heavy seas and in lifeboats, as any self- 
suflicient scribbler might have known. And as for hat-boxes and kid- 


would get if he were condemned to take an odr in the Oxford or Cam- 
bridge hat-box for a spurt from Putney to Mortlake. It is odd that 


_ the Editor should have admitted such a farrago of nonsense as this 


paper—especially odd that at page 327 of the same number the author 
of that capital sketch ‘“‘ A Romantic Incident”’ should flatly contradict 
the theory of our cockney friend. 


THE LANGUAGE OF LOVE. 


Tak to me only with thine eyes, 
And I will hear with mine. 
Turn, hither turn the light that lies 
In those twin orbs of thine. 
I shall not miss an H or two, 
Nor find so many slips 
Of grammar as I always do 
From those bewitching lips. 


In such a deep impassioned glance 
Could any eye suspect 

Some double negative, perchanee, 
Which never ain't correet ? 

Could any dazzled gaze descry, 
In stars thus blue and bright, 

A tendeney to say “‘says I,” 
Whieh, J says, can’t be right ? 


Nay ; Love and Prosody combined 
Sit smiling evermore, 

Within those syes that speak a mind 
Abeve grammatic lore. 

‘Those lips may err—they often do ; 
But why should that surprise? 

My love has nothing of the Blae 
Abowt her but her eyes. 


An OsszcrionaBLe PLtant.—The Croke-us. 
Tue Capitation Grant.—A Cardinal’s hat. 
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| T R | A L B Y J U R Y : With a sense of deep ae | 
r I approach this painful case | | 
; AN OPERETTA. For i never had a notion ‘ | 7 
an That a man could be so base. ; 
; . Tostuat Or deceive a girl confiding re 
Comma Court of Law at Westminster. Vows, ot catere, deciding | ’ 7 
i | Opening Chorus of Counsel, Attorneys, and Populace. All,—He deceived a gir confiding, a 
| ARK! The hour of ten is sounding, Vows, et cetera, deriding ! | 
! ET Heats wth atsous hopes ae bending Guns —Seo my intresting client, i 
| | Breathing hope and fear— Victim of a i wile, fa ‘1 
: For to-day in this,arena ee the traitor all defiant — ie 
Summoned by a stern subpoena Wear a supercilious smile : hi | : 
| Epwin, sued by ANGELINA, can’ ota a. a wc him! ‘38 
Shortly will appear! ey Ve on eee Te ee ae 
All.—Sweetly smiled the plaintiff on him, t i 
Coyly woo’d and gently won him! os 
Counsel.—Swiftly fled each henied hour a 
i Spent with this unmanly male, a 
Camberwell became a bower, a 


Chorus of Attorneys. 


Attorneys are we 
And we pocket our fee, 
Singing so merrily, ‘Trial la law! 
With our merry ca. 8a., 
And our jolly fi. fa. 
Worshipping verily Trial la law! 
Trial la law! 
Trial la law! 
Worshipping verily Trial la law! 
Chorus of Barristers. 
Barristers we, 
_ , With demurrer and plea, 
Singing so merrily, “ Trial la law!”’ 
Be-wigged and be-gowned 
We rejoice at the sound 
Of the several syllables “Trial by law!” 
Trial la law! 
Trial la law! 
Singing so merrily Trial la law! 


ii Recitative. 
Usher.—Silence in court, and all attention lend ! 
Behold the Judge! In due submission bend. 


| (The Judge enters and bows tothe Bar. The Bar returns the compliment.) 


Recitative. 


| Counsel Jor Plaintif.—May it please you, my lud! 
Gentlemen of the Jury ! 





Judge.—In the course of my career 





Judge.—See her sinking on her knees 


Peckham an Arcadian vale ; 
Breathing concentrated otto! 
n existence @ la Watteau ! 


All.—Bless us, concentrated otto! 
An existence a la Watteau ! 


| 
Counsel.—Picture, then, my client naming | 
And insisting on the day, 
Picture him exc ses framing, 
Going from her far away. 
Doubly criminal to do so 
For the maid had bought her trousseau ! 
All.—Doubly criminal to do so 
For the maid had bought her trousseau ! 


Recitative. 
Counsel. Angelina ! 
(Angelina steps into the witness box.) 
Solo. 


As a judex, sitting here, 
Never, never, I declare, 
Have I see a maid so fair! 


All,—Ah! Sly dog! 








In the Court of Common Pleas— 
Place your briefs upon the shelf 
I will marry her myself! 





(He throws himself into her arms.) 
All.—Ah! Sly dog! 
Recitative. 


Judge.—Come all of you—the breakfast I'll prepare— 


Five hundred and eleven, Eaton Square ! 
Final Chorus. 
Trial lalaw! Trial la law! 
Singing so merrily, Trial la law! 
CurTaIn, 
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“SWEEP! SWEEP!” 


Tux whole civilized world will admit that marmalade is “‘ An exeel- 
lent substitute for butter at breakfast.’’ Persons of large income are 


| gometimes known to make it a supplement instead of a substitute, but 


this luscious combination of marmalade and butter is not within the 
reach of the many. Loving as we do the succulent speciality of 
Dundee, we have been much upset by reading in the Clerkenwei News 
the following announcement :— 


ONFECTIONERS.—To be sold cheap, several cwt. of Orange Peel, in good 
eondition; the Advertiser having the eontract for the Sweepings of all the 


| Metropolitan Theatres and places of amusement, is in a position to treat for it on 


| 


unusually advantageous terms. Address, &c. 


Really, a line should be drawn somewhere. The orange-peel of 
National Drama—say of Richard the Third or Hamlet—may be tole- 


_ rated, but the term “places of amusement” may embrace all sorts of 
' low haunts. Crushed by the satin shoe of Beauty in the lobbies of 


Covent Garden or Drury Lane, the happy peel may acquire a delicacy 
far beyond its intrinsic flavour; ground into the dirty floor by the 
hobnailed boots of Crime, at one of its many “ places of amusement,” 
the candidate for marmalade becomes at once ineligible. Nobody of a 
scientific turn would reject the sweepings of the Pulytechnic, but those 
of = minor music-halls would be loathsome to any well-regulated 


palate. 
We have taken a hint from the advertisement quoted above, and 


| beg to submit the following to all whom it may concern :— 


RINTERS.—To be disposed of, as good as new, several eartloads of Hs (capital 
and small), dropped at various times on the boards of Metropolitan Theatres 


' and places of 2™:: vment, Advertiser having eontracted for the sweepings ef the 


| 


stages. Address ——, 80, Fleet-strect. 


THE FIRST CROQUET. 


Au! bright days of April, when croquet beginning, 
Makes fair lawn and garden look ten times more fair ; 
I take my good mallet, it cannot be sinning 
To give up all work and rush out to fresh air. 
How sad it is croquet’s a pleasure, not duty ; 
How nice a profession it would be to stay 
For ever on lawns smoothly roll'd, and woo Beauty 
In earnest, or flirt through the long summer day. 


There’s never a painter could mix on his pallet 
The colours to rightly pourtray such a scene; 
For yonder a maiden is wielding a mallet, 
And fair is her face as the Paphian queen. 
She stoops to the sward, and I fain would surrender 
All chances of winning to keep by her side, 
But she croquets me ruthlessly, laughs when I’m tender, 
And sends me away o’er the garden so wide. 


Yet I cling to the dream, and [I still go on playing, 
For Croquet and Cupid are ne’er far apart; 

And, perchance, e’er the season has gone for the Maying, 
My loving persistence may win me her heart. 

I'll never despair, but on days that are brightest, 
I'll stray, like a moth, near my beautiful flame ; 

My touch when I croquet her ball shall be lizhtest— 
f losing would win her,—I'd give up the game. 


Much Ado About Nothing. 


We learn from The Grocer that there is some difficulty about the | 


FUN. 


TAKE THE TRAIN AWAY. 
(Paterfamitias leq.) 


Go, eut it off, my daughters dear, 
Though graceful it may be, 

And swiftly bring the scissors here 
That I the deed may see: 

KEuisz and James may fume and fret, 
Then let them fume, I pray— 

Be deaf to all their mad regret, 
And take the train away. 


I’ve had enough of robes d quewe 
Dust-laden in the street, 

Of trailing gauzes pink and blue, 
Entangled round my feet : 

I’ve trodden on so many gowns 
And caused so much dismay, 

So many pettish shrugs and 
De take the train away. 

I'm weary of those endless skirts 
In every festive throng, 

I hope they’ll meet with their deserte— 
They’ ve tyrannised too long! 

I enly wish to live at ease, 
I’m not averse to pay 

Fer all the ehiffons that you please— 
But take the train away ! 


I eannot keep my temper down 
Upon the crowded stair, 
I think the follies of the town 
More odious than they were: 
I stumble and apologise, 
I don’t know what to say— 
The gist of all the matter lies 
In—take your train away. 


Let crinoline be all the rage 
And crowd our streets again, 
Let fashions of a bygone age 
With paint and patches reign : 
Let hoops, and ruffs, and high-heeled shoes 
Resume their pristine sway— 
And be as fickle as you choose, 
Yet—take the train away. 


There’s plenty left to please the eye 
Or vex the mind of man, 

The chignon sits enthroned on high 
And measures half a span: 

We freely give you ali your head, 
For who shall say you nay? 

But still with vigour be it said, 
Take, take the train away. 


Answers to Correspondents, 


or Sketehes, wnless are 
envelope ; but we de hold 


wos— 


[We eannot return unaceepted MSS. 
accompanied by a stamped and directed 
ourselves reeponnble for loss.) 

A. E. H. (Connemara.)—Thanks, but not quite suitable. 

E. W. (Malvern. )— We can do nothing 


| manufacture of a certain saponaceous article, arising from certain | . , m 
restrictive measures adopted by the Boards of Customs and Inland | W. N. W. (Hastings.)—A parody on “ The Spiteful Letter” at this late 
| Revenue. A large quantity of spirit is required in the manufacture of ; date looks less like Hastings than Rolepinge. ; himeolf ini 
the article, and the high duty on this spirit gives the Continental PR ) SERIES ought surely to have signed Ins(e)ipiens 
| makers an advantage. The English makers have applied to the Board | : “TR: teen Motehes 
of Customs—the Board of Trade—the Lords of the Treasury—even | att ah, Wee cnet oe ng Deeihe, : Sees be sent,” ete. 
the CuanceLtok or THE Exenequer—for permission to add the spirit wi)j not .. mak’ ” much out of us, for his Seoteh cunning, for that old joke. 

NonpeseriPt.— We should find no difficulty in deseribing yeu! 

J.C. R. (Notting-bi!!.)—Might de with a good deal of po , but we 
| really can’t spure the time. 

Dicx.— Your cuntributions are toe Dick-y for us. 

G. M.—You had better consult the Hra Almanack, we de net undertake 

| te answer such ren 
QurstToR.— Why lose your temper and become abusive because we com- 
sider your aquatic hobby a canvoe-sance ? 

Panes Geb Bein gare 7, AT Tbh SH, gto Be 
‘6 9 We ee rd-square; W.S. P., Bristol ; A., Creyden; R. 
Saas ’ Fur Opem, Obsecro! ; | Hammersmith; J. H., igo-street ; B. : Ww. W.; A. H’D.; Non Com 
| THE Mink is being domestieated and bred in America for the suke | Mentis; P. A. E., Chester; H. S. McC., Antrim; W. A. M.; G. H. B. 
| Of its fur; and it is asserted that unless these means are taken for the | Northampton; C. A. M.; A. L. S.; C. E. B., Dartmouth-park ; T. M. L., 

preserva on of the fur-bearing breeds of animals, they will in aeom- | Manchester > 1. T., Camberwell; J. L., Manchester ; J. S., Cockermouth ; 

parative . short time be extirpated—in other words, if we don’t | Higgledy Fiegiecy J. J.. ’erth; E. N. A.; W. S., Cambridge; P. E. R.; 
| €Comomi = ihem they won't go fur. Zero; A. M. Z.; J. A.; « haven; M. A. P., Plymouth. 


i 


te their compound in a bonded warehouse under the supervision of the 
Excise—but all in vain! The refusal is grounded on the belief that | 
“If we grant the privilege to one we must grant it to all!” One 
weuld hardly suppose there was all this difficulty and bother about the 
manufacture of Transparent Soap, an article to be met with in the 
columns of almost any daily paper, not to mention the weeklies—an 
article, in short, that is ineeverybody’s mouth ! 


-_- ——..._ —_— 
Oe ne: <_<, ease: tt i CCC CCC LL LL Le —_----— 








« = . 
. . 
a BR tt pens — pee 


oi ee — een ~~ - 


ee 


~~ 


~- --omm-< 


ait... 





+f/ yd 


NOT OVER-EAGER. 











— 


[Arrm 11, 1868, 


FUN. 


bi \Glan 
4 A ae 
% aT VOWS AV AAT TL ! ‘ 1 





ty el 
Watt Ag WY, ath 
aD 


— 


fo2 ZS 
MOL aH 
Ahh Ww EAN, 4 


SANs ve 
OHI Sai 7N 
Sa SS 7 
“CaN | Hh A 
ty WH A A 
{ AY, 


) ee A 
x WAN 
| OT ae 
1, wit P a Ny 
up| *) H} NRTA | ) op 
ue U7 


La 


/ Pas. 
/ 


ae 
‘ r jf 
Myps Lg UF | 7 
gi - fi g Y, : 47% ¢ 
oe, / Mma +e A 
- “AL i ey WW 
/ 


OFA i LS x 
i My /f / 
ve Y | 


/ ‘ Py 

Litt 7 

TY ill 

X Wigs Ai i 


eee 


VA iy Mi 4 \ { 
eel | ) 4/7 


Mr. Twentystun :—“ Joun, DO YoU KNOW WHETHER THERE’S A DITCH ON THE OTHER SIDE?” 


John :—“‘ No, THERE AIN’T, sin!” 


Mr. T. :—“ Au! THEN JUST PULL DOWN THE HEDGE!”’ 








DOUBLE ACROSTIC—No. 57. 


Nor as welcome as flowers in May, 

But yet of use in a sort of way ; 

Since the searching breeze of gusty March, 

Like your true North-Easter, is apt to 

And harden the soil with a dusty drouth ;— 

And so when the wind gets West or South 

We hail ee Ser 8 ot ot wey, 

Though they're not as weloome as flowers in May. 


1.—Some thought it a chrysanthemum— 
Would bet on in “ five fardens’”’ ; 
While others fancied it had come 
¥rom distant China’s gardens. 
You'll see them oft through London going, 
They’re all a-blowing and a-growing. 


2.—* Our defence” said the counsellor “is that we 
Paid back the plaintiff his three pound three ;— 
That if we didn’t, it matters not, 

For he owes us more by a precious lot ;— 

That also, moreover, and further, he 

Made us free gift of the three pound three ;— 








And that, lastly, to answer the plaintiff's call 
That we never had the money at all!’ 


3.—This painter is less known to fame 
By this than by his Christian name ; 
To him renown, and wealth beside, owe 
Those painters, who made him a guide o’. 


4.—If you’re not certain of this word 
It quite describes your state absurd. 


5.—They are not brains, since—past a doubt— 
No man can live when they are out; 
Besides, pet preachers who don’t boast 
Of brains rely on these the most; 
In short they are the means, by which 
Those who talk loudest are most rich. 


Soivution or Acrostic, No. 55.—Roses, Frost : Reef, Operator, Scio, 
Exits, Sat. 


Correct Sotvrions oy Aoroeric No. 55, necervep Aprit 1:—Auircy; Not for 
Joe; Auld Doggie of Birthwaite; Tiny Ditton; D. E, H.; Bo-galay; J. H. 1.0 


A Morro ror I-vor-y Mzen.—Check! 








ERIN GSHORD’S 
OSWEGO PREPARED CORN, 


For Paddings, Custards, Blanc Mange, &c. The original and genuine American preparation of Indian Corn. Established 1849. 
| No similar article‘in America or England has the right to the title of ‘‘ Original.”’ 


KEEN, ROBINSON, 


I 


BELLVILLE, & CO., LONDON. 





printed,by JUDD & GLASS, Pheenfx Works, 8. Andrew's Hit, Doctors’ Commons, and Published (for the Preprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C—London pril 11, 18°8. 





2a 


Ct a IR Bla esti Mt 


— 


Aprit 18, 1868. ] 


THE LONG AND 


OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 
- --}— 

HE Darx Buve has been once again successful 
on the river; but I believe that Oxford men 
in their inmost hearts will admit that they 
would not have grudged the victory to their 
gallant opponents had they won it— would, 
in fact, have been almost as pleased to see 
Fortune favour the brave of the lighter colour. 
‘‘Of course the Cambridge men will give up | 
trying now,” say those who know nothing 

about it. But they will row again, and will win yet, despite the 
twaddle of those who don’t understand the spirit which animates the 
Universities. I most sincerely wish, for the honour of the contest and 
the Universities, that the race could be fixed to come off at a greater 
distance from London, for I :egret to see that it is year after year 
becoming a bettor’s and bookmuker’s business. We shall have that ; 
pleasant person, the betting-man, saying presently that the race has 
been sold. 

Tue Cornhill is exceptionally good this month. In the first place its 
illustrations are of the highest orderof merit. Mr. Du Mavrier’sgraceful | 
picture to “ Lady Denzil” finds a worthy companion in an exquisite 
drawing by Miss Epwaxps, who is every month establishing more | 
clearly her claim to a place in the first rank of our artists on wood. | 
“A Holiday Among Some Old Friends’ is a capital story, the old | 
Greek ideas being so wonderfully given in modern language, that it | 
might have been written by Tuveypipys, if he had received a sound | 
Englixh education. ‘ Don Ricardo” is interesting and amusing, and 
so is “Surnames in England’’:—in fact, I don’t remember when I 
have seen such a Cornhill since Tuackeray’s time. In Belgravia we | 
have one admirable picture by PannzEMAKER—that is, engraved in tint | 
by him in a most masterly style, but of course to the utter obliteration 
of the artist’s individuality. ‘That is, perhaps, to be regretted in this 
instance, thovgh one is inclined to ‘vish he had engraved “ Madame 
Carlitz” and “Ill-Tidings,” for then they might have been present- | 


FUN. 


SHORT OF IT 


ILHELM was tall and slender, 
And Kart he short and stout was, 
On sisters they were tender, 
Of whose hearts the surrender 
A willing one, no doubt, was. 


They used to serenade them 
By night upon a ladder; 
The dulcet strains they played them 
Must certainly have made them 
Much happier and gladder. 


They vexed with thrums and pinches 
Their mandolin and zittern ; 
WILHELM, the man of inches, 
Sang sweetly as the finches, 
But Kaku sang like a bittern. 


Said WitueE tm, “ T'would be neater 
To make your notes like my notes.” 
Said Karz, “It might be sweeter 
For music and for metre, 
But J can't reach the high notes!’’ 


“Small obstacles like these, Sir,”’ 
Quoth WiLHELM, “ can’t be built on; 

Sing higher, if you please, Sir. 

Try stilts! ‘They'll be the cheese, Sir, 
As you will be the stilt-on. 


So Kant his stilts provided, 

And sang much higher, shortly ; 
“That is a most decided 
Improvement, Sir,’’ confided 

The tall man to the portly. 


But dangerous the stilt was! 
It slipt from off the ladder, 
And Kart he badly spilt was— 
In fact he somewhat kilt was 
(No story could be sadder) ! 
By her, the sorrow-rackt one, 
His elegy was spoken :— 
“ His fate might well distract one— 
His voice was aye a crackt one, 
But now his neck is broken!”’ 


— ee 
queue - a ee ae ee 


able. The literary portion of the magazine is not as readable as usual. 


There’s a trifle too much of continued novel-ty in it, but * Palletteville,” 
and “London Palaces’’ are pleasant papers. ‘* Beautiful for ever,” 
though shaky in its English at times, is sound enough in scientific 
points, though one could wish a writer of Dr. Scorrexn’s atiainments 
a worthier subject than pearl-powder and pomatum. The verse is not 
remarkable this month. It is to be regretted in the case of 
the author of the ‘‘ Dawn of Truth,” that the truth did not 
dawn upon him that “ken” and “chain” are scarcely rhymes. One 
of the best things in the Argosy is a paper by Hespa Stretton entitled 
* Quiet Attentions’’—pleasant, gossiping, and “ personal’’— by which 
I mean that the author's own personality is evident init. ‘* The Grey 
Monk”’ is an ordinary ghost-story, and the rest of the number is not 
above the average. The artist is to be congratulated on an improve- 
ment in his style of illustration. 

Tue first number of the new series of the St. James's Magazive, 
edited by Mrs. Rippeit, makes its appearance witha brilliant heraldio 
cover in gold and colours, and a pleasing frontispiece. On the whole, 
it is a very fair first number, with a good paper on opera, and two 


' smart political essays. I detect strong pens at work here—notably 


Mr. Hannay’s. The verse is not up to the mark, which does not 
surprise me—few men are good judges of verse, but I should be almost 
tempted to suy no ladies are. ‘The two novels open promisingly. I 
wish the new proprietary all success. Cassell’s Magazine keeps up its high 
character for literature, and is as fresh and varied and sound as ever; 
while the Quiver continues true to its original design and caters well 
for its peculiar class of readers. But in the matter of illustration these 
two magazines must claim the distinction of possessing the worst- 
engraved pictures in London. Mr. Pinwe tt is a clever draughtsman, 
but I will defy him to draw such a block as that which bears his name 
on the front page of the Quiver,—he couldn't do anything so ingeni- 
ously and deliberately bad. Such engraving injures the reputation not 


only of the magazine but of the artist, besides damaging art and the 


public taste. I have taken the first instance that came to hand, Lut 
there is hardly one block in these two magazines in which the artist 
has had anything like justice done him. 
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ENGLISH MUSIC. 


| a” well may Fun throw up his hands and sigh . 4 
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To think of music in the days gone by! 

Purcett and Bisuor! Time bas rung your knell 

In tinkling tunes by cloying CLARIBEL. 

But now her turn arrives! Her triumph palls 

Beside the glories of the Music Halls ; 

* Racketty Jack” in drawing-rooms to-day, 

Can boast with “ Janet’s Choice” divided sway, 

“ Racketty Jack’’—the ‘‘Chickaleary Bloke ’’— 

By dukes and princes specially bespoke! 

From refuse rubbish flung upon a heap 

Will toadstools spring, and mildew meshes creep. 

From the decay of modern music’s trash, 

Springs the great Vance and leaps the jolly Nasu. 

Farewell to English Opera! Farewell 

‘The basso villain, and the tenor swell, 

The fair soprano, the contralto page, 

And all the graces of the lyric stage. 

In vain may Reeves (when doctors don’t forbid) 

Fight for her jailing standard like a Cid, 

And SHERRINGTON her thrilling notes prolong, 

‘They can but richly swell the swan’s last song! 

Farewell, poor English Opera! No more 

Assume the prefix *‘ Royal”’ as of yore ; 

For princely tastes your melodies are slow 

Compared with * Captain Jinks,’”’ and “ Not for Joe.”’ 

From Covent Garden, bankruyt, unsustained, 

Poor English Opera in darkness waned ; 

While Champagne Charlie—well may people stare !— 

Fiaunts proudly in a phaeton and pair. | 
Yet who dare murmur that it should be so ? 
Theirs be the blame who brought the art so low, | 
From Concert-Room to Music Hall to range 

Was not a degradation, but a change. | 
Aye! when the cad assumes the judge's part 
And from his counter patronises art ; 
When artists hire their voices out to puff 
For music-shopkeepers unworthy stuff ; 
When this unbiassed critic can insist 
That ro pianistes—save his wife—exist, i 
And that his journal’s influence can bring 
To prove that none can like his daugbter sing ; 

When for good notices black mail is paid ; 

When music means but profitable trade ; 
Let English music perish then outright; 
But let no twilight usher in the night ; 
Let the destroying tempest o’er it burst 

Ere it quite reach its lowest and its worst. 

On “ Maggie’s Secret’’ let the curtain fall 

And not on ‘‘Joseph”’ from the Music Hall! 
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set-place having fallen 
into decay and disuse 
the handle was re- 
moved, but it was 
recently determined 
to repair it; when it 
was discovered that 
no fewer than twenty 


letters had been de-. 


posited there, having 
been dropped through 
the slit whence the 
| handle had been re- 
moved. How strong 
is natural affinity! 
All these letters must 
have been entrusted 
to pumps before they 
| were posted in this 
| one. 





Tue Chaplain of 
the Strand Union has 
been defending the 
authorities of that 
abode of bliss in a 
letter addressed toa 
contemporary. We 
have not the least 
objection to his doing 
so—guardians gene- 
rally require a good 
deal of defending, and 
i¢ is no doubt good 
gga for the chap- 
ain. But he should 
not forget that im- 
portant as the inte- 
rests of the guardians 
may be, the well- 
being of the English 
language is almost 
as important. When 
he writes ‘ As chap- 
lain, I am acquainted 
with all the ladies, 
and which are not a 
few, who are autho- 
rised to visit the in- 
mates,’ he proves 
that among his lady- 
acquaintances he does 





not number his 

mother-tongue. 

Temp(e)ra Mu- 
tantur. 


Hap Lorp STAn- 
LEY’s Amendment in 
the late Irish debate 
been carried, his 
lordship would have 
soon learnt from sad 
experience how little 
difference there is 
between a tempcriser 
and a temper-riser. 





London Fire Brigade to employ its leisure time in playing upon some | 
of our London monuments, and suggests that many would be improved | 
by the removal of their thick coating of soot. ] ; 
but does our contemporary remember that a washing given to Temple | 
Bar on the occasion of the Sultan’s visit nearly washed the edifice | 


wash at all. 


ee 


A pump near Dor- | 


Posts and Pumps. | 


| 
| 


May it Please Your Wash-up! 


Tue Pall Mall Gazette in its ‘“‘ Oceasional Notes” recommends the 4 r 
| for submarine locomotion. 


recovering the best Baver anchor if it were lost. 
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RANK ABUSE. 


Mate of Schooner (to Bargee) :—“ Hi! I say, Look OUT FOR OUR PAINT WITH THAT 


+9 


BOAT-HOOK ! 
Bargee :—“ Ou, 1npEED! Wort ARE you, EH? THE MATE 
Mate :—*“ Yrs, I am!” 

Bargee :—“‘ THEN you SPEAK TO YOUR EQUALS—I'm Cap'n 





This is all very well, | 
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Under the Sea. 
A GERMAN engineer, Baver by name, has invented a new machine 
It would no doubt be useful as a means of 
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Sit on Them! 

‘*CrowNer’s quest 
law ’’ is scarcely more 
strange than 
‘“CrowNer’s jury 
verdicts.” A London 
jury returned the 
other day a verdict to 
the effect that a man 
who had hanged him- 
self and was cut down 
but too late for any 
successful attemp's at 
resuscitation, had died 
‘“‘ from attempted 
suicide.”’ This is 
almost as reasonable 
as the provincial jury 


_ which sat on the body 


on the 


of a man who upset 
his gig and was killed 
epot. In 
giving in a verdict of 
accidental death, the 
jurors added a sort of 


- congratulation for the 
| deceased man’s 
| friends on the ground 


that “it was quite as 
well that he had 


_ killed himself or he 
| might have been tried 


for manslaughter.” 





Walker 

A woMAN named 
Mary Wa ker, whois 
better known as “ the 
female barman,’”’ was 
brought up at the 
Thames police-court 
charged with wearing 
man’s apparel and 
begging. This lady 
must not be con- 
founded with another, 
who, under the name 


of Dr. Mary 
Waker, lectured 
| lately in London. 
|The latter entered 
the medical pro- 
fession, whereas the 
former was apparently 





A Mark to Quiz at. 
Lorp TowNsHEND has gone in so madly for the proud position of 
| preux chevalier of servant girls, and bas done such strange jobs in that 


away? In fact, as has been often said, our public monuments won't | 
; =e | capacity, that he ought to be styled the Marquis-of-all-work. 





called to the baz 





Literary Note. 


Amoneo the educa- 
tional works adver- 
tised in the Academia, 
we notice a series 
entitled The Circle of 
Knowledge We 
presume that when 
treating of arithmetio 





it deals in round 
numbers. 
AN EXCURSION 


TRAIN :—A lady's 
walking-dress. 
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A TALE OF THE TROPICS. 





4 


maid— 





y ITTI FAL LAY was a lovely 





( 
UY The white of her eye was like 
- , marmalade, 
Her skin was the blackest of inky 
x © blacks, 
And her lips were as scarlet as seal- 
ing wax. 


She wore her hair in a fuzz a-top, 
Like a swab (the nautical term for 


mop) ; ; 
Her ivory teeth were two gleaming 
rows, 
And she carried a skewer in her 
comely nose. 


She loved a sailor (did Trrm Fa 
er 

Who had been on that island cast 
away. 

Tittrt Fat Lay was the child of a 


king, 
But she loved Jaex Dzapeys# like 
anything. 


She loved Jack DeapEyzs; but—woe is me !— 
Jack Deapeyes he wasn’t in love with she; 
For he fondly thought of his lovely Naw 
(Who lived at Wapping), did that young man. 


And so, alas, and alack-a-day ! 

When an English ship sailed into the bay 
(The Lively Betty, a seventy-four), 

He took a berth in that man-of-war! 


Then Tirtr Fat Lay (her heart was broke) 
Wept—but never a word she spoke ; 

But she skewered herself, did the mournful maid, 
On the native weapon, a sword-fish blade. 


They buried her under the Bo-bo tree, 

With her favourite kitten along o’ she; 

And the purple-nosed monkeys sadly rave, 
And chew their tails o’er the maiden’s grave. 








MES. BROWN AND THE GAS METER. 


REAtty, as to bein’ up to the ways of this ’ere world nobody can’t 
be, not even a detective, as knows most things, for I’m sure the way 


as Mn. Spitman, as were only & superintendent, a friend of BroWn’s 


could sift a thing out was downright wonderful, as I never see a man 
with sich a forehead, ag ran to the back of ’is "ead, and a eye a8 looked 
you thro’ and thro’ with a awful squint, and always put me in a twitter 
if only askin’ a simple question, he'd sich a way with ’im, and seemed 
for to glide like a serpint all over the place, and would drop in at all 
hours, and never could tell where he was a-goin’ to or a-comin’ from, 
and I'm sure as often come in to our placé that’faint as he were glad 
of a bit of somethink with ’is tea. 

But the meee Prey Stoo beats all as ever I did ’ear 
a-comin’ round a-askin’ for ook at your gas meter, as certingl 
would ‘ave ’ad the eight-day clock in a Wehte of shakes, as the avi 
ao om for me — ah - banisters at’em thro’ not altogether 
a-likin’ their looks when the et em ina -sayin’ 
they'd come to look arter ~ reas Sere 

I wouldn't ‘ave let ‘em in for the world only the gas’ad been that 
unpleasant for a day or two, as proved to be a leak jest in the corner 
of the front parlour by the cupboard enough to knock you down, as 
makes me always that afraid since the time as we was nearly ‘all 
blowed to ’Alifax thro’ old Dusron as ’ad a bed for the night a-blowin’ 
of the gas out for all the world as if it had been a candle in ’is absence 
and if he'd ’ad a lucifer ’andy, would no doubt ’ave struck a light as 
must ‘ave been sudden distraction to us all. . 

So when these fellers come to the door and asks about the meter, I 
says to the gal, “‘ Let’em see it by all means, and ask ’em if they 
can stop that stifley smell, as takes away my breath.” 

They told ’er as they could manage it easy, and got a-fidgetin’ with 
the meter, and told ’er for to run up in the front parlour and see if it 
burnt well. 

Up she comes with a candle to light it, and I goes to the top of the 
stairs jest in time for to see ’em take the clock off the bracket outside 
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the kitchen door, as Brown were that obstinate he would put it there, 
tho’ I kep’ on a-sayin’ as the passage were the place. 

Well, I see them fellers collar it, and goes into the parlour and tells 
the gal to run and find a perliceman, and waits for my gentlemen to 
come up. So up they come, a-sayin’ as they’d made it all right. 

‘“‘Oh,” I says, “’ave you, then p’raps you'll jest give a eye to this 
burner afore you goes.” ——? Zs 

Says one, “ My mate will, but I’m in a ‘urry. is 

“Oh,” I says, it’s only to turn the tap as goes stiff,” as were quite 
true. 

Well, they said something to one another, and the one as ’ad got 
the clock in a bag turns to go downstairs ag’in. Bik 
I says, “ What do you want going down there agin’ 
He says, ‘‘I’ve left some of my tools,” but I see what were ‘is game 
to levant by the kitchen door. 
So I got the one for to go into the back parlour as there was irons 
to the winder on, and knowed as he couldn’t get out thro’ not bein’ a 
weasel, and I turns the key on ’im quite quiet, and follows the other 
down and overtook him at the bottom of the stairs and jest slipped my 
’and down ’is shirt-collar as I’d ’eard Mr. SpruMan say were the best 
way to collar ’em, andI says, “You jest drop that clock,” not as I 
meant ’im to do it, but he did, and it come on my foot with a crash as 
would ’ave made me sing out, but I wouldn’t give way afore ’im, the 
willi’n’. 
Well, he was a-writhin’ violent for to get away from me, and kicked 
at me like a furious jackass with all ’is ’obnails, but I kep’ a-twistin’ 
’is collar as made ’im choke dreadful, and I drags ’im into the front 
kitchen. I couldn’t ’ave believed as I’d got the strength in me to ‘ave 
done it, but I got ’im down on the floor, and set on ’im. 
He hollers, “‘ Get up, you’re a-murderin’ me!”’ , 
I says, “I'll get up when some one comes to’elp me.” He tried 
for to whistle to the other chap as I ’eard a-’ammerin’ away at the door 
upstairs a-tryin’. I says, “’Ammer away, my beauty!” for I'd slipped 
the bolt; and that there door were lined with iron, thro’ avin’ been a 
’ouse af once stood alone, and all the back was fastened werry strong, 
as [ did used often to think were foolishness. 
I was a-hopin’ as the gal wouldn’t be much longer with the perlice- 
man, for that feller were a-strugglin’ frightful, and but for my knuckles 
ag’in ’is windpipe, as is a tender part, he’d ’ave got loose, but all of a 
sudden he give a wiolent plunge, and throwed me over, and was on 18 
feet in a hinstant, give a rush to the door jest in time to meet the 
perlice as the gal ’ad let in with the key. She secin’ me a-layin’ on 
the floor begun for to scream as he’d murdered me. ; 
So I says, ‘“‘’Old your noise, it’s only my nose a-bleedin’,’’ as is not 
dangerous in a gin’ral way, though I’ave’eard of parties as it ’ave 
brought to a untimely grave. The perlice pretty soon bagged the 
other as I'd caged in the back room, and off they walked ’em. 5 
But law, if I'd knowed all the trouble as 1 should ’ave ’ad a-appearin 
ag’in them I do think as I’d ’ave let ’em go, clock and all, tho 
the magistrate was werry perlite a-sayin’ as I were quite a hero, and 
aly remanded ’em both. 
It was that werry same evenin’ as I’d been afore the magistrate, 
about eight o’clock, as a knock come at the door and the gal said as 4 
woman wanted to speak to me, so I goes out in the passage and there was 
a& miserable-loolaing creetur of a woman with a babby in’er arms as said 
she’d come for to beg on me not to appear ag’in’er’’usband, “ For,’’ she 
says, ‘‘ want ’ave drove ’im to it, as ’avn’t ’ad a bit of work since afore 
Christmas.” 
I says, ‘‘ What does he work at?’’ She says, “ He’s a gas-fitter, 
and was ’ticed into it by the other, as is a reg’ lar thief.” 
I says, ** Where do you live?” 
So she givé me a address, and I says “I’ll make inquiries.” 
she begun a-whimperin’ and a-cryin’ and so she made the babby, as [ 
enn were deception, so I told ’er as I’d see about it, and shows ’¢r 
out. 
I was a-talkin’ to Brown about it, as says, “I'll speak to SP1LMaN,”’ 
and out he goes. He had’nt been gone ten minutes when a tidy 
respectable woman come to the door a-askin’ for me, as said she were 
the mother of the one as I'd locked in the room, and she says, ‘‘ He § 
a ’ard-workia’ young feller, only he’s got into bad company and only 
eighteen.” 

“Why,” Isays, “the wife of the other says he’s a reg’ lar thief, and 
"ticed ’er’usband.”’ ‘‘Oh,” she says, a-sheddin’ tears, ‘he’s but a boy.’ 

“* Well,” I says, “he’s a good big’un.” She says, “he’s been a 
good son to ms, as am a widder.” 

Well, I couldn’t'elp a-feelin’ for ’er, and she said as she’d come all 
the way from Shepherd’s Bush, and ’adn’t slep’ a wink all night. 5° 
I give 'er a cup of tea; but didn’t make no promise, and she went off 
a-blessin’ me up hill and down dale, as the sayin’ is. 

_ When Brown come ’ome he told me as Spitman ’ad promised for to 
inquire, and about nine o’clock who should come in but Mr. Spr_Man, 
as told me they was a eouple of reg’lar thieves, and them women was 
part of the gang, as’ad got stories always ready for to werk on any 
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one’s feelin’s, so in course I appeared ag’in ’em, and of all the impi- 
dence as that feller as I’d collared give way to, a-sayin’ to the Magis- 
trate as I did ought to be ’ad up for ’arf murderin’ ’im, and if the 
Magistrate ’isself didn't smile, and all the others grin when that chap 
said as it were worse than murder to ’ave me a-settin’ on ’is back, and 
I do believe as the Magistrate let ’em off easy thro’ their a-charfin’ me, 
for they only.got three months, and what satisfaction is that to me 
with my clothes nearly tore off my back and the inside of my clock 
shook all to bits, and as I were a-walkin’ away from the Court if that 
wagabone with the babby as ’ad come to beg the feller off didn’t come 
up to me and say as she’d mark me for life, and would ’ave done it, 
no doubt, but for me a-’ollerin’ “‘ Perlice!”’ and gettin’ into a cab, but 
have kep’ the front gate locked constant ever since, and was ’arf afraid 
to go over the door for fear them wretches should throw witriol or 


| somethink, as nobody isn’t safe in their beds with sich characters 


eee ee ee 





about, as is adownright pestilence, as ’ard labour is too good for, and 
did ought to be transported. 





THE REVEREND MICAH SOWLS. 


aay HE Reverend Micau Sow .s, 

He shouts and yells and howls, 
He screams, he mouths, he bumps, 
He foams, he rants, he thumps. 


His armour he has buckled on to wage 
The regulation war against the Stage ; 
And warns his congregation all to shun, 
‘* The Presence Chamber of the Evil One.’ 


The subject’s sad enough 
To make him rant and puff, 
And fortunately, too, 

His bishop’s in a pew. 


So Reverenp Micau claps on extra steam, 
His eyes are flashing with superior gleam, 
He is as energetic as can be, 

For there are fatter livings in that see. 





bishop, when it’s o'er, 
Goes through the vestry door 
Where Micau, very red, 
Is mopping of his head. 





‘“ Pardon, my Lord, your Sowl’s excessive zeal, 
It is a theme on which J sti: ly feel,’ 

(The sermon somebody had s: 1:5 him down 
From London at a charge of half-a-crown.) 


The bishop bowed his head 

And, acquiescing, said 

‘‘T’ve heard your well-meant rage 
Against the Modern Stage. 


‘‘ A modern Theatre, as I heard you say, 
Sows seeds of evil broad-cast: well, it may— 
But let me ask you, my respected son, 
Pray, have you ever ventured into one ? 


’ 


' 


‘My Lord,” said Mican, “no: 
I never, never go! 

What? Go and see a play? 
My goodness gracious, nay !’’ 


The worthy bishop said, ‘‘ My friend, no doubt 
The stage may be the place you make it out, 
But if, my reverend Sowls, you never g0, 

I don’t quite understand how you're to know.”’ 


FUN. 
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‘“* Well, really,’’ Micau said, 
** I’ve often heard and read 
But never go—do you ?”’ 
The Bishop said, ‘I do.” 


“ That proves me wrong,” said Mroau, “in a triee ; 
I thought it all frivolity and vice.” 

The Bishop handed him a counter plain ; 

“ Just take this stall and go to Drury Lane.” 


The Bishop took his leave, 
Rejoicing in his sleeve. 

The next ensuing day 

Sows went and heard a play. 





He saw a dreary person on the stage, 

Who mouthed and mugged in simulated rage— 
Who growled and spluttered in a mode absurd, 
And spoke an English Sow1s had never heard. 


For “gaunt’’ was spoken “ garnt,”’ 
And “haunt” transformed to “ harnt,”’ 
And ‘“‘ wrath” pronounced as “ rath,” 
And “death” was changed to ‘ dath.” 


For hours and hours that dismal actor walked 

And talked, and talked, and talked, and talked, and talked, 
Till lethargy upon the parson crept, 

And sleepy Micau Sow1s serenely slept. 





He slept away until 

The farce that closed the bill, 
Had warned him not to stay, 
And so he went away. 


“TI thought,” said he, “J wasa dreary thing, 
I thought my voice quite destitute of ring, 

I] thought my ranting could distract the brain, 
But oh I hadn’t been to Drury Lane. 


Forgive me, Drury Lane, 
Thou penitential fane, 
Where sinners should be cast 
To mourn their wicked past.”’ 








Lucky Thing for the Directors. 
Si! AREHOLDERS have no voice in the control of one important branch 
of railway plant—the switch. 
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fiig Splashed Party :—“ 'Turown! On no, I HAVEN'T BEEN thiown EXACTLY; BUT THE WIND IS §0 DCOSID HIGH IT BLEW ME OUT OF THE | 
mn“ | BADDLE ONCE OR TWICE!”’ | 
Yi | 
: a La none aoeeennneenennaneaaeananeaaanae aE g 
o | | . ; ’ a a | | @ 
; ' > Now coming on,—in snow, in rain, in slosh | 
4 | MY ODE TO SPRING. Far than in vernal Spring? In vernal bosh! iit 
4 By a Clown, AT THE CoNCLUSION OF THE PANTOMIME SEASON. Oh, Spring! ; | . a 
. Though hand-springs more are in my way, | 1 
J : h . Accept my lay ; | a 
4 ILD — when every Albeit, thy ray | ; ! 
| | Oh, Spring! Sheds no delight on such as me, ml. 
| That grows into exis- Or she ; | fe ; 
tence shoots— As was our columbine, for we must part _ 
| Even the corn within my Upon our separate roads; she takes my heart | ly 
| side-spring boots, Along with her, oh, Spring! ae _ , 
Without a license, too, | Hurry away upon Time’s rapid wing, _ | i | 
oh, Spring! And Summer too, ana Auiumn lose no time, | | 
| These lines I fling, Until the pantomime ; | | 
| As flats throw flies, | Makes us forget our rheumatiz and bunions. ; | a 
In hopes to “get arise” | Oh, Spring! when forth spring leeks, likewise spring-oni0DS. | . 
Out of the water, I—oh, | My watch, no doubt, , , | 
Spring!--to thee (Though I’m engaged for pantomime not speaking,) | a: 
Devote my leisure time, | I soon must spout ; 5 ai, 
. | because, you see, For an engagement I’m at present seeking: _ _ ) 
f | The pantomimes are The music-halls are full—I seek in vain, Spring ; | a 
ik over, and I hate My watch was not a bad one in the main- spring. | a 
| Jif iia . That wretched state Oh, Spring! before you came I lived in clover, | | 
Cams — VR In which — Manomer- But now that’s over. | 
H coffin like—I rest At Christmas, after meat, in manner regal, &§ 
i Before the “Gardens’’ ope (Cremorne’s the best), I had of pastry an extended ch’ice, 
i And I must cool my heels ; But now my pudding—shade of Lorp MonTEaGLs! — a | 
: Like spring-heel’d Jacx, I feels Ts (oh, Spring) Rice. 
Before the first spring of the season. Say | 
Spring (which your dress provided is by ray), | 
“pring, do you think I welcome you? NotI! Shock-ing Thought. | | 
Think you do not see more sweet delights | Tue Turf exercises a strange fascination over its followers,—W° | 
In Winter's cold than e’er I can espy _ _ verily believe that if Newmarket Heath were visited with an earthquake | | 
In the soft zephyrs of the shortening nights racing men would run down the next day to inspect “the cracks. 
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Aprit 18, 1868.] 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No, 58. 


Ovr Senators hail this, ’tis truly a blessing, 

When work for the nation becomes quite oppressing ; 
The Tories were routed, you know the division ; 
We wait after this for Disraeli's decision. 


1.—Far across our northern Knavesmire there is seen an 

ancient town, 

Where on heath and waving woodland still a mighty 
shrine looks down: 

In the olden days aforetime that place had a Latin 
name, 

Which if shorten’d gives the answer very surely 
you'll exclaim. 


2.—It was called in a song both “jolly,” and “old”’; 
The colour we know in the sunlight is gold, 
’Tis made in our England and ev’rywhere sold. 


3.—’ Twas scarcely courteous you’ll declare, I know, 
That ladies should the regal power forego ; 
And so we altered this, and here is seen, 

A happy realm that’s govern’d by a queen. 


4.—We’ve heard of Time and Tide, 
And read in a curious book, 
Of something else beside 
This word, if you’ll take but a look. 


5.—I do it, in doing this thing ; 
It flies swift as bird on the wing; 
Each evening it comes to my door, 
And costs but a penny, no more. 


6.—The coach in old days, 
In the terrible ways, 
Used to flounder therein. 
Men got wet to the skin, 
Drivers cursed and guards swore, 
And travel was a bore. 


SoLuTION To Acrostic No. 56.—TZalanta, British: 
= Archer Lorelei, Abbot, Neri (Neri-Baraldi), Tales, 


SoLuTIONS OF Acrostic No. £8, RECEIVED APRIL 8th:—None 
correct. 


Pall Mall Paragraphs. 
A LiTTLE while ago the Pall Mail favoured the world with a para- 


graph which nobody could understand. Mr. Max Mutuer protesting | 
| accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope; but we do not hold ourselves 


against it, was informed it was “only inelegant.’’ We wonder how 
the P. M. G. will explain this paragraph :— 


“It is said that there are hopes of the recovery of M. Forcapge; and as the 


corfrére of all European journalists, and one of the most illustrivcus among them, | 


We trust sincerely that these hopes have a goud foundation.” 


Tn English this would be understood to mean that ‘“‘ we'’—/.e., the 
editor of the P. If. G.—are “the confrére of all European journalists | 
What it means in Pall- | 


and one of the most illustrious among them.” 
mallese we cannot pretend to say. In fact, the P. Jf. G. is such a 


our contemporary for want of modesty or for lack of grammar. 


In the Name of Our Prophet—Pickles! 


England, could hardly have beaten the vaticinal feat of a famous 


| racing correspondent and popular tipster, in one of the morning 


newspapers. This gentleman, on the eve of the Great Northampton- 


shire Stakes, selected, with cautious plurality, six horses from a field | 


of thirteen, and yet managed to avoid naming either the first, second, 
or third horse in the race. He would probably not have done as much 
if he had tried; and he could not have done more, negatively speaking, 
if he had trusted to the lottery of names shaken up in a hat. 





‘¢ Let it be Done Straight! ”’ 
Tue residents in the Straits Settlements hada dinner at the Albion 
avern the other day, under the presidency of Mr. Napier, and one 


_ Of the great toasts of the evening was, “ success to the Straits Settle- 


— With all our hearts! We should like to see the settlements 
of @ great many straits—commencing, let us say, with the straits on 
the other side of the Irish Channel. 


Maier 
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‘“ BRIEF BAGS.” 


A Sxketcu mn Cuancery LANE. 


———$—$— 


Answers to Correspondents, 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are 





responsible for loss. | 

J. S. (Faversham) tells us that “The following actually occured in 
Wiltshire during his residence there”—the following being the old Joa 
MILLER about “ Boy, don't take off your hat to me, or you'll frighten my 
horse,’”’ and boy's reply, ‘‘I waant a-goin’ to.’’ We swallow a good many 
good things from Faversham—but they are bivalves, not Jozp MILLExs. 

Essex CALF would make better veal than jokes, we hope. 

‘lr. P. (Euston-road.)—It seems utterly useless to say we do not require 


curious mixture of arrogance and inelegance that, in drawing atten- | double acrostics. 


tion to this paragraph, we are uncertain whether we have to condemn | 


B. C. F. says he ventures “ill a-bed’’ to send us three riddles. The 
illness has clearly not affected his memory, and we are glad to perceive that 
our own volumes have been the solace of the sick-room. 

F. B. (Aldersgate-street.)— Mx. DiskAELI has not been Premier a month, 
and yet you are the seventy-sixth sender of what you describe as the ‘‘ on dit” 


7 ' about ‘‘a Dizzy height.” 
Nicuoxas, lost for a time to the sportive men of merry, merry | 


JAEL.—It's sur-pris’n’ you don’t know by this time we do not require 
acrostics. 

T. H. C. (Truro) should have sent the original, not a copy. 

PuILo-P.—We do not remember the Shakesperian reply. 

D. O. T. (Brighton).—Thanks. 

T. W.—Your note has been attended to. 

H. F. G.— We don't think that (to quote your own language,) your ‘* more 
jokes and puns is sure to appear in Fun.” 

Oxon.—Your contribution was—among other things—too late. 

M. B.—We said what we did on good authority. We sympathise with 
you, but, as you say, the subject isa grave one. Don’t mind the spiteful 
old cat. 

Declined with thanks:—R. H.; J. L.; T. R.; D. H.; M. L. 8.; 
A. M. Z.; H. K. S., Liverpool; S. E., Kirkdale; Compos Mentia ; 


| Pshynik; Slew; Gem; Crosstrees; G. P. N., Rotherhithe; ‘ Seriously,’’ 


Tulse-hill; J. G. G., Exeter; W., Dublin; F. C., Rye; W.T., Worksop ; 
H. O., Brixton-hill; W. L., Hull; Old Oswestry ; i. A. B.; Foundation 
Stone; *M. A. H., Manchester; F., Newcastle-on-Tyne; Alpha; 
T. R.B., Leyton; Bobby; J. W. M., Stockton-on-Tees; A. B., Brighton ; 
Didymus; J. S., Vauxhall Bridge-road; Scio. 
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Tr.E NEW BUTLER, 


Old Swell (who is entertaining his tenants) :—“ WHat Wink HAVE 
on, Tomkins ?”’ 


Butler ;—“ Tug Twenty-rovr, Sir!” 
id Swell ;—“ Wuy, CONFOUND IT, THAT'S THE OLDEST WINE 
CELLAR |” 


Butler -— “ Yes, sin, wuicn I NaTrRaL THOUGHT You’D LIKE 
| RID OF THE HOLDEST Fust!” 
| 


eeeEE——EeEEE—EE 


Fair Play. 

THERE was a meeting in support of Mra. J. A. Smirn’s Bill at the 
Hanover-square Rooms the other day, with a number of notables pre- 
sent— among them the Dvxe or Ancyii. A working-man rose in the 
body of the hall and argued against the Bill as an infringement of the 
liberty of the peop’e; but he was so hooted and interrupted, that the 
chairman, the AxcuBisHoP or York, had to interfere twice in the 
interest of fair-play. The generous and manly conduct of the meet- 
ing must have reminded his Grace or Ancy ut of his own behaviour 
in the House of Lords a little while since ! 





AN ALTERNATIVE. 
Giver me, oh give me your photograph, Miss; 
Give me a ringlet, or give me a kiss; 
Give me a glove in my bosom to place; 
Won't you ?—Then give me a slap on the face. 
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OSWEGO PRE 


For Puddings, Custards, Blanc Mange, &c. 





EKINGSFORD’S _ 


The original and genuine American preparation of Indian Corn. 


A SATURDAY’S REVIEW. 


| Tue same old trick, time out of mind, 

| Has borne the puppets to the pullies 

In life, as once at school, we find 
That cowards are too often bullies. 

If mud's the proper thing to fling 

- In this hard world, so sorrow-laden, 

| I'll throw my gauntlet in the ring 

And battle for the English maiden. 


Must little critics have their say ? 
Are none of them ashamed of lying ? 
| Are weakly papers made to pay 
3y fish—and none the sweetest— crying ? 
Are all determined to mistake 
The coarsest capsicums for Chutnee ? 
Are we asleap and they awake ? 
Have women-writers been to Putney ? 


I know a sinner from a saint, 

Can pick cut honcst work from padding. 
Partition purity from paint 

And sce what woman is, what wadding. 
I’ve led the life to understand, 

Who learn, who merely write their parts ouf, 
Wise worthy women in the land 

We know, who heard them cheer their hearts cut. 
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On horse, in carriages, on foot, 

Blue-mantled for the yearly tussle, 
Swept by the tender English loot, 

To gladden Englishmen of muscle. 
One se: ter ce writ on every face 

Kept asking, Why should I delay it ? 
And do men think us a disgrace ? 

And are we like—they couldn't say it ! 


I saw them pass with honest eyes, 
And laughter lingering in laces, 
Their hair ablaze with Saxon dyes, 
And nature’s paint upon their faces. 
I heard their cheery voices ring, 
And echo motherward from daughter. 
And then I growled “I'd like to fling, 
‘*‘ That churlish critic in the water.” 


YOU PUT ————————— 
Audi Alteram Partem, 
Tose who are ever ready to cry down the pursuit of 


IN THE racing will do well to remember that it has its re- 
deeming qualities as well as its objectienable features— 
TO GET you will rarely find a meeting where some of the races 


are not set down as morals for certain horses. 


Stole Away! 

Mr. Sternen J. Meany, who has been formerly imprisoned for less 
creditable crimes than treason-felony, has received a conditional pardon 
and has left for New York. Government was very kind indeed to offer 

_him the congenial employment of stealing cut of England. 


So(ap) Polite! 
| A screntiric journal reports that “ saponin may be extracted from 
| the roots of dianthus.”” In other words, the botanist may, without being 


accused of vulgarity, address his flowers with “ Well, my pinks, how 
are you off for soap ¢”’ 


A Literary Discovery. 
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EME teen 


| Tuar ingenious American who discovered that Lonp Bacon wrote | 


| SuakxesPeare’splaysis new engaged on a treatise to prove that Hounrt 
. y . } 1 

| was the inventor of petroleum—at any rate he was known as the old 

/man of Scio’s ‘‘ rocky i'le.” 
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PARED CORN, 


Est blished 1849. 


No similar article in America or England has the right to the title of * Original.” 
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KEEN, ROBINSON, BELLVILLE, & CO, LONDON. 
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LIFE IN LODGINGS. 


~~ +> — 


I.—LANDLADIES. 


J \HIE lamented poet who considerately in- 


formed the public in his verse that he 
had “sighed to find his warmest wel- 
come at an inn,” had probably lived a 
good deal in furnished lodgings. ‘The 
distinguished scientific writer who 
pens this treatise, and who is a 
member of all the existing learned 
bodies, and of several more besides, 
has not the least idea who the lamented 
bard was, and does not intend to 
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perhaps more costly calamity than the flabby 
fatality just recorded. She bas a spirit of 
her own, and helps herself to that of her 
lodgers. A bottle of gin left uncorked ina 
cupboard in her house will be de-juniperised 
by some occult atmospheric influence in an 
incredibly short time. Cases have even been 
known in which small change, exposed to 
the direct operation of the light, on the 
mantlepiece for example, has evaporated in 
afew hours. When pressed by her lodger 
to take a glass of something, she warily 
declines — ‘she never touches nothink — 
except medicinally’’; and she says it with- 
out a blush, the pink tinge about her nose 
being a chronic colour. 


Sn Si ae ty sae 


Hote 








trouble himself to do more than gucss. 
All knowledge is but guess-work, and 
ns a mere matter of fairness all guess- 
work must be knowledge. Therefore, 
the author of the lines about welcomes 
at Inns may be presumed to be Suun- | | 
sTonF, the probability of whose habit 
of living in lodgings is strengthened 
by the fact that as soon as he gota 
house of his own he called it Lease- 
owes, as if in contradistinction to a 
weekly tenancy. 

Any one who has lived in lodgings 
will admit that they scarcely consti- 
tute a realization of that ‘‘home”’ for 
which—and particularly with regard 

to that part of it known as the hearth— 
man is described as prepared to lay 

down bis life. 
The author of this treatise, handling 
his theme with his usual exhaustive 
ingenuity, has determined to write 
about lodgings—the first chapter de- 
| voted to a description of the pleasures 
of life in lodgings, and the remainder 
| to an enumeration of its discomforts. As, however, he has not yet 
| met with any materials for his first chapter, he decides to begin at the 
second. The worst discomfort of lodging-life consists ir landladies. 
| A person of philosophic mind might nerve himself to submit without 
| a murmur to all the others, but the landlady is unbearable, represent- 
i | ing as she does (in addition to other bad qualities) the mere money 
, | considerations which destroy the finer illusions of life and rob the 

| 













































Better perhaps, however is the landlady 
who “takes nothink,”’ in other words takes 
brandy, wine, in short, whatever she can 
lay hands on, than the landlady ‘‘ who 
takes —a motherly interest in you.”’ 
Beware of her unless you boast of robust 
health and an iron constitution. Woo 
betide you if you fall sick or ail ever so 
slightly. Your illness is her opportunity. 
From it she derives a double profit— 
first, the pleasure which certain feminine 
minds have in physicking and nauseating 
an invalid, and, second, the extra charze 
for “delicacies,” by which she means 
beef-tea made by dipping a morsel of meat 
in a pail of water, and then boiling the 
liquid thus prepared, and stirring it with 
a tallow candle. Gruel, too, she makes — 
stuff with which no respectable poster would allow itself to be fixed to 
ahoarding. Finally, if she can puta blister on you, she will—and, 
as the frog in the fable said to the pelting boys, “It may be bliss to 
her, but it’s blister to you !"’ 

What the motherly landlady does by simulated affection the land- 
lady who comes next under notice effects by a pretence of ignorance. 
“She never could master accounts,” this 
plausible creature assures you; but a little 
experience will teach you the value of her 
affected innocence of Cocker. She never 
makes mistakes in your favour! Imposture 
is written on her fuce. Her smile isa decep- 
tion. Of course, a careful scrutiny of ber 
accounts will prevent your being robbed by 
the errors of addition. But it is difficult to 
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but it never loses the characteristics which and flowers. A broad brooch, something like 
win for it a prominent place in the Order 
of Birds of Prey. 

‘“The landlady who has seen better days” 
is a creat're whom it were unpardonable 
folly to regard with pity. Because she has 
seen better days she compels her lodger to 
see worse ones. She hoversround him like 
the ghost of gentility in a wet blanket in- 
stead of a sheet. She flaps her feeble hands 


i | grasping avarice which insists upon a regular settlement of accounts is | keep a check on her subtraction, and her 4! 
: the prevailing vice of landladies—their worst characteristic, but by no | multiplication is qnite beyond your control ; ¢ | 
F _ means their only moral obliquity. for how can you prevent her taking six sticks , 
Ei | The landlady is described by the naturalist.as belonging to the order | out of every bundle of your firewood, or 

; | Raptores, and is known by its crooked bill, | charging you six times as many scuttles of coals as you have really 

; and its long talons endowed with a peculiar og burnt during the week ? i 
tenacity of grasp. In the sub-families it tS | “The genteel landlady” is an overbearing F 
§ varies in plumage and size, and displays | despot. Jlercurlsare the ringlets of respect- | iF 
‘ rome distinctive peculiarities and habits, wae § ability. Her caps are showy with ribbons t 
¥, 


Norvat's buckler, confines the elegant folds 
of her shawl. In her house you may be ) 
robbed right and left—probably must be, for t 
such shawls, brooches, and caps cost money— | 
but you must be a courageous man if you 

venture to complain! To be fleeced is no- 

thing to compare with the privilege of lodg- 

ing with Gentility. 

The landlady, afflicted with curiosity, is a perpetual irritation. You 

—encased in rusty mittens—and maunders | are always catching her listening, and are compelled to pretend you do 
in a melancholy strain about her not having | not observe it. She reads your letters if 
always been “redooced” to let lodgings. ‘She has been used in old | you leave them within her reach, and itis 
times to have every comfort about her,” though this seems no adequate ' difficult to define the limits of that reach. 
reason why, when in reduced circumstances, she should rush to the | She overhears all you and your friends 
opposite extreme and labour to have every discomfort about her. | talk about. Worse than all, she has a 
Her bygone prosperity is made an excuse for everything. If the | perpetual cold in her head, caught by 
lodger complains that his scuttle is hardly as full of coals as it might | constant application to draughty key- 
be for the money he pays, she meets and discomfits his remarks by | holes; and is always startling you with 
alluding to her having seen better days. She is generally a widow, | unexpected sneezes, outside the door. To 
and mostly small, or if tall, very thin. Her voice is low, her presence | nervous people she is a standing vexa- 
depressing. It may be safely argued in nine cases out of ten that she | tion, for she haunts them unseen, a ghost 
is infinitely better off now than she ever was in the past to which she constantly in attendance, an invisible 
affectingly alludes. Her husband most probably ill-used her, for | presence. rey aber 
which we may be allowed to drop a grateful tear upon his grave. | ‘The landlady, with a temper whose speaking likeness adorns the initial 


| The landlady who “never touches nothink” is a more active and | letter, is a standing terror, too. But hush! I hear her outside. j | 
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HE tempestuons reception of Oliver 
Twist, and the almost unanimous 
opinion of the London press must 
long ago have convinced Mr. Toor 
that the piece is a sad mistake. No 
good can be done for it by covering 
the walls of the metropolis with 
extracts from one of Mr. CHARLES 
Dickens's later prefaces to this ghastly 
tale. The novel claims to have con- 
ferred (and probably did confer) a 
benefit upon edie. by calling public 
attention to sundry blots on our 
civilization. The police reports in 
daily and weekly papers are supposed, 
we presume, to exercise the same 
healthy influence. But a crime 
described with pen-and-ink and a 
crime represented by dramatic 
action differ widely as to the effect 
they create. It is revolting enough 
to read the account of Nancy's 
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murder, to see it accomplished, amidst the stage accessories of tremolando 
music, lowered floats, and the eternal lime-light, is rather too much for the 


nerves even of a hardened critic. We cannot admit that Mr. Oxenrorp is to 
blame for any part of this failure at the Queen’s; he has been paticularly 
careful in toning down the horror of the narrative. We must suppose that 
the stage-manager is epee for the pantomime extravagance of the front 
scenes; and we fear that Mr. Toots must account for the displeasure expressed at 
the tediousness of the scene at the police-court. The Dodger’s whistle, characteristic 
and comic as it may be, was on the first ‘night repeated ad nauseam. In all other 
respects Mr. Tooir’s performance was an artistic representation of a very repulsive 
object. Mx. Invino played Bill Sikes cleverly, but with a too melodramatic 
tendency to “take the stage.” Of Mr. Ryper, as Fagin, we can say nothing that 
would please that usually conscientious performer. Muss Netty Moore played 
Nancy with earnestness and great feeling; but she must allow us to condole with 
her epaseey Fane her natural disqualificatiuns for such a charming and refined 
character. e have omitted the name of Mr. Lione, Broven ;—if Mr. Lionst 
Broveu had played a part worthy of his reputation, the omission would have been 
impossible. The scenery of Oliwer Twist is not extraordinary, but the scenic 
artist was called upon to return thanks for applause. 

Another burlesque by Mr. Witttam Broveu has been produced at the Strand. 

It is very smartly written, but yields a little too much to the taste of the gallery as 
far as regards music. Miss Lypia Tuompson—as young, as pretty, as lively as 
ever—will be a gcld mine to the management. Miss Amy SuEripan’s graceful 
figure also deserves a welcome. Of Mussns. James, THornz, and Fenton it will be 
enough to say that they are like themselves. Mx. F. Ronson makes the most of a 
small part. The burlesque is nicely put on the stage, and the fight with boxing- 
gloves between Massrs. James and Fenton (which is borrowed, by the way, from 
one of the Parngs of Covent Garden,) brings down the house. 

Mr. Burnann’s Hit and Miss at the Olympic is well worth going to hear. The 
music is charming ; and, if the author of the burlesque sometimes sacrifices rhyme 
to animal spirits, we will hold him blameless as long as Hexvé's tunes are ringing 
in ourear. The piece is funnily played. Mx. J. Ciarxe turns a comic military part 
to the best possible account, and Mar. J. G. Taytor showed himself an artist 
by playing an elderly female without an atom of vulgarity. Mr. Sovrar has 
very little to do, but does it carefully and well. Miss Lovisa Moore looks charming, 
and sings with tact and taste in a particularly unpleasant situation; and Muss 
Lennox Geer exhibits, both in her singing and acting, the true French spirit and 
chic. This lady has not only surprised, but really delighted us by her Maid Marian. 


[Apri 25, 1868. 








Miss Furtavo has little to do, and must really study 


the art of repose. 


A small part is not made greater | 


| 
| 
| 


| 


(except in point of time,) by the act of dancing. The | 
voice of Miss Furrapo is of great service to the bur- | 
lesque; we must entreat her to be less mercurial in her 
Terpsichorean accompaniments. The scenery of this 
trifle is admirable, and the dresses are charming. 

The Japanese troupe at the Lyceum is well worth 
seeing. We regret the death of the top-spinner, who 
(according to the Hra) was “originally a very robust, 
healthy man, apparently about forty years of age.’ 
The adverb originally suggests queer speculations re- 


garding the top-spinner’s birth. 


performed by these Japanese are thrilling, and the 


remainder are nationally characteristic. 


THE TIGHT BOOTS. 


My boots are tight ; the hour is late ; 
My faltering footsteps deviate ; 

And through the stillness of thenight 

A wail is heard—“ My boots are tight!” 


O weary hour! O wretched woe! 

It’s only half-past three, or so. 

We've not had much ; 1 feel all right, 
Except my boots; they’re vgRy tight. 


Old friend! I love you more and more, 
Though we have met but once before. 
Since then I’ve had a deal of scrrow ; 
You'll come and dine with me to-morrow ? 


What's this? Atear? I donot think 
They gave us half enough to drink. 
The moon up there looks precious queer. 
She’s winking. Ha! another tear: 


I’m not a man who courts a row, 

But you insulted me, just now. 

By Jove, my friend, tor what you said, 
I've halt a mind to punch your head. 


You won't forget to-morrow, eh ? 

I'm sure to be at home all day. 
Policeman, have you got a light ? 

‘Thanks. Yes, they are, as you say, tight. 


The man I like’s the sort of man 
A man can trust, you un’erstan’. 
I cali that man a man, you know; 
lle is aman. Precisely so. 


If any man addresses me, 

No matter who that man may be; 

I always say, ’twixt man and man, 
‘This man’s a man. You un’erstan’ ? 


The houses have a quivering look ; 
That corner one distinctly snook. 

I’ve got another fellow's hat ; 

Well, never mind! All’s one for that. 


The gas goes leaping up and down. 
We can’t be right for Camden ‘own. 
This road went east the other day ; 
I think south-west's a shorter way. 


There used to be a place near here 
Where one could get a glass of beer. 
I wish we had some bottl.d Bass— 
What ts the matter with the gas ? 


There’s hardly wind enough to blow 
The reedy lamp-posts to aud fro. 
And yet you see how each one leans ; 
I wonder what the deuce it means. 


My pipe’s gone out; the air is chill, 

Is this Mile End or Maida Hill? 
Remember—six o'clock we dine ; 

Bring several friends—say eight or nine. 


The tavern bar was warm and bright, 
And cheerful with a ruddy light. 

Let’s go back there and stop all night ; 
I can’t walk home; my boots are tight. 


Many of the feats | 
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&€£ OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


emme 


HERE seems to be some difficulty in inducing 
Str Richarp Mayne to retire, for though his 
withdrawal has been reported as imminent 
over and over again, it has not yet won the 
name of action. Butif the account written the 
other day by the Zimes correspondent, of the 
reception given by the Satrap of Scotland- 
yard to two foreigners be a true account, there 
is no need to wait for Sir Ricuarn's resig- 

nation. He should be at once removed; and I trust some independent 

M.P. will not allow the matter to pass unquestioned. It appears that a 

M. Espeteta came over to London to try and capture a dishonest 

intendant. He waited on Str Ricuarp Mayne, who, on hearing the 

case, stated that he could not act without a magistrate’s order. The 
foreigner, accustomed to summary action on the part of the police, 
looked surprised. Sir Ricuarp explained :— 

‘* I know what you are thinking of—that the English law is pitiable. There is 
no help for it; it is the law, and I am bound to respect it, even in its errors, more 
than any one else. Go and see the solicitor whose address I give you. He will 


accompany you to the magistrate, to whom I give youarecommendation. The 
magistrate will see what cin be done; what he will do will be well done. As for 
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me, I am only the arm of justice; but it is at your disposal.”’ 

a Was there ever such pompous twaddle, or language so derogatory of 
E the law used by one of its subordinates? Sir Rienuarp admitted that 
H “the English law is pitiable, and there’s no help for it’’—because he 


is not aliowed to drag a man to prison on an ez parte statement. It 
+ was his duty to inform the stranger that the English law is careful of 
i the liberty of the subject, and will not leave room for the possible 
arrest and disgrace of an innocent person, because, in some instances, 
it would be an advantage if the police could seize a guilty one without 
a magistrate’s order. Sir Ricuaxrp seems fond of figurative language— 
he calls himself ‘the arm of justice’”’—he should be taught that the 
arm of justice ought not to raise the thumb of scorn to the nose of 
derision, when the majesty ef the English law is concerned. How- 
ever, to proceed. The Frenchman took Sir IticHarp’s advice and 
lawyer, and went before a magistrate, but only to learn that the Ex- 
tradition Treaty wou!d not assist him. He returned to Sin Riewarp 
greatly disappointed, and asked whether— 
* ‘*If he met his late employé in the street, and if he laughed in his face, he might 
“) not at least give him a caning. Sir Richard smiled and said, ‘ Weil, if you do, you 
will have to go to prison for an assault committed in England; and I, the Prefeet of 
Police, have not the power of liberating you! The law is stronger than I am!’” 
If, as his language would seem to imply, Srr Ricwarp would have any 
inclination to liberate a person who “takes the law into his own 
hands’”’ it is quite as well that Scotland Yard is denied the prerogative 
of mercy—quite as well that the law is stronger than its head-police- 
; man—or ‘“ Prefect of Police,’’ as Sm Ricuarp styles himself. The 
a French have never been famous for their comprehension of our institu- 
* tions, but to hold Sim Ricwarp Mayne the most important person in 
: England is worse than their old blunder about the importance of the 
, Lorp Mayor. As for Sir Ricwarp, the sooner he retires or is rétiré, 
as his French admirers would say, the better, for if he is ‘‘ the arm of 
7 justice’? he is not the head of common sense. as ke : 
5 Good Words (to be congratulated on better printing) is # capital 
number this month. It contains two fine pictures, Mr. Prvwe .’s 
“In a Paris Pawnshop,” and Mr. Francis WALKER’s large cut to 
: “Hero Harold,” which is a vigorous and masterly piece of drawing, 
that will set judges of art on the look-out for the new artist's work. 
Matrugew Browne continues the “ Working Man’s Courtship” ad- 
mirably—but he is cutting it too short, after his provoking manner. 
: His writing is to the ordinary magazine article as Chartreuse Jaune is 
, to fourpenny ale; but he might give us his liqueur in wine-glasses 
instead of thimbles. The Sunday Magazine alse is quite up to the 
mark this month, with Mr. Gonpon THomson’s graceful illustrations 
to “The Seaboard Parish,” and a fine picture by Mr. Hovanton of 
Georcr Hersert’s last moments. In Broadway, the chief attraction 
is an outspoken article on “Theatrical Management,” by Mr. Hot- 
LINGSHEAD, but the other contents are interesting enough. I should 
hardly have guessed the frontispiece was Mr. PAsQuiERr’s, for it has 
had all the colour and vigour for which his pencil is remarkable cut 
out of it. Routledge’s Magazine for Boys still holds its own as the best 
of the boys’ magazines. Le Follet and the Gardener's Magazine, give 
the latest news about the new fashions and the fresh flowers, about 
the gardens of beauty and the beauty of gardens. I have also received 
@ very useful and handy book The London Banks, Credit, Discount, and 
Finance Companies, a work which must be invaluable to capitalists 
‘and investors. Tho Popular Educator is full of useful information, 
well condensed. I doubt, however, whether some of the subjects it 
treats can be practically taught in this form—for instance Drawing, 
though of course Perspective and some of the more theoretical parts of 
the art may be well enough explained in black and white. 
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I suppose our first mother invented the first needlo—an acacia 
| thorn probably—icthyophagy was as unknown then as hippophazy, and 

therefore the earliest stitch was not herring-bone. But little has been 
done to improve the article since, until recently when some one dis- 
| Covered an improved needle, patented by Messrs. Hayss, Crossiey, 
| AND Co., which wit be a “real blessing to bachelors ’’—to say nothing 
| of the ordinary female “sewing-machine.” Bachelors who have 
_had to sew on their own buttons will remember that their needles 


| and threads never fit, and that a hammer or the corner of the drawers 


1s needed to haul the eye and its hitch of cotton through the st::bborn 
material. With the new invention Colebs will escape this labour, for 
the implement is a sort of miniature shuttle, that is, it thickens 
towards the middle and fines off towards the eye. ‘This form will 
lighten his toil and will give to the experienced nee! ‘ewoman, even, an 
increased rapidity of action. And moreover the ne: les are made up 
in such pretty packets that they might pass for sticking-plaistercases 
on the masculine dressing-table. 

I may note, for those who are glad to acknowledge how much tho 
comfort of an audience depends on good management in front of the 
house, that Mr. Saar, the treasurer of the Princess's, takes his 
benefit en Monday, the 27th. Apropos of theatrical matters, I may 
venture to express a hope that when the Grand Duchess, her Grace 
Mrs. Howarp Pavt, has finished her provincial tour, arrangements 
will be made for performances of the OrrenBACHEAN operetta in 
London, that those who have not seom Scunzmpger may see the next 
best thing, Mrs. Pavu’s Duchess. 

I went to the Crystal Palace on Easter Monday to see how the 
holiday folk enjoyed themselves, and I was much pleased both with 
the admirable manner in which they conducted themselves and with 
the capital entertainment prepared for them. One could not help 
feeling that Government ought to give a handsome grant to an insti- 
tution which is a national benefit as well as a national glory. There 
is only one thing that could justify Parliament in refusing a grant (if 
any member would have the good sense and good taste to propose it), 
and that is the system—one, too, of recent growth—of extra payments 
—the ‘‘twopence more and up goes the blue horse” business. 





DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 59. 


Tae sunburst for Erin is Royalty's smile, 
Her sons and her daughters to cheer. 
Said they, ‘‘ Faith, he’s comin’ to stop a short while— 
Why wouldn't he settle down here ?”’ 
And the Prince will return with a smile on his lip, 
And for ever with pleasure remember the trip. 


1.—A town in Koursk, from Moscow sund'rod 
By long miles, about three hundred, 


2.—From the cut of his clothes, 
From the hook of his nose, 
From the colour and size 
Of his gimlet-like eyes, 
And the length of his beard, he is this, I suppose. 


3.—If songs and glees your fancy please, 
Baked ’taturs, too, aud stout; 
At Paddy Green’s you'll find the means 
Of pleasing it, no doubt. 


4.—She sat on a height overlooking the river— 

So lofty the thought would make nervous ones quiver. 
But to list to her singing would cost one more dear 
Than a stall at the Opera all through the year. 


5.—Tho clerk he wrote it down 
On papers spread before him ; 
He read it to the clown, 
And then, I think, they swore him. 


6.—It’s odd—yet lucky, too ! 
Yet fails to please, ’tis true, 
In one case—yes, but that’s 
As touching tails of cata. 


7.— He was famed long ago, was this classical swell, 
For reversing the spread at the Langham Hotel; 
For of course since thecattle he had were androphagous, 
It quite turns the tables on people hippophagous, 


Sotvtion “or Acrostic No. 57.—Aprii Rains, Aster, Plea, Reni, 


Irresolution, Lungs. 


Conrect SoLvtiens or Acrostic No. 57, rneexrvep 15th Arauit :—Will; Nolody. 








RIDDLES MADE IN THE INTERVALS OF BUSINESS. 
Why is Herne Bay like a burglar’s swag ?—Because it isn't hisn’n. 


| (Don't you see? It's Herne; consequently not His'n.) 
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AN INTER-WHIIFF. 


; Here on my back on the bank I lie, 
With a pipe in my mouth, and watch the sky ; 
- And well do I know, beyond a joke, 
x That nature, like me, delights to smoke. 
| The little zephyrs down here in the grass 
Puff at the weeds as they swiftly pass ; 
& While the breeze of the ether is not too proud— 
. ed | Though almost too lazy—to blow a cloud. 
| Every bird has a pipe of its own, 
And each has its “ bird’s-eye” views, ‘tis known. 
The trees rejoice in a stem and bole, 
For the King of the Forest's like old King Cole ; 
And the hedges as well the practice suits, 
For they all of them boast their brier-roots. 
Smoking, in short, is loved by all 
The works of nature both great and small— 
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A Notable Example of ‘‘ Kidding.” 


‘ * . 

One of the luminaries of the music halls is, it seems, singi 
| so-styled comic song, in which he is called upcn g ye By 
| character of a gentleman at the University. We donot know how 
} 





far he succeeds in realising the character, but to judge from the 
picture-posters in which he figures, we are inclined to doubt the 
accuracy of the delineation. Will it be believed that he dresses his 
University man in cap and gown—and gloves ! 





Time! 

A siti has passed the Iowa senate allowing any “person.” i 
female, of twenty-one to practise as a lawyer in the iuaete ot Rieteie, 
We wonder whether it has occurred to the local Legislature to insert a 
clause to limit the time during which the hen-advocate will be permitted 
to talk. If not we fear they will find themselves considerably out in 
their cackle-ations. 


What was the first thing made at the Mint ?—A start. 


| 
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Down to the very small grub, to be brief, — 
You’ll find he is given to rolling a leaf. 

So why shouldn’t I— 

As here I lie 
On my back on the bank—all those defy 
Who fain would the pleasant plant decry ? 








Fishing with a Hair Line. 

Tne Paris Correspondent of a daily contemporary states that the 
last French novelty is the manufacture of false curls from bark. 
Wearers of such “ follow-me-lads” may perhaps kope to catch the 
unwary with this new line, but we trust that the bark will seldom lead 
to a bite. 





Way should the winning crew in the late boat-race have been 
received with musical honours ?—Because they had a capital catch 


| at the beginning of the stroke and finished with an evident glee. 
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HEAVY MARCHING ORDER. 








So does Mr. Johnston ! 
Herz is a bit of surprising news :— 


The Irish Government have ordered the rules of Downpatrick gaol to be relaxed 
in favour of Mr. Johnston, who is now undergoing the second month of his 
imprisonment, imposed for his refractoriness in declining to obtain securities for his 
future conduet. He is permitted to see his friends in a fepi'ate apartment, is 
allowed books and newspapers, and has a light in his cell until a late hour at night. 
Fresh deputations from Orange lodges have presented addresses to Mrs. Johnston, 
and his friends expect him to be made a sort of hero on his release. 


This person is in prison of his own free will—he is too “‘ refractory ”’ 
to offer security for his future good conduct, and yet instead of being 
treated as refractory prisoners usually are he is made a pet of! This 
contrasts well with the case of the poor poacher who was condemned 


to extra imprisonment not because he would not, but because he could 
not give security ! 





NOTHING LIKE LEATHER. 
What leggings should be made of.—Alli-gator’s skins. 
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ALL TOO SHORT. 


“O LADIES! BEWARE OF A GAY YOUNG KNIGHT, 
WHO LOVES, AND HE RIDES AWAWY.”—Old Song. 
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PETER THE WAG. 


OLICEMAN PETER FORTH 
I dr 
From his obscure retreat : 
He was a merry, genial wag, 
Who loved a mad conceit. 
If he were asked the time of 
day 
By country bumpkins green, 
He not unfrequently would say 
‘‘ A quarter past thirteen.” 


If ever you, by word of mouth, 
Enquired of Mistrr Forts 
The way to somewhere in the 
South, 
He always sent you North. 
With little boys his beat along 
He loved to stop and play ; 
He loved to send old ladies 


wrong, 
And teach their feet to stray. 
He would in frolic moments, when 
Such mischief bent upon, 
Take Bishops up as betting men— 
Bid Ministers move on. 
Then all the little hoys he knew 
He regularly licked, 
And always collared people who 
Had had their pockets picked. 


He was not naturally bad, 
Or viciously inclined, 
But from his early youth he had 
A waggish turn of mind. 
The Men of London grimly scowled 
me... re aa ai : 
e Men of London y growled, 
But Peter calmly —— 


Against the minion of the Crewn 
The swelling murmurs grew— 

From Camberwell to Kentish Town— 
From Rotherhithe to Kew. 

Still humoured he his wagsome turn, 
And fed in various ways 

The coward rage that dared to burn, 
But did not dare to blaze. 


Still, Retribution has her day 
Although her flight is slow, 

One day that Crusher lost his way 
Near Portland Street, Soho. 

The haughty boy, too proud to ask, 
To find his way resolved, 

And in the tangle of his task 
Got more and more involved. 


The Men of London, overjoyed, 
Came there to jeer their foe— 

And flocking erowds completely closed 
The mazes of Soho. 

The news, on telegraphic wires, 
Sped swiftly o’er the lea, 

Excursion trains from distant shires 
Brought myriads to see. 





| 
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For weeks he trod his self-made beats 
Through Newport- Gerrard- Bear- 
Greek- Rupert- Frith- Dean- Portland-streets 
And into Golden-square. 
But all, alas, in vain, for when 
He tried to learn the way 
Of little boys, or grown-up men 
They none of them would gay ! 


Their eyes would flash— their teeth would grind— 
Their lips would tightly curl— 
They’d say, ‘Thy way thyself must find, 
Thou misdirecting churl! ” 
And, similarly, also, when 
He tried a foreign friend ; 
Italians answered, ‘ I] balen’”’— 
The French “‘ No comprehend.” 





The Russ would say with gleaming eye 
““ Sevastopol!” and groan. 

The Greek said “ rurrw, ryrropa, 
TurrTw, rurrew, TurTwr.”’ 

To wander thus for many a year 
That Crusher never ceased— 

The Men of London dropped a tear, 
Their anger was appeased. 


At length exploring gangs were sent 
To find poor Fortn’s remains— 
A handsome grant by Parliament 
Was voted for their pains. 
To seek the poor policeman out 
Bold spirits volunteered, 
And when they swore they’d solve the doubt, 
The Men of London cheered. 





And in a yard, dark, dank, and drear, 
They found him, on the floor— 

It leads from Richmond. Buildings—near 
The Royalty Stage-door. 

With brandy cold and brandy hot, 
They plied him starved and wet, 

And made him sergeant on tlie spot— 
The Men of London's pet. 


SEES 
War News. 


Tue war in Japan is over, from wkich fact it may be concluded 
the chiefs are not to be considered never-say-daimios. 
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RANK AND FASHION. 
From Ephraim Dodge, in London, to Eben Stash, New York. 


Daar En. :—This is a subject that comes sort of natural when one is 
located at a hotel in Covent Garden, about as pesky an old frowsy 
dried-up anatomy of a corner of the universal earth as can be found 
even in Great Britain, where most things seem to want a sight of 
sweeping to keep off the everlasting smoke and cobwebs that belongs 

| to the old institutes of what I have heard some of our people call the 
mother country. As to mothers I can’t at present say much as they 
don't fix nohow with hotel life here, and only travellers like ourselves 
| put up at the big ones—which, in consequence of our being distinguished 
foreigners, raise their tariff to a figure that riles me daily when footed 
up on the bill, and must eventually drive us into private life in the 
shape of what the Britishers call Apartments Furnished—meaning a 
couple of bed-closets about the size of a Down-East linen-press and a 
parlour full of such dislocated fixin’s as wouldn't fetch fifty cents by 
' auction sale in New York; and not a go-back chair nor a place to 
expectorate to be seen around. If we have mot seen much of the mothers 
of this rancid old island, we have seen, I guess, a considerable sight o’ 
the daughters in our daily promenade up and downthere and back 
| again. ‘The main central avenue of Covent Garden itself, which is now 


a sort of drawn-out fruit and vegetable store, kept exclusive to the 


' aristocracy of this ludicrous old town in honour of its having once been 
Church property, where the lazy old loafin’ female monks used to go 
chaunting about amongst the blackberry-bushes or to cut their 
pumkins for the refectory pies when it wasn't bean and bacon days in 
the Church. Everything here is swallered up by the church as Jonau 
was took in by the shirk: and this is a reflection that brings me back 

to the daughters, though I must say that there is the remains of beauty 

_ to be found here in this perishing old anachronism of a West End 
church, I'm bound to record that Mrs. E. Donce repudiates. She 

_ repudiates, but she also encloses for Mrs. Es. her own notions, which 

| peenage may help eer to calculate the divergence in the feminine nature. 

f you were here, En., Icould show you scenes tbat would make you laugh 

, Some, and one of them would be the people walking as solemncolly as a 
set of serious gals at Vermont on a thankegiving-day up and down a 
darned old patched-up dingy sorter kind of commercial green’us, as 
dark as a Bowery beer saloon and not much bigger, and doing it, too, 





| as a serious duty to give them a relish for their meals which I must 
say are solid eating: solid and slow so as a’most to put me out if it 
warn't for the entrézs that fill up the time, and especially prawns, that 
yield considerable amusement when you ain't too everlastin’ hungry 
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to stay toskin’em. You'll laugh considerable, Es., when I tell youon | 


my mental veracity that up and down, to and fro, with their chariots 
and cabs and broughams waiting outside and the fat-legged, white- 
legged, lazy old serfs of coachmen asleep upon the box—walks the 
rank and fashion of this opiniated old pig-nosed community. At fust 


I was like to lower the character of the land that owns both of us by | 


bustin’ outright into a laugh that would ha’ reverberated some in that 
dingy old cave, but I held in, and stuffed my mouth with some kinder 
peach that I got hold on off a stall for which I memorandum that I was 
called upon to pay half a dollar—such is the unscrupulous manner in 
which commercial morality is disregarded in these old worn-out trading 
communities. 

I shall be better able to total up the week's expenses when we've 
been here a day or two longer, and also to expose the social aspects of 
this people, for Mrs. E. Donpos and self have received an invite to a 
first-class assembly in a square not more than a street or two off, but 
where we must go ina hired vehicle with a liveried person to drive. 
Rank and Fashion again, of which more by next, from 


Yours till then, 
Eruram P. Donce. 


P.S.—Mrs. E. Dones and self called one morning at Marlborough 
House, the residence of the Paincz or WALES, tomake kind inquiries. 
ALBERT Epwarp was from home, and the menials looked sarcy, but we 
left ee cards that we had with us, and I consider myself sarce- 
proof. 

The fashions here mostiy come out at a place that the instinct 
of the corrupt old institute, known as Great Britain, denominates 
Rotten Row. Mus. Dopas have been all there in the giddy whirl of 
this obsolete old society, and the human figger there is decked out 
considerable in what the High Church party here (did I guess right 
that the Church is still dominant and on its hind legs?) call the girl 
of the mediwval period, alamode Ritualistic. Mrs. D., she forwards 
herewith the latest particulars copied from the topmost of tke British 
dressmaker’s books for next week. They publish in advance. 
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THE LAY OF A LOW-CROWNED HAT: 


Wuen first I saw Sir Harry, on a croquet ground at play, 
He was dressed s> well, 
(Not the least a swell,) 
You could scarcely tell what way ; 
But I know that his clothes were easy, 
Well-fitting, and all that ; 
And to save his head from the breeze, he 
Did not wear a low-crowned hat: 
It was pleasant to think of that— 
For of all the abortions 
Of Fashion's contortions 
There's nought like a low-crowned hat ! 


Mammas smiled on Sir Harry, and daughters sought 
his side, 
For he’d youth and health, 
Good looks and wealth, 
And but lacked a lovely bride. 
In field he was foremost, or nearly, 
In ball-room he seldom sit ; 
And in out-of-door sports, loved dearly, 
He might wear a wide-awake hat. 
There's no objection to that— 
But of chimney-pot kind 
_ The ingenuous mind 
Must shrink from a low-crowned hat ! 


When last I saw Str Harry, ’twas on a Derby Day, 
He was dressed like a cad, 
Had gone to the bad, 
Defaulted and could not pay. 
In trousers of sporting tightness, 
With Welchers in friendly ehat 
He talked with a sporting lightness, 
And he carried a low-crowned hat! 
It was owing of course to that— 
For no reputation, 
Or fortune or station, 
Can stand ’gainst a low-crowned hat! 


SSE 
Nutter Absurdity. 


WE are glad to see that the managers of the Surrey Theatre have 
given notice that “‘ cracking nuts during the performance is strictly 
prohibited.’”” The custom of throwing ginger beer-bottles and quart 
pots over the gallery railings has too long been permitted to flourish 
at Trans-Thamesian playhouses to the damage of the skulls of ‘‘ Poor 
Humanity.” This is a step in the right direction; but it is absurd to 
limit the prohibition to the time of actual performance. Why are 
~ nuts of unoffending persons in pit and stalls to be cracked between 

e acts ? 


Cox-sure. 


Mr. Totrennam is reported to have borne his late suecess at Mort- 
lake with remarkable self-possession. It would not have been sur- 
prising had his repeated victories caused his’cheeks to huve been 
“‘rudderer than the cherry.” 


Premature Announcement. 

Tue evening papers of the 4th inst. professed, without exception, to 
make the public acquainted with the result of the Oxford and Cam- 
bridge boat-race. When we reflect on the killing glances of the fair 
sex darted around in every direction, he must be a bold prophet indeed 
whe would venture to foretel one-fiftieth part of the results of that 
memorable contest. 





Head and Shoulders. 

Tue Queen of Saxony disapproves of the latest fashion in ehevelure, 
and will not admit ladies to Court, who do not dress their hair decently. 
Well, we must say ,we prefer a neat coiffure to the fuzzy unkempt 
locks which would seem to prove that not only nightcaps but brushes 
and combs are going out of fashion. But her Majesty of Saxony 
might extend the edict with advantage. She should not stop short at 
the heads—in many cases it is not only the hair of ladies who go to 
Court that requires to be dressed decently. 


Lines on the Thames’ Embankment. 
Tux District Railway, while it action shirks, 
Vows it is waiting for the Board of Works ; 
The Board of Works progressing in a snail-way 
Vows it is waiting for the District Railway! 
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Gulls and Bulls. 


We beg to call the attention of Mr. Frawx Bucxtanp to some 
strange peculiarities in the formation of the Irish sea-gull. He hasno 
doubt read the report of the prosecution of two men at the Limerick 
Petty Sessions for catching eel-fry contrary to the statute. Their 
defence, as set forth by one of them, was that they were very hungry, 
and seeing the sea-gulls were supping off the eel-fry in the Shannon, 
thought it no sin to follow the example of the birds. They were fined, 
but allowed time to pay the money, whereupon the newspaper report, 
lying before us, says “the two-legged sea-guil and his companion lcft 
the court.”” The English sea-gull is two-legged, but we presume from 
this that the possession of two legs is uncommon in the Irish gull :— 
can it be possible that there is a quadrupedal gull produced by a cross 
with the Irish bull ? 


bs A Happy Pair. 


Tere is a rumour afloat—we suppose it must have floated aeross 
the Straits of Dover—that Mp.ir. Nr sson is about to marry Gustave 


Dork. There can be no Som objection to the match on the 
ground of dissimilarity of tastes and pursuite—they both draw 
tremendously. ‘ 





DEEDS NOT WORDS. 


I've done a deed to-day 
Who sobs—ungratefal little fay— 
My conduct’s ~9" shady. 

She says wher she is left alone 
She sits af home despairing, 

And that’s the very time, I swear, 
I do my deeds of dating ! 


"Twas only yesterday I rush’d 
From isea to the City, 

I merély swore When people push’d 
And tore patt papess witty. 

we stood and others gawked 

some ran through, péll mell, it, 

Unnerved h Temple Bar F walked 

And I’m alivé to tell it. 


Answers to Correspondents, 


[We cannot return wunaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope; but we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | , 

PunsavB doesn’t make much of a job of puns. 

VERITAS.—It does not lie in a “‘ well ’’ to describe how you have done. 

OvutsipeR (Bedford).—Outside-o’-Beds must be cold quarters this 
weather, but we cannot take you in. 

Doctvs.—Thanks. ; 

TimotTHy TIGHT-MAN.— Your Pegasus is most appropriately a screw. 

W. J. H. sends us some jokes which he says “ are original—at any rate 
he never saw them in print.” That proves little—except that he can’t read 
much. 

E. J. Brown.—It is more than probable. 

E. H.—We have ventured to alter the note at the end of your MS., 
‘‘ The Portrait Gallery of British Worthies,”’ into “‘ To be discontinued.’’ 

SuTor (Ayr) hardly suits us. . 

G. L. (Fife.)—We would gladly send you ‘“‘ the money value” of your 
sketch, if there were any coin sufficiently small to represent it. 

R. C. O. (Hong-Kong.)—Not in our line. : 

Tue author of ‘* Macleco, the Malefactor,’’ was quite right to conceal his 
name—it was a proper consideration for the feelings of his family; but he 
should have given us a nom de plume in order to learn that his MS. con- 
tained ‘‘ words that burn ’’—let him ask the housemaid! 

K. (Liverpool.)—We do. ; 

A.B. (Brighton) must really draw the cartoon he suggests for himself. We 
know of no artist who can draw “a benevolent gentleman coming along, 
stooping, with head bent forward, and uttering a pishing sound!” 

A PRINTER’s DeviL.—It would be against our rules to do so. 

A. K.—We regret we cannot assist you to a solution. 

Derectivg.—The _ is not your owa. 
rt 
J. 8. (Liverpool. The book sent saved us the trouble of going to Holborn. 








P. B. G. (Birkenhead) should have sent stamps with his bulky MS., if - 
he wished its return. 


Declined with thanks:—Teddie; A. McS., Leadenball-street; J. N., 


Highgate; 8. R. V.; T. B., Dudley; Happy T.; J. P. R.. Leeds; Toby ; 
W. P. W.; W. D., Manchester; ** Long Acre’’; Sandy; W.G. G., Cheap- 
side; Fides; Acron; W.; 
lenhall; E. H.; Hannibal; M. 
Eggrol; E. A. K.; J. A. D., Castle Hedingbam ; Scio; Xylo; J. P. Y., 
Holloway ; C. H. H.; F. H., Stockpool; B. C., Elgin; Centaur. 


J. O., Camden-town; S.O. B.; W. 8., Wil- 
A., Edinburgh; S. W. C., Hulme; 


——————— --_--- 


Perhaps you'd like to eatch us | 
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PEEPS INTO PAMPHLETS. 


Berore lighting our pipe with the last page of the number of the 
Anti-T. bacco Journal, appropriately dated April Ist, we will just give 
our readers a specimen of what anti-tobaccoites, who of course should 
have unclouded brains, are pleased to consider argument. A speaker 
at a meeting at Exeter Hall informed the audience that— 


** The Turks became a nation of smokers and a nation of Fatalists.’’ 


By this the lucid orator meant to say that the habit of smoking made 
the Turks Fatalists, but as Fatalism is a portion of the creed of 
Manomet, and Mahometanism is older than smoking, the value of the 
argument is »1// This is the way in which people with a hobby will 
sacrifice everything, truth and common sense included, to that hobby. 
Smoking when practised to excess is no doubt injurious, but a man 
may kill himself by excess in drinking water, yet if that were adduced 
as a reason for locking up all the pumps, the Anti-Tobacco Society 
might fairly object to sucha measure. Another speaker said he knew 
a medical gentleman “who could confirm all he said about smcking 
arresting growth ; he had had 1,800 militiamen under his inspection 
whose average height did not exceed five feet two inches!’ That, of 
eourse, is conclusive—quite as conclusive as the evidence to the con- 
trary of the surgeon of the Ist Life Guards, who, having under his 
inspection a number of men over six feet in height, might assert that 
smoking promoted growth. But we will waste no more space over the | 
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Severe Old Party (to lanky Swell) :—“ Goina To A Bal masqué, EH? WELL, CHALK YOUR HEAD AND GO 
Irritated Swell :—“ You MIGHT GO DISGUISED AS A GENTLEMAN :—NO ONE WOULD KNOW you!” 


AS A BILLIARD CUE!”’ 


—— 


twaddle talked by these silly people who ascribe all the ills and sins of 
life to tobacco. If they are to be believed, the only thing needed to 
bring about the Millenium is the suppression of tobacco-smoke! 

In a pamphlet, entitled Our Government Schools; What They Have 
Done With Art, Mz. Nox Witx1ns gives a scathing review of the move- 
ment which has culminated in ‘The South Kensington Cole-osseum. 
Mr. WILK1Ns’s style is quaint, not to say crabbed, and the blunders of 
a provincial printing office mar its effect somewhat, but there 18 no 
mistake about his meaning, and a terrible amount of truth in the 
charges he brings. 

“Schools of Design’ not equal to a triumphal arch, a street drinking fountain, 
or even a monument of their own alleged founder !”’ 
These are hard words but true, and there is much criticism worthy of 
note and to be remembered in the four-and-twenty pages in which 
Mr. WILKINs enumerates and analyses the failures and blunders of the 
Science and Art Department. We heartily commend the little 
pamphlet to all lovers of true art, who deplore its present condition in 
England, and would fain sec how it can be improved. ‘To say that 
Mr. Witxws has a private grievance, and writes under its influence 
is but to say that he feels what every real artist feels—and what a good 
many writers feel and have expressed over and over again. 








How the holiday folks found the wind last week.—Easter-ly. 
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PARED CORN, 


For Puddings, Custards, Blanc Mange, &c. The original and genuine American preparation of Indian Corn. Established 1849. 
No similar article in America or England has the right to the title of “ Original.” 


KEEN, ROBINSON, BELLVILLE, & CO.,, LONDON. 


ee my rr, - 
Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Pha@aix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and published (f-r the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London : April 25, 1868. 
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MANNERS AND CUSTOMS OF JAPAN. 


By Our Yoururvt Essayist AGrep TEN. 
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for the Easter holidays she wants to go andimprove his mind. I 

should like to know how she’d like her mind improved which its 
quite capabel of. I haven’t looked in the Dixinary for the word 
capabel, and what’s more I shan’t. I know what I should just like to 
do and that is to take Aunt Saran, and our Jatin master, and the chap 
that wrote the Delectus if he’s alive as I hope he isn’t, and drive ’em 
down to the Cristal Pallace, and then when they thought they'd got 
me safe in the Roman Court, put ’em into the balloon and cut the ropes 
when there was nobody to let ’em down again. I should like to know 
what I was taken to the British Museum for, when there was a Circus 
in the very next street? The Polytechnic I don’t so much mind, 
because though they’re always after improving your mind there too, 
they do it in a way that’s like learning your lessons with conversation 
cards. If they could only teach the Latin grammar by fireworks, I'd 
say something to’em. But what I’m to do is to write something 
about the Japanese where [ was sent along with James—that’s AUNT 
Saran’s gardener, to see the “habits and customs of this singular 
people”’ as she calls’em. I should call ’em a plural people but that’s 
nothing. Wasn't Aunt Saxau sold that’s all! It was tumbling and 
tight-rope dancing and conjuring and all sorts of games instead of a 
moving panorama or a lecture or anything of that. Aunt thought 
it was something like the Orrery declared to be at the same Theatre or 
at one close by, and my eye! the manners and customs of the Japanese 
are just jolly. L mean totry some ef’em myself when I can save up 
enough to buy a slack rope, two varnished teachests, fourteen butter 
tubs and a ladder that all tumbles to pieces. The manners and 
customs of the Japanese are singular (this is what I am going to write 
to Aunt), and the chiefs of that remarkable country spend the greater 
part of the time on their backs, improving the minds of their offspring 
by revolving them round their axis by means of kicking them up into 
the air. ‘The common people are mostly occupied in spinning tops or 
in the production of gorgeously-painted umbrellas out of fireworks, 
while the men of the family ascend to incredible heights by a single 
hair line, and stand upon their heads on canes which are put to amore 
barberous use in countries where the Delectus is supposed not to turn 
peopleinto wild, beastly iddyots. The Auntsof the Japanese youthamuse 
their holiday times with performing on the slack ropes, and the manu- 
facture of paper butterflies which they can make go any where they like 
withafan. In that happy country museums are altogether unknown 
and the Easter holidays are strictly observed on the banks of the river 
where all sorts of amusements are provided gratis, and double pocket- 
money. 


AI T’S always the way with Acunr Saran that when a feller’s home 
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For his fun and his frolic 
he’d only to tweak 
The end of his famous fan- 

tastical beak. 

And he split his eld sides 
for a week and a 
day, so 

Amused with his nose was 
Kin@ ARCHIBALD 
Naso. 


Feet Of a _monarch’s most 
TSE whimsical organ of 
HEE —f. smell ; 
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Whenever a subject, I'll 
venture to take 

Any wager, miles off, was 
enjoying a steak, 

He would say to his cham- 
berlain, “ Come! I'll 
be shot 

If some villain ain't eatin 
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| It really is a pity, isn’t it 2 that the lady should have adopted that fashion in hair—and that 
| the butcher's horse can't adopt it ! 
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Ass-tonishing. 

Tuk neighbourhood of Belle-Isle in Isling. 
ton may be considered the head-quarters of 
horse-slaughtering. ‘The inspector of knick- 
knackeries appointed under the local Act 
reports the number of animals killed or 
cut-up in his district. He mentions 5,341 
horses dead, and 3,649 alive, 225 cows, 
dead, one buffalo, one mule, and 26 dead 
donkeys. It has been declared that even 
in the neighbourhood of Hampstead Heath 
after Easter Monday a dead donkey cannot 
be seen, but it is evident that the patient 
creature has been as much Belle-isled—we 
beg pardon, belied, as it has been mal- 
treated. Unlike his obstinate relative the 
mule, of whom only one is reported as 
yielding to fate, Jack is not such a fool as 
‘“‘ never to say die.”’ In fact a dead donkey 
is not such an a-knacker-onism as some © 
people suppose. 


To be read Ore Rotundo. 


An Irish gamekeeper sdvertises in a 
sporting contemporary that for the trifling 
consideration of 2s. he will forward “ a@ sure 
preventive from Gapes”’ ;—this is almost too 
good to be true; but if genuine it is a most 
valuable discovery, and will doubtless be 
duly appreciated by the play-going portion 
of the public. 


All-Fours. 


Tur Frencu Emperor has presented a 
pair of magnificent fowling-pieces to the 
celebrated baritone of the Opera. Of 
course they are double-barrelled, or they | 


would hardly do for Faunreg. 
I eres 








But the funniest freak which Kine ArcuIBALD had | 
Was the wish to be everywhere known as a lad ; | 
He had chrenic lumbago, rheumatics and gout, 

He was wheezy, uneasy, dyspeptic and stout. 

And yet though he coughed twenty times on the stairs, 

He would still keep assuming most juvenile airs! 


For years upon years he still kept on this track, 

Of port and brown sherry he still took his whack, 

But one morning he found to his utter dismay 

That his wicked old nose had turned suddenly gray ! 

‘Then his friends sneaked away—many friends have this way—8° 
He fondled alone his old nose did Kine Naso. 


Fiddle-de-dee. | 


Tue Globe correspondent speaks of a French lady'who appeared at the 
Grand Opera covered with jewels. She had just paid twerty-four | 
thousand pounds for a set of diamonds, yet had previously the reputa- 
tion of possessing more precious stones than many a Princess. Her 
husband is an ex-chef-d'orchestre! He of course pays the piper—but | 
how someone must have paid the fiddler ! 





‘‘E”-sy Does It. | 
A cartain of the French Navy, of the name of Lx Bris, is con- | 


his steak with shallot. | structing at Brest a flying machine in the form of a bird. He is con- 
I demand for that onion | fident of success and will put his invention to the test. Well, all we 
his head at a blow, hope is that he will not, when he commits himself to the wind, earn 


organ, you know! 


They would have us believe 
in Arabian tales, 
That a mountainous mag- 





- 


; nails, 
But a fact, which is stronger, I certainly deem, 
Occurred when Kino Arcursasp walked by a stream ; 
Then the frogs and the lizards their pitches and tosses, 
Kept playing on ArcuinaALp’s lengthy proboscis ! 
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a net drew ships of their 
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"T won't suit this olfactory the name of Lz Bris£. | 





Doing at Rome as Rome does. 


A LEaptR in the “leading journal” describing the entry of the | 
Prince of Wales into Dublin, states— 


“* The most striking feature in the procession was, however avoid.” 


This is certainly an eminently Irish way of putting it. | 





AFTER HOOK. 


Lobster Catchers.—The Nursemaids in the Parks. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 60. ty 


A casE which is pending just now while we're writing, ay, 


No matter in which way ’tis finally settled, 

One party, as Yorkshiremen say, will be “ fettled.”’ 
The moral is, ladies should not be caught napping, 
Without one “rap”’ left, by attention to rapping. 


1.—A vision of melodious strains 
Is with me, and the sound remains 
Of echoing chorus and of son 
Whose sweet refrain will linger long. 
What wonder that his honour'd name 
Unto this day is known to fame. 


2.—We learn of the planets 
By this, and you’!l say 
That nought better than it’s 
Been found since the day 
It first mark’d their way. 


3.— Still with us! and years long ago I remember, 
’Ere May days of life were merg’d in December 
We love him as ever, though altered the voice is, 
A scene in a garden my spirit rejoices. 


Its folds upon the winds were outward flung, 
And trumpets blared, the word is ALFrep T.’, 
The answer must, of course, be both of these. 
Sotution or Acrostic, No. 58.—Easter, Recess: Ebor. 
Ale, Salic, Tyne, Express, Ruts. 
CorRRECT SOLUTIONS OF AcrosTic No. 58, RECEIVED APRIL 22nd :— 
J.H.1.0.; Towhit. 


8. J. W.— We give a whole week, as you will see, if you take the 
trouble to look. For the spelling of Talanta see Zimes. 


4.— It lisp’d before me, it was very young, 


Wur is a he-goat with a family like a lively letter >— 
Because he’s a nenny-mated Billy. 


Sticking at Nothing. 


Tue Grocer in noticing a new sweetmeat invented by | 
Messrs. Roperts anD Co. of Greenwich object to its | 
having a French name given to it—Bédton de Dame | 
We should think an apt English title might be easily 
found for it. It is described as of ‘‘ convenient length,” 
“soft, and exceedingly smooth.” The description applies 
so admirably to a lady’s tongue that we would suggest 
as an English name a free translation of Bdton de | 
dame—‘* Woman's Weapon.” | T'Ln Pay 











| 
| OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 
| 4 ig announced that THERESA is coming to | 


It is said she has been engaged for | 
This | 


| 


London. 
ten concerts for four hundred pounds. 
appears to me rather a small sum, considering 
the class of society which—if we may judge 
from the case of the Jotty Nasu—is likely to 
patronise the exhibition. If some enterprising 
ihanager would but engage THERESA, FINETTE, 
and two or three musical hall singers, take a 
_ theatre, and open it at Opera prices and with Opera rules, I | 
think it not unlikely that he would be largely supported by rank and | 
fashion. What a notion the French must have of our taste when they | 
_ reflect on the artistes they have sent us—CLopocue and Company and | 
| Finetre, dancers of the cancan, and THERESA, singer of café songs. 
| Tue Poet Turrer has published a pamphlet in prose and verse, 
entitled Our Canadian Dominion. The object of the ballads, appears to | 
| be the installation of Mr. Turrer as poet laureate of the kingdom of | 
| Canada, for which purpose, of course, the erection of Canada into a 
_ kingdom is incidentally proposed. I have only space enough to give 
| one quotation, but its lofty diction and perspicuity will commend the 
_ work to all readers :— 


“* In anywise a royal prince we ask to bless us now, 
And bathe these snowy decks with honour’s light from poop to prow 
Both officers and crew ennobled by his royal touch,— r 
Oh, this would gladden Canada! Ob, this would raise her much!’ 

. The sublimity of the last line goes almost a step beyond itself, it is so | 
carried away by its fervour! There is a historical grandeur about the | 
last line but one, for it reminds one’of the old ceremony of touching | 
for the King’s evil. As for the two first lines, they are beautiful ‘in 






— 


_ 





—— 





ee . 
———— 





Some people in Lincoln’s Inn hugely delighting ; | addin 
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Go’t Again! | S35 
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Seedy Customer (who has just finished a bottle of beer) :—I say, Guv'Non, 
WHOSE BEER’S THAT ?”’ 

Publican :—**Ou, Bass’s, oF course!” 

S. C.:—“ Anu, THEN THE FIRST TIME I'VE THE PLEASURE OF SEEING HIM, 


IM FOR 1T!”’ 





anywise.” I cannot say I wish Mr. Tupper success in his endeavour 
to bless Canada with a king and a laureate—what should we do 
without him ? 

Tuat capital little school magazine, the Elizabethan, is to hand 
again this month. It keeps well up to the high mark it made to start 
with. If there be anything it needs to improve it, it is a more strict 
supervision of the verse department. Unfortunately, verse-writing (I 
mean English verse-writing) is not taught at schools, so the youngsters 
may be pardoned slips which their elders only too often commit. But 
the mere mechanical part of verse-writing might be so simply taught 
that one regrets its omission from education. Here are a few hints for 
the Editer—page 53—“ requires’’ isa disyllable, not a trisyllable, and 
—pages 44 and 45—“hug her” and “sugar,” “back or’ and 
“hacker,” and ‘‘hubbub” and ‘dub up” are so many blots in a 
clever magazine. 

A nopy was discovered a short time since in an unfinished house at 
Hackney. It must have lain there some months. It turns out to be 
the corpse of a lunatic who made his escape from St. Luke's. Yet 
nothing had been heard of the “ extraordinary escape’’ until the 
discovery at Hackney Wick. Is it 80 common a thing for lunatics to 
escape from St. Luke’s and the other asylums that no stir is made about 
it? One would like to know how the “extraordinary escape’’ was 
made through six locked and iron-plated doors, for it may be taken for 
granted that the escape was not so extraordinary as to have been 
effected through the keyholes. The Lunacy Commissioners should lose 


> eens 


EE 


no time in examining into this case and punishing the negligence | 


which must have permitted the escape. I hope it will not turn out 
that the asylum is named, on the Lucus 4 non lucendo principle, St. 
Luke’s because it never /ooks after its patients. 


— 


A Creven Hanrpist.—4pt-Tommas. 
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| picters and playin’ the music constant. 





A CAD. 
(Dedicated to Music Hall Songsters.) 


I'M a ’orrible ’owling cad 
With the leer and laugh of a larky lad, 
The lords of the land come and break a lance 
With this witty disciple of Mr. Vanes. 


If an accurate knowledge of me you seek, 
I live like a prince on a pound a week ; 
My debts I am certain amount to “nil,” 
For, failing tick, why, I try the till! 


A cut-away coat and a sixpenny stick, 

A buttonhold flow’r and a mild Pickwick, 
An arm for a Juniper-Mansion belle, 
Come, that’s my idea of a howling swell. 


The rounds of a music-hall star I take, 

And the hand of the gent in the chair I shake, 
I smoke and drink and I lounge and bet, 

And I know a fellow who's chaffed Frvetrs 


I'm great at a dancing academy hop, 

When I mind my steps, though I’ve left the 
shop, 

I leave my business every year, 

When my country seat—is on Margate Pier. 





My notion of fun is a filthy screech 

In the streets of town or on Brighton beach. 
The road I am travelling leads to the bad, 
The journey of hevery ’owling cad! 








MES. BROWN IN AMERICA. 


Sr. Parricx’s Day. 


I wasn’t over partikler pleased about going out St. Partick’s day 
and should not ’ave went out at all only for Mrs. SHanoy, as come 
a-pressin’ me for to go, and said as it would be a noble sight for to see 
millions of the sons of Herring turn out. 

Well, my ‘art misgive me like, for I well remembers what a Hirish 
weddin’ brought about once only two streets off where we was a-livin’, 
when you'd ‘ave thought as all Bedlam ’ad been and got married, and 
carried to the ‘ospital in shetters by the ’undred afore the night was 
out, and the perlice no more use than the babe unborn, and obligated 
for to fetch the priest ’isself out of ’is bed, as pretty soon settled their 
‘ash, and took and throwed the stone bottle of whiskey out of the 
winder, as was no doubt ’is duty, but as luck would ’ave it, it fell slap on 
to two policemen as were a-keepin’ guard at the door, and might ’ave 
ended fatal but for their ’eads bein’ that thick covered with them 
Havnert’s ‘ats, as was named arter Ropgert Pret, Bobbies, as come in, 
I well remembers, nearly thirty year ago, when the old watchmen 
were put down, as were a useless lot, a-sleepin’ in their boxes and a- 
callin’ the hours, as made it more cheerful if you was a-layin’ awake, 
tho’ not much use in case of murder, as is know'd to ’ave ’appened on 
their beats and nobody a bit the wiser, tho’ parties ’ollered “ watch” 
like mad in their dyin’ struggles, as my own aunt ’ad one of them 
rattles a-’angin’ at ‘er bed-’ead over by Battersea-rise, as was ’eard 
distinct at Chelsea ’Ospital thro’ ’er a-springin’ it one moonlight night 
out of winder when sho see two waggybones a-cuttin’ the lead off the 
top of the parish church, as weren’t more than a stone’s throw from 
‘er house, and was obligated to abscond without their plunder, and 
never got no thanks for ’er pains, but called old Rattler ever arter, as 

it’s my opinion the perlice was in with the thieves. 

I'm sure if St. Patrick ’ad’ad the day made a-purpose for ’im he 
couldn’t ’ave ‘ad a finer, with a blazin’ sun as were a reglar scorcher, 
I can tell you, and me afraid to leave off my winter clothes, for it 
changes here from ‘ot to cold in a minit or two, and you're all shivers 
afore you know where you are thro’ a-turnin’ a corner sudden or even 
the shady side of the way. 

I was ready to drop with ’eat afore I got to Broadway where the 
persession was a-comin’ by, and as to the mud up to your ankles and 
them over shoes wery ‘ot and confinin’ to the feet. 

I must say as they looked werry grand them Irish as were on ’orse- 
back in cock ’ats and feathers with green and gold things round their 
shoulders, only the music a-playin’ made them ’orses werry fidgetty 
and I could see as many of them parties ’ad to old pretty tight for to 
keep on. 

Well, on they kep’ a-marchin’, all in the mud, a-carryin’ lovely 
dest ¢* I got up to the place 
where I'd agreed to meet Mus. Suanpy thei” ‘8 a deal of scrougin’, 
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and as muchas I could do to get through the crowd to where I gee ’ey 
a-standin’, along with Mrs. Macui1re and Mrs. O’ Connor, as is ’er 
two cousins, and when I gets up to ’em if they didn’t begin to Say ag 
they wouldn’t be seen with me. aa 
I says, “ Why not?’ Says Mrs. Macutrz, “Sure, it ’ll be trouble 
to you afore you gets through.” 
I says, ‘‘ What do youmean?” She says, “ That dirty old rag of a 
thing you’ve got on your back.” I says, “It’sa real Chaney crape.” 
‘Yes,’ she says; ‘‘ but what made you wear it?’ ‘ Because,” J 
says, “I ain’t got nothin kelse as I can walk under with winter under- 
clothin’.”” So she says, ‘It ’ll bother you yet.” 
I says, “Why?” She says, “‘ Why, it’s a bright orange.’”’ I says, 
“ What ifitis? It’s the only colour as it would take when I had it 
dyed last.” 
She says, “‘ You ain’t got a bitof green about you.” I says, “ Oh, 
dear, no; there’s nothink green about me, I ’ope.’’ She says, “ Then 
don’t you come with us.”’ I says, “I’m sure [ don’t want your com- 
pany, as can get slong werry well alone,” so off I walks. 
Well, the crowd come a-drivin’ along, and there come one of them 
wild Hirish washin’ women, a-tearin’ and a-screamin’, ‘Oh, the 
arlin’s, sure, ain’t they picters!’’ And a-shovin’ every one out of 
the way as she might get in front to see a parcel of boys as was all 


~, 


dressed up in fancy caps and shirts, as was a-walkin’ in the persession. | 


So I says, “Look where you're a-goin’ to.” 


’er elbows, as I’m sure was the wuss for liquor, though it was the total 
abstinence boys as she wanted to see. 

Well, there was parties there as didn’t see givin’ ’er up their places, 
so they pushed ’er back, and so she was kep’ close agin where I was 
a-standin’, through the crowd bein’ that thick. ‘There was a werry 
nice lady as stood next me, she says, a-lookin’ at them boys, “It's to 
be oped as they ’ll grow up teatotallers.’”’ I says, ‘‘ Poor children, it’s 
nonsense a-makin’ them take pledges, as don’t know their own minds, 


She says, “Solam | 
a-lookin’, and means to get in front,”” and begun a-drivin’ away with | 


and ain’t likely for to drink now, unless it’s give ’em by theirdrunken | 


waggerbones of parents.” 


Says that wild fieldmale, “‘ Who are ye a-callin’ waggerbones? ye | 


old dirty lump of a protestant, wid your orange colours for to insult 
us wid.” I says, ‘“‘[ were not a addressin’ myself to you, mum; and 
as to my shawl, it’s my business, and none of yours.”’ 

She says, “I'll ’ave it off the back of you pretty quick,”’ and if she 
didn’t give a grab at my shawl, and afore you could say Jack Robin- 
son if was down in the mud. [I tried for to pick it up, but some 
cowardly willin’ give me a bonneter. I turns round for to purtect 
myself, and ’olds up my umbreller, and if they didn’t ketch it out of 
my ’and and pitch into me with it as I was a-stoopin’ down agin to 
get my shawl. 


T ’ollers “ Perlice,” and if a man didn’t stand up for me, and say as — 


I shouldn't be insulted, as he’d stand by me, as was on the right side; 
and he catches my shawl out of my ’and and waves it about. 
row as was made; I was drove wiolent agin that wild woman as was 


Oh, the | 


a-standin’ agin a door-post, and ’eard ’er give a loud grunt, and then | 


she yelled as I’d been and smashed in the bones of ’er. 

_Up come the perlice, and seizes ’old on me, and drags me from that 
wild beast, as were thankful as they took me up, for I’m sure I should 
‘ave been killed but for them. I was took off to their station ‘ouse, 
and if the perlice didn’t tell the party as were there that I was tryin’ 
to get up a Orange row. 

Isays,“‘Me! Never!’ He says, “I see you a-wavin’ a orange- 
coloured flag and a-shoutin’, and it’s a wonder as you wasn’t killed.” 

Says the party as were a-settin’ there, “It’s werry disgraceful in 
you—are you Irish ?”” I says, “No sir, thro’ bein’ born in London.” 

** Ah,”’ he says, “‘a many Irish is born there.”’ I says, ‘ No doubt, 
for they’re everywhere, and ’ave always lived peaceable with me.” 

Then he says, “If I let you go will you promise to go ’ome quietly 
at once?” Isays, “ Yes, and thankful to get there.” 

So they let me go, as ’ad to walk ever so far with no shawl on, and 
my umbreller broke to ribbons. I wouldn’t’ave minded anything if 
that Mus. SHanpy ’adn’t stood me out as I did it for the purpose. _ 

I says, “Did what?” “Why,” she says, “put on that shawl, as is 
reg’ lar Orange.’ 

I says, ‘‘ Whatever difference can that make to anybody ?’’ “Why,” 
she says, ‘that’s the Protestant colour.” 

“Well,” I says, ‘I’ve met with a good many things to make any- 
one start in ’Merryker, but,” I says, ‘‘the idea of colours ‘avin’ 
religions is downright foolishness, and I suppose next you'll bea-tellin’ 
me as dogs and cats is Christians.” 

She says, ‘‘ Never in my born days did I see sich a thick ’ead—why, 
you can’t get anything thro’ your wool.” 

I says, ‘‘ Not bein’ a negro-black, I ’ave no wool to get through, and as 
I don’t want no insults, I begs as you'll drop my acquaintance,’’ 80 we 
ain't spoke since, as makes it unpleasant a-meetin’ reg’ lar for meals. 

_ But I’m sure as to that St. Patrick’s Day it’s downright waste of 
time and money, and didn’t ought to be allowed, a-stoppin’ up the 
streets, and costs ’eaps of money, as they’d much better give to the 
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THE TEMPEST ( 


Stephano :—Mr. J*HN B*LL. Trincu 


Stephano :—‘‘ Four legs and two vcices: a most delicate monster! His forward voice now is to speak 





U N.—Masr 2, 1868. 


[ (NOT IN A TEAPOT). 


Trinculo :—~L*rp Str*nu*y. Caliban :—Mr. D*sr**x’. 


o speak well of his friend; his backward voice is to utter foul speeches and to detract.”—The Tempest 
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A CONTENTED MIND, 


ee 111 1,.! = {II BN he | Tr I was not compelled for my living to toil, 

—————— maa Yee ll | If food, drink, and closhes were produced by the soil, 

if {, 'S Wy [f ready-cooked dinners were borne on the gales, 

eH \ (AS And rivers of AuLsopp flowed free through the vales, | 

pee tN LIE 1) om 3 F ” A ZZ It we all lived in caves in a primitive way, 

I could live and be happy on twopence a day— 
Twopence a day— 
Twopence a day— | 

I could live like a prince upon twopence a day. | 













If I never was called on for taxes or rates, 

And no paupers existed to burden our States, | 

{f one never was called on to aid a poor brother, 

And all in the world, one as rich as another ; 
Oh, if nothing at all [ were called on to pay, 

I could live and be happy on twopence a day— 

‘Twopence a day— 

‘'wopence a day — 

I'd be kind to the poor upon twopence a day. | 

| 













If the world had returned to the Season of Gold, 





| yf 4 | ! BATH! When nought could be bought because nothing 1s sold, 
| PURSES || =A i* AZ When the harvest spontaneously sprang from the ground, 
iM y EG And mutton and beef cost but no-pence a pound, 
When beer’s nothing a quart and you bring your own 
jugs, 
And guild, bank-notes, copper, and silver are drugs, 
I think that I really may venture to say 
I could save something handsome on twopence a day. 
Twopence a day— 
‘T'wopence a day— 
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= Pallmallese! 

Tue author ot *‘ Occasional Notes” in the P.I.G. has 
done much to enrich and amplify the English language, 
| but he has seldom given usa more elegant example of 
| his powers than the following (vide J.J. 4. of the 
22nd of April) :— 
| The names of the officers comprising the Court are as follows. 
We shouid have thought that anyone with the education 
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of a hhonsemaid, even, would have known thit ‘* to com- 
prise’’ means to “include, contain, embrace, encircle ’— 
in short to “comprehend’’ but not in the sense in 
which the writer of “ notes’? comprehends tue LEnghsh 
language. 


| 
| 
| FEELING SHAKY. 


Smithers (administering “the grip cordial’’) :—“ Au, WITHERS, YOU'RE 
LOOKING JOLLY !” 
Withers (deprived of use of right hand):—**‘ Humru! I pon’r feel so!” 


_—_——— 
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Answers to Correspondents, 








the Irish persuasion, as seems to me as bad off ’ere as everywhere else, 


| puor, as is starvin’ by thousands in this werry place, and nearly all of 
and all owin’ to the drink, as they can’t take in moderation, but must 


make beasts of theirselves, and always ends in a fight, as might be all 
jolly but for that, and always cheerful, too, not but what they’re quite 
different ’ere to England. I’m sure Mr. Suanpy come’ome from that 
dinner that gone in liquor, as frightened Mrs. SkinmoreE nearly to 
death for fear of fire, as is’er constant terrors, as well it may be, with 
a wooden ’ouse as is ’ighly dangerous, I should say, and danced a jig 
for ever so long with a lot of companions on the door-step, and 
wouldn’t be pacified till ’ticed indoors with the promise of a drink, 
tho’ I should ’ave said ’ad ’ad oshuns aready. 

Mrs. Sxrpmorg, she says, as Mrs. SHANDY was only a-promisin’, 
and did not mean for ’im to have no more that night; but bless you, 
he made all the lot as were with ’im come in, and drink they would 
‘ave, and a-singin’ “St. Patrick’s Day in the Mornin’,’”’ as is one of 
their songs, till I was pretty nigh drove mad, and goes to the top of 
the stairs, and puts my ’ead over the bannisters, and says to 
Mrs. Skipmorz, “Are we a-goin’ to get a wink of sleep to-night 
or not?” 


Evidently a bit of Buffo(o)nery. 


TO THE EDITOR OF “ FUN.”’ 


and taking a prowinent part in public matters,’ 
is a comic writer. 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope; but we do not hold 
ourselves responsible for loss.] 

A WATERFORD CORRESPONDENT Sends no name with his contribution, 
but as he called his sketch *‘ Stupidity,’’ perhaps he was right to avoida 
repetition. 

SpEcIaAL.—Don’t send us jokes out of our own back numbers, It’s only 
waste of time. 

W. R. B.— We don't see that the fact of your friend “‘ having been a 
surgeon in large practice, but being now retired, a magistrate for the county, 
’ necessarily proves that he 


AppLe-J AacK—Means cider, we suppose, but is really very small beer. 
Fing AND Fury.—Why this self-conscious signature? We cannot 


understand what your “tale told by an idivt’’ can possibly signify. 


A. D. (Chiswell-street.)—We have had such a suspicious coincidence of 


contributions about ‘‘ Phayre and Merewether,”’ that we believe not one of 
them is original. 


DECLINING AUTHOR.—Declined altogether. 

G.—something (Glasgow).—Lllegible. 

Anx1ous.—The Chancellor of the Exchequer. 

J. G. G. (Lansdowne-terrace, Exeter).—The coincidence may be strange, 
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Str.— Wishing to find a new occupant for a cage lately tenanted by | but it is not likely that our rejected communications should find their way 


a pet squirrel, i have searched in the Post-office Directory—but with- | eleewhere—unless sent by their perpetrators. 
out success—for a list of those who deal in hyperbole, as 4 friend tells | _ Declined with thanks :—W. H., i F Be T., fa ase , * A. ; 
me that a pair of them would just suit me. It has occurred to me that | Tid; A. S., Redcar; Bladders; H. D. H., Southwark; Nipper; J. 5., 
. ; . : : —_ . | Gracechurch-street; Brother Jonathan; W. G. L., King Henry’s-road ; 
possibly you might be able to afford me the required information. I Cynic; H. K. S., New John-street; Topsey; F HOE Carey-street ; 
should also be glad to know what is the proper diet for a Zoctrope, It | B., Gloucester-road ; A. B. : Jenks ; ‘Tit; Dan ; B. O'C.; J. H., 
1s, I hear, amusing, and the cost of its keep insignificant. Iam, Sir, | >rinces-square; S. K., Islington; Cloe; S. X.; D. G. C., Aberdeen; 
Your humble servant, i. F. G.; E. M. F., Higham; Robin Hood; J. B. R., Erith; I’ 
















D. B. 
» Van Toon. Clapham-road ; Musicus; J. M., Kirkintilloch; A Lover of Goo Music: 
P.S.—I should have applied to the sporting papers but Ilamtoldthey | A.J.; A.P.H.S.; R.O.; Y.A.H.; 5. E.; Frizz; G. U. ».; Blue 






know little of “natural” history. | Gown; R. M. B.; W. T., Chester. 
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THE NOAH’S ARK-ADEMY. 
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7 HE other day a toy Noan’s Ark I bought in the Lowther Arcade, | 
W In a page of Academy Catalogue they wrapped upthe purchase I | 
made, 
And that is the reason I had (as the artist endeavours to show) a | 
Dream of R.A.’s, two-and-two, with Sir Freperick GRANT as Noa. | 
And first in the long procession, behold the lions,of course by Str Epwiy, | 
‘Then Mruais and CaLperon, two giraffes, the race by a long neck | 
and head win, 
And close at hand on the wing you see a pair of highfliers; that's 
Composed of Parriz and Orcuarpson, kcen-eyed, tho’ shown as bats; | 
As elephants Warp and Mac.isg appear, whose frescoes the nation 
have cost riches ; sane, 
While Lanz and McDowsg11 plume themselves on their proud position | 
as ostriches ; 
There’s AnspELL the stag, and LergHton who seems a gazelle—or one | 
of the roe-does; | 
While Harr and the elder PickErsortu are a couple of ancient dodos. | 
Then Lee and Cooper next appear as cattle, the scene to vary, | 
And J. P. Kyicurt is a jolly bird, that’s known as the Secretary ; | 
Then Hook and Poote as fish“ out of water,’’ quite out-and-outers ; 
And Frost (whose blue rocks are well known) and Frirx appear a8 4 
pair of pouters. 
Le Jzung and Exmore are spotted as leopards, and next in his place 
C. Lanpseer, a son of Noau (so like, though you cannot see his face) ; 
Then Horsey of course is a horse, and, of courser, the old white 
trooper 
One has seen on the walls so oft is a sort of sham ABRAHAM COOPER ; 
RicuMonpd and Goopatr. as sheep are the couple next presentable, 
And Donson, too, as a little lamb, whose capers are so lamb-entable. 
O'N =~ and Lewis as two white bears from the North Pole’s icy 
arrier ; ” 
And Farp and Wesster are dogs, a Scotch and an English “ tarrier 
Next are Boxatt and DuxHam, who’ve made great talks by picture 
and bust, ; 
And are made great auks or penguins themselves, as is right and just; 
Rsporave and PickerscILL Junior as goats march next sedately ; 
And Nicott and Yeames appear as snakes with the coils they have 
both made lately ; : 
While Warrs and Sant as “the gentlemen in black velvet,” thats 


ry. ee 9 


to say, 

As moles, uphold the dig-nity of their art in a proper way ; 

There’s Catpkr MarsHALu as wolf—the wolf needs very swift hounds 
to match him, 

If you want, as the hunters say, a good bust, you’d better endeavour 
to catch him. 

Such was the wonderful dream I had—I tell it unto you, 

And such was the long array of R.A.’s, all marching two and two. 


Be ar 
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SEEING THE POINT. 


Flora :—“ Mamma, I sHovuLp LIKE TO STAY AT HOME TO-DAY—IT'S GOING TO RAIN, TOO—LOOK WHERE THE WIND IS; I?’S8 IN THE 
? 


SOUTH, YOU CAN SEE BY THE LETTERS ON THE CHURCH SPIRE, AND---—— 
Mamma :—“ Poou, NONSENSE, CHILD! P& OFF TO SCHOOL AT ONCE; THAT S IS ALWAYS POINTING IN THAT DIRECTION.” 











‘A New Lute for the Laboratory.”’ 


A scIentiric journal contains a paragraph under this heading which 





None of Your Violin-ce! 

WE are grieved to relate that a facetious correspondent, having read 
in the papers that the late Mr. Fyp¥xx of Morcott Hall, Rutland, has | we cannot altogether understand, for it alludes to zinc-white, fine 
bequeathed to the National Life Boat Institution the sum of one | sand, and other things not usually employed in the manufacture of 
hundred pounds, writes to ask if the gift will be recorded in proper | musical instruments. However, as the laboratory is to have a lute, 
classical “dono dedit’’ form, because if so it will look very like | we are only too happy as lovers of science to present a song for the 
“Fypety d.d.”’ We can assure our correspondent that if he will | lute. 
come down to the same tune which this first Fypeti has performed, it 


Oh, come where the Cyanides silently flow, 





: will be the only chance of our forgiving his impertinence to so admirable | And the Carburets droop o’er the Oxides below ; 
3 an Institution. Where the rays of Potassium lie white on the hill, | 
FY | And the song of the Silicate never is still. 
y Ducks and Drakes. Come, oh, Come! 
: A cane of burglars broke into Nutwell the residence of Sir Trayton | Tumti, tum, tum! 

Drake in Devonshire the other day. They effected their entrance Peroxide of soda, and urani-um! 


after examining two rooms, probably for fear of alarming the house. 


No doubt they now consider that they acted ‘‘too wisely but 


| 

] i i h ted ; 
cleverly, buthad to be contented with very little booty, for they retreate While alcohol’s liquid at thirty degrees, 
And no chemical change can affect manganese ; 

| 





: Nut-well,” While alkalies flourish ; and acids are free, 
i , My heart shall be constant, sweet science, to thee! 
i Scientific News. Yes, to thee! 
. On its being telegraphed from Portsmouth that the Indian troopship Fiddledum dee! 
Crocodile had arrived with troops from Alexandria, the President and Zinc, borax, and bismuth; and HO + C, 
| fellows of the Zoological Society started immediately for Portsmouth | 
No Flies! A CORRESPONDENT, who deserves a good “ quilting” for his pains, 


Tux Scientific American gives an account of a spider which attaches | TePorts that the Commissioners of Woods and Forests have purchased | 
& line toa a. 9 and then, taseinr itself into the air and paying out | ® number of sewing machines for “ felling" purposes. 
more line as the wind carries it, ascends like a kite. How strangely . 
Nature has anticipated the discoveries of man! ‘This spider must have | The Poet in Error. | 
been catching its victims by means of a kite long before the first bill-| “ Know that health exceeds of either Ind the treasured wealth.” — 
discounter saw daylight. | Not so ;—nothing like “‘ laying up”’ for a rainy day. 
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(| HE other dayatoy Noan’s Ark I bought in the Lowther Arcade, 
© In a page of Academy Catalogue they wrapped up the purchase I 
made, 
And that is the reason I had (as the artist endeavours to show) 4 
Dream of R.A.’s, two-and-two, with Sir I'repERicK GRANT AS Noau. 
And first in the long procession, behold the lions,of course by Str Epwis, 
‘hen Mirtais and Catperon, two giraffes, the race by a long neck 
and head win, 

And close at hand on the wing you see a pair of highfliers; thats 
Composed of Parriz and Oxcuarpson, kcen-eyed, tho’ shown as bats ; 
As elephants Warp and Macuise appear, whose frescoes the nation | 


have cost riches ; al 

While Lang and McDows tt plume themselves on their proud position 
as ostriches ; . 

There’s ANsDELL the stag, and Lercuton who seems a gazelle—or one | 
of the roe-does; 

While Harr and the elder Prckersottt are a couple of ancient dodos. 

Then Lex and Coorer next appear as cattle, the scene to vary, 

And J. P. Kyicut is a jolly bird, that’s known as the Secretary ; } 

Then Hook and Pooe as fish“ out of water,’’ quite out-and-outers ; 

And Frost (whose blue rocks are well known) and Fritx appear a8 4 
pair of pouters. 

Le Jeune and Etmore are spotted as leopards, and next in his place 

C. Lanpseer, a son of Noau (solike, though you cannot see his face) ; 

Then Horsey of course is a horse, and, of courser, the old white 
trooper 

One has seen on the walls so oft is a sort of sham ABRAHAM COOPER ; 

Ricumonp and Goopatr. as sheep are the couple next presentable, 

And Donson, too, as a little lamb, whose capers are so lamb-entable. 

O'’Nigxi and Lewis as two white bears from the North Pole’s icy 
barrier ; a 

And Farp and Wenster are dogs, a Scotch and an English “ tarrier 

Next are Boxatt and DuxHam, who've made great talks by picture 

and bust, . 

And are made great auks or penguins themselves, as is right and just; 

Reporave and PickersciLL Junior as goats march next sedately ; 

And Nicott and Yeames appear as snakes with the coils they have 
both made lately ; 

With ‘Warts and Sant as “the gentlemen in black velvet,’ thats 

say, 

As moles, uphold the dig-nity of their art in a proper way ; 

There’s Carper MarsHa.u as wolf—the wolf needs very swift hounds 
to match him, 

If you want, as the hunters say, a good bust, you'd better endeavour 
to catch him. 

Such was the wonderful dream I had—I tell it unto you, 

And such was the long array of R.A.’s, all marching two and two. 
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FAN RS 
SEEING THE POINT. 


Flora :—“ Mauna, I suovLp LIKE TO STAY AT WOME TO-DAY—IT'S GOING TO RAIN, TOO—LOOK WHERE THE WIND IS; IT'S IN THE 
SOUTH, YOU CAN SEE BY THE LETTERS ON THE CHURCH SPIRE, AND 








Mamma :-—* Poou, NONSENSE, CHILD! Pr orr TO SCHOOL AT ONCE; THAT S IS ALWAYS POINTING IN THAT DIRECTION.” 
. * j ” 
None of Your Violin-ce! ‘A New Lute for the Laboratory. 
Ws are grieved to relate that a facetious correspondent, having read A scientiric journal contains a paragraph under this heading which 


in the papers that the late Mr. Fypeix of Morcott Hall, Rutland, has | we cannot altogether understand, for it alludes to zine-white, fine 
bequeathed to the National Life Boat Institution the sum of one | gand, and other things not usually employed in the manufacture of 
hundred pounds, writes to ask if the gift will be recorded in proper | musical instruments. However, as the laboratory is to have a lute, 
classical ‘dono dedit’’ form, because if so it will look very like | we are only too happy as lovers of science to present a sung for the 
“Fypeiti d.d.”’ We can assure our correspondent that if he will | lute. : 


come down to the same tune which this first fF ypei. has performed, it | Oh, come where the Cyanides silently flow, 
will be the only chance of our forgiving his impertinence to so admirable And the Carburets droop o'er the Oxides below ; 
an Institution. | Where the rays of Potassium le white on the hill, 





And the song of the Silicate never is still. 
Ducks and Drakes. Come, oh, Come! 

A Gana of burglars broke into Nutwell the residence of Sir TraytTon Tumti, tum, tum! 
Drake in Devonshire the other day. They effected their entrance Peroxide of soda, and urani-um! 
cleverly, buthad to be contented with very little booty, for they retreated 
after examining two rooms, probably for fear of alarming the house. 
No doubt they now consider that they acted ‘too wisely but 
Nut-well.”’ 


While alcohol’s liquid at thirty degrees, 
And no chemical change can affect manyanese ; 
While alkalies flourish ; and acids are free, 





My heart shall be constant, sweet science, to thee! ‘4 
Scientific News. Yes, to thee! | 


On its being telegraphed from Portsmouth that the Indian troopship | Fiddledum dee! 
Crocodile had arrived with troops from Alexandria, the President and | Zinc, borax, and bismuth; and HO + C, 
fellows of the Zoological Society started immediately for Portsmouth | 
to prosecute inquiries ‘‘ how about the Crocodile-steers.”’ 








oS nose eer 





; nee | What Howe! 
No Flies! | A CORRESPONDENT, who deserves a good “ quilting” for his pains, ii 

Tue Scientific American gives an account of a spider which attaches | rencele SS Oe * a a Forests have purchased } 

a line toa twig and then, throwing itself into the air and paying out | 0 I Se ee ee ee : 
more line as the wind carries it, ascends like a kite. How strangely | The Poet in E 4 
Nature has anticipated the discoveries of man! ‘This spider must have , © S00e 2B Sirer. i 
been catching its victims by means of a kite long before the first bill-| _‘ Know that health exceeds of either Ind the treasured wealth.’’— M 
discounter saw daylight. | Not so ;—nothing like “‘ laying up”’ for a rainy day. ; 
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ause of the excitement is simply the appearance of the Marquis of { 








OUR PLAYGOER. 


Miss Fanny Joserus has made the Holborn Theatre look very 
pretty, and has obviously done all in lier power to issue an attractive 
playbill. Unfortunately for the prospects of the management Mr. F. 
C. Burnanp’s burlesque, The White Fawn, is too long and wearisome 
to become at all popular. Everything that liberality could suggest has 
been expended upon it; but splendid scenery and beautiful dresses 
effective music and a strong company, fight in vain against clumsy 
versification and overwhelming lengths of dialogue. If Mr. Burnanp 
were more careful of his reputation he would scarcely need the friendly 
admonitions of those critics who have not been so dazzled by his many 
successes that they cannot see his many faults. The present burlesque 
is merely an incoherent sort of jumble, founded on a tale by Mapame 
D'Anois which Mr. PLancnf adapted for the stage ever so many years 
ago. We cannot illustrate the difference of treatment better than by 
saying that Mn. PLancul’s version was witty and Mr. Burnanp’s is 
comic. We have not brought away from the Holborn asingle pun that 
is worth the papain and we Aave brought away several attempts 
at rhyme which we would fain have left behind us. The performers do 
their best, which is very good, to put something like life into this mere 
skeleton. Messus. Joserx Ixvine and Harry Cox are two of the most 
accomplished burlesque-actors we have seen for some time: their 
Swiss duet fully deserves the honour of a double encore which follows 
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For Puddings, Custards, Blanc Mange, &c. 
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Oh, no! it's not the police, although Mary Jane is looking so delighted. The 
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sneering | 
DUBLIN, APRIL, 1868. | 

Han I the janius contemporaneous 

Of Docrnor Russe.t or MistuER Woops, 

Or G. A. Sata, to desthscribe a gala, 

Or pen a price-list of thradesmen’s goods, 

I'd saize the occasion of the Insthallation 

To presint the nation, in an iligant pome, 

With a thrue desthcription of that warrum reciption 

In the sthrates of Dublin, me boyhood’s home. 

It was a pitchure that complately licked, shure, 

All sanes that’s mintioned by the Roman potes, 

Or the ancient Gracians and other nations ;— 

You should see the boys, faith, in their Sunday coats! 

And the famale cratures did their lovely faytures 

And forms so graceful with gay tints adorn ; 

But me heartfelt sorrow, on that smiling morrow, 

To see in mourning Lapy ABERCORN. 

Shure, the ladies’ dresses, like the fair Princess’s, 

Was made of poplin thrimmed with Irish lace ; 

And I'd like to mintion, for your kind attintion, 

That the town of Limerick is for such the place. | 

There was Lapy Durr&rtn; looked by no manes sufferin’ ; | 

And Mrs. Sronor, who was likewise seen | 

With Lapy Carmartuen—like a sunny garden 

Of shinin’ yellow and the imerald green. 

’T was a sight worth sayin’ while the bands was playin’ 

Tn theneighb’rin’ quatther which snrrounds the place, 

Chunes loike ‘“‘ Garryowen,” as the Prince was goin’, 

With his wife beside him—bless her purty face! 

But within the buildin’ (though a taste of gildin’ 

Would have done no harrum), it was grander far ; 

And the painted windies like the gorgeous Indies 

Shed a glow of colour on aich famale star. 

Then the organ pealin’ sint a quarish feelin’ 

All up and down and acrost me spoine ; 

And a hundthred voices, than which none more choice is, | 
Sang “The Heavens are telling,”’—Ah, bedad, ’twas 
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Take Care of your Pockets. 


We learn from the American papers that Mr. FLorence | 
has left New York for England. This is the person, | 
it will be remembered, who writing down an English | 
play from memory performed it in America and thereby 
defrauded its author of his copyright. Managers and 
authors should be on their guard against one whose 
memory is so good, and whose morality is so easy. 








| it, and their dancing is admirable Mr. Wattace is also very nimble 
and grotesque. Of Miss Fan>x Josrpus, Miss Lypra MaIrLanp 
and Miss WEATHERSBY we cannoé speak without subjecting ourselves 
to an accusation of “‘ gushing.’ ‘Two pretty Jdallets are introduced, 
but they are much too long. 

A new scene is now presented by Mr. Joun Parry at the Gallery of 
Illustration, called 4 Publie Dinner. The philanthropic humours of 
this national institution are of course brought into bold relief by oneof | 
our keenest observers and mimics. There is hardly enough music for 
our own taste in this funny little sketch; we are always disappointed 
| when we find Mr. Parry chary of his pianoforte playing. He is 4 
splendid actor, but he always pleases us most when his hands are upon 
black and white ivory. 

Tuis evening—by which we mean the evening of Wednesday, the 
29th, when this will be in the hands of the public—anyone who wants 
a real treat had better secure a place at the Queen's Theatre. It is 
‘Tootx’s benefit, and he plays Ici on parle Francais and Paul Pry, which 
latter is his very best part, and one of the most laughable pieces ever 
put on the stage. 








PUFF-ECTLY ARSURD. 
A song for the Dean of Carlisle.-— Not to-day, ’Bacca!” 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 61. | 


Tue April, with its welcome rain, 
Has laid the dusty clouds again, 
Erst raised by March's blusters: 
The trees are clad in tender green, 
And lo, the odorous flowers I mean 
Peep forth in purple clusters. 


1.—He who wishes 
To eatch fishes, 
Finds not this 
Bait amiss. 


2.—You can tell 
’Tis not well. 


| 3.—This jeweller could spin a yarn well, 
Witness for him ‘‘ Georgy Barnwell.” 
Of seven dramas that he made, 
Three are very often played. 


4.—Merrily danced the Quaker’s wife, 
Merrily danced and lightly ; 
And this the word is, on my life, 
Tv mark the measure sprightly. 


j 
5.—When the Pilgrim Fathers landed | 

On the wild New England ground, 
Probably this bivalve stranded 
On the wave-washed shore they found ; | 

’*T was of memories creative 

Of their native island’s native. | 
Sotvution or Acrostic No. 59.—LIreland, Visited ; | 
Igov, Rabbi, Evans’s, Lorelei, Affidavit, Nine, Diomed. 


Correct So.uTions orf AcrosTIc No. 59, RECEIVED APRIL 29TH :— 
Old Rug; Shorncliffe. 


Water, Water, Everywhere. 


Wuen the story of the Abyssinian Expedition is 
written by the historian, one name should stand out 
more prominently than that of Armstronc, Wuit- | 
WoRTH or any other knight of the “deadly tube.” We | 
refer, of course to Norton, whose patent wells have 
been to our army real “ tubes of life.’’ | 








Tue “ ApplicaTIonN’’ or CHARITY SERMONS :—“ Out 


: ” Frede 
with your money. 








OUR PLAYGOER. 


Tue Olympic version of Black Sheep, adapted for the stage by 
Messrs. EpMunp YatTEs AND Patcrave Simpson, is likely to run for 
some time. The tone of the picce is too sombre and melodramatic ; 


orchestra) gives the finishing touch of gloom to a drama which requires 
no stage tricks to make it heavy. A long story is told in three scenes, 
and the delicate analysis of character which gave a charm to the novel 
is irretrievably lost in the play. Of Mrs. Rovurn’s original purity 
and gradual degradation we get no traces whatever; she is an awfully 
bad lot from the rise of the curtain to the fall thereof, and nobody of 
sense can possibly waste any pity upon her unnatural death. Mrs. 
Cuartes Matuews performs this part with great earnestness and 
effect, but the disjointed mature of the dialogue allows her few oppor- 
tunities for sober and straightforward acting. Notwithstanding this 


style. 
spoke in so low a tone as to be frequently inaudible. Mrs. St. Henry, 
as a gushing American Je//e, appears to advantage, but is a little un- 
even in the modulation of her voice; the enunciation is not always as 
distinct as one could wish. Mr. Cuaries Matuews is a villain—but 
not a villain who could commit violent murder; he is reckless and 
flippant, but he is not muscularly homicidal. He would poison his | 
enemy with strychnine, or get behind him while he wasn’t looking and 
shove him into the water; but he would never have the fine old 
English courage to knock him on the head with a bludgeon, or the grand 
oung Yankee pluck to stick him under the fifth rib with a bowie-knife. 
18 make-up is admirable, and his devil-may-care kind of bearing 
thoroughly artistic. Mr. Joun Crarke makes a great deal out of a 
street-boy character, and achieved a special recall on the first per- 
formance of the piece. Messrs. WiGAN, VINCENT, AND ASHLBY 
struggle successfully with very small parts. The drama has been | 
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disadvantage the lady plays in a charmingly genuine and animated | 
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COMPARISONS ¢e ODIOUS. 


Romantic Dear :—“‘ Ou, Freperitck! Is IT NoT DELIGNTYUL TO WANDER 
IN THE QUIET COUNTRY AND LISTEN TO THE CUCKOO'S NOTE ?”’ 


rick (who has no svul for poetry) :—** O4—AH—yYeES! I DARB Bay 1T'8 


ALL RIGHT, ONLY IT ALWAYS KEMINDS ME OF HICcUPs !”’ 





carefully mounted, and will probably. as we said before, have a run, 
despite the mediocrity of dialogue and the prevailing darkness of the 
scenes. ‘ 
| The great Leotarp has reappeared at the Alhambra, where he 
brings down the house nightly by feats even more extraordinary 


the incidental music (played much too loudly by an indifferent | than those which he has hitherto performed. MapsmoiseLLe FINeTTE 


continues to shock—to astonish—and to attract. 


An Official Cat. 


Ws clip the following from a report of a Pier and Harbour Board 
Meeting in Southampton :— 


“Mr. Deal wished to know what were the duties of a person named Naylor. 
Mr. Keane (the collector of harbour dues) said that Naylor’s duties, whose futher 
held the post before him, were to clean out his (Mr. Keane’s) office, and to take 
care of a large cat, which was the terror of ail the rats and mice in the neighbour- 
hood. Mr. Sharpe asked how much did he receive for the cat? (Laughter.) Mr. 
Keune said that Naylor received 4s. a-weck from the Commissioneis, and 3d. 
a-week for the cat. (Laughter.) Mr. Deal said that one of the cranes on the 


On the first night of the drama, we beg to inform her, she | quay required to be oiled, and he asked Naylor to do it, when he said it was not his 


bu:iness. Mr. Sharpe: His business was to oil the cat. (Laughter.)’’ 


What a parable of officialism. Here we have a cat allowed 3d. 
a-week to do the work, and a man allowed 4s. a-week to look after the 
cat—kept, in fact, for the purr-puss. It’s almost like a Government 
office. 


An Unsupported Statement. 

Tuere is not the slightest foundation for the rumour that the 
Maravuis or T*wnsH*np has expressed an intention to prosecute the 
performers in Prorgssok Pepper’s “ sham-spiritual act” at the Poly- 
technic on the grounds that they ‘ have no visible means of support.” 


Morro vor THE PEN OF THE BEGGING-LETTER Weriter.— Ink 
illz lachryme.”’ 
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THE BARON’S DEFEAT. 
InscRIBED TO THE Ts ETOTALLERS. 
ILFRED the Baron was strong and was 
my Y bold, 
a Ile stormed many cities and trouser’d 

the gold. 

Sofore him in tourney his compeers | 
went back, 

While their friends saw them fall with 
“alas” and “alack.”’ 

Butiin spite of his prowess I have to 








repeat 
The terrible tale of the Baron's defeat. 
He conquer'd, he won, while a bachelor 
But atJlast he succumb’d ‘toabeautiful 


belle’; 

Andis'en:then his arm wastill strong 
intthe fight, 

And ‘his: lady was proud of ‘her won- 
derful knight ; 

He conquer’d abroad, but at home I 
must say, 

Our Baron, perforce, second fiddle 
would play. 


His wife was a beauty so very high- 


bern, 

She treated remonstrance with sniffs 
and with scorn ; 

She came of a race that had abbeys and lands, 

She had always held rule, so she gave her commands, 

That the Baron the keys of the cellarsheuld yield, 

When she went on a visit, or hunting, afield. 


The first time it happen’d the Baromihewwore 

At the butler consumedly ; kicked wt:thieeboor; 

Vowed vengeance, of courseponhisaneroiless dame;. 
And yet he was mild as newanilk whenshe came; 

For she calmly remarked, “You may'rave as you please, 
But my wine-bibbing Witrrep, I'll stick to the keys!” 


Then adieu to snug parties, where many a friend 

With the Baron would oft ’neath the table descend ; 

lor she still kept the keys both at home and when out, 

And the Baron disconsolate wandered about ; 

And ’tis even averr’'d he went down to the shop 

In the village and tried, in despair, ginger-pop. 

Tiave a clause in tho settlements, then, when you wed, 

That the key of the cellar be yours; don’t be led 

By a pair of bright eyes and a beautiful dear, 

Into cutting your claret and giving up beer. 

Since life without liquor is hardly complete, 

Take warning in time by the Baron's defeat. 
——————————————— EE 


OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


parks 


OTH the Operas are in full swing just now, 
and to judge from appearances, there are 
enough Upera-goers to keep them both well 
filled. At Covent Garden there is a good 
company and Costa’s excellent orchestra. 
At Drury Lane there is Tittex s—it is scarcely 
necessary to mention further attractions. The 
pi Rape has bo ne and looks 

quite yo and love ain. I 

will be found an ingenious little sae eee bya cee 
with which you can print your own cards on some very pretty 
crystallised card of various tints, which is rather too ornamental for 
the ordinary visiting “‘ pasteboard,” but would be charming for 
menus or ball-programmes. Mar. Lesxre’s concerts are as attractive 
as ever—and as good as ever; and to wind-up my notes of matters 
musical, the preparations for the Hanpex Festival at the Crystal 

Palace are being carried out on a grand scale. The programme for 

the new season at the Palace lies before me, and a most attractive one 

it is. The Festival, the Flower Show, the Rose Show, the Fétes, the 

Fireworks, the Concerts, and a host of novelties are promised : and 

when one remembers that every year makes the beautiful grounds 

mee - more mgr we oe is no denying that it is impossible to 
y out a guinea ¥ e i ti 
Poosle'e E antage than in a season-ticket for the 





FUN. 
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Just returned from the Private View of the Royal Academy. I am 
sorry to say I can only record that it is the worst we have had for 
years, and that the hanging is simply infamous. 
notable pictures to my mind are Leicuron’s “Actea’’ and Mr, 
Brett's “ Christmas Morning”—and neither is on the line. The 
line is reserved for the R.A.’s and St. John’s-wood—the good pictures 
will be found elsewhere. But I shall have a word to say on this 
subject next week. 

Sir Rosert Narier has made short work of the Abyssinian war, 
and deserves the thanks of the tax-paying community especially. | 
am glad to see that Her Masxzsty has already acknowledged his 
services, by creating him a Grand Cross of the Bath. He will receive 
also the grateful thanks of his country, and the freedom of the City of 
London. 
list of honours that await him? Oh, yes, of course! He might 
be prosecuted by the Jamaica Committee for killing that amiable 
black person, Tuzopers. If anything could raise him in the opinion 
of his countrymen it would be that he should become an object of 
persecution at the hands of that body. 

Tur Clerkenwell trials are over, and Barrett is sentenced. But 
the conviction of one out of the gang is but a poor set-off against such 


items as the following :— 
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The two most | 


Let me see ;—is there anything else wanted to complete the | 


‘‘ Six persons were killed ‘ outright,’ six more died from its effects, aecording to | 
the coroner’s inquest, five, in addition, owe their deaths indirectly to this means, | 
one young woman is in a madhouse, 40 mothers were prematurely confined, and 20 | 


of their babes died from the effects of the explosion on the women; others of the 
children are dwarfed and unhealthy. One mother is now a raving maniac; 120 


persons were wounded; 50 went into the St. Bartholomew’s, Gray’s-inn-laue, and , 
King’s College Hospitals; 15 are permanently injuzed with loss of eyes, legs, | 


arms, &c.” 


The murder of poor D'Arcy M’Grz, and the attempted assassination | 


of the Duxg or EpinsurGu, are two further counts in the indictment 
against this bloodthirsty and unscrupulous conspiracy ; and are strong 
evidence that clemency is only mistaken for cowardice, and that 


severity will be the truest mercy. 


I am sorry to see the Saturday Review pitching into the special cor- — 


respondents, and descending to the vulgar snobbism of calling them 
a The men who write accounts of such matters as the 
late Royal visit to Ireland are as good men and as eminent writers as 


| ithe Saturday's staff. Gentlemen who write neat essays for the 


Saturday in their comfortable studies, with any amount of books of 


reference. and the British Museum handy, do themselves little credit | 
by a cheap sneer at the special correspondent who has to be superior | 


to the mental weariness that follows physical exertion, and who must 
rely on his memory instead of a library. The names of Rvssgxt and 


Woops are as good as—perhaps better than—any of the names that — 


appear in the muster-roll of the Saturday—as the Saturday well 
knows. It should be superior to such small artifices, for its own credit. 
St, Paul's has but one illustration this month, and that not in Mr. 


Mitiats’s happiest style. But the literary portion of the magazine — 


makes up for any deficiency in the art. “Anonymous Journalism’ 

is a calm and sensible discussion of a question about which Mr. 
Marttuew Arnoxp has shrieked, and many lesser scribes have twaddled. 
Such essays as this and some [ have noticed in previous numbers, will 
obtain for this magazine a position apart from that obtained by its novels, 
but quite as important, to say the least. “ Columbus ”’ is fine, too, anda 
paper on “ Ralegh”’ is full of value. The artist of the Argosy has 
changed his style, and with great advantage. There are two pleasant 
pieces of verse in this number, ‘Too Late,” and a cheery, defiant song 
by Dr. Mackay. Of the prose, “Sanker's Visit” is the vest, to my 
thinking, though by this time I am inclined to believe that the magpie, 
like the mad bull, has figured often enough in fiction. I cannot con- 
gratulate Belgravia on its illustrations this month: the best of them, by 
Messks. PANNEMAKERAND Tuompson, wants better printing. The verse, 
with the exception of “ Pairing,” is good, and there are some capital 
papers among the prose—notably Mr. Sawver’s “A Million a Minute,” 
which is Hawthornesque and excellent. 

Cassell’s Magazixe this month opens with a new novel from the pen 
of Mr. Moy Tuomas, which is certain of a wide popularity, if merit 
can command popularity. I have seldom read the beginning of 4 
story with such relish—it is stirring yet not sensational, and its scenes 
and characters are sketched with power and breadth. ‘“ The Cummon- 
sense Papers,” by Mr. Ho iinesHeap, are sound and excellent essays, 
and there are other capital articles in the number. The Quiver contains 
. The Search for Livinestonz,” by Mr. Bares, the well-lxnown 

‘Naturalist on the Amazon”; and a charming little poem by Mx. 
THoxnsury entitled “The Warning,” with other papers of interest. 
The present number of the Popular Educator completes Volume Oné, 
and bears a “ table of contents” which gives some idea of the number 
and variety of subjects treated in the work. I notice an improvement 
in the engraving of Mrssns. Cassexx's publications, which I flatter 
myself may be partly due to my efforts—still there is room for 1m- 
provement yet, which I hope to see. Routledge’s Magazine for Boys 
as good as ever this month. This number of Hanover Square seems & 


good one. 
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OLIVER TWIST. 


ACT. I: Scenz 1—Mrs. Corney’s Parlour in the Workhouse. 
Enter Mx. Sowerserry, to Mrs. Corney and Mr. Bumsie. 
Sower.—Oliver has run away. 
Scenz 2.—High road. Finger Post, ‘* To London.” 


Enter Otiver, very pale from hunger and exposure, but beautifully 
clean. 


Ox.tver.— How weary I am! 
Very well then! 


a poor parish boy? [Goes to bed in a rut. 
Enter the Antrut Dopcer, dancing a Cachuca. 
Doncer (whistles—can’t print it)—Oh my, ’ere’s a covey from 
Greenland. 
Ouiver (waking up, and mistaking the Dopasr for his mother’s 
spirit).—Save me, save me! 
Dopcer.—Come with me to a ’spectable old gentleman who lives in 
London, and who loves little boys. 
O.tver.—I will—I will! 
Dance off—the Dovokr, taking the opposite direction to that indicated by 
| Jinger post—probably to show his artfulness, or, perhaps because he 
can’t walk up perpendicular canvass. 


FAGIN discovered. 
But Iam not one— 


Scene 3.—Facin's Den. 


Faor1n.—I look like a Crusader with a cold. 

oh, no, no, no! 
Enter the Dopnerr and OLtver. 

Dopcer.—Here is a covey from Greenland. 

Facin.—(Aside) good—we will steep him in crime. (A/oud) Oliver 
go to bed. [OxtvER does so. Exit Doncrr. 

Facin.— Now to reckon my hoard (takes some gold watches out of a 
hole in the floor.) Beautiful! (Sees OLtver awake.) Ha! How long 
have you been awake? Not more than twenty minutes ? 

O.tver.— Dear sir, it is not half a minute since I went to bed. But 
I have had such dreams—such lovely dreams ! 

Enter the DoneEr. 

Facrn.—-Take him away ani steep him incrime. The Dopcsr takes 

him away and steeps him in crime L. H. 


Enter Monks. 

Faorn.—Who are you ? 

Monxs.—I am a post mortem escaping from a Coroner’s inquest. Is 
not “‘ found drowned ”’ written on every line of my countenance ? 

Facin.—It is—it is! What would you ? 

Monxs.—I want the locket described on this ticket—it is in your 
possession. 

Faoin.—First give me ten guineas. 

Monxs.—Oddly enough this purse contains the exact sum you 
demand. Take it, you may keep the purse too. 

Facin.—Here is the locket (opens it). Ha! Oliver Twist by all 
that’s wonderful. Taken at the workhouse by the parochial artist, no 
doubt! 


They stand back to back, for some unexplained reason. The scene does not 
close in readily. Delight of Facin. His beautiful remarks pro- 
bably not in the Lonp CHAMBBRLAIN’S copy. 


Scenz 4.— Street in London, Temp. Elizabeth R. Enter OLIVER pursued 
by DopcEr, pantomime mob and French fish girls. Then enters a 
comic policeman (who had a moustache on the first night.) <After- 
tards Mr. Bkowntow. 

Dopcer (to policeman).—Please sir, it wasn’t me, sir. 
sir! (indicating OLIVER.) 

Mr. Browntow.—That lovely face a thief! It cannot be! 
away with him to the deepest dungeon beneath the castle moat. 

Po.tceman to Dopcer.—Come and give evidence. 

[Collars him and carries him off. Method of subsana-ing evidence A.D. 
1840. 

Scenz 5.—Comic police court, comie magistrate, comic policeman, comic 
crowd, cowie witnesses and sentimental prisoner, DopGER giving 
evidence in Dock against OLIveER accommodated apparently in 
Counsel's seats. Mr. Brown ow at the same time gives evidence from 
the “* Attorney's well.”’ His evidence and the DopGer’s arranged 
as a duet (Boosey). The DopGsEr cross-examines the other witness, 
as per usual. Enter a Bookseller. 

BooxsEeLter.—My Lord the prisoner is innocent. ; 
Macistrate.—Then I will discharge him, if the prosecutor will 
consent to adopt him. 
Mr. Browntow.—Well, really —— 
Macistrate.—It's the usual thing. 
him)” Bxowntow.—Oh, very well then, I suppose I must. 
im. 


It was him, 


Still, 


(Adopts 





FUN. 








[ Sensation, 


That dreadful slow music is killing 
me. (70 conductor) I ask you, am I the old lady of Banbury Cross ? 
I will dismiss my private band, and lay me down 
and go to sleepin the middle of the road, for who—who would run over 








ACT II.— Garret of Brut Sixes. 
Srkes.—I have been blazing ill. 
Nancy.— You are, my lovely husband! 


Enter Monks. 

Monxs.—The coroner's jury are in hot pursuit. But I will never 
be taken dead! (7o Sixes.) Oliver Twist has been adopted by Mr. 
Brownlow. For reasons which are not particularly clear, he must be 
brought back to Fagin. Cuontrive this, and five thousand a year are 
yours. The deed must be done to-night, or my plans are useless all! 
Sixes.—To-night it shad/ be done, my lord. vancy, disguise your- 
self with a door-key and fetch him back. [Exit Nancy. 

She re-enters, with OLIVER beautifully dressed. 


Nancy.—Fortunately he happened to be passing, and I collared him. 
(Aside) How miserable is the lot of the Burglar’s Bride! I have a 
natural taste for district visiting and illuminated texts, but indulgence 
in these harmless fancies is denied me by my devoted but erring spouse. 
But this is weakness. 

Stxes.— Oliver, I will kill you. 

Nancy.—Never! Where is the pistol I always carry in my bosom ? 
Oh, here. One step and I fire! 

Tableau. 


Scenz.—Ttoom in Mr. Brown ow's house. 
Mr. Browntow.—I took this house of Mr. Mildmay’s trustees 


after he had been transported for compromising Captain Hawksley’s 
felony. 


Brut tn bed, Nancy sitting by him. 
But I’m beautifully clean, Nancy. 
{ They embrace. 
























Sikes vered. 


Enter Rosz Mayute. 


Rosz.—Away to London Bridge by moonlight! 
Brownitow.—Away ! [ They depart. 


Scene 3.—London Bridge by moonlight. Real moon, real lamps, and 
(consequently) real scenic artist called on. 


Enter the Dopcer. 


Dopcer.—Nancy is going to peach, so I'll conceal myself and listen. 
[Conceals himself in the centre of the stage. 
Enter Nancy, Mr. Browntow, and Rose MayYtte. 

Naney.—Oliver is with Bill Sikes—where is the address; but oh, 
save my Bill! 

Rosz.— We will, but take this halfpenny for your present necessi- 
ties. 

Nancy.—Thanks, I would prefer your handkerchief. I have a 
natural taste for other people’s handkerchiefs ; and besides, it is worth 
more. [Rose gives it reluctantly, then exeunt. 

Dopcrr.—“ This shall to the King !”’ [ Exit. 


ACT III.—Garret in St. Giles’s. One side of it has fallen in. Fag end of 
lease, very likely. Enter Naner. 

Nancy.—The boy Oliver is loeked im yonder cupboard. But Mr. 

brownlow will soon be here to release him. 
Enter Srxzs, in a great rage. 

Nancy.—Bill, dear Bill, you seem annoyed! 

Srxes.—You have split upon us all, dear Nancy, and must die. 

Nancy.—Oh say not so ; let me live and follow my natural proclivi- 
ties. I will go and live in a cathedral town and work slippers for the 
Dean and Chapter. [4 murmur without. 

Sixes —Ha! the hounds are on my track. London is aroused, and 
at this very moment is coming upstairs. ‘That rope! [ Seizes rope. 

Naney.— What would you do? 

Srxes.—I would escape. 

[Goes through window on to roof, shoots Nancy as Mr. Browntow and | 
French fish-girls break in, yells, and tumbles off the roof and (we hope) 
ts killed. Tableau. Curtain. 

OvrseLves.—Ten irrelevant scenes, loosely strung together, and 
giving no idea whatever of Mr. Dickens’ novel. Acting for the most 
part too stagey and melodramatic. Miss Hopson played Oliver charm- 
ingly. Mr. Toore funny, but overdrawn. Miss Netty Moors | 
played an extremely bad part extremely well. 


Time the Avenger. 

Ir is rumoured that a benevolent elderly gentleman is about to pre- 
sent alifeboat—‘‘ The Lucky Escape ’’—to the National Lifeboat Insti- 
tution in grateful remembrance of a time in his early days when SHE 
threw him overboard; then, to his intense mortification, but now, 
with a matured judgment, to his unspeakable joy. We sincerely hope 
that the rumour is well founded and that the example will be | 
followed in every parallel case. Our coasts will then be well 


protected. 


How doth the Little Busy Bee? 
Very indifferently, we should imagine—seeing how often it is to be 
found in the “ cells.”’ 
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THE COLLEGE FOR LADIES. 


d upon to contra- | TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 
tothe} §rr—lI see that a college for ladies is to be established on the “ true 
is | Oxford and Cambridge model ’’—[here, if I may be allowed, I should 


. - >.2 ° ée ; 
| dead silence in Court; and much disappointment | like to quote from The Princess something about “sweet girl- 
en aa aeoaiiis amongt the ladies—that no manifestations took | graduates’ ;—everybody does]—I venture to hope, sir, that the idea 
place.”’ This is incorrect. Fun was in Court, and during the pro- | will be strictly carried out, and that the appointment of “fellows” 
ceedings was “several times moved in violation of all the ordinary jn connection with the college will not be negatived by the old 
sity,” _lady-Dons. 
rules of grevily | Should it be determined that there are to be “ fellows ”’ at the college 


Dropping on Them. | for ladies, I trust you will give “es notice of the necessary qualifica- 
. . ° ma | * . a , tc. 
A meptcat witness at Leeds the other day described a patient who | tions to a youth, who is ours, etc., 
was suffering from the habitual use of ardent spirits as having “a | A Witiine Canpipate, 
commercial traveller's tongue.” The gentlemen of the road naturally | 
resent the imputation. It is, we cannot help thinking, unjust ; people | Washy. 


| 
| 
| 
, k the tongue of a commercial traveller . 
oe oe ee ts “CLEANLINESS is next to godliness’? ;—granted, but we would | 
} 
| 


—— 
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Lyon v. Home. 


Ix common fairness to Mr. Home, Foun feels called 
dict a statement which has appeared in most of the daily papers, 
effect that: —When Mr. Home was asked to give a specimen of his 
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SOLD-A BARGAIN, 


Tomkins has been attracted by the following advertisement :— 
OR BALE, a decided bargain.—A pony, carriage, and h f i i 
F 5 crete ere. Ao y ge, arness, for a mere trifle. Pony a good goer. Owner parts with 
Pony certainly proves a godd goer, but he doesn’t give his reasons for parting with the new owner. 
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Good Men for a Vacancy. | Push it! 


Tux Pall Mail Gazette has been examining the diplomatic service,| Vrarrors to our large Ci 
= , eCity Banking Establishments very naturally 
“ee of ee ee ee made by Mr. Layarp in 1855, and | expect to find the oan tees te coker and decorum eepnanins there, 
c : y a0 ed in an article in that journal. _ It examines the list of | yet we observe that the managers place prominently on the entrance 
Se minigvers, and secretaries, and points out that aristocratic | doors an invitation to “Push” and “ Pull.’ We expect shortly to be 
connections have more to do with diplomatic appointments than requested to take a “ run on the bank.” : 
merit has. Among the cases it gives—classifying the appointments as 7 " 
*‘ Lords, Honourables, noble families, and gentlemen” —it quotes Madrid 
thus :— , , One Man’s Meat—Another Man’s Poison. 
Madrid.—Minister, Sir J. F. RIGINALITY, so desirable a gift i wh tise the fine 
J. F. Cnampron, Barr. Secretary, vacant. arts, is very = ao eet vd Teese wae yeenee ae 


We suppose the secretary described as vacant belongs to “n i 
ope Ff, g oble fi ay 
families” as a connection of Loup Dunpreary. , ey his ein Rade phe § eee Sree or 
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SATISFIED! 


EU N.—Mar 9, 1868. 
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INTERESTING RECORDS OF THE GOOSEFIELD CLUB. 


“ Few of our readers "’—we quote from the respectable and interesting 
columns of the Goosefield Gazette and Universal Intelligencer—“ will re- 
quire to be told that the Goosefield Club is an influential society 
formed for the pursuit of intellectual, harmonious, elocutionary, and 
convivial objects, as well as for the discussion of European affairs, and 
holding its meetings, ordinary and extraordinary, at The Feathers 
commercial and family hotel.”’ Goosefield has produced—see “ Guide 
to the scenery, antiquities, and municipal records of the Borough of 
Goosefield,”” by A. Gostinc, M.G.C.—many remarkable men. There 
is our nobleand distinguished representative, the Viscount LiveRwIna, 
M.P.; there is Mr. Jawkins, our learned and eloquent Recorder ; 
there is Mz. Cacmaa, our condescending and patriotic Mayor; there 
is ALDERMAN WATTLEs, than whom, perhaps, no worthier a gentleman, 
no uprighter a magistrate, no enlighteneder a citizen, no obliginger a 
neighbour, no generouser a friend, nor no affectionater a husband and 
parent ever stepped in boots of sublunary make; there is the REvEREND 
SLocoms Overy, perpetual incumbent of Goosefield ; there is, though 
not a townsman, still a near resident, Sir BLiInktssy Ow.pvsu, Bart. ; 
there is CoLonEL GANDER, who 80 gallantly commands the Goosefield 
yeomanry, when that famous corps can be mustered in sufficient 
numbers to be commanded ; there is Mr. Potttes—but who does not 
know Mr. Porrizs, and what can we say that shall gild the refined 
gold or add a perfume to the violet of Mz. Porries’s world-wide and 
well-deserved popularity? There area great many more (ioosefieldian 
celebrities, including the humble writer of these notes; nor must the 
name of Mr. Tunss, the respected landlord of The Feathers, be 
omitted, though here we are compelled to terminate our list. The 
commerce of Goosefield is destined, we may confidently predict, to 
maintain ite flourishing condition so long as we can boast such enter- 
ptising fellow-townemen as Messrs. T. Potr anp Son, the far-famed 
silversmiths of High-street, by whom, we are credibly informed, orders 
en any scale, no matter how large, are carried out with the utmost 
despatch and at the lowest possible prices, repairs are executed witha 
neatness perfectly marvellous, crests and imitials are engraved in the 
highest style attainable by artistic skill (arms being found if neces- 
sary), and plate is lent for wedding breakfasts, evening parties, &c. 
We have the authority of Messrs. ‘I’. Port anp Son for stating that 
they have no connection with any other establishment. 


EXTRACTS FROM THE RULES AND REGULATIONS OF THE GOOBSEFIELD 
CuLuB. 


The annual meeting of this Club shall be held at Michaelmas. 
There shall be ordinary meetings on Wednesday and Saturday nights 
throughout the year. 

Any gentleman being desirous of being elected a’ member’ of this 
Club must be proposed and seconded respectively by two‘ several 
members of this club, and must sign, together with a request to be 
elected a member of this club, an obligation to comply with the rules 
and regulations of this club, in case of his election. 

The committee shall have power to elect all distinguished persons, 
native or foreign, to be members of this Club, and shall not be required 
to submit the names of such distinguished persons for the approval of 
any meeting of this club, or for ballot by its members. 


_ CommEntTs on THE ForEGoinc Extracts AND upon Various Matrers 


ee 


IN CoNNECTION WITH THE GOOSEFIELD CLUB. 


It will be within the recollection of many by whom this column is 
perused that, at the last Michaelmas meeting of the Goosefield Club, 
dinner was laid for upwards of forty-two members, and that the chair 
on that occasion was taken by Lorp Livexrwine, M.P., his lordship 
being supported by his lordship's brother, the Hon. Avcustvus GizzarD, 
of the 5th Life Guards (Green); by Mr. Cacmac, Mayor of Goose- 
field; by Mr. Jawxrns, Recorder; by AtpexMan WattLes; by Mr. 
Potties: and by the Rev. Stocoms Overy. The dinner was served 
in friend Tunss’s best style, the wines being of the most recherché 
character for which the cellars of that weli-conducted hostelry, the 
Feathers, are famed throughout the world. It is a pleasing re- 
miniscence of the banquet, that the table was ornamented, in addition 
to the plate which belongs to the establishment, by a selection of 
beautiful objects designed and manufactured in silver by our public- 
spirited friends of No. 47, High-street, Mrssrs. T. Potr anp Son, 
whose fame needs no fulsome trumpeting ; though it is necessary to 
state that, in their prompt execution of all orders, no matter how 
extensive or how comparatively trifling, they disclaim connection 
with any other house in the trade. 

The rule which empowers the committee of the Goosefield Club to 
elect distinguished personages, without the trovblesome furm of con- 
sulting the tastes, or, mayhap, the prejudices, of members, has had an 
effect which might, indeed, have been expected of so simple and 
easy a plan, but which is not the less pleasing to contemplate. 
Using discreetly the power at their command, the committee have | 
the Paince er Wares, the CommanpeR-1N-Cuuzr, the whole | 
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of the peerage, about two-thirds of the House of Commons, a large 
proportion of the Clergy List, the Emperor or Austria, Count 
Bismarck, GexgeraL GariBaLp1, THs Emperor or THE FRENCH, 
ALFRED Tennyson, Esa., Tue Prince or Teck, Monsieur Bionpin, 
Stmr C. Wentwortn Ditkg, Bart., Port Cross, Tus Lorps ov 
THE ADMIRALTY, THE AsTRONOMER RoyAat, EX-GoveRNOR Eyre, Mr. 
Brats, M.A., Tuz Surtan or Turxey, Tus Lorp Mayoxs or 
Lonpon AND Dvun.iy, Sir Ropertck Murcuison, Mr. Coreg, C.B., 
Proressors Fawcett Axp Risitey, Mr. Georcr Francis Train, Tue 
EmrrEror oF Cuina, Tue Pxesipent or THE Royat AcapgMy, THR 
AUTHOR oF “The Gentle Life,” Tue Kine or Itaty, Tur Poprr, 
Tue ARcHBISHOPS OF CANTERBURY AND YorK, THR CHAIRMAN OF 
THE MerrroproritaN Boarp or Works, Tue Revergsnp C. H. 
SpurGEoN, and several hundred men of eminence beside, Our 
excellent representative, Lorp Liverwinec, M.P., was elected a 
member of the Goosefield Club without ballot; though there can be 
no question that he would have passed that ordeal in triumph. It 
was shortly after his lordship’s election that a service of plate, con- 
sisting of a tooth-pick and cheese toas‘er, manufactured by Mrssns. 
T. Porr anv Son, 47, High-street, was presented: to his lordship by a 
select body of his friends and admirers. 





WOMAN’S WEAPONS. 


WHEN woman by the sterner sex 
Is thwarted of her will; 

The brute’s unfeeling heart to vex 
She has one method still. 

To all his arguments and laws 
She has one safe reply : 

To fill his statute book with flaws 
She only needs—a cry! 


Good-bye to reason and to right 
When woman's tears o’erflow: 
The man declines th’ unequal fight 
And owns his overthrow. 

If right and reason perish, both, 
He lets them with a sigh, 

And woman conquers, nothing loth, 
And conquers by—a cry. 


But woe is me, that I should see 
A clever ruling man, 

The leader of the ministrv, 
Adopt the woman’s plan. 

When overpowering bands oppose 
He sinks his g high, 

And womanlike to meet his foes 
Has nothing but—a cry ! 





Ingratitude. 


Some of the young gentlemen of the Pall Mull Gazette, probably 
in the course of some of their Latin exercises, have discovered that hereand 
there will be found people who cannot correctly construe ‘‘ cui bono” 
and “ vidi tantum.”” ‘The discovery is nothing yay wenewte for 
anyone with the least pretensions to a grounding in Latin must know 
the proper meaning of the phrases. But our Pa// Mali scholar is very 
delighted with his cleverness in finding out what every schoolboy 
knows, and so gives us quite along essay on the subject. But he 
allows his rapture to become so violent as to make him ungrateful 
when he pompously advises “the comic school in general”’ to abstain 
from stock classical quotations. When the editor of the Pall Mail 
reflects that one comic paper alone has had frequent occasion—and has 
been kind enough to take the trouble to avail it«elf thereof—to teach 
the Pali Mall more, we won't tay simply of Latin, but also of English 
than he ever learnt at school—he will, we are sure, regret the insertion 
of that incautious little sentence. 


Main-iacal Language. 
A COUNTRY PAPER describing a recent inundation stated that :— 
‘‘The foot-bridge at Main was carried down the stream and landed in the sea.” 
The only way in which*we can account for the bridge being /anded in 
the sea is by supposing that the land called Main is the ocean, and 
that the sea is the Main-land in those parts. 


Latest from Abyssinia. 


A CORRESPONDENT informs us that during the whole campaign he 
has not met with a single specimen of the much talked-of pink- 
headed fly.” Our correspondent adds, however, that he has lately seen 
several theusands of the ‘‘ woolly -headed fly.” 
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Mr. DisT1n tests the acoustics of the building. 


oat AFP Se a age rr at Pere * 


Gain the summit and enjoy the landscape. 


remember, Sir, that I was happy of possessing myself in four high step- 
THE ALEXANDRA RACE COURSE. flyers and the two mules tachobe de théatre), which I sent to oan 
By our own GanpIn. braves of the army of Abyssinia. Accept, therefore, my effusive con- 
Monsrevr Le Repacrevr,—Behold me! as my incomparable com- | gratulations that you have thus enabled yourselves to the achievement 
patriot M. Fecurer ceases never to remind you—I am here! of a victory of the most brilliant. For me I go once more to make 
Here at the Grand Cristal Palais de Muscle Hills. The symposium | myself the votary of le sport. Ah, oui, yes! I devote myself to | 
des peoples, the new course for the sport, the horserazors, the grand- | the rough-ride—the horse school, the hijiccup, the ourdle race. Iam © 
stand; resort of all who like me myself are penetrated of the joqui, | once more the veritable joqui. I perspire myself of the blankets ; I 
| who call themselves, in the mot of the musichall, Crigue a l’trai— | devour the raw bifstek, and at the end I find myself here at 
“Chie a Tirai cove.” Language of the gutter, the Palace de Geneve. | your Muscleshills, penetrated of the noble courses of the race, of the 
These others who are with me at the Palace of the Muscle Hil s, they | campagne picturesque, the superbe palace; above all (Vive la joie !) 
are of the up higher-class—but all the more then do they call themselves | of your English lonche, your dejeuner, where but for that there is no 


Toil up the Hill of Muswell. 
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A little speech-making. ‘“‘ No smoking allowed”’ follows. 


by the names of “Champagne Charley” and the rest: for here in i 

) } ; in your | flesh of horses all would be of perfection. Behold me then at the 
Oe eee orgueilleux, all of your aristocra- | table filled of effusion and the wines of France. Me who have entered 
St chesiaatn’ & fe hae eee suc anetrene of the gutter and | myself to run on that grandstand. Behold, too, the great silver 
snd tn uo laa oe Bias y" ai! Nay le joie, Vive le bagatelle ; | plateaux, the silver cup; the cheque upon the table; prizes of the 
ladies tas Gaek aoe ur ae es, Vive le Musclebills! For, | vainqueur; the winner. ‘That winner, who shall not know him, Sir? 
vent of a CS eneialione cece A : ascend and to regret that the | Behold him, I say! Heishere! Yes, Monsieur, my Lonp ELkiNG- 
hee ena ee nn or a: 0 — except by labour of the | ron, you are the maker of these plates. It is well, Sir. They will 
mv ales obteh t bad he . Af tter I still devote myself, for | change hands and decorate my buffet. I drink, Sir, to Lonp ELx1Nc- 
hispophagique, i te desolated of = dine toe Nice * bod _ Ot eee is ann of the most knowing in horses since ae _ ¥ 

uc e ELxrncTon tournaments the fete c : rink, Sir, to 
of the ox-cow-beef to consom mate the flesh of your horses. You will you, for I also am of the Chic a Guar tarer eae i eo Gopiy. | 








hose itaeee teas 


ihe, 


Soe cy 


Ree aioe SR 


aia at toe 


Qe 
“ . 


oe 





C 
¥ 
- 
Py 
‘ 
é 














May 9, 1868.] 


———_—_ 





THE MAID AND THE MAGPIE. 


Mock me not, I’m sorrow-laden, 
For a story I have heard, 

Of a most pugnacious maiden 
And an irritable bird. 

Miss Francesca Betiicosa 
CriInoLinaA CuRLEYHEAD 

Looks demure, but then she knows a 

| Thing or two, for it is said 

She had lovers in the Indies, 

East as well as in the West, 

Some enjoying scalping shindies, 
Others not discreetly drest. 


Strange to say, this funny lady 
Future difficulties saw. 

Thought that savages were shady, 
‘Turned her nose up at a squaw. 

To a friend she said, “ Do you rate 
Nigger lovers at a thank ? 

I will wed a common curate, 
And his name it shall be Franx !”’ 


And she found him, yes, she found him, 
In a village with a cow, 

With her cruel curls she bound him, 
Took him valiantly in tow. 

Made him dance and sing and battle, 
Pinched her future black and blue, 

Made him give up colds and cattle, 
Said his sermons would not do. 

When in thought she travelled back, say, 

| To the past in girlish fun, 

She kept sighing what will Jack say, 

When he hears what I have done ? 


She, unnerv’d, the parlour door then 
Closed concealing every crack, 

And the fatal news she bore then 
To her magpie—that was Jack. 

She began with scratch of noddle, 
Titillation of the wing, 

| Called him “ Tootsicum and Toddle, 

Icksy, Tricksy, ’ittle sing.” 

Then she whispered after coaxing, 
“Oh! my darling, you I’ll thank, 

If you'll only—I’m not hoaxing— 
Say now garrulously Franx!” 


But the magpie was capricious, 
And he would not hear of it, 
Oh! his virtue was delicious, 
Call him Frank? No, not a bit. 
GerorGE or ABRAHAM or SIMON, 
Tom or Harry he would squeak, 
ARTHUR, VALENTINE, or TIMON, 
Only Franx he would not speak. 


Miss Francesca boiling over, 
Changed from softness into rage, 
Threatened him with green baize cover, 
In the daylight, on his cage. 
Still she shrieks, ‘“‘say Frank, you devil, 
Jack, you wretch, I hate you so;” 
But this naughty bird of evil, 
Merely chuckles, ‘‘ Not for Jox.”’ 





LOOKS INTO BOOKS. 


In those who do not know how such things are managed, the 
appearance of the paragraph mysteriously heralding Horse and Foot ; 
or, Pilgrims to Parnassus, and enlarging on the excitement felt in certain 


| Circles about the work, raised expectations that will probably be dis- 


appointed when Mr. Ricuaxp CrAWLEY’s satire—we presume it is in- 
tended fora satire—is placed in their hands. It isa pity that the praise 
of injudicious friends, scarcely qualified to pronounce on the merit of 

erary work, should have hurried this young gentleman into print. 
What satisfies the critical minds of a college ‘‘ wine” or “ breakfast ” 
will hardly throw the world at large into raptures. Rude, young, and 
yet not novel opinions about some of the principal writers of the present 
day would hardly command much attention if presented in a prose essay. 
When diluted and drawn off into about eight hundred and fifty lines of 
feeble verse, they will probably find still fewer readers. We have read 
the satire from beginning to end, and cannot find in it a single forcible 
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his title-page— 
“‘T’ll not march through Coventry with them, that’s flat!” 


ing regiment. 


little notes with all the gusto of a young scholar; and read Porg and 
Drypen whom he praises, but with whose writings his own productions 
prove him to be but slightly acquainted. 

The best thing in the book is the dedication, which isa very passable 
copy of verses. ‘To criticise Mr. Crawxey’s juvenile effort is like 
crushing on a wheel “ the painted butterfly ” to which he alludes in 
these lines. Still, gardeners will tell you that if you wish to prevent 
the increase of caterpillars you must crush butterflies—whether with a 
wheel or a heel is unimportant. And when the ordinary domestic fly, 
fresh-blown and over-excited by a recent orgie in the sugar-basin, or 
the bottom of a wine-glass, comes buzzing about under the impression 
that he is a wasp at least, if not a hornet, the necessity for crushing— 
if it be only with an unromantic fly-flapper—becomes still more 
necessary. 

The volume is turned out as Mr. Horren always turns out kis books, 
tastefully and well. ‘The neat binding, superfine paper, and luxurious 
print he has bestowed upon Horse and Foot are worthy of a better 
cause. 


A Fact for Le Follet. 


Tue tide of Fashion having set in a new direction, an untidy style 
of coiffure is coming in vogue. In fact, what with the prevailing tint 
and the increasing disorder of their heads, the fair sex may be fairly 
described as “‘rough and reddy.’’ Under these circumstances it has 
been decided by the leaders of fashion to supersede the term chevelure 
by the more accurate word—dishevedlure. 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return u ted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope; but we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 

Otp HarRryY.—Doesn’t come of the Old Harry stock racy. 

VEGETARIAN.—That “‘a-potato clock’ joke again! 

Comical tells us that he sends “‘ a few scratches written at leisure.’’ He 
should have written them in haste, and kept his leisure for better employ- 
ment. His “scratches,” not being up to the scratch, are scratched. 

W. E. K. (Brighton.)—That’s not the way we spell it—we should use 
an A between the E and the K. . 

S. R. G. J. (Barnsbury) should understand politics before he attempts to 
make designs for political cartoons. " 

Percy.—We fear your motto must not be *‘ Esperance. 

Mvucu Amiss.— We wish you were “ more a master” of the art of punning. 

Pat (Sudbury).—When your friends learn that you have written to beg 
us to “find a corner in either this or next week’s Fun”’ for the riddie 
about a vegetable timepiece and a potato-clock, we trust they will see the 
necessity of taking care of you. 

F1Lo.—Not a flow of wit. 

C. A. B.—Sketch awaits your call. 

F. P. I.—Thanks. ; 

J. H. K. (Great Queen-street.)— Under consideration. 

M. C. (Dorchester. )— Thanks. 

ALTER Eco.—Well, we hope if you do, you will alter for the better ! 

X. L.—X. L.-hence! 

OmMEGA.—What you call ‘‘a happy little epigram” seems to us a 
wretched littleepigram. The subject, anent mites, a jawbone, and SAMPSON, 
is good, but not yourown. ‘The drawing is unintelligible—and why, pray, 
sign it *‘ Bab”’ ? ; 

eclined with thanks :—T. N., Moorgate-street ; Grenade, Enniskillen ; 
T. T., Camberwell; J. F., Corporation-street; Scribbler; H. A. a 
Manchester; J. N.; F. G., Strand; Sam Dingles, Tipton; J. B. T., 
Brixton; Emily; Guy’s; Sarar, Colchester ; Shipper ; H.J.8.; J.M.L., 
Manchester-square ; S.; Tenax; W. G., Portland-place; W. M., 
Notting-hill; J. R.; J. E., Liverpool; Asmodeus; R. W. B., Burton- 
crescent; A Regular Reader, Clarges-street ; Miss E. H., Everton; W.T., 
Chester; W.H.S.; 1.0. U.; F.B.; 8S. R.T., Waterford; T. W. J., 


South Belgravia. 











And flat it is! If we may judge from his present workmanship, he 
won't even be one of the tagrag and bobtail that follow every march- 
We could point out plenty of errors in his writing, but 
will content ourselves by showing how defective he is in the mere 
journey-work of rhyming. ‘ Coming” and “‘ women”’—“ view” and 
“‘ review ’’—“* well’’ and “ Holywell ’’—“ stares’? and “ stairs ’’— 
these are a few of the “rhymes” of the young gentleman who sets 
himself up as a judge of English poetry. He had better stick to the 
“ beautiful lines of JuvsNaL”’ which he lauds in his amusing pompous 





line. With some of the opinions most people will agree :—at others 
they will probably laugh, and they will forgive the whole as the pre- 
sumption of a smart young man, who so far imitates PrometTuevs that 
he creeps up into Otymprvs, not to steal fire, but to let off his little 
home-made squib in the hopes of singeing some deity’s beard. Mr. 
Craw ey does what we suppose he would call “ satirize” Browntna, 
Tennyson, WorpswortH, and other poets, and then modestly puts on 
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A REFLECTION. 
Emily thinks that the author of “The Girl of the Period” should be present, to take a sketch of “The Young Man of the Period,” as seen with 


the naked eye on the platform at Station. 





Tempting ! 

We have met with an advertisement in the Hemel Hempstead Observer 
which is a complete answer to the common objection of carping critics 
that Mr. Dickens's characters are not true to real life. The notice to 
which we allude states that a firm of auctioneers are about to sell :— 

“On the —th day of May, 1868, at two o’clock precisely, in Three Lots, —— and 
—— FARMS, comprising about 130 Acres of Freehold Land, let respectively to 
Mr. ——, and Mr. —— (yearly tenants), at rents amounting to £153 10s. per 
annum; and situate in the parishes of Woking, Chobham, and Harsett, in a 
populous district, and in the ia.mediate neighbourhood of the Anapp-hill Convict 
Prison, tae Brookwood Lunatic Asylum, the Reformatory School at Bisley, and 
the Woking Cemetery, and close to the Woking and Brookwood Stations.”’ 

When experienced auctioneers hold out as an inducement, to per- 
suade farmers to purchase these estates, the proximity of a prison, a 
lunatic asylum, a reformatory, and a cemetery, who shall say that that 
jolly agriculturist, Mr. Mark ‘[apley, is not a type of his class ? 





A Learned Society. 


Tae Royal Geographical Society has done a good many foolish things 
but it has at length found a task which is a most suitable one. It is 
about to organise an expedition to the Assinie River. Parva parvis 
tae the R. G. 5S. selected this Assinine labour of its own 
ree-will. 

















THE BEERAGE. 


Noszopy beneath the rank of a viscount, say the newspapers, was 
admitted to the honour of a place in St. Patrick’s Hall, at the banquet 
after the Installation of H.R.H. the Prince or Wates. And yet, 
H.R.H., in a very gracious reply to the speech of the Lord Lieutenant, 
who had proposed the at all times and in all places popular toast, 
“The Health of the Prince and Princess of Wales,” remarked that the 
restoration of the magnificent cathedral in which he, the Prince, had 
just received the insignia of the Order instituted by his great grand- 
father, George III., was an act of munificence on the part of a private 
gentleman of Ireland; “whose name,” said H.R.H., ‘is so well- 
known that I need not mention it to you, more particularly as I have 
the pleasure of seeing him at the table.” From this it is plain that 518 
BensaMin Lez Guinness has been raised from the rank of a Baronet 
to that of a Viscount at the very least. Greater marks of Royal favour 
have been conferred on less deserving persons, ere now. 


Wonders will never cease. 

Tar some portions of our coast are slowly but surely receding by 
reason of the encroachments of the sea is a well-known fact; but we 
were not prepared to hear from a friend, who has a villa on the banks 
of the Thames, that, looking out of window one morning, he found the 
whole of his lawn “sloping ”’ to the river. 
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LIFE IN LODGINGS. 


ovules 
II.—SLAVEYS. 


HE philosopher who pens these essays hopes 
that his readers will give him credit for a 
regard for the purity of the English tongue, 
which would forbid his using a slang term 
if there were only a complete equivalent in 
polite language. After due consideration, 
he is compelled to admit reluctantly that 
there is no noun substantive that can 
adequately describe the lodging-house do- 
mestic except “slavey.” The lodging- 
house domestic is as distinct from the 
ordinary servant as the donkey is from the 
horse. Like the former animal it is small, 
strong and enduring, but stubborn, and at 

| times refractory. The workhouses appear 
| to have the monopoly of supply, and send 

\ out the article young, as a sort of raw 

2 material. What becomes of it ina finished 

wee state it is impossible to say, as no instance 

has ever been met with of an aged slavey ; 

a fact which has induced some naturalists to suppose it is the /arva, or 

grub, which after passing through the pupa stage as a general servant, 

emerges at last as the #mago, or housemaid-where-a-footman-is-kept. 

No definite conclusion has, however, yet been arrived at on this 

interesting point. 

The specimen enshrined in the margin is ‘“ The Musical Slavey ’ 
(S. vociferans). In addition to doing the general drudgery for the 
whole house she is perpetual nurse to that wonderful natural produc- 
tion the lodging-house baby. How she contrives to combine the duties 
of nurse with the labours of a maid-of-all-work is a mystery, but it is 
believed that when bringing up the coals, or the breakfast-tray, she 
carries the infant in her mouth, a practice observable in the feline tribe 
also. Her knowledge of music is limited to the popular Music-hall 
tunes, which it is surmised she picks up from hearing the butcher 
and baker whistle them, while waiting for orders. To these divine 
harmonies she weds the words of the old nursery rhymes and legends. 
An example of her repertoire is subjoined :— 


Nursery Dirty. 
Arr :—“ The Mousetrap Man.’? 


Feeee! Fooooh! Fee, fi, fo, Fum! 

I smell, the ber-lood, of an En-ger-lish-man ! 
Whether he be alive, or whether he be dead, 
I'll gri-ind, his bo-erns, to ma-ake, my BREAD! 


The instrument on which she generally accompanies herself is a wooden 
chair, which she rocks backwards and forwards with a “ thump- 
thump” that is rather trying to ears unaccustomed to the music of the 
savage tribes. As, however, her opportunities of sitting down are 
limited, she generally confines herself to vocal harmony alone. 

“The Sniggering Slavey’”’ (S. subridens). 
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consists, strictly speaking, of two varieties. 
The first is afflicted with a morbid apprecia- 
tion of humour which compels her to grin in 
a gurgling manner at the most common- 
place remarks. The second appears to labour 
under the delusion (fostered by her evident 
total abstinence from consultations of the 
looking-glass) that she has pretensions to 
good looks. How far such a delusion is 
justified could only be ascertained by a pro- 
cess analogous to the scraping-down and 
scrubbing of Temple-bar, as she eontracts a 
chronic griminess from her habit of conceal- 
ing her giggles in a shame-faced manner 
behind her hand, or the coal-shovel, or any 
other domestic implement, without regard to 
its dirtiness. In very aggravated cases she 





7 has been known to give little convulsive 
Z's soplunges and kicks, and say, “G'long, do!” 
when addressed. 


“The Familiar, or Garrulous Slavey’’ (S. ahenea*), is an animal of 
frequent occurrence. She will, on the slightest provocation, knock off 
any work she may be engaged upon, and join, with the utmost con- 
descension, in any conversation that may be going on. Her air is 
patronising, not to say loftily compassionate. - She is fond of treating 
your remarks with irony—‘ Oh, yes! Don’t you make no mistake 
neither. I pities you! Wouldn't you like it just, I dare say!” 


* From @s, brass :—inde “ free and wesy.”—Schol, 
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Although her conversation is edifying and 
instructive, it is doubtful whether its ad- 
vantages are not counterbalanced by her 
defiant and impracticable bearing. She 
generally finishes her course with a battle 
royal with her mistress, and goes away at 
& minute’s notice with her “ boxes,’ the 
courtesy title given to the battered 
bonnet-box and small bundle which 
generally comprise her wardrobe and 
worldly gear. 

“The Timid Slavey”’ (S. trepidula), is 
generally young and neat, with some pre- 
tensions to good looks. But for her in- 
ability to speak above a whisper, and her 
nervousness, which is fruitful of breakages 
if you happen to address her suddenly, she 
would be a desirable domestic. She is 
almost always bullied in the most cruel 
way by her mistress, which gives her a 
chronic air of misery that is depressing 
and painful. As might be expected of 
her timorous nature, she has a profound 
respect for everything that is strong and 
majestic, and is, therefore, suspected of 
being a prey to a secret but devouring 
passion for the policeman on the beat. 

“The Idiotic, or 
Phantom Slavey”’ 
(S. desipiens), is an 
irritating and un- 
satisfactory ani- 
mal. She is in- 
variably slipshod 
and slovenly, and 
she talks or gibbers 
through her nose, 
her mouth being | | 
constartly open, 
owing to the permanent flaccidity of the muscles 
of the lower jaw. She flaps about with the 
vagueness of an owl at midday, and her memory 
is about as retentive asa tub with the bottom 
out. She is suspected, not without reason, of 
small pilfering propensities, and is not to be 
| - = trusted alone with the sugar-basin. She hasa 
L + ____4_ pleasant habit of denying you to people whom 
you wish to see, and then when, expostulated 
with, rushes into the opposite extreme, and would ask a sheriff's officer 
into your room and prevail on him to take a chair and await your 
return. She is given to lighting the fire with papers whose preserva- 
tion you are desirous of ensuring; and is calculated to reduce a strong- 
minded lodger to a state of imbecility little removed from her own. _ 

“The Contemptuous Slavey” (S. .———————__. ) 
superba), takes every opportunity of : 
showing you how thoroughly she de- 
spises you. She never obeys an order with- 
out sneering, and takes especial delight 
in snubbing you before your friends. It 
is conjectured that she reads the Penny 
Thriller, and is a constant subscriber to 
the Halfpenny Romancer, to the editor of 
which she frequently addresses letters, 
seeking the solution of social questions 
and disputed points of etiquette. She 
has read herself into the belief that she 
is fated to become united te a haughty 
noble—a marquis for choice. In order 
to prepare herself for her future exalted 
station, she practises aristocratic hauteur 
towards the lodgers with signal effect. 
Up to the latest advices, no marquis has 
ever been known to turn-up. 

It may be some selfish satisfaction to 
the lodger to reflect that if the Slavey 
embitters his existence, her own life is not one of unmitigated bliss. 
She rarely knows what ‘‘a Sunday out” means. All that she sees of 
the world is its boots as it passes the area railings. Her knowledge 
of the works of nature is confined to a study of the habits of black 
beetles and the growth of blue mould. Her days are days of ill- 
requited and unrecognised toil, and her nights are nights of broken 
rest in a turn-up in a stone-floored kitchen. 

Between her and the lodger there is one common bond of 
sympathy. Both are the victims of the Landlady. 
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OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


be —_>——_ 

AM much afraid I have got into sad arrear 
with my picture galleries. The Institute 
of Water Colours is open with a good col- 
lection of pictures. The best things on the 
walls are contributed by Messxs. WERNER, 
Vacner, E. Warren, Tsgisin, SHALDERS, 
Pinceon, Mocrorp, Prout, Hig, PxItp, and | 
Hayes among the members, and by Mzssrs. 
CATTERMOLE, Bacu, Linton, and BEavis among 

the associates. I am glad to see Mr. Manonev the well-known draughts- 

| man among the newly-elected. Among the honorary members the 

Institute boasts Rosa Bonxnevr, and Gauzait, and Mr. MILats. At 
the French Gallery Mr. Wats has gathered a notable collection of 
foreign works of art—not the least important being MEIssoNIER 8S 

| “ Rixe "—so familiar as a photograph. ‘The Gerome I do not care 
' go much for, but there are excellent examples of Auma-TapmMa, the 
Bonnevrs, Davaiony, the Freres, Lampinet, and last but not least 
Scureyer. Mr. Gampart at his new rooms, in King-street, St. J ames’s, 
is exhibiting Mr. Hotman Hunt's “ Isabella with the pot of Basil ’’— 
undoubtedly the finest thing he has painted. Although the painting 
cf the details is marvellously careful and.realistic, the broad effect of 
| the picture does not suffer. It is, I think, almost a pity that the picture 
| should have been at all connected with Keats's version of the story. 
Mr. Hunt's Isabella is the Isabella of Boccacio not of Kgats—a 
| passionate Italian woman feeling deeply wronged, not a lovesick 
| and weak girl. Ican recommend a visit tothe Pall Mall Gallery, 
where Kavipacn's drawings and some other works by German masters 
are on view, if only for the sake of the picture cf ‘ Dorothea’’ sur- 
rounded by admiring birds, beasts, and fishes. Will it be believed that 
among the creatures depicted as paying homage to her beauty is a fat 
old mother frog who has crawled out on the edge of the basin of the 
fountain—followed by a promising little family of tadpoles! This is 
throwing a new light on the domestic habits of the Batrachians that 
will startle the naturalists. 

| Tne Royal Literary Fund Dinner has been held under the presidency 

| of Mr. Disragxi, who has cleverly availed himself of the opportunity 
| to avenge his wrongs on the literary craft. He stated that literary 

men, the teachers and leaders of intellect, are such impracticable fools 
that “ their lives and careers cannot be regulated by the ordinary rules 
of prudence which wisely and properly regulate the conduct of ordi- 
nary men,” and he thought it a fine thing that instead of having to 
appeal to ‘“‘common charity,’ they should have a dilettante Board 
of Guardians to relieve them. The Literary Fund is, I donot hesitate 
to say, an insult and a wrong to literature. It is not a combination of 
literary men, but a coterie of distinguished patrons, who spend a good 
deal of other peoples’ money to relieve “distressed authors.” The 
secrecy of their proceedings conceals the fact that the relicf is afforded 
not to real working men of literature but to small scribblers and un- 
successful amateurs. But the result of their efforts is to establish an 
impression that literature and pauperism are convertible terms. The 
very report of their dinner condemns them :—there are barely three 
real literary men to be found in the list of those who sat down to the 
feast, and the toast of ‘“ Poetry and Imaginative Literature” was re- 
sponded to by a Mr. Venanies, of whom nobody seems to know any- 
thing, whosemame is not discoverable in such a catholic collection as 
Men of the Times, and who—unless he be the President of the Royal 
| Academy, the Solicitor-General, or the Crown Agent for Scotland—is 

_ of so little importance that he is omitted from the published list 
| of gues. wee ‘ 

N Temple Bar this mcnth there is a paper of “ Recollections of a 
Provincial Editor,” by Mr. James enane which is full of humour. 
“On Lake Nicaragna’’ is telling, and the new novel, “ Kitty,” opens 
with great effect. I can’t say I like “The Story of Pauline,” but on 
the whole the number is good, and I am glad to see 7.B.—always a 
favourite of mine—looking 80 vigorous. In the Cornhill, Miss Epwarps 
ave us another of her exquisite drawings of the WALKER school; and 

fx. Lawson shows a marked improvement in his picture to “‘ Avonhoe,”’ 
although the extremities are a little queer. “Recollections of Gibson.” 

S Punishment in Days of Old,” and “ The Journal of Captain Thomp- 

son ”’ will be found pleasant reading. Moreover, there is an excellent 
| paper on Drspiy, by—as I guess from internal evidenco—Mr. JAMES 
| Hannay. Tinsleys’ Magazine is a capital number this month, con- 
| taining the best chapters of “Dr. Brady,” in which Dr. Russe. draws 

the Russian War with a freer hand than he could employ as ‘Our 
Own Correspondent.” The re-appearance of the papers on “ Paris 
Fashions ’’ will be generally welcomed, and the illustrations—excluding 
the Boat-Race one—are good. Broadway has two noteworthy papers 
one on the American view of copyright, and the other—hardly as 
| exhaustive and trenchant as it should be—on art critics. A letter 
| from Mr. Brut, touching his Guard’s Memorial, is another essay on an 
| art critic, Mz. Patorave, which is modest and effective. I don't like 
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should crib other people’s stories—even though he acknowledges the 
theft. 

London Society is hardly as good as usual in its art this month, 
“‘ Waiting for the Princess”’ is weak and amateurish, and the “ Monday 
Pop,’’ sketches are unsatisfactory. Mr. Lawson’s drawing is nice, but 
he has so managed his perspective that his figures seem sliding out of 
the picture d la montagne Russe. Mx. JAMES GREENWOOD puts a good deal 
of sound sense and telling arsumant into the mouth of Mr. William 
Spavinger, who discourses 0.1 “ Hippophagy”’ in a manner not 
calculated to delight Mr. Bioxwstt or Mr. Forsytu. ‘There are one 
or two other excellent papers in the number—notably the “ Piccadilly 
Papers’’ but how came their author to overlook such a slip as “ The 


Conservative party has got their work marked out ?”” Mr.Bucuanan’s | 


spring lyric is very charming. In the Sunday Magazine are some 
excellent drawings—especially the illustration to “the Scaboard 


Parish” on page 480. Mr. Wo.rr supplies a spirited illustration of | 


Miss F'yviz’s pleasing lines to “ May-time,”’ and Mr. Houauton gives 
a forcible picture of the gaming table at Baden. Itis rather startling 
to find a description of Baden ina Sunday periodical, but [ was more 
astonished to meet in the article a sentence of quite a Biglow and 
Yankee turn—a sentence that the pious would have condemned in the 
profane—“ The Creator of the world is too many for those who try to 
elude his laws.” In Good Words the ‘‘ Working Man's Courtship” 
comes too early toanend. Thereare some good papers in the number, 
and the illustrations are quite up to the average. 


LADY V. 


ERILY, verily Lavy V. 
There’s a wond'rous charm in your 
maiden face, 
You're out in the world, and still I see 
A heart of a saint neath your Bond- 
street lace ; 
You're pretty—why look m the toilet 
glass’? 
You re gay, and at kettledrums take 
your tea ; 
But when did a half-starved creature 


pass, 
And unrewarded by Lapy V.? 


They say very cynical things, [ know, 
Of giddy young girls we chance to 
mest: 


We hear very often of so and so, 

What most men chatter and few 
repeat ; 
=neug? women are silly, and girls are 
ast, 

Or empty-headed, we all agree, 

Men ought to be lucky who find at last 
(And we do find) women like LapyV. 


Now isn’t it odd, though idiots paint, 
And = great pyramids twist their 


ir ’ 
For fear of dresses though mortuls 
mayn't 

Go unconcernedly down the stair ; 
Though fierce philippics appearin print, 
¥%t Of whatis not, and of what should be; 
Stillmore have eyes to perceive the mint 

Of womanly wisdom in Lapy V. 





In the saddle—no matter how late—at ten, 
A rose in her breast, and a rose-pink face ; 
She canters on midst a score of men, 
And holds her own in the English race ; 
She meets queer customers there of course, 
On the ride of tan and beneath the tree ; 
But she only laughs as she reins her horse, 
To bow to a vassal of Lapy V. 


With never a thought of the hearts she’s won, 
Nor clothed in a Puritan garb of grey ; 
She mixes worth in a whirl of fun, 
And sets her task in her own wild way ; 
That times are bad is the well-worn cry, 
Which was, and is, and which still must be : 
But let's philosophize, you and I, 
And rest contented with Lapy V. 


[May 16, 1868. 
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| the illustrations this month, and I cannot see why Guy Livinastoyp 
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A FEW PLAIN TRUTHS ABOUT THE ROYAL 
ACADEMY. 


Tue Academy Exhibition of 1868 will be remarkable i 
for two things—for its extraordinary badness, and ion the foe 
or partiality displayed by the hanging committee. That committee 
consisted of Mx. Mactisz, Mr. S. Cooper, and Mr. CaLprxon. No 
one will for a moment suppose or believe that the first-named gentle- 
man has had any influence in the matter. For Mr. Cooper the best 
that can be said is that the pictures which he exhibits justify some 
doubts of his ability to pass any valuable opinion on art. Mr. Cat- 
DBRON represents ‘the young blood,” over the introduction of which 
in late years we have, I fear, too prematurely rejoiced. If “the young 
blood”’ is to assert itself much more, the sooner the association aban. 
dons the title of the Royal Academy of England, which it disgraces 
and adopts the more appropriate designation of the St. John’s Wood 
Mutual Improvement Society, the better for all concerned. Mr. 
Mittats even has had, in the skying of one of his best pictures, to pay 
- ed for non-residence in the blissful sylvan shades of the N. W. 

istrict. 

The official hanging committee, however, must not be allowed to 
monopolise all the discredit. It is no.secret that there is a self-elected 
and officious hanging committee, to whose impartial judgment, no 
doubt, the works of Messrs. Warp, Horstey, and Frit, among others, 
owe their prominent places on the line. These gentlemen, then, may 
have the pleasure of sharing among them the reprobation of all good 
judges and true lovers of art. 

_ On a rough calculation more than half the pictures of any important 
size are portraits—and very bad portraits too. Why should the line 
and the larger portion of space be given up to works, whose exhi- 
bition cannot benefit art, and will not profit the painter. It is to be 
hoped that when the new buildings are erected a limbo will be set 
aside for the exhibition of likenesses, if the vanity of sitters and painters 
must be gratified. If half the portraits had been excluded and some at 
least of the inferior works of Academicians—say, of Messrs. Warp, 
Cops, PickersciLL, Horsiey, Donson, Fritu, Frost, Hart, Les and 
Le Jeunz—had been, if not rejected, at all events relegated to the place 
they deserve, there would have been room for the display of the best 
pictures, which are now elevated to the ceiling or degraded to the floor. 

Why is Mr. Maccatium’s “Sherwood” (648) stuck over a door- 
way while Mr. Copr’s feverish “ Volunteer Captain” (588) figures on 
the line? Mr. Brett's “ Christmas” (624), Mr. BARNzEs’s ‘ Ophelia” 
(576), Mr. Goopwin’s “ Woodman” (629), Mr. Hayes’s “ Fishing 

oats”’ (278), are pictures that deserve to be seen, whereas it would be 
a kindly consideration for the reputation of the painters themselves to 
remove Mr. Ler’s ‘‘Taw”’ (108), Mr. Hart's “Sabbath Eve”’ (85), 
Mr. Warn’s “ Marriage” (150), and Mr. Pickersei1’s “‘ Columbus” 

(198), as far from critical observation as possible. What credit will 
Mr. O’Nertu’s “ Waterloo” (247) win him, except for the servility 
with which he has repeated the composition of his ‘‘ Eastward Ho?” 
What would be thought of Ma. Frost's ‘‘ Aurora and Zephyr’ (433), 
if instead of being on the line within the building it were chalked, as 
it appears to be, on a paving-stone in the square? 

We shall return to the consideration of the Exhibition next week, 
but we cannot close this notice without asking what excuse the hangers 
can frame for their exclusion of Mr. Sanpys’s ‘‘ Medea,” a picture 
which every one who had been the round of the studios declared (and 
justly) would be one of the finest pictures of the year? Are these 
gentlemen afraid of the nobler and better art practised by such artists 
as Mr. Sanpys and Mr. Hotman Hunt—artists who have resolutely 
maintained the dignity and independence of their profession, and are 
therefore unfortunately not members of the Academy? Had they 
belonged to that body it is hardly likely that English art would have 
gone without even the recognition of “honourable mention” at the 
late Paris Exhibition. Cliqueism, exclusiveness, and unfairness on the 
part of the Academy are accountable for the disgrace thus brought 
upon England. It is high time that the Academy should hear the 
truth, though it may not be so pleasant as after-dinner orations. It 
must be kept to its duty, and compelled to deal fairly and honestly. 


————_ -___ 















































Learned Societies. 
Ong of the ores of the Oxford eight employed in the recent contest 
has been added as a specimen of the Darbishire spar to the museum of 
the Geological Society. 


Fire Away. 

Tue Scientific Review, apropos of a discovery recently made by a 
Spanish savant, SENork Jos& Lanperer, heads an article, ‘‘ How to 
Economise a Battery.’ We venture to recommend the perusal of the 
paper to the Ordnance Department, which, if we may judge from 
recent returns and the increased expenditure un our armaments, is very 
deficient in <his desirable knowledge. 





FUN. 








Heautontimorumenos; Pipekop; 
Thema; Frank and Maria; Falstaff; W. C. H. D. ; 
Disorderly Room; Towhitt; C. L. P.; C 
Romanelli; Knurr and Spell. 


gave a list of the distinguished guests present on the occasi 


reporter.” 
like all good examples it will find its imitators. 
in the fashionable papers that when Loxp Buanx entertains a select 
party at dinner, among those present were two waiters from GUNTER's, 
or that among those assembled round the festive board of Mx. JONES 


Sr. Strerxens’ will be silent when the year 
Has waked to autumn, then will it appear 
Which party in the country rules supreme. 
Haply all power will then prove but a dream 
To those who now stand guiding at the helm ; 
While fierce election contests shake the realm. 


1.—Once with a marlingspike I gave 
The youngster such a crack, 
To teach him how he should behave ; 


He rolled upon his back. 


2.—If French you know, ’tis very clear, 
You'll find the word translated here. 


3.—Ia death as well as life the same thing suits, 
You'll find these both in coffins and in boots. 


4.—Seorr's poem told us of a lord 
Who ruled o’er these; and now we own 
A gentler sway, and still the word 
ells the domain of England's throne. 


5.—The ship was lost, and when the storm was o'er 
He only stood upon the island shore. 
He sang a thankful song in joyous tone ; 
’Tis needless to remark he sang alone. 


6.—He loved it far better than life 
He valued it more than his wife, 
This shopkeeping buffer, but in 
Stole the burglars and got all the tin. 


7.—We know what letter for this last one stands 
In ancient charters—say for abbey lands. 
And so we put it here, and at a glance 
You'll see the Norman knights in this romance. 


8.—It comes once a year, 
To some folks is dear ; 
No gay rapture fills 
My heart for the bills. 


Sotvtron to Acrostic No. 60.—Home, Lyon: Handel, Orrery, 


Mario, Ensign. 


Correc? SOLUTIONS oF Acrostic No. 60, RECEIVED May 6th:—Ruby’s Ghost; 
Derfla; Fair Eleanor; Con; H.C. H.; The Boy’s Mother ; Betsy H.; Sine Macula; 
Uncle Willy; S.J. W.; Spencer P. ; Shardillois; Ginger; Tiny Ditton; Ashton 
Bedlamite ; J. K. B.; Linda K. 8. ; Horatio ; Teahtyrt ; Mashed Turnip:; D. E. H.; 

RK, B. H.; Jolly Buck; J. H. 1. O.; Happy 
Ledbury Loater; Boaneyeyes; 
lara and Annie; Clonglocketty; Enegue ; 


a) 
Distinguished Company. 
Tue Times the other day, in its report of the Royal Academy Dinner, 
on, winding 
but evidently not least in hisown opinion—‘ ‘The Times 


Well, we rather like this modest novelty, and hope that 
We shall then read 


up with—last 


M.P., was the greengrocer (N.B.—Evening parties attended). ‘The 
idea might even be carried further, and the Court Circular on the 
occasion of a Drawing Room might supplement the account of the 
ladies’ toilettes by informing us what the coachmen and footmen 


wore. 





Who Supposed He Could P 
PATERFAMILIAS vainly struggling at the supper-table to dissect a 
“spring chicken,” of, we are afraid to guess how many, summers, was 
fain to give up the attempt in despair, saying by way of apology to his 
guests that he really couldn’t hedp «t. 





Oh, Gem-in-i. 

WE see announced “ The Story of a Diamond.” Surely this must be 
a case of paste (if not scissors), for no true diamond could be capable ot 
a flaw of veracity. 

Very Natural. 

Ong can readily forgive the Disraxgxti division for comparing the 
followers of Mr. GLapstone to birds of prey, eagerly awaiting an 
opportunity to swoop down on the things of office. ‘The Liberal 
party does indeed unmistakeably belong to the order Rap- Tories. 
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ONLY FAIR. 


9) 
| Honest Little Speculator, log. :—“T’ll Give you A SHARE OF THE PROFITS, Miss, 1F YOU'LL COME AND DO THAT FOR ME EVERY MORNING. 








PUTTING TO RIGHTS. 


Wuewn the box of Panpora the deities packed 
With troubles and ills and anxieties weighty, 
They felt that one evil to crown them was lacked, 
And were quite at a loss, till implacable Are 

Slipt into the parcel of curses and spites 
A malevolent genius for “ Putting to Rights.” 


But Promerugvs, you know, wouldn't come to the scratch, 
And preferred to live on as a bachelor lonely— 
Approved not so Bryant-and-May-like a match, 
Guaranteed on that box as ignitible only ; 
So poor Erimetuevs, the fable recites, 
| Became the first victim of “ Putting to Rights.” 


Ah, why did he foolishly hasten to ope 
The box which contained his beloved one’s trousseau ? 
For out trooped the bad fellow-travellers of Hope— 
(Since—as doubtless, you know—the gods meant them to do so) 
Like ravens, those birds of ill-omen, their flights— 
But the biggest and blackest was “ Putting to Rights.” 


And, alas, ever since, when a man takes a bride, 

Though the prospect before him seems sunny and flow'ry, 
He's sure to discover, whate’er may betide, 

That there's one fatal gift forms a part of her dowry— 
One terrible drawback to married delights— 
She is safe to be given to “ Putting to Rights.” 


The books and the papers he fain would peruse, 
| The notes and the mems that want keeping an eye to, 
The documents priceless ‘tis ruin to lose, 
The ing epistles he ought to reply to, 

Have i ivezenetl like some dream of the night’s— 
For his wife has been busy at “ Putting to Rights.” 
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Oh, woman is all that is lovely and sweet— 

The right thing to take, as they say of goed brandy ; 
But pray you be warned against taking her “ neat,” 

If you'd keep all your books and etceteras handy. 
Be warned ere too late, ye unfortunate wights, 
Against wives with a mania for “ Putting to Rights.” 


You may wed if you will with the girl of your choice, 
And think you a happiness nothing can mar gain ; 
But take my advice, while you still have a voice 
In the matter, and make her assent to a bargain— 
She must—ere her faith at the altar she plights— 
Undertake to abstain from all “‘ Putting to Rights.” 


Not a Bovine Idea. 
Werrtine in Land and Water on the herd of bisons in Wharncliffe 
Chase, Mr. Franx Buckianp states :— 


“Lord Wharncliffe is cultivating bisons. They will doubtless do well in this 
country. One hardly hears ef a gravel pit or a new briektield being opened up 0B 
the London basin without discoveries being made of the bones of Bos something or 
another, Bos longifrons, Bos primigenus, &c. England is doubtless a Bos carrying 
country.”’ 

Surely Mr. Bucxianp cannot have forgotten that England has long 
been acknowledged to be par excellence the Boss country of the world. 


Effect of the Late Sour Winds. 
NotTWITHSTANDING that Passion Week was a blank with racing men, 
we have reason to believe that many members of the fraternity were 
unable to dispense with their daily “ tischew.” 


Caught Napping. 
An astute member of the legal profession looking over some old 
documents, recently, so far forgot himself us to mistake the “ will 
for the “‘ deed.” 
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NO SURRENDER! 


A NEW VERSION. | 
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THE STORY OF PRINCE AGIB. 


QO" vow the concertina’s melancholy string! 
/ thing! 





—_—_——__ 


Blow the spirit-stirring harp like any- | 


Let the piano’s martial blast 
Rouse the Echoes of the Past, 


sing ! 
Of Acrn, who amid Tartaric scones, 


His gentle spirit rolls 
In the melody of souls— 


means. 


Of Actin, who could readily, at sight, 
Strum a march upon the loud Theodolite. 
He would diligently play 
On the Zéetrope, all day, 
And blow the gay Pantechnicon all night ! 


One winter—I am shaky in my dates— 
Came two starving Tartar minstrels to his gates, 
Oh, ALLAH be obeyed, 
How infernally they played! 
I remember that they called themselves the “ Oiiaits.”’ 


Oh! that day of sorrow, misery, and rage, 
I shall carry to the Catacombs of Age, 
Photographically lined 
On the tablet of my mind, 
When a yesterday has faded from its page! 


Alas! Prince Acris went and asked them in ; 


Gave them beer, and eggs, and sweets, and scent, and tin. 


And when (as snobs would say) 
They had “put it all away” — 
He requested them to tune up and begin. 


Though its icy horror chill you to the core, 
I will tell you what I never told before, 
The consequences true 
Of that awful interview 
For I listened at the keyhole in the door! 





They played him a sonata—let me sec! 
“ Medulla oblongata” —key of G. 
Then they began to sing 
That extremely lovely thing, 
“‘ Scherzando ! ma non troppo, ppp.” 


He gave them money, more than they could count, 
Scent, from a most ingenious little fount, 

More beer, in little kegs, 

Many dozen hard-boiled eggs, 
And goodies to a fabulous amount. 


Now follows the dim horror of my tale, 
And I feel I’m growing gradually pale, 
For, even at this day, 
Though its sting has passed away, 
When I venture to remember it, I quail! 
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For of Aarin, Prince or Tarrary, 


Wrote a lot of ballet-music in his teens: 
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Which is pretty, but I don’t know what it 


' 
‘ 








The elder of the brothers gave a squeal, 
All-ovenish it made me for to feel : 
‘Oh, Prince,’”’ he says, says he, 
“Ifa Prince indeed you be, 
I've a mystery I’m going to reveal! 


‘ Listen, if you'd shun a horrid death, 


To what the gent who's speaking to you, saith : 


No ‘ Oiiaits’ in truth are we, 
As you fancy that we be, 


For (ter-remble !) I am Atecx—this is Beru !”’ 





Said Acts, “Oh! accursed of your kind, 

I have heard that ye are men of evil mind!”’ 
Betu gave a dreadful shriek— 
But before he’d time to speak 

I was mercilessly collared from behind. 


In number ten or twelve, or even more, 
They fastened me, full length, upon the floor. 
On my face extended flat 
I was walloped with a cat 
For listening at the keyhole of a door! 


Oh! the horror of that agonizing thrill 

(I can feel the place in frosty weather, still) 
For a week from ten to four 
I was fastened to the floor 

While a mercenary wopped me, with a will! 


They branded me and broke me on a wheel, 
And they left me in a hospital to heal, 
And, upon my solemn word, 
have never never heard 
What those Tartars had determined to reveal. 


But that day of sorrow, misery, and rage, 
I shall carry to the Catacombs of Age. 
Photographically lined 
On the tablet of my mind, 
When a yesterday has faded from its page! 


A Liddell too Strong. 


Nosopy would ever dream of selecting a Government Office letter 
' as a model of English composition, but we have a right perhaps to 
expect in return for the expenditure involved in the maintenance of a 
Civil Service Commission that minor matters like spelling, or correct 
modes of address, should be attended to. In the Times of the 30th ult. 
was published a Home-office letter addressed to the solicitor who de- 
fended Bisuor, the Sydenham murderer, in answer to a petition for the 
commutation of the sentence—the letter, signed A. F. O. Lippgi1, was 
This is a Liddell too bad, 


directed to ‘‘ Mr. Henry Poox Ese.”’ 
isn’t it ? 


Precept and Practice. 


Tue South London Press is responsible for the following extraordinary 


tatement :— 


‘* A teetotal publisher of some celebrity has recently acquired an estate at Bat- 
tersea, and intrusted the laying-out for building purposes to another total abstainer 
—a surveyor of some local celebrity. Between them they have managed to provide 
for the erection of an unusual large proportion of public-houses—by way, perhaps, 


of proving the earnestness of their convictions.” 


We wonder if there are any foundations for the alleged public-houses. 
If so, we can but consider them sorry sites—sad spectacles for teetota! 


eyes! 


INTERESTING TO ANTIQUARIES. 
The oldest cup on record :—The hie-cup. 
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| jellies and wafer biscuits. 
| hoe changed all that there, as they say in the French exercises. 
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CHARITY DINNEBRS. 
From Miss Florence Bridge to Miss Bella Donna. 


_What capital creatures men are! I shouldn’t have 
had the least idea what nw have always been. You remember how 
we used to read in the papers about Charity Dinners, and the oe 
and the ladies in the gallery? That certainly was barbarous. I sha 
always think with disgust of the notion of a number of girls with red 
cloaks ane bouquets sitting in the gallery to watch the animals at their 
meals, and to sniff the a steaming re ra - — (enue = 

int wi lof six courses after satisfyin 
wg ergy But this is all altered now, dear: we 


Ladies are present now, Bella, and oh! _ what a revelation has been 
brought dink I have been to three Charity Dinners, dear, and they're 
all alike. Oh, those poor men, what they go through for the sake of 
humanity and benevolence throws Dorcas meetings into the shade, and 


~*~ 





makes an Elysium of a school treat. Every dinner isalike, and all the 
weary work of those six courses is gone through with a patient self- 
denial that makes me wonder how much poor weak male nature 
can bear in the sacred name of charity. It was ata great hotel at a 
railway station that I went to last, and when we got on to the platform 
at the bottom of the stairs, I really thought we were going a little way 
out of town, but no, we were ican up, and up, and up, till we 
reached a top landing, and there in a large, rather dingy room a 
number of disconsolate women in evening dress sat all round, while 
about the same number of men in gloves and white ties wandered about 
with ghastly smiles, trying to pretend that they thought it was a private 
drawing-room, and only venturing a word now and then. There was 
a window, dear, that opened into a balcony: oh, such a dirty, dusty, 
smudgy, little horrid balcony, with a view of the tiles, and roofs, and 
attic-windows of houses, and a couple of church steeples, and great 
smoky stacks of chimneys. On each side of this balcony were two great 
plants in pots—an American aloe and a cactus—both made of tin painted 
green. I laughed to think whatever would be the consequence if 
any young couple were to walk out there to spoon in the open air, 
and then come in blandly unconscious that they were like a couple 
of amiable sweeps. While I was laughing somebody said dinner 
was ready, and we all paired off to the smell of mock turtle and 
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boiled turkey. When we had taken our seats at a great table all ful) 
of very plated dishes, and muslin flowers in very German silver 
epergnes: a nobleman who looked as little like a butler as possible 
under the circumstances, took the chair, and a clergyman said grace, 
and then we had exactly the same things to eat as we had had the 
week before at another hotel, and a fortnight before at the London 
Tavern. The same Spring soup and very mock turtle, all gruel and 
gristle. The same vol au vent of queer pie-crust, warm lard and 


| )aopped mushrooms, the same dabby cutlets with sour sauce, the same 


saddle of mutton, the same fowl and pickled mahogany tongue, the 
duck and cold underdone asparagus, the tepid sweetish champagne, 
the thin vinegary hock, the sherry that tasted like peppermint lozenges, 
the jellies that had been long enough on the table to have imbibed the 
flavour of all the other courses, the woolly oranges and floury apples, 
and, I am sure, the very very same ornamental pound cakes done into 
Gothic shapes. These are hired out from one dinner to another. A 
wild-looking gentleman opposite me,—I think he was an Irishman,— 


insisted on cutting one, to the horror of the waiter, and giving me 4 
iece of it. I think, dear, it was made of Castile soap and hearthstone ; 
ut I won’t be sure. 

Just fancy these poor fellows going through all this year after yeat 
ont wo thinking they liked it—and were se//ishly keeping us from the 
good things ! 

Well it was worth going through all that ordeal after all. For the 
Charity was a dear little orphan school that has been going on for 
above a hundred years, the one at Maitland Park dear, that AUNT 
Racuegt used to tell us about ; and after dinner the darling boys and 
girls came in looking so fresh and rosy compared to us poor aded 
creatures, and they sang, and we heard how they had been fe and 
clothed and cared for—and how a number of gentlemen had submitted 
to dine like this for a hundred and ten years to help them, and I 
quite cried. I think if it had been possible I'd have gone through all 
the dinner over again to have seen that pretty sight and think that I 


was helping to feed four hundred little creatures by so small a sacrifice 


of my own comfort. 








If you care to send anything for them, the office is in Fleet-street, | 


and the name of the Secretary is Mr. Sout. Your's, Fox. 


ComMANDING Premises.—The Horse Guards. 
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THE GOOSEFIELD CLUB. 


Ir is with shame for the manliness and public spirit of Goosefield, 
never before impugned, that we find ourselves compelled to mention 
an act whereby several Goosefieldians have abnegated that character 
for independence which their townsmen have enjoyed in all parts of 
the world whither the circulation of the Goosefield Gazette and General 
Advertiser extends. Mn. Potries has been required to vacate the 
post of Honorary Secretary to the Goosefield Club! For this astound- 
ing piece of information we have an authority no less than that-of Mr. 
Potrzs himself, backed by the testimony of a friend. Nor are we 
entirely free from personal interest in the matter, since the reasons 
implied by certain members, who, for the present, shall be nameless, in 
their extraordinary step of calling upon an esteemed gentleman to 
resign the office he has so long graced gratuitously, are said to be 
not wholly unconnected with a cringing and cowardly design upon 
the liberty of the subject, and upon that palladium of constitutional 
rights, the freedom of the press. In short, objections have been raised 
against the publication of proceedings which had been foolishly 
deemed sacred, within the doors of the Goosefield Club. Do the 
objectors know what they are about? Have they clearly settled in 
their minds that it is safe to resist the mighty force of public opinion 
and the popular demand for news? Can it be possible that they have 
deliberately weighed this matter before engaging in a struggle with 
powers which have, on several important occasions—for instance, the 
election of Chairman of the Board of Guardians last year—been 
satisfactorily proved to be irresistible? We cannot, will not, without 
further evidence, believe that there are men in Goosefield, still less 
members of an intellectual club, who have thought twice before taking 
a course derogatory to human progress and unjust to Mr. Porrzzs. 

And yet, how shall we refuse credence to the trumpet-tongued 
utterance of injured Justice and Truth, in the persons of Mr. Porries 
and another gentleman? They have come to our office* and have 
stated facts for which they offer to vouch in the most solemn terms. 
Mr. Pottuzs has, it appears, been censured for a supposed breach of 
privilege in supplying us with intelligence of what passes occasionally 
inside the Club. Gracious powers! Are not the foes of Mr. Potr.zs 
and of enlightenment aware that every obstacle, however gigantic, is 
overcome by the newspaper press, in pursuance ofits duty to the public? 
Neither expense nor any other cofsideration will stop us in the dis- 
charge of that duty. How waé the report of the last general meeting 
supplied verbatim to our readers? A gentleman from this paper was 
stationed up the chimney of the long room at the Feathers, and took 
half-hour turns with another gentleman under the table, the time 
being signalled to them by a sneeze from a friendly member. We 
make no boast; for enterprise like this will speak for itself. 

Additional light is thrown upon this painful case by the narrative 
which follows. 


Minvures oF A DirFERENCE BeTwEEN ALDERMAN WATTLES AND 
Mr. Potties. 


Before entering upon the details of a quarrel which has shaken 
Goosefield to its very centre, and has paralysed the trade of the town 
to such an extent that the business of Mxssrs. T. Pott anp Son, the 
world-renowned silversmiths in High-street, has suffered a temporary 
diminution of nearly one-third, we must express a hope that the dis- 
agreement will come to an end before it shall have caused the direst 
calamity that the mind of a propetic and imagirative Goosefieldian 
can foretell. It will, we think, be generally granted that for this fair 
land to be struck by a comet or a thunderbolt, riven by two or three 
earthquakes, burst up by several volcanic eruptions, over-run by an 
alternate series of icebergs and avalanches, swept by a hurricane, and 
finally relinquished to the ring-tailed roarer, the howling rumtifoozle, 
and other zoological specimens, would be a trifling concatenation of 
unpleasantries compared with the consequence of any serious and 
permanent misunderstanding between ALDEkKMAN WatTLzEs and Mr. 
Porties. With this proposition, which can hardly admit of a doubt, 
we turn from the general to the particular view ot our important subject. 


ORIGIN OF THE DISPUTE. 


It appears that the circumstances we are about to narrate had their 
eginning at a rather advanced hour of last Saturday’s meeting of the 
Goosefield Club, when many of the members who were present, and 
to whom the public might not unreasonably look for valuable evidence, 
had unfortunately gone to sleep. 

Mr. Potries was proposing, in very eulogistic terms, the health of 
ALDERMAN WartTLEs, when the remarks which Mr. Potties had 
occasion to make were misunderstood by ALDERMAN WaArTTLES, who, 
on Mr. Porruzs calling him “ Amicus humani generis,” abruptly 
tim ee ae oe ee eee ee 


* The correspondent who furnishes Fun with these highly interesting records of 
the Goosefield Club is, we believe, connected with the local paper which he 
eccasionally mentions by name. It was to the office of that organ of private opinion, 
we suppose, that Justice and Truth, otherwise Mr. Porries and an anonymous 
friend, went with their eomplaints ef injuries received at the hands of some person 
or persons to us unknown.—Eb. Fu». 

Eee 





FUN. 











retorted with the assertion that Mr. Potties was another. No doubt 
this counter-statement of ALDERMAN WATTLES was perfectly true ; but 
it was plain from the excited and angry tone of ALDERMAN WATTLES 
that he by no means meant the truth to be accepted as a compliment 
to Mr. Potties; and Mr. Potties himself did not so regard it. 
Mutual expressions of defiance ensued, and, losing all powers of self- 
control, as we would fain in charity believe, ALDERMAN WATTLES 
accused Mr. Potrizs of “spouting vulgar personalities with a view 
to getting his infamous language reported” in the Goosefield Gazette. 
Mr. Potrzxs, stung to the quick by this unworthy taunt, declared that 
he should bring the matter before the committee of the club; where- 
upon ALDERMAN Wart es coarsely observed that he (Mr. Pott iss) 
had better look sharp about it, for that it was the firm intention of 
him (ALDERMAN WarTTLEs) to demand of the committee a full investi- 
gation into his (Mr. Porries’s) conduct. 

Allowing the irritation of the moment to rankle in his breast until 
the arrival of Mondey, ALDERMAN WartTfz8s proceeded to act upon his 
threat; and we blush to record the fact that a majority of the com- 
mittee, backed by the hasty approval of certain members of the Goose- 
field Club, gave their decision in favour of ALDERMAN WartTLes, and 
called upon Mr. Potrus to resign. 


RumovreD Proposat tro Rerer tHe Case To Mr. Jawkine. 


Just as we are on the point of going to press, a communication from 

a member of the eminent firm of T. Porr anp Son, silversmiths, 47, 

High-street, Goosefield, has reached us, stating that it has been said in 

certain quarters that AtpermaAN Watties and Mr. Porries have 

, in the interests of humanity, to refer their unhappy differences 

to the calm judicial consideration of Mr. Jawx1ns, our learned Re- 

corder, whose decision is to be accepted as final; and that, till this 

decision is arrived at, the committee of the Goosefield Club will consent 
to suspend their harsh sentence on Mx. Porrzuzs. 


Scientific Note. 


A contemporary states that Dr. SHontr is expected shortly—as 
might have been anticipated—to arrive from India ; and further alleges 
that he is bringing with him for the Zoological Society's Gardens 
several specimens of the walking fish of India. We presume the 
interesting creature combines the chardeteristies of the sole and 


’eel tribes. 
Answers to Correspondents, 


[We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, wnless they are 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope; but we do not hold 
ourselves responsible for loss.] 

Vireinia.—Cut! which place in thy nicotian tube and fumigate. 

DANIEL.—We cannot say whether you have come to judgment, but you 
certainly haven’t arrived at years of discretion. 

ATTEMPT—ought to be tried. 

F. J. C. (Birkenhead) says ‘‘ The following are, as far as I am concerned 
original.”” If they are, he should be the more concerned to think he could 


have been guilty of them. 
SxysLvug.—If there were any of the milk of human kindness in your 


composition you would not persecute us so. 

(Dae LAY OF THE BRIgFLESS”’ would have been improved by brevity, 
but of course we couldn’t expect that ! 

Sammy sends us some agonising ‘‘ jokes’’—apologises for them, and adds 
modestly, ‘* I shall improve.” e trust he will, for though we can stand a 
good deal, we can’t stand Sam in this instance. 

S. H. (Islington) is suffering from the latest epidemic, the potato disease— 
he is about the twelfth who has sent us the ancient “‘ vegetable timepiece ”’ 
riddle. 

R. J. K. (Camberwell New-road.)—We cannot agree with roy evident 
opinion that the death of Lonp CARDIGAN is a good subject for bad—or even 

—comic versification. 

Coat Dust.—Your offence does not deserve screening. 

E. G. S. (Southampton) sends some lines which, he says, “‘ may be found 
worthy of a corner in your paper.”” If he thinks they are so bad they ought 
to be put in a corner, why send them to us? 

Cuap.—Bad. 

Mrs. D.—The joke would be passable if we could only find such a word 

' as ** putrification”’ in any dictionary. 
B. had better mind his own buzzy-ness. 
S. M. R. (Manchester) should attend to our rules if he wants his MS. 


returned. 
IonoraMus (Tuffnell Park).—We shrink from the idea of disturbing 


our bliss. 
Declined with thanks.—Mrs. H., Exminster; S. X.; Enquire; J.B. T., 
Brixton; E. S., Inland Revenue; A. T., Manchester; Elise; Anonymous ; 
E.; Paddy; G.S. P., Westminster; J. W.S., Liverpool; Sorrento; J. B 
Strand; Meddle and Muddle; G., Tonbridge Wells; W.C. H.D.; A.C 
Montagu-street; L. E., Milk-street; L. 8S. K., Liverpool; H. D. : 
a 











of 


Southwark ; Ferncliffe; R. O., Liverpool; G., Red Lion-court; 
Walworth-road; T. M., Glasgow; Spifflicator; Young Jonson; H 
| Norwich; ’Oucxpov. 
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RIGHT HE HARE. 


Lady (pronouncing the town as spelt) :—‘ Is THI8 THE HERTFORD TRAIN ?” 
Ticket Collector :—“ Hextrorp! Ou, you MEAN ’ARFoRD, MuM—wE DON’T SOUND THE ‘HE,’ ONLY THE ‘HAR,’ YOU SEE!” 


Sr, Se ee 


| 
“c ” | The fire of the gun boats in the first instance drove the enemy from the grove 
MORE AND WHICHES. | and their line of communication with Fareham, but which was ultimately recovered 
Surety the archwologist, the etymologist, the logodadalist from New | 4nd re-oecupied.” 


Zealand who will, in after ages, be engaged in disinterring the | The gallant commander winds-up as follows :— 

evidences of English blood and culture from the records of our history, | _« 4s 9 general observation in conclusion I may state, although with some excep- 
will link us, by an elision of the letter S, with the Sandwich Islanders, | tions, that the instructien drill, the practice of simple deployments, the oblique and 
and write of the “‘and-which”’ literature and laws. We all know how | direct echelon movements, the observance of strict silence during movement, and 
nearly the Volunteer Review was made a failure, and it is evident | the cessation of fire when ordered, are wanting, and not sufficiently considered, @ 


R ; = without which no volunteer force would be of much avail if required to take i's 
that that danger lay in the fact that the chief officer, however well | place in the field with regular troops. The simple rules of skirmishing, too, the 


grounded in the word of command, was so sadly deficient in the com- | taking advantage of cover and not remaining too long in it, should be inculcated, 


Captain Beauchamp Seymour, stationed in a good position on the Porchester lake. | 


mand of words that he was obliged to treat them as they do the army | for without this knowledge generally no lesson is taught or learnt by the assembly 


of supernumaries on the stage, and bring them back again after they 
have once appeared, in order to impress us with a sense of number and | 
variety. | 
Even this might be accepted as evidence of a profound knowledge of | 
the art of marshalling and deploying words, but for the lamentable | 
infatuation displayed by the gallant commander—an infatuation that | 
leads to the suspicion of his having been be-whiched by the style and | 
manner of a cultivated contemporary. | 


** The right of the enemy,” reports Sir George, ‘rested in Paul’s Grove and on | 


the commanding height above it, and which position they maintained during the | 
day by the aid of the batteries of the volunteer artillery, which were well posted, 
replying to the fire of the gun boats of the Royal navy, under the command of | 
| 
j 


| ensured the success of the day. 


of large bodies for sham fights. s 

“I beg to bring, also, under the notice of his Royal Highness the efficient 
assistance rendered on this oceasion by the mayor and civil authorities, and which 
** GeoRGE BULLER. 


It is refreshing to find that this remarkable man distinguishes the 
possibility of learning without teaching in military matters; who 
knows but it may be one day the same with regard to English 
grammar and composition ? 


The Old Man’s Straight Tip. 
NOTICE.—In the Derby Number of Fun, published on Tuesday the 26th 
instant, will appear—Nicuoias's Derspy HigRoGLyPuic. 


EKINGSFORD’S 
OSWEGO PREPARED CORN, 


For Puddings, Custards, Blanc Mange, &c. The original and genuine American preparation of Indian Corn. 


Established 1849. 


No similar article in America or England has the right to the title of *‘ Original.” 
KEEN, ROBINSON, BELLVILLE, & CO., LONDON. 
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“ This dreadful piece of news will pain your worthy parents so! 
They are the most remunerative customers I know; 

For mary many years they’ve kept starvation from my doors, 
I never knew so criminal a family as yours! 


GENTLE ALICE BROWN. 


T was a robber’s daughter, and her 
name was ALIcE Brown, 
Her father was the terror of a 
small Italian town ; 

Her mother was a foolish, weak, 
but amiable old thing, 

But it isn’t of her parents that 
I’m going for to sing. 


“The common county folk in this insipid neighbourhood 
Have nothing to confess, they're so ridiculously good ; 
And if you marry anyone respectable at all ; 


The worthy priest, he up and drew his cowl upon his crown, 
And started off in haste to tell the news to Ronner Brown; 
To tell him how his daughter, who was now for marriage fit, 


As Auice was a-sitting at her 
Had winked upon a sorter, who reciprocated it. 


window-sill one day, 
A beautiful young gentleman he 
chanced to pass that way ; 
She cast her eyes upon him, and 
he looked so good and 


true, 

That she thought “I could be 
happy with a gentleman like 
you!” 


Good Rosner Brown he muffled up his anger pretty well, 
He said “T have a notion, and that notion I will tell; 

I will nab this gay young sorter, terrify him into fits, 
And get my gentle wife to chop him into little bits. 


*‘ I’ve studied human nature, and I know a thing or two, 

Though a girl may fondly love a living gent, as many do— 

A feeling of disgust upon her senses there will fall 

‘ When she looks upon his body chopped particularly small.” 

And every morning passed her 
house that cream of gentle- 
men, 

She knew she might expect him 
at a quarter unto ten, 

A sorter in the Custom-house, it was his daily road 

(The Custom-house was fifteen minutes’ walk from her abode.) 


He traced that gallant sorter to a still suburban square ; 
He watched his opportunity and seized him unaware ; 
He took a life-preserver and he hit him on the head, 
And Mrs. Brown dissected him before she went to bed. 


And pretty little Aticze grew more settled in her mind, 
She never more was guilty of a weakness of the kind, 
Until at length good Ropper Brown bestowed her pretty hand 


eyepiece. gate gp eerste elie On the promising young robber, the Lieutenant of his band. 


To look at strange young sorters with expressive purple eyes, 
So she sought the village priest to whom her family confessed ; 
The priest by whom their little sins were carefully assessed. 


“Oh, holy father,”’ Aice said, ‘‘’twould grieve you, would it not? 
To discover that I was a most disreputable jt! 

Of all unhappy sinners I’m the most unhappy one!” . 
The padre said, ‘‘ Whatever have you been and gone and done ? 


“T have helped mamma to steal a little kiddy from its dad, 
I’ve assisted dear papa in cutting up a little lad. 

I’ve planned a little burglary and forged a little cheque, 
And slain alittle baby for the coral on its neck!” 


The worthy pastor heaved a sigh, and dropped a silent tear— 
And said, “‘ You musn’t judge yourself too heavily, my dear— 
It’s wrong to murder babies little corals for to fleece, 

But sins like these one expiates at half-a-crown a-piece. 


“ Girls will be girls—you’re very young and flighty in your mind, 
Old heads nace sonnel shoulders we must not expect to find : 

We musn’t be too hard upon these little girlish tricks—- 
Let’s see—five crimes at half-a-crown—exactly twelve-and-six. 


‘Oh, father,” little Aricz cried, ‘‘ your kindness makes me weep, 
You do these little things for me so singularly cheap— 

Your thoughtful liberality I never can forget ; 

But, O, there is another crime I haven’t mentioned yet ! 


“A pleasant looking gentleman, with pretty purple eyes, 
I’ve noticed at my window, as I’ve sat a-catching flies ; 


He passes by it every day as certain as can be— 
I blush to say I’ve winked at him and he has winked at me!” 





Respectability and a Gig-gazette. 
Ovr genteel contemporary, the Pali Mall, commenting on the 


blocking-up of Park-lane, which doubtless causes delay and 
venience to its distinguished contributors who are hastening 


There was an immense block of carriages in the Park, and escape by the 
Stanhope-gate into Park-lane was impossible.” 


We were under the impression that writers in the P. M. G. nev 


travelled in the City, how else could he be aware that his “ 


not let the matter rest here, but will sharpen his powerful q 


and lobster-shells. 





«For shame,” said Faragr Pavt, “my erring daughter! On my word A Categorical Assertion. 


is is the most distressing news that I have ever heard. 
» naughty girl, your excellent papa has pledged your hand 


y . ” i sits ? 
To a promising young robber, the Lieutenant of his band! soldiers do for kits 


VOL. VII. 


Why, you'll reform and what will then become of Fatuer Pavt ? 
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incon- 
to the 


office from the fashionable end of town, makes the following remark :— 


‘‘ Tt is fortunate that people who ride in carriages are not so prone to indulge in 
feats of personal strength and deeds of violence as some of their fellow-countrymen, 
or there would certainly have been further mischief done yesterday in Hyde Park. 


way of 


er con- 


descended to visit regions east of Temple Bar, but we now see we were 
mistaken. It is evident that the writer of the sentence we quote has 


fellow- 


countrymen”? who ride not in “carriages” but in cabs and "buses, 
when a block occurs in Fleet-street or Cheapside immediately “ indulge 
in feats of personal strength and deeds of violence?”” We wane he will 


against 


eople, who having not so important an object as pleasure but 
papa tal of business as an excuse for their hurry, convulse all 
Cheapside with their feats of strength, and make the Fleet-street 
gutters run with blood. It issad to think that on the road, next Derby- 
day, the “swells” in carriages and four-in-hands will be utterly 
powerless to discourage, by their example, the throwing of eggs, flour, 


Ir will never do to abolish the cat in the army. What will the 
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ST. GEORGE'S, HANOVER SQUARE. 
From Ephraim Dodge, in London, to Eben Stash, New ae ‘e 

rar En,—The time has gone considerable quick since last I wro 
to oa a few observations a maak and fashion in this cheerful old cuss 
of a Royal Kingdom. But we've got through, Mrs. D. and self, and 
have been going it to the tune of Hail Co-lumbia ever since we left 
that precious old dodrotted hotel, and seen after our own fixins ata 
Boarding House, which being conducted on temperance principles, 
we only breakfast and tea at, after each of which, I take a private 
ewill out of my own flask in the sleeping-room. We dine and sup 
out, having, as Mr. Dickens says, made the discovery that if a native 
of the United States does not make himself at home in Great Britain 
it ain't for want of invites; and I can tell you that this is a people 
who—though they're that pesky slow at their meals as I'm more than 
half through, and am mostly fit to bust, with twice to soup and three 
times to salmon, before they’ve reached the solids—certainly do eat 


PR | | 


and drink some, and clothe some, and marry and are given in marriage 
some; and if it wasn’t for the Church bein’ pairamount, and the empty 
husks and hulls and addled egg shells of Royalty and Rank, and cetera, 
lying all around to impede their etarnal progression, this is a people 
that one might hitch one’s own team to for an everlasting spell. 
Wats is back,—and we should have left another card upon him but 
that the whole rotten fabric of what's called socicty in this laughable 
punkin-plot of an island is shored up with etiquette, so we've been 
observating men and manners, from our own point of view round a 
fly-blown old thoroughfare known as Hanover-square. Now, you 
would ot think that that frowsy dead cider sort of place was the resort 
of Rank and Fashion, but, sir, it is so; and why? The church there 
such is the wry-necked servility of the Britisher, is named after GrorGE 
THe THixp, just as the Square is sponsored by the House of Hanover 
and there's nothing for it, the church being upon its hind legs always— 
but that Royal person that run his head agin the United States and 


proved that it wasn't quite so thick as he'd had reasons to guess, was | 


sainted for the occasion. Yes, sir. Grorcre THREE was in the calendar 
S29 


as they say here, and what’s more, he’s made the patron saint of 


marriages where rank and fashion concern themselves. There's 
something to be biled out of that notion. too, for these Royalties are 
great at alliances, and a good deal comes of it, in the shape of provisions 





| pew, while Mrs. D. fans herself and finds a shilling for the ! 
opener. 


| incorrect, the fable of the Belly and the Members was 0+ W? 
| by the chef de cuisine of St. Stephen's. 


a eesnstensissusasssssnsssansssusunssesesnserennenanseeerereeseries-s Be 


of grants for Princes and Princesses’ pocket money. But that’s nothing 
to the free cosmopolite. Here we are in Sarnt GEorGE THE Tuigy’ | 
Church, Hanover-square, and there’s highfalutin’ going on, I can tg] | 
I’m a fixture at present with my head under the book-board of | 
d the corner of a cushion in my mouth to keep me from 
laughing out, and so sacrileging the sacred fane or bringing the ¢)j 
she pew-opener with a bottle of nose-salts. It was the beadle that 
set me off, and I’m now squatting on a hassock with my eyes just over 
the edge prospecting the whole claim. Murs. D. she’s more genteel—] 
tell her she’s corrupted with these old mildewy notions that are called 
so-ciety, and she’s forgot how to laugh. Between you and me, Enpy, 
I think she’s collecting for a book—and the way she calls on people— 
and catalogues their dresses—and takes notes of the tall talk under the 
edge of her plate at dinner-time and generally roots up things, beats 
an auctioneer’s club in Broadway, and must level her to Mrs. Harnizrr 
B. Srowr, when she electrified Europe with her “Sunny Memories,” 
But I must larf, so I keep well under, till the gals came in,—and | 


you. 
& pew an 


will say that they are worth looking at. The British young female is 


_ about the only institute I can crack up in this worm-eaten old countty; 


and she #s julep, and I do say that it’s worth the fees even of the three 
ministers—two of ’em is bishops—that it takes to marry in these parts 


if a feller can only be sure that their united locomotive power jines | 


the knot tight. But, sir, it don’t; there’s a Court of Matrimonial 


| Causes and Divorce—and these two things: the church rampant wit® 
_ its tail stuck out, and the church cowerant, with the aforesaid dragglins 
| and not a wag left in it, is what makes me laugh down here in te | 


new- 


Yours, Epruyraim LP, Dovce- 





Driving it Home. 


y y ; . ’ Ive ! 
Naturalists point out to us that the salmon is formed as @ wees" 


so that it may receive the least possible amount of resistance in ascen® 
ing rivers. One is almost tempted to turn vegetarian at the pro*P*'’ 


| of having such a wedge-at-table before us. 


totally 
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‘De Gustinvs.’”—A correspondent with this signature 18 ‘ten 
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an art and volunteering), Mr. Grorcre CrvixsHanr, will always be 
welcome for the sake of “auld lang syne.”’ Among the prose contents 
1s a startling sensation story, “An Episode in the Life of a Surgeon,” 
and an essay on ** Miss Braddon as a Poetess,”’ in which Mr. Sawyen’s 
generous admiration of talent has led him into a little over-estimate. 
i HAVE received the current numbers of Science Gosssp and the 
Naturalist’ s Vute-Book, two admirable publications, which will he read 
with pleasure and interest even by those who ure neither scientific men 
nor naturalists. Iam glad to see in both that the practice of shooting 
all rare birds and animals is discouraged. In the G issip, & More care : 
ful revision of the correspondence in ** Notes and (Qlueries”’ is desirable : 
for example, to correct such a mistake as “ viviparous and 6 velparous.”’ 
In these days of colour-printing florists’ catalogues are becoming work 
of art. Carter's List of Bedding Plants contains two illustrations, one 
of a new pelargonium, * Egyptian Queen,” the other of a double- 
flowered geranium, pictures that a few years azo would have becn 
thought much of in a costly botanical book, but are now riven away 
with the catalogue, which is a useful and comprehensive one. . 
















see the Daily Telegraph scolding Mr. Bricur 
roundly for his rudeness in accusing Mr. 
Disraewt of a combination of pomposity and 
servility. The cause of its warmth is ob- 
vious :—it was a clear case of “mutato nomine 
D. T.’ Mr. Bricut’s description of the 
Premier applies exactly to a paper noted for 
what the Saturday Review neatly styles its 
“tail-lashing,’ and for the fulsome twaddle with which it insults 
Rovalty. Of late I see it is making itself remarkable in other ways; 
for instance, in a leader in the issue for the 9th instant we have this 
elegant sample of housemaid’s English :— 

Her Royal Highness the Princess Beatrice has not yet arrived at no more mature 
or serious age than eleven years. 

On the 13th instant it gave us one of its elevated-classical leaders on 
the Laureate’s last poem. Here's a specimen :— 

* Spirit of Lucretins!’? What irony there is in that very phrase for all who 
know the exquisite eloquence of that Latin singer who ‘dropped his plummet 
through the void, and cried, ‘No spirit, and no Gop !’ ” 

This is no doubt a very happy turn, remarkable for elegance and 
Unfortunately, however, Mrs. BrowninG wrote— 
dropped his plummet down the broad 

Deep universe and said, ** No God.’’ 
It is rather too bad to falsify a quotation, and father a vile mis-rhyme 
on a poet, for the sake of a “happy turn.” ‘The advertisements in the 
D. T. leave so little space for original matter, that that little might 
easily be well done. How much longer shall we have to wait for the 
time when the publication of the Daily News at a penny will give us 
a cheap Liberal paper, that Liberal gentlemen need not be ashamed 
to acknowledge ? 

Tue glut of demoralising penny romances—TZhe Boy Robbers, the 
Young Knights of the Road, and poisonous trash of that sort—has 
brought about the result we might have expected. Two lads, aged 
respectively twelve and fourteen, have been parodying the perform- 
ances of the “ heroes,”’ of whom they had read, in a disastrous manner. To set eves on Puck ? 
They put up at a coffee-house, whence they sallied out, like the high- Well. I didn’t think won hadi 
waymen of old, armed with pistols and intent on booty, and from ; , p 
being robbers—or rather thieves—very nearly came to be murderers. eee EESES 
Surely the publication of these most pernicious penn orths of vile No Licht Matter! 
sensation will be punished now, though we have to pass a bill like Loxp " , ee 
Campsetu’s Act to give the authorities the necessary power. If not, | _ THE latest light thrown upon the inner economy of man is a new 
we may soon expect to see announced as “Just ready, Ze Boy Murderers, | thing in lanterns. We learn from 4/! the Year Round that— 
in weekly numbers, price one penny. With number one will be pre- ‘*They are called Gessler’s tubes, and are small glass cylinders, cither empty 
sented numbers two and three, and a magnificent plate of the Attack filled with azote, hydrogen, or carbonic acid gas, through which a voltaie 
on an Old Woman in Catherine-court.”’ The tubes become sutticiently luminous to allow you to 

Sourn Kensincron must have trembled to its core when it saw the eee aoe 
announcement of Mx. Siape’s bequest to the nation, and his proviso 
that it is not to be allowed to come within the Boilers’ influence. This 
sensible example may be more widely followed than South Kensington 
would like. Had not Mr. Corz and his department better introduce 
a Bill into Parliament on the Mortmain model somewhat, to insist 
that all bequests to the nation shall go to Brompton in despite of the 
testator’s express commands ? 

Tue American magazines, The Atlantic Monthly and Our Young Fulks 
(in the receipt of which a hiatus has occurred of late), have reached me 
again this month. The former is full of excellent papers, containing a 
story of peculiar merit called ‘Lagos Bar.’’ An article on our old 
friend ‘‘The European House-Sparrow”’ will also be found interesting. 
The juvenile magazine contains the best of the four parts of *‘ Holiday 

tomance.”’ I sincerely pity anyone who cannot thoroughly enjoy it. 
“ Dotty Dimple’s Call” is very funny. ‘“ How Jane found Massa 
Linkum”’ is a most touching little sketch, and “ Princekin”’ is genuine 
fairy-lore. America seems fortunate in the possession of writers of 
child-lore, the real article and no mistake. We have no such juvenile 
literature asthis in England. The St. James’s does full justice to its 
emblazoned cover, with contents worthy of the embellishment. I am 
still inclined to think its verse department weak, but that is more than 
atoned for by theexcellence of the prose. I have received Part the First 
of a new series of Woman's World. A glance at its cover was 
encouraging—a glimpse at its’ illustrations depressing. But on the 
whole its literary contents are good, and the magazine one that may 
be safely put in the hands of young girls. The Gardiner's Magazine is 
welcome at this critical period in horticultural matters, as is also that 
excellent periodical the Journal of Horticulture. Le Follet brings us the 
latest news about the latest fashions for spring, which seems at last to 
have set in permanently. . 

I cannot say that I like the wrapper of the new magazine, The Ovk, 
or that I admire Mr. Donpps’s portrait of Mr. Disragui. However, 
& magazine that boasts a drawing by that distinguished veteran (both 


44 WAS considerably amused the other day to 
"Oo 






THE FAYS OF THE MOON, 


II! have you not seen 

The fairy queen, 

And the elves at their revels gay ; 
And the capers they tiling, 
As they dance in rinz;, 

Till chanticleer heralds day ? 
Have you ne'er espied 
In regal pride 

KinG Osexon lead the dance ? 
Have you never caught sight 
Of that tricksy sprite 

Called Puck in the old romance ? 








erudition. 








What, you have not seen 
The king and queen, 

And their elves at their revels mad ? 
You have ne’er had the luck 


or 
current is made to pas-. PS 
read printed letters held at several inches distance from them, 
ture lantern is introduc :d into a stomach, the skin is transparent enough to permit 
your seeing the interior of the animal.” 

We have some difficulty in swallowing this lantern, but if its existence 
be a fact, we trust that our readers will not be lightly persuaded to 
take a light repast of this description It seems not improbable that, 
should the tube be by an accident broken, the patient would die, like 
Henny I., of a surfeit of lamp-rays. 


An Unwelcome Guest. 

A TELEGRAM lately announced the arrival of “The Weser”’ from 
New York. It would have been more seasonable, we think, had * the 
wheezer” deferred his visit until foggy November,—even then we 
should care but little for his rhewm or his company. 





Words That Burn. 
“JT cannot singe the old songs”’ saya a conscientious musical critic, 
“but I feel not the slightest compunction in converting the great 


majority of modern ones into pipe lights.” 





Be Mersey-ful! 

At a late meeting of the Birkenhead Commissioners, it was stated 
that during the year ending the 24th ult., the receipts at the Woodside 
Ferry amounted to £38,600. Probably no port in the world can boast 
of finer specimens of naval architecture than Liverpool :—certainly her 
‘“penny-a-liners”’ stand unrivalled. 





Why Not? 
A RANTER, who calls himself “the Weeping Prophet,” is infesting 
Worcestershire and Herefordshire. "Would it not be better to dub him 


“The Crying Nuisance.” 
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FULL DRESS. 


FASHIONS.* 


A FEW PLAIN TRUTHS ABOUT THE ROYAL 
ACADEMY. 


Te centenary of the Royal Academy finds it in anything but a 
flourishing condition. A hundred years can only be considered to 
complete the youth of such institutions as Academies, but it finds our 
Academy showing evidences of senility, which prove its feeble con- 
stitution. However it is just possible that the general reprimand it has 
received this year will do it good, and that when it begins its second 
century, and opens its new buildings it will exhibit the healthy results 
of the castigation it is now receiving. 

We would suggest that in the new buildings, a Chamber of Horrors 
having been first assigned to the portraits exclusively, a certain pro- 


_ portion of the remaining rooms should be devoted to the works of 


Academicians, to be hung according to their merits, and the rest to be 
given to outsiders. This would give line space to both Academicians 
and non-Academicians, and would enable the hangers, without sus- 
picion of disrespect, to lend the enchantment of distance to those works 
* members, which consideration for the painters would “ raise tothe 
es.” 
We are glad to see our opinion of Mr. Mactise's honesty and 


_ impartiality confirmed by the account given by the Atheneum of his 


removal of one of his own pictures to make room for that of Baron 


| Lays. It is a wholesome sign, too, that the hangers “desired to efface 


_ hibition seems to have been this. 


as far as possible the scandal which followed the ungenerous treatment of 
Mr. Davnicxy's ‘ Moonrise’ last year.” The hangers will have a good 
many scandals to efface, next year, and we may perhaps hope they will 
endeavour to do so. The plan of hanging adopted for the present ex- 

Be In the first place all the portraits by 
Academicians were put on the line—next the works of the St. John’s 
Wood school, or pictures painted by the wives or immediate relatives of 
R. A.’s (hangers official or officious) were advantageously displayed, 


_ and then the remaining space was divided among the rest of the 


Academicians. This arrangement has not proved te be popular—except 


: ; Se qr 
* The intelligent reader will at once perceive the mistake by which the titles 


above have been transposed. We beg to apologise for this somewhat excusable 


| €rror, which was only noticed after we had gone to press.—Epb. 
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DEMIE TOILETTE. 








perhaps in a limited circle in the N.W. district—and therefore it had 
better be abandoned next year. ; 

In analysing the alphabetical list at the end of the catalogue with a 
view to discovering the exact number of R. A.’s who reside in St. 
John’s Wood—and a rather large proportion it is!—we have been 
struck by the absence of landscape-painters in the roll of R.A.'s. 
Landscape-painting is so essentially the English art that it is startling 
to find its only representatives are Mr. Creswick, whose pencil not 
unnaturally has lost some of its old facility; Mr. Repcrave, who 
paints figure subjects also but with so little success that we must count 
him here; and Mr. Lez, who we suppose must claim admission on the 
strength of his fidelity to boiled-cabbage foliage and clayey fore- 
grounds. There is no lack of good landscape-painters among the 
exhibitors: —Mr. Maccatitum, Mr. Leapsr, Mr. Brett, Mr. Cote, 
Mr. Hemy, all or any of these would do the Academy credit, but the 
vacancies they might have filled with honour have been otherwise dis- 
posed of. In the lamented death of Sranrretp the Academy Jost its 
great marine painter: Mr. Epwin Mfayes is thoroughly capable of 
filling the gap, but his claims remain unacknowledged. Mr. PoyNTER 
for three years has contributed works that have been among the most 
striking pictures in the Exhibition :—why is he still without the pale? 
_—_ Gower-street come to St. John’s Wood ere he can be eligible for 
election. ; 

The only Academician who has done his duty well and truly this 
year is Mr. Poors. In his “Custance Sent Adrift’? he does the 
Academy noble service, by securing it thec redit that one of the best 
pictures on the walls is painted by a member. His picture is almost 
a scaly jestifioation there is for the claim to the line put forward by 

e R. A.’s. 


Row, Brothers, Row! 

TueRE is no more invigorating exercise, and when you are able to 
feather an oar well, turn your attention to feathering your nest, and 
then just won’t ‘‘the maidens all flock to your boat so readily.” 





Tae Beverace ror Lovens.—Huggin’s Ales. 
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THE MODERN COLUMBUS: 


OR, A SHORT WAY WITH THE CHURCH DIFFICULTY. 
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the control of feelings and the command of words. 
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A rroup WEEK for Gooseficld having terminated without a single 
contretemps, We may now draw breath, wipe our brows, and look back 
calmly on those festive scenes, which while they lasted, took away 
In bright and 

enial weather, chequered only by a smart hail-storm and a few heavy 
showers, and chilled occasionally by a north-east wind, the event so 
long looked forward to with anxious hope has passed into the region of 
history, and may be regarded through the dispassionate telescope of 
retrospective criticism. Amid general rejoicing, which has over- 
owered the few sneers of the evil-minded even as sunshine has dis- 
elled and driven away the murky clouds that would fain have obscured 


| the rays of gladness—amid outward shows, the most conspicuous of 


which were the tasteful decorations over the shop of our enterprising 
fellow-townsmen, Messrs. T.. Porr any Son—amid such a state of 


_ excitement, in short, as the oldest inhabitant of Goosefield informs us, 
| hein vain attempts to remember, looking over the wide lapse of bygone 


days—the new pump has been inaugurated. 


DESCRIPTION OF THE NEW PUMP, 


The stately and imposing object which now embellishes the markct- 
place of the town of Goosefield, and which will ever serve as an 
appropriate monument to the public spirit of this venerable borough, 
owes its origin to a few members of the Goosefield Club, who discussed 
at an ordinary meeting the necessity of a Public Pump, and afterwards 
brought their ripened project before the town-council. That body, as 
our readers are aware, has entertained the question with more or less 
divergence of individual view and warmth of party opinion—generally 


| more. But the opponents gradually gave way; the most seemingly 
_ determined and inveterate Anti-pumpers joined the ranks of the 


| handle being towards the south. 


Pumpers ; and not more than two or three stubborn foes to improvement 
and spring-water remained in opposition. 

The new pump is ofiron. It is covered with several—we believe 
no less than four—coats of paint, of a dark and somewhat leaden hue. 
The municipal arms, three geese argent on a field vert, are introduced 
in a panel above the spout, which projects in a westerly direction, the 
The entire height of the structure, 


_ including an ornament on the top, which represents a goose’s egg, 


| conventionally treated, is very little short of six feet. 


a 


nve An eminent 
Birmingham firm was entrusted with the task of designing and casting 
this majestic pump, scarcely three months having elapsed between the 
date of the order being given and its accomplishment. If the nature 
of the design as well as the size of the object had been altogether 
different, and if, as then might have been the case, the suitable 
material had been silver instead of iron, there cannot be the least 
doubt that the work would have been executed—and executed in their 
best style—by Messrs. T. Porr anp Son, of 27, High-street, 
Goosefield, whose world-renowned name adorns our advertising 
columns, 
THE INAUGURAL CEREMONY. 


The town presented a gay appearance on Tuesday morning, no 
fewer than five flags flaunting the sunlight in our Market-place and 
High-street. The establishment of Messrs. ‘I. Porr anp Son, the 


silversmiths, in the last-mentioned thoroughfare, was decorated with 


great taste, the floral display on the window-sill of the first floor, 


' Immediately over the shop, being remarkable for its arrangement of 


, morn, he could not have failed to ask what was «bout to happen. 


colour. Ifa stranger had chanced to visit Goosefield on that auspicious 
Eix- 
pectancy sat on every face, and hope illumined every eye. It had 
become known that the unfortunate difference between ALDERMAN 

ATTLES and Mr. Portes had been adjusted, by a mutual concession 
most honourable to both heads and to each heart. Mn. JAwKkINs, our 
learned Recorder, had been perfectly willing, we understand, to arbi- 
trate in the matter; but happily his legal acumen has not been needed 
to settle whether Mr. Porries or ALDEKMAN Watrties was in the 
right, inasmuch as ALDERMAN WATTLES and Mr. Porries have mag- 
hanimously admitted that they were both in the wrong. 

The hour fixed for the ceremony of inaugurating the new and splendid 
pump in the Market-place was twelve o'clock; and alittle before the 
time people began to congregate near the spot. It was barely four 
minutes past twelve when the head of the procession came in view ; and 
&cheer from two workmen rent the air. It had been judiciously 
arranged that the cortege, having only a short distance to traverse 

etween the Town Hall and the Pump—our old friend Mr. Merny- 
THOUGHT facetiously observed, by the by, that it was not more than a 


| Step from the subli. .s to the interesting—should traverse that distance 


On foot. 


Every precaution would no doubt have been taken by the | 


FUN. 


"INTERESTING RECORDS OF THE GOOSEFIELD CLUB. 








police to obviate danger and inconvenience to the inhabitants of | 


would have been erected along the line of route and in the proximity 
of the Pump, had it appeared to be in the least degree probable that any 
such plans would be found at all necessary. 


117 





ORDER OF THE PROCESSION, 
C Be A Sergeant and one Man of the Goosefield Constabulary 2, 
yy = __. _to clear the way. 23 
23 The Drum and Fife Band of the Goosefield Rifle Volunteers. os 
3 A Flag, carried by a Boy. ay 2 
The Commercial Gentleman representing the firm of 
Burres anp Bxoce, contractors for the Pump. 
> & Tue Pump Commitres. Hy ey 
2.8 ALDERMAN WartT.zs, Chairman. So 
Oo & $5 
22 Mr. Portrtues. Mx. Tupns. se. 
mre Mr. Fvunss. Mr. Gauss. Gq ® 
Another Flag, carried by a Man (subsequently ree 2.4 49 
to primanded for inebriety and misconduct), th = S 
‘5 p> Nine Pensioners, two and two. c = 
24 Tue Beapte, cB oe 
5 Who should have been somewhere else in the ex bay 
ae8 procession, though nobody knew crs 
om exactly where. nde 
_ Aldermen and Common Council in their ° oe 
robes of office. “os 
The Right Hon. the Viscount LivERwInNa, 
Member of Parliament for the Borough of Goosefield ; 
supported by 
the Mayor and Sir Buinkiteby Owxsvsn, Bart. 
Other members of the procession thrown into disorder by 

i the improper, not to say scandalous, conduct of a person, = 
ay describing himself as a Representative of the Press, and g 
ua but too well known as the contemptible and low-minded = "2 
t9 reporter in the employ of a venal contemporary. (This S 
S excrescence on the profession of journalism persisted in os 
>  obtruding his offensive presence and mannerson CoLongzL = 
ee Ganpexk and other gentlemen, under the pretext of taking & 
2 notes. Let him beware! This is not the place to tell ° 


him a few unpalateable truths; but a fitting opportunity 
and a day of dreadful retribution will yet come.) 


The magnitude of these eventful proceedings compels us to reservo 
our further report of the ceremony, and the subsequent dinner at the 


Feathers Hotel. 


Answers to Correspondents, 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope; but we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for loss. | 

Dan.—The announcement of the lecture is perfectly correct, so that your 
satirical remarks thereon are nonsense. 

BooxkwokM shall not have an opportunity of boring through our pages. 

A. S. 8. (Glasgow) is quite right when he says that what he encloses 
is ** a little satire.” We have found it both little and blank. 

For his Pegasus someone at Glasgow 
Will find that he can’t make an A, S. 5S. go! 

H. describes himself as of ** Bishopsgate-street, Without——"’ We suppose 
he means us to finish the sentence, but we are not good at riddles. Is “‘ point”’ 
or ‘*sense’’ the next word ? 

R. W. (Paisley) shawld—we beg pardon, should not do so! 

ALL-RIGHT cannot expect to be all right and all writer too ;—he might 
be comparatively positive on that point. .. 

A. F. R. (Offord-road.)— What you have “offord ’ is declined with thanks. 

S. C. H. (Dartmouth) says ‘‘ The enclosed slip was taken from,” etc., 
etc. As the slip is not enclosed, we suppose the enclosed slipped out. 

ALDIBERONTIFOSCIFORNIOSTICO3.— Your title provukes— This answer. 
Because—You cannot crack jokes—You needn't crack jaws, 

J. H. (Notting-hill.)—Hermit was in the foreground, nearest the 

ator! 
— (Seymour-street).—Just short of the mark, 

W. H. M. (Bouverie-street.)—Occasionally, ; 

E. Q. U. I. P. (Boro’.)—How dare you crack your miserable jokes about 
a death which is deplored by the whole nation? Silence would better 
become you, fur if you can see anything to laugh at in sucha funeral you 
are only fit to be a mute. 

D. G.—Yes. 

CANTAB.—Not quite up to the standard. 

BROTHER JONATHAN.—A well-selected title, since the joke is pirated 
from our first volume. 

Declined with thanks:—J. D., Waterford; Ephemeral Smug; H. W., 
Exeter; F. B., Chelsea; R. D. &., Gracechurch-street; C. J. G.; S. H., 
Mitcham; W. H. B.; ‘Theodore; J.C., Kentish-town; J.C., Kensington- 
park-road; R. O., China; S.5.; KE. D., Clonmel; R. Rt., Wigton; Young 














Fox; W.H.S.; W.R. W., Clapham; H. W. R.; J. K.; J. N. B., 
Blaydon-on-Tyne; A. L., Prince’s-gardens; W. F. W., Kingsland; 


Goosefield, from the overcrowding of the streets, and strong barriers | J, G, M., Chester; Old Subscriber, Kensington; B. L., Hull; Circle A., 


Glasgow; Owain; S. R. E., Clapham-road; W., Belper; C. R. H. ; 


James C.; A. C., Dieppe; 5. W. C., Camberwell-new-road; KF. D. H., 
| Russell-square. 


Pet iaraiencacaeecet ee 





oS eas 
+ 
ae 7 -2e z 


= <p . —— : 
a ee 


a 
= See 


aot, 


~— on - =e 


ee eee ee 
a 


ee 


ee 


CO ell 


ee 




























































































“18 FUN. 


LIFE IN LODGINGS. 


—#— 
III.—LODGERS. 


HE variety of Lodgers is infinite. It may fairly be 
calculated that three-fourths of the population, at 
certain periods of their lives, more or less extended, 
are lodgers; and that, therefore, this class 1s one of 
endless diversity. There are rich lodgers and poor 
lodgers, lodgers who work and lodgers who idle, 
lodgers who pay and lodgers who don’t pay. 
All these species are broadly sub-divided into 
“Parlours,” “ Drawing-rooms,” ‘ Second-floors,” 
“ Third-floors,”’ and ‘ Attics.”’ 

Of course, as there is’ a variety of Lodgers, so 
there is a multiplicity of Lodgings. There are 
fashionable lodgings, first of all, with their sub- 
varieties, such as lodgings in Pimlico, lodgings in 
Piccadilly, and lodgings in Westbournia. There 
are plebeian lodgings—in Islington, Lambeth, and 
Camberwell. There are “genteel” lodgings—in 
the old squares about Bloomsbury, in Mayfair, and 
in Kensington. There are Bohemian lodgings— 
in Camden Town, in the neighbourhood of Fitzroy- 
square, and in the streets between the Strand and 
the river. 

The Lodgers selected for this essay inhabit 
lodgings of the last-mentioned kind. Let us give 

a brief sketch of the Bohemian lodging-house. It is situated in a 

street that once formed part of a fashionable quarter. The only 

external relic of its bygone splendour is the extinguisher with which 
the running footmen of former generations extinguished their flam- 
beaux, and which still adorns the rusty railings. From those rusty 
railings, from the blistered and blackened paint, from the general 
dinginess of bricks and mortar, it is plain—either that there is no 
covenant in the lease to bind the tenant to paint and clean once in 
every so many years; or, that if there is such a covenant, the tenant 
pays no attention to it. The door-posts bristle with bell-handles, 
| occasionally supplemented by diminutive brass-plates bearing such 
namesas Jinks, and PotrLetTon. The arrangement of these bells is of an 

arbitrary, not to say topsy-turvy character; so that if you ring the 
| bottom bell on the supposition that it will summon “the parlours,” 

you will probably find that you have brought down “the attics” on a 

fool’s errand. Having effected your entrance, you find the interior 
| gloomy and grimy. The walls are painted. The staircases are of 
| stone, and wide. The windows are large, but the dirt of ages accumu- 
| lated on their panes will not admit too much of the garish light of day. 

_ You will not have been in the house two minutes ere you perceive 

| that curious fusty smell which is peculiar to the lodging-house of 
this class. It is a perfume which it would puzzle Rime. to manufac- 

| ture, or Presse to analyse. 

| We will now proceed to inspect the different Lodgers contained in 
the mansion. In such lodgings the lodginghouse-keepers live in the 

| basement, and are conjectured to 

occupy a sort of back kitchen. 

The ground-floor is, therefore, 

occupied by a lodger, who, like 

some peers, takes his title from 
his residence, and is called “‘ The 

Parlours.”” He is very often a 

quiet old gentleman who has 

purchased a small annuity, and 
who having, by so doing, sunk 
all his little fortune, has few 
friends and relations to visit him. 

He spends his evenings at a 

tavern where there is a sort of 

whist club, where they play for 

halfpenny points. He smokes a 

churchwarden, and his drink is 

“ . gin-and-water warm. For lack 

a —— ee eres © 

persuadec himse at he is j 
bad health, and so he wastes a good deal of his diminutive income in 

| the purchase of patent medicines. He is very nervous, and has taken 
these rooms in a little-frequented street in order to be quiet. He is 
not altogether [successful in attaining his object, for the house seems 
to suffer from earthquakes in its constitution; and he would be 
glad to change his quarters, but has a nervous horror of the conse- 
quence of giving that awful creature, the landlady, the requisite notice. 

a The Drawing -Iiooms ” are accountable for the chronic convulsions 
which cover the invalid gentleman with confusion and scraps of 
plaister. They are artists, who have the floor between them. They 








sleep in two small iron bedsteads in the back drawing-room, 


—— ae Ri 
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live and work in the front room. They work most industyj. 


ously at their 
pictures, which 
generally ob- 
tain a place at 
the Royal Aca- 
demy, as the 
young painters 
have not yet 
reached _— the 
pitch of excel- 
lence which 
ensures rejec- 
tion or ‘‘sky- 
ing’”’ at the 
hands of a 
jealous Hang- 
ing Committee. 

Our artistic 
friends have a 
firm belief in 
Mr. Tupper’s 
wise remark 
that ‘all work 





and no play makes Jack a dull boy,” and they prevent them- 


believed to belong 





selves from becoming dull by a judicious 
mixture of art and athletics. Having 
visited the artists’ quarter at Paris, they are 
well-versed in all the figures of the refined 
dance which MApEMoIsELLE FiNetre has 
introduced into fashionable society. It is 
their vigorous performance of the cancan, 
into which they break-out at frequent inter- 
vals, that disturbes the quiet of “ the 
Parlours.” 

“The Drawing-Rooms” are, in their 
turn, victimised by the occupants of “ The 
Second-Floor.” A tribe of Germans, vari- 
ously reported as numbering from four to 
ten, holds possession of the Second-Floor, 
and as it combines a national love for music 
with the establishment of a species of 
Turnverein, for gymnastic exercise, ‘the 
Parlours’? may consider himself more than 
revenged. Some of the Germans are 
to orchestras, while 


others appear to go out to play dance- 7 
music at evening parties. Afewseem =. (> \h 


to make their living by smoking and 


playing dominoes. 


gymnastics in the morning, and are in 
the habit of producing sounds which 
“the Drawing-Rooms” allege re- 
semble the noise produced by a well- 
contested game of ninepins or skittles. 
The rest of the day is devoted to the 
study of harmony, which is so per- 








drinks with the lea 


They begin with 





sistently carried on that “the Drawing-Rooms’ 





and | 


console themselves in their consequent sufferings — 


with the hope that they will ultimately become | 


acclimatised, and so be able to sustain, unmoved, 
the combined attacks of the German boy-band, and 
three organs all playing different tunes. 


“The Third-Floor” is an erratic and festive | 


spirit. He is supposed to be a clerk or a shopman, 
but as he is seldom at home, leaving the house 
about ten and not returning until late—or rather, 
early—very little is known of him. His hat 1s 
very low in the crown and very wide in the brim; 


and his style of dress is copied from that of fashion- | 


able society—as depicted on the title-pages of the 
so-called “‘comic songs” of the Music-halls. From 
this fact, as well as from the tone of his conversa- 
tion, and his frequent whistling of popular airs, he 


is reputed, or disreputed, to be a frequenter of the | 


Music-halls, where he most likely nods and winks 
to the performers with whom he is acquainted, and 
der, manager, chairman, or, for lack of better, with 


the head-waiter. He returns to his lodgings towards the small hours, 
and has a long struggle with the latch-key, which seems to have had 
a difference with the keyhole, and is anxious to avoid it in conse- | 


quence. Having o 
against all the - 


vercome this, he meanders into the passage, bumps 
rs on his way up-stairs, and on reaching his room 
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— 
overturns something—presumably the table—with a lou] crash, after 
which he subsides into silence. 

«The Attics” are divided into “ the Front Attic” and “ Back Attic.” 


a 








“The Front Attic” (as shown in the margin), is a tragedian as yet 
unrecognised by the British public. His present occupation is. in 
company with other unrecognised stars, to cayry a banner, ora huntine- 
spear, to brandish a gilt pasteboard goblet, and to deliver letters. At 
rare intervals, however, he takes leading characters at one of the minor 
(or minimous) theatres, and he devotes nearly all his time to studying 
his part. As his greatest hit has always been the delivery of these 
lines :-— 
‘No! Vile us‘rrup’r! The keyind ske-cy above 

Shall ne’er be’old thy cerruelty prevail. ~ 

My berlood be on tiy ’ead :—thus ‘e oes die!” 
And as these lines are accompanied by a tremendous back-fill, “ the 
Front Attic’’ contributes his mite to “the quietness’? which “the 
Parlours”? enjoys. 

“The Back Attic”’ (portrayed in the initial), is described by the 
landlady as ‘a lit’ry gent,” but as he is only an understrapper con- 
nected witha third-rate sporting paper he has little claim to the 
character. He spends his life principally in small public houses, but 
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AN OBJECT FOR THE MICROSCOPE. 


Hungry Party :— Here, WAITER, I say! You’vE MADE A MISTAKE; I 


ORDERED A ROAST FOWL !”’ 
Waiter :—* Fowt, str! Yesstrn! Wuicn IT Is A ROAS 


_, Hungry Party :—“ Fow.i! Fivpie! Take iT away, 
thing to eat !”? 


ie 





Remarkable Phenomenon. 


we is a curious fact for meteorologists :—A friend of ours, a City 
65° entering his office the other day when the thermometer noted 
. >, found to his unbounded surprise that all the lower panes of glass in his 


windows were Srosted. 





\ y 7 ° ‘ : ‘ , 
Vurre tar Text for a Hospital Charity Sermon should be chosen.—From 


} 
the chapter of accidents. 





| and because they cannot defend themselves 


| to make his acquaintance, or, having known him, cut him. It is no! 








occasionaily soars to a respectable luncheon bar, where he gives him- 


S i airs, and talks ina loud voice about literary matters. As he 
prugentiy puts as little strain as possible on his imaginative powers 


ith ane HenthnS tte oobi on ae 
which are limited, his articles in the Zw penny Tipster, or the Penny 
Dp. a eae darn ee oan e es , : 
Prophet are generally confined to records of what he sees, hears, and feels 


it 1a REmall ar Soy ental ‘ ‘ ; 
in the small sphere in which he moves. Accordingly he fOssips about 


the public house he haunts, and draws the portrait of any man who 
may happen to visit it once by chance, and who is sufficiently known to 
make the personality unpleasant. Sometimes he abuses the proprietors 
ot the luncheon bar, because he does not vet sixpenn orth of whisk: V 
for fourpence; or he makes unmanly attacks on the girls at the har, 
forno better reason pr ybably than that they decline his vulear advances, 
and because they Occasionally he amuses 
himself by libeliing any literary men or artists who either do not care 


ge tS : . ° os " 
| impossible that he adds to his income by advertising, under tho 


9 

pseudonym of ‘ Handicap,” or “ Phosphorus,” that he “knows of 2 
ilyer”’ for the Derby, and has “an absolute moral” for the Oaks, and 
will send his list for twelve stamps. ‘ N.B.—Commissions executed.” 
So much for the Lodgers of Bohemia. We must reserve the other 


’ 
4 


~~ 


| species for another occasion. 











FOWL, sir!’ 


r 
AND Jring me soime- 


THE BORE. 
Ai! how d’ye do? Quite well? That's well, 
I've got the strangest thing to tell ; 
Upon my most veracious word, 
‘The oddest thing you ever heard! 
No story-writer could invent 
A more amazing incident; 
And yet, to my intense surprise, 
It happened, sir, before my eyes. 
I know you've little time to spare, 
And I've still less, as you're aware ; 
But this is something that will touch, 
I think, your feelings very mutch. 
Oh, no—I shan’t detain you long ; 
| For that would be extremely wrong. 
| .In half an hour I have to meet 
| 








A man named Browy, in Lombard-street. 
It’s not the Brown we used to know 
In Norton Folgate, long ayo. 
Where did I read the other day, 
| That he was dead, or gone away ? 
I almost fancy that I met 
With some such name in the Gazette. 
Twas very likely not the same ; 
For Brown’s a rather common name. 
But—now I think—you did not know 
The Norton Folgate Brown ; and so 
In Lethe’s lowest decp we'll drown 
Our worthy Norton Folgate Luown. 
And yet I could a tale unfold, 
A tale recalling days of old 
(Which long have passed from you and mo), 
Concerning Norton Folgate B. 
For Norton Folgate B., although 
He was a man you did not know, 
| Was, almost since the world began, 
The most extr’ordinary man. 
| Th’ extr’ordinary things that he 
({ mean that Norton Folgute B.) 
Would say of emperors and kings 
Were most extr’ordinary things. 
He was a demagogue, was Brown, 
| And stood up strong for pulling down. 
I recollect he used to say 
The British Laws had had their day. 
| Another fact, I call to mind, 
Extr’ordinary of its kind— 
, | Though as to date the stories vary— 
Was equally extr’ordinary. 
But somehow I've forgotten quite 
Which party of the two was right. 
There were two parties in the case ; 
| 


It rose out of a steeple-chase. 
One party, you'll observe, was Bacowy, 
Vho then lived out at Camden Town. 

Let's see! The other man, I think, 
Was Jexkinson. Brown called him Jriyx. 
Well, Brown and Jenkinson were—ch! 
You'll hear it out some other day? 
You mizht have waited for the end; 

But please yourself, my dearest ii ond. 
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ADDING HIM UP. 
Honeydew (who does “ Popular Science articles’’:—“ HanG IT, you KNow, 


it’s Too BAD! THEY PAY THIRTY SHILLINGS A COLUMN FOR FICTION; BUT 
THEY ONLY PAY FIVE-AND-TWENTY FOR SCIENCE.” 


Sarcastic Editor :—“ WELL, you OUGHT TO GET FIFTY-FIVE SHILLINGS FOR 
? 
your ARTICLES. 


RECIPROCAL TERMS. 


Se ee eee CA btn = Ae, 
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And mould the plastic mind ; 
And when the grocer'’s child you've taught, 
| To take it out in kind. 


How nice to teach the youthful feat, 
To slide and glide and hop ; 


7? o- 


You'll figs as pay regard ; 
For dates you'll teach her history, 
And Grecian lore for lard. 











will be published on Tuesday the Ath, price One Penny. 


KINGSFORD’S 
OSWEGO PREPARED CORN, 


For Puddings, Custards, Blanc Mange, &&. The original and genuine American preparation of Indian Corn. Established 1849. 
No similar ar America or England has the right to the title of “‘ Original.” 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 63. 


A YEAR ago, sweet May, you know,— 
Oh, grief and woe !—with ice and snow 
Unto her death was doomed to freeze, 
It seems to me this May will be— 
Oh, joy and glee !—entirely free 
From every kind of snows but these. 


1.—It grew beside the purling brook 
A beauteous thing to see ; 
Its leaves the cunning woman took 
And made them into tea. 


2.—It may have four legs—may have two; 
A donkey’s one—and so are you! 


3.—Its derivation none can tell, 
Its meaning e’en a horse knows well. 
A blind nag sees nor wink nor nod, 
Yet will obey this period. 


4.—’Tis vain to gaze into their eyes,— 
No glance will they return : 
But should they be of baking size, 
‘Bhey’re food you need not spurn. 


5.—In this—unless all history lies— 
A hero, like a donkey, dies. 


6.—A medley, an olla podrida, a well! any 
Sort of a kind of a sort of miscellany, 


7.—QOdd and strange, ’tis slang to some, 
Who very vulgar think it. 
But others put it on a tum- 
bler-full of milk, and drink it. 


8.—Their gold festoons the arbour overrun, 
And through their pale green leaves the sunshine 
trickles. 
Their scent, I own, is not a pleasant one :— 
But ain’t they good in pickles! 





Sotution To Acrostic No. 61.—Lilac,” Bloom: Lob, 
Ill, Lillo, Allegro, Clam. 

Correct So.vuTions or Acrostic No. 61, RECEIVED i3TH May:— 
Ruby’z Ghost; Grampus; C.L. P.; Romanelli; Frank and Maria; 
Clara and Annie; the Dear Girl in the Carriage; Long Jack; 
~~ et Pipekop; Printer’s Devil; J. H. I. O.; Bogalay; 


PRAY DON’T TUMBLE TO IT. 
Mother-o’-purl.— Alcohol. 








Light! More Light! 


Ee mo GROCERS.—REQUIRED, immediately, in a lady’s school, north of London, | We believe that a paper on the following subject will shortly be read 
a PUPIL, on reciprocal terms.—G, 8. etc.—Zimes. before the Ethnological Society :—** Have lantern-jawed men a pre- 
How sweet to rear the tender thought, disposition to become light-headed ?”’ 


NO FEAR OF A BROKEN JAW. 


There is a town in Norfolk, we hear, where the inhabitants are 50 
primitive that they speak only in Diss-syllables. 





Nicuoias’s Derpy HierRoGLypPuHic, 
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| And thus the dance’s motions sweet, ae aa en 
| For bottled capers swop. Barren Honovrs.—What a distinguished Belgian painter ex- | 
Dead languages for tongues well-cured, perienced at the Royal Academy dinner. | 
Fall well exchanged might be ; | A Destmraste (AN-Dante) Movement ror Moprern ConceRT- 
And tea by French would be insured, Rooms.—“ All ye who encore here, leave Hope behind. 
For Cham-baud real Bo-hea. a ——— —————— 
For Euclid’s Eleme-ments 8o dry, NOTICE.—The Derby Double Number of Fux, containing 
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! If I could catch that Mocking Bird, 
| A DERBY NIGGER. I'd wring his neck with pleasure ; 
In songs I fancy I have heard 
FIRST saw daylight on the course,— A pretty girl’s a treasure. 
No fiction I’m alleging. I only know that Maggie May 
Although I never backed a horse ! Can bore me though she's beaming, 
I early took to hedging. The clock might strike all time of day, 


— I wasn’t over bright 
hey taught me how to snigger: . . 
Kind Nature made me soft and white— | So clatter, Indigo, the bones, 
Some ruffian a nigger! Strike tambourines and fiddles, 
” Good Punch in squeakiest of tones 
Ask idiotic riddles. 


My love would still be dreaming. 


| 
To calculate my tours through towns | . 
Would puzzle a De Morean, | Unless ne I seem to hear 
A wayward stick at knock-me-downs | A cry! a clicking trigger ; 
Contused my nasal organ. | M y coloured face won't wake a tear 
From sherry bottles I was fed, | I'm such a jolly nigger! 
| 


And weaned on lobster salad, a 





a 


I somehow think the life I’ve led 


A very simple ballad. A-propos of Derby Pop. — 
| | An analytical chemist well known in sporting circles declares that | 
| I see the swells upon their drags, | what you win by a long neck (covered with tinfoil) on the Derby day 
| And hear their money jingle, | you will lose by a head the next morning. 


But when I think of Sat in rags 
My veins begin to tingle. | 


Amidst a riot-loving throng, | as A Buggestion. . 
Where corks and chaflings bore us, | So much is said in connection with the Derby about dark un’s and 
I sing a sentimental song, | sweeps that one cannot help thinking the first of May would be the most 


| Or join a noisy chorus. 


| appropriate fixture for the “Isthmian games.” 
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OUT WITH THE MILITIA. 






Poe ee po Our Inspection :—a. The regiment, seee 
“ur hecd-G tt . ‘ight: . My co ny, ong « 2 
2 The Lord Lientenant, his joy. 8. The Squire. ‘nterest in our neigh- c. The adjutant, ie frensy. 
| - 8. The lovely uniform. 9. ie a objects of in 13. Expenses of three weeks’ gn a 
| 4. The bill for it. ——_ 14. Military M.P. wanting to know 
, . 10. Morning Parade. ; , litia subalterns. 
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VOL. VII, 


13. 
- Tapply for a subaltern’s commission. 7. 
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ANYTHING FOR A CHANGE. 


Small Child (to Benevolent-looking Passer-by) :—‘* OH, 8tR, PLEASE SIR, COULD 


YOU GIVB US TWO FARDENS FOR A ’AP NY f”’ 


_— - oe iC 


AFTER THE DERBY. 
| Gn Three Soliloquies. 
| 
| 





No. 1.—BY A WINNER OF THOUSANDS. 


_ . Dott—idiot—madman that I am !—Whither will this mad infatua- 

tion carry me? Oh, that some guardian genius could have whispered 
| in mine ear, even at the fatal moment of concluding that ill-omened 
bet, “Lay not thy money upon So-and-so, thou fool, for it is the 
Winning Horse'’’ But alas! no guiding voice checked me in my 
mad career. Flushed with Allsopp, and exasperated by the numerous 
| perils of the road, I rushed wildly into the field of chance and staked 
my all—my little paltry all—upon thingamy. And now! 

Yes, I am now the possessor of a princely fortune. The potentiality 
of growing rich beyond the dreams of avarice is no longer a pleasing 
myth but a living and hideous reality. I can employ the remainder 
of my abhorred life in lolling luxuriously upon a couch quaintly 
fashioned out of untold gold. I can bathe my flushed face and fevered 


hands in a carved basin full of half-crowns not unmingled with five- | 


shilling pieces. I can—But ch! let me no longer linger upon the 
possibilities of a condition that has been gained at so awful a price. 

I see his face—his haggard and ghastly face—before me at this 
moment, and I shall see that face for ever. Yesterday he was opulent, 
gay, careless and occasionally brilliant in conversation. To-day he is 
——. Qh, and to-morrow! The moon shines brightly on the ripples 
as they flow beside the Bridge of Waterloo. The stone walls of the 
embankment gleam under the gaslight, and the toll is only a half- 
pomny Stop yon desperate voyager, oh mercenary money-taker! 

e shall not—he must not perish thus. A wife sits watching at home, 
and the infant is dreaming in the cradle. Stop him! STOP HIM!! 
| I will ! But perchance 'twere better thus. In the mean time I 


i 





| will devote my ill-gotten gains to the Sailor's Home in Wellclose 


Square, or the Hospital for Diseases of the Foot. 
| 
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THE DERBY DOUBLE AOROSTIC.—No, 64. 


Can you tell me what will be this for that ? 
Oh, give me the information now ! 
Bis dat, remember, gui cito dat— 
To-morrow the news will be late, I trow. 
I'll give a million, as I’m a sinner, 
To him, who, beforehand, tells me the winner! 


1.—Out with the hampers at once, say I,— 
The chicken, and tongue, and Perigord pie. 
Lunch while you can, 
Like a sensible man, 
You may have no appetite by-and-by, 
When the winner's number is hoisted high! 


6 aero owes 


2.—I love them well— 
Champagne, Moselle 
And Burgundy the sparkling 
But if you're no fool 
You'll keep them cool p 
In a pail, and a corner darkling. 


3.—You see him rushing to the course :— 
He is mounted on a horse, 
On hack, or hunter, screw, or prad ; 
He’s sometimes good and sometimes bad. 


4.—His hat’s bestuck with dolls, 
He wears a hideous nose ; 
And the way that he leers, and laughs, and lolls, 
And wears fantastic clothes 
His want of breeding shows, 


5.—Home, along the dusty road, 
Toiling onward slowly ; 

Curses on him are bestowed, 

Epithets unholy ;— 

But with happy vacant smile 

He drives blindly on the while. 


So.ution or Acrostic No. 62.—HMinistry, Dissolve; | 
Mid, Ici, Nails, Isles, Solo, Till, Rou, Yule. 


Corrxct SOLUTIONS oF Acrostic No. 62, gxceIvED Mar 20th :— 
Norwood; Ruby’s Ghost; Clonglocketty; Frank and Maria. 
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| 
_ . Tus Correct Trr.—To Young Hopeful when he goes | 
back to school. 








No. 2.—BY A LOSER OF DITTO. 


Well, that’s a weight off my mind, at all events. If I had come by 
the money honestly in the first place I shouldn't have been pleased at 


| losing it; but I was beginning to feel quite ashamed of myself, and 


that’s a fact. I’m glad I lost it in a straightforward bet. 1 was sure 
the horse couldn’t win, and that’s why I put it on so jolly heavy. 
| Won't the old woman be glad to hear that I’ve got that city burglary 
off my conscience and parted with all the swag? Well, I’m glad it's 
all over for the sake of the kid. Nice little cove he is, too; I shall 
_pad the hoof to town. Let's see, I've got twopence halfpenny. A 
| pint of porter and the toll at Waterloo. Yes, Waterloo’s the nearest 
| of the bridges, and I told the old girl to get the tripe and onions ready 
| by ten. - 
Well, this is the most satisfactory bit of work I’ve done for a long 
time. Hang the money, it’s a load off my mind. No more burglary 
for Joseph! 





No. 3—BY A MAN WHO NEVER BETS. 


Yes, a horso-race is indeed a most fascinating spectacle. I felt a8 
| though I could willingly stake millions upon such an enthralling event. 
_ My brain throbs—my pulses beat wildly—my heart thumps against 

my burning bosom. The destiny of thousands—tens of thousands— 
_ depends upon this exhilarating contest. Give me air—I pant—I gasP- 
| Nay, this is indeed maddening! 
Here—I say—hullo!—you sir—where’s my watch and chain? 


—_ 





~ + In the Downs. P 
tue Derby Day may be expected to prove a merry one, for there 
| will be a good deal of Jockey-larity, if i hoarse-laughter, on the 
| occasion, 





A CERTAIN THING FoR THR Derpy.—The Dog. 
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FUN. [May 30, 1868, 
MOMUS’'S DERBY PROPHECY. 


T = Re 7-- ROM your couch at early day— ‘ 
a hie Should the fatal day not rain, 
A aR If you silver quick would gain,— 
; er | ‘en at cock-crow haste away, 
Ere the sun in regal state 
Threatens all to suffocate, 
Seek the field, and haste to me, 
And within my mirror see, 
Wreapt an azure cloud within, 
What the stars declare to win. 


Tn our coming spells assist us, 
Mighty Hermes Trismegistus ; 
Haste apace and teach these eyes 
Clearly to see sorceries— 

Tip us aliquid securum— 

Tell the Paulo-post futurum ! 

By disclosing what's before us 
You will confidence restore us, 
Till we fear no bowling-out, 
Strong as giants past all doubt. 
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i Hand in hand, with measure slow, | “ Give me” quoth I— From the keen ear of a savage ; 
' Round about the caldron go! He answered “‘ Why ? Add of powder-blue a dab, 
: Once to thee, Aroint thee, stake-fed prophet fly That will make it thick and slab. 
. And once to me, ; Here’s a bee, and here’s a sea, - 
r And once again to make up three! Here’s a thief’s first finger long, And here’s the thing that makes up three, 
: Which the foremost horse will be? Tresses shorn from temples strong, Thicker, thinner, . 
. And a jewel that was set Soup for dinner, 
oh Here's the whisker of a rat! In a golden coronet. | Which comes first here is the winner. 
is i! Put in that! Put in that! Here’s the eye-lash of a saint, 
t 2 Here's a ven head to win! And a lady’s beauty-paint ; Tus R&VELATION OF THE STARS. 
Put itin! Pat itin! Here’s the stone the sages sought, « * * « + 
Here's a bit of bun, for lunch, And a pirate’s merry-thought ; By this oracle be sure 
Which I saw a schoolboy munch ; Here’s a membrane I did ravage, That your Bet will prove secure. 


OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. ep the other day, to6 im the Tendon, 


——— ‘‘ The peers thsmselves mustered in large numbers on both sides; indeed, I did 
rot notice that anyo:e of much prominence? was absent. There were ladies in the 


oe HEN thieves fall out honest men come by | galleries, including the Prince and Prineess Christian, the latter, I am sorry to 
their own, says the proverb. I wish I | say, lo. king by no means well or in good spirits ” 


railway companies arrive at an understanding, | spirits, perhaps, that the Prince was for once unmanned. 


— 
. 
oop 


severely, if only for a short time. Anamal- | worth District? A boy was brought before him for playing rough 





and the Chatham and Dover lines, and the | self some day.”” What an awful threat! Such 1 e is quite 

Pe The. pee errengeneen is anything but promising for the | -relpgegt 1 7 anguag q 
ublic. e fares for ordinary trains will be raised to the highest | Irisso many years since the The Poor Nobleman was produced that it 

eeeae those for express trains are to be left to be fixed at the | is aimost like a new piece. But, old or new, it will aaa fail to be 
iscretion of the directors, and an additional entrance fee will be | welcome while Mr. ALFreD Wican plays the Marquis de Belleterre. 
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| course the present House of Commons, being composed chiefly of | performance of the Widow Bonbon is in its way equally good. She 
| 


legalise their system of extortion. The remed i : : 

. } . Tr y lies in the hands of | overdrawn nor underdrawn, and yet she th the real 

ue Weer be must combine, and, giving up railway travelling, | goodness of her heart. By the | I ree gat aoe Mr. and 
e-keepers to start omnibuses and drags. It will pay the | Mrs. Wican superintend and direct the production of pieces in which 


railways demand, for our policy is to make them reduce their charges | manag t 
at any cost. It would be better, even, to pay higher fares by t Tare i i i 
r, » to pr f y road for| Os Derby Day, when the gift of prophecy is dely recognised 
. pee woes Dee _— the railways ask in perpetuity. Besides, as | and admired, I may venture Sle = Semaiilate Salt : my 
sesthad Ue Geka mae, = should only encourage greater ex- | correct prediction that the Academia, taking up a new an unoccupied 
y ing quietly. If they can (as they will under the | position, showed signs of a power to ho!d its own and gain ground. 


likely to display much consideration for mere passengers. 


— ” we ane eae Neves some justification. But when | tinue to flourish, for it may easily become a powerful organ in the 

F ves err ee eh ' ae i say!’ it is perhaps a little too good. | cause of education—the question which I believe will become t/é 

| the following bit of a saiite an > the Pali Mali Gazette the other day | question of the day as soon as the Irish Church skirmishing has 
06 ine mensintied ‘ah Zoe | arranged both parties in the House on their proper fighting ground. 

Pp or said he was standing at the corner of the Har.ow-road, waiting | ‘Hose who “ put the pot on’’—by which I would indicate not hook- 


halfpence, when the prisoner came up to him.” . 
There must be some mistake here—a little confusion arising from a | and self-obvious inventions which everybody might find out, but 


laudable desire to write intelligible English instead of the common. | plain and sensible aad if toe voc eae the oa na clared, i 


lace of the ordinary journalist, who would not probabl | ; _ : ‘ 
igher than “a deaf and dumb fellow-apprentice” there wovaen | ae to weloome this addition to ite brew with a hearty three times 








- ————— or -- =e 








Directors, will not fail to pass the Bill required by the Companies to | gives us all the repulsive vulgarity of the ironmonger’s relict, neither | 
: | 


| stable-keeper, for we conld give him tye same high fares even that the | they appear at the Queen’s Theatre, they have retired from the | 


f i : ; ; 
r a fellow deaf and dumb apprentice who was going with him to spend a few | makers but teamakers—should try “the tea-float,’”’ one of those simple | 












slip the other day, too, in the London letter of a Manchester paper. | 


could believe that when, on the other hand, | It was, however, on account of the Princess's illness or depression of | 
passengers Are not likely to suffer, and suffer | Wuat will the ladies say to the stipendiary magistrate of the Wands- | 


gamation has been planned between the | music outside the house of a newly-married couple, and the bench | 
South-Eastern, the London and Brighton, | warned the offender ‘that he (the prisoner) might get married him- | 


charged at all the London tervini, while passengers from stations | The im ion i i i 
arged at a i, gers { personation is admirable: it touches one to the heart with sub- | 
within six miles of the terminus will be charged six-mile fares. Of | dued pathos, not by clap-trap appeals and exaggeration. Mrs. WIGAN’ | 


new scheme) throw over their own old and tried servants, they are not = — Png established its success, and is well supported by the — 
4 aaah : , ea arge class for whom it was intended. It i lished by Mr. | 
Lxt me see,” said the blind man; and if he referred to his inner | Freeman of Fleet-street, under whose BB A ya it wiil con- | 


plain and sensible, and if tea really cheers, as the poet has declared, it | 
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MRS. BROWN IN AMERICA. 
Domestic Martrers, 


Ox, law! there’s nothing but trouble here, for I don’t think as ever 
[did see sich a ignorant lot as the ’Merrykins, and that conceited as 
they won't be taught nothink, and make my blood bile with their 
waste, a8 I says to ’em “wilful waste makes woeful want,” as the 
sayin’ is, but only got laughed at by that gal of Mrs. SKIDMORE’s, as 

















| 


| 
| 
| 
' 
| 


never see fifty no more in this world, and as ugly assin, with a temper 
like a fieldmale devil ; and as to cooking, why it’s a downright sin to 
see wittles messed as theirs is, though not fine meat by any means, 
and all cut the wrong way, and to see the things as they’ll eat to- 
gether, as is liver and bacon, with pickled cabbage, and fried ’taters 
and raw cabbage, and little biscuits and bread and butter, with a lot 
of cold water and rubbishin’ tea to set it all a-floatin’. 

Certingly, to see em take a lump of butter on the side of the plate, 
as is swimmin’ in ’ot roast beef and gravy, and not eat it after all, and 
lots of pie, and all bolted down in ten minnits, for afore I can get the 
salt and pepper and mustard on my plate, asI likes with roast beef 
and cabbage, the others ’as licked their plates clean, and well they 
may, a-goin’ at it ’ard and fast with knife and fork by turns in their 
mouths, as it’s a merey they don’t slit their mouths across their cheeks, 
and then a-lappin up the gravy with atea-spoon, as don’t look nice to 


my mind. 
As to the children, they'll grab at everythink, and ’owl if it ain't 
give ’em, and give as much talk if they ain’t give way to as though 
they were the elders, but their parents likes tu ’ear ’em what they 
considers clever and calls smart, as I calls downright cheek and 
impidence. 
| _ But, as I were a-sayin’, their ignorance is downright dreadful, for 
| they don’t know the names of things, and won’t be told nothink, for I 
| wanted a bit of musling for to make up a cap, as I don’t mind a-sayin’ 
| isa night-cap, so I says to Mrs. SxipMore’s gal as I wished as she 
| would bring me a yard-and-a-’arf of musling. Well, what does she 
| give me when she comes in but a yard and more of long cloth. 
| I says, “ Biddy,”’ as is her name, “this ain’t musling.” 
: “Oh,” she says, “sure that’s all the musling as you'll be gettin’ 
; bere,” 
| Isays, “ Where did you get it ” 

She tells me the shop, as isn’t far off, so I didn’t say no more to 
her, knowin’ as I could never beat ncothink into ’er ’ead, as wouldn’t 
understand, not even if she could, and thinks as I should be a-passin’ 
the shop next day, and would call in,and so I did. 

Isays to the party as kep’ the shop, “I begs your pardin’ for 
a-troublin’ of you, but I sent a young person, leastways not young but 
single, last night for a bit of musling, as went and brought me long 
cloth, as is not a thing as you can make a night-cap on,” and nice 
rubbish it was, though in course I didn’t say so to ’im. 

Well, he looks at that long cloth, and says, “I guess you won't get 

etter musling nowhere than that.” 

I says, “ This ain’t musling at all.” 

He says, ** What are you a-talkin about ?”’ 

I says, “ Musling, as this isn’t.” 

He says, “It is.” 

I says, “Go along with you; why, its long-cloth, and not good 
enough to make my ‘usband’s night shirts, as is as coarse as a ’opsack, 
and enough to scrub you to death.” 

He says, “I reckon he'd be glad to get a scrub.” 

I says, “‘ No, he wouldn’t, as is clean enough without no scrubbin’.” 

He says, “ Look here, I ain’t a-goin’ to ’ave my time took up with 
your talk, jest take your musling and clear out.”’ 

I says, “You're a nice party for to keep a shop, as don’t know 
musling from long-cloth,” but I says, ‘it’s my fault for dealin’ at 
sich a ketch-penny rubbish of a shop, as I should never ‘ave come into 
only thro’ sendin’ a ignorant gal.” 

_He says, “I don’t want no more of your talk; clear out,” and if he 
didn’t lay ’old of the bit of long-cloth and shy it right out on to the 
a and says, “If you don’t clear out pretty quick, I'll shy you 

Ti 98 ° 

, He was one of them hugly, squint-eyed parties as I can’t a-bear the 
sight on, and was arf afeared as he'd spit ‘is beastly baccy juice in my 
face, so out I goes and picks up the bit of long-cloth and ’ome I goes, 
and if Mrs, Skrpmore and the others didn’t say as it were musling all 
Over the world, as I knows better, but then you see ’ow should parties 

ow the difference as ain't been used to nothing decent. 

I'm sure their ways is downright shameful, as is all brought on by 
drink, as is the curse of the country, and not drinkin’ jolly, but the 
men always a-takin’ sperrits, and not a place as a woman can enter 
for a drop of ’onest beer, as is p’raps as well, for they’re bad enough 
a8 they are, and what they would be in liquor goodness knows. Not 
8s they're a bit more sober than their betters, as were proved by 
Mrs, Swaenzy, as went out tosee ’er own mother on Old Wasuinc- 


a —— 





TUB's birthday as they kee 
take the hinfant, and ’er ’usband a-comin’ to fetch ’er ome thro’ the 
frost and snow as got to their own door pretty nigh perished, and 
couldn’t get in for all their ’ammerin’ and ringin’ as lives noxt door 
to Mrs. Skrpmore. 


= a anil mae 














a oliday, and bein’ obligated for to 


I put my ’ead out of the winder a-thinkin’ as it might be fire, a 


is bustin’ out constantly all over the place thro’ overeatin’ the ‘ouses. 


ain't no more of a servant than a’andsaw, and as to bein’ a gal will the baby a-shriekin’ with the cold a-strikin’ to it; tho’, in my opinion, 

thro’ ’er a-eatin’ everythink as is improper, as, I’m sure, pickles at 
every meal, and bread and cheese with tea, let alone raw cabbage 
with stewed oysters, as is a deal too sloppy for me. 


Well, she’d come in, and was a-settin’ in the basement, as is what 


they calls the front kitchen, and young Mavor, as is a plumber b 

trade, and lives along with Mrs. Sxrpmorg, he bust open the bac 

door; and there was that gal a-layin’ like dead on the floor, as ’ad 
broke open what they calls a pantry, as is only a cupboard, and ’ad 
been and drained what they calls a “ Jemmy-John” of that beastly 
whiskey, as is enough to pison Old Scratch; and it’s as well as 
Sweeny was as fond on it as he were, for if there’d been much on it 


she’d ’ave beon a dead ’ooman. 


| 
| 
Jest as I looked out, Mrs. Sxrpmorg she'd ’ad Mrs. Sweeny in thro’ | 
1 


THE GIRL (NOT) OF THE PERIOD. 
(After the jolly Haypn.) 


ITTLE SECRETS.—MOUCHES pour bal. Eaux Noirs, Brun, et Chatain, dyes 
the Hair any shade in one minute. Kobhl, for the Eyelids. Blanc de Perle, 
_ et liquide. Rouge de Lubin, does not wash off. Eau de Violette, pour la 
ouche. Powder Bloom, pour blonde et branette. Persian Antimony and Egyptian 
Rouge of Eight Shades. Sympathetic Blush, 


Henna. Bleu aged les veines. 
lorimel of Palm. 


' 
i 
poudre pour pe ir les Ongles. Pistachio Nut Toilet Powder. | 
Opoponax Oil. All these, and many other little Secrets.—See Advertisement. 
My mother bids me dye my hair | 
The fashionable hue: ‘ 
And change my chataigne locks with care, 
To red—through green, or blue! 
‘You can’t,” she cries, ‘my dear, do less— 
Or what will people say ?”’ 
But, ah! I only wish that Presse 
| 
| 


And LvusBin were away! 
[An interval of two years is supposed to elapse, 


"Tis sad to think the colour’s gone, 
That men have called so dear: 

I leave unturned, I’m sure, no stone, 
But sigh for my head-gear! 

How I shall look, I dare not guess, 
Perhaps quite white or grey! 

And folks will laugh aloud when Pizssz 
And Lupin ave away. 








Hints on Bet-iquette. 
Younce ladies.who wager gloves are not to be supposed to accept the 


wagerer for bettor—and for worse. 
Ir you back an outsider, don’t be surprised if his return is to take 


you in, 
Never Jay heavy odds against the field at Epsom, because the 


field isso Downy there. 





Beat that as an Act of Horsemanship. 


Litre Leatuers, a postboy of the olden time, is so elated at the 
prospect of having “a mount” to take down a party to the Derby, that 
he cannot get a wink of sleep without the aid of four posters. 





A Warning. 
Tomxrxs says that last year a complete stranger laid him the odds 
against Hermit. When Hermit won, Tomkins found the odds were 
increased by one :—it was odd, he couldn’t find the stranger. , 





An absurd Distinction. 
Tue difference between the foul play of a friend and the friendly 
game of a fowl, is that the former is egging youon to lay, and the 
latter is laying you on two eggs. 





One for the Cockneys. 
Wuy are ‘the Epsom Downs like the country of the Kaiser ?— 
Because they are the Horse-tryin’ Dominion. 
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SL hga sikee | 
Sy, yy Y Pe f, Ho , 
Hid a mM Li li j Mh Pips ih Ps Md | Ss 29 y 
i ‘ i , ser te OW do the horses come round at The Corner ? 
i nt f y ioe TSR Seria deat Ty When eyes are all straining 
if j a To see which is gaining, 
al And far-distant humming 
as Grows louder and clearer,—Grows stronger and nearer. 
ba a) ry ‘“They’re off!” ‘They are coming!” ; 
ety ae “Who leads?” “Black and red!”—‘*No! Green, by a head!’ 
“The Earl!” ‘No, the Lady !’’—“ Typhcocus looks shady!” 
‘Orion! Orion,—To live or to die on!”’ 
“Twenty pounds to a crown—On the little Blue Gown.” | 
‘“‘1’ll venture my whole in—That colt by Tom Bowline! 
‘Paul Jones!” ‘ Rosicrucian!”’ 
‘‘Green Sleeve!’’ ‘ Restitution!”’ 
‘“‘Le Sarrazin!” ‘* Pace!” 
“It’s Mercury’s race!” 
Then on they come lashing, and slashing, and dashing, 
Their colours all flashing like lightning-gleams gashing 
The darkness, where, clashing, the thunder is crashing ! 
With whipping and thrashing, 
With crowding and smashing, 
With pressing ard stirring, 
With lifting and spurring, 
With pulling and striving, 
With pushing and driving, 
With kicking and sporting, 
With neighing and snorting, 
With frisking and whisking, 
ee yy With racing and chasing, 
AE} ily | HL With straining and gaining, 
re 1} miei 


i 


; 
af | 
jy a 
iz 
Pill } ] 
Ks ’ 
f 
7 
wen 
: 
‘ere 
i * wna 
M i 
1 i 
Nie) 
| 
i io) 4 
a) 
a 
. j ’ 
a Mats 
aes 
" 


ee! ee ee ee a 


> 


Pe sad gic ae heen: Ben, ie 


fF | + With longing and thronging, 
i A With plunging and lunging, 
: With fretting and sweating, 
With bustling, and hustling, and justling, 
With surging, and urging, and scourging, 
With rushing, and brushing, and crushing, 
With scattering, and pattering, and clattering, 
With hurrying, and scurrying, and flurrying, and worrying; 
With sliding, and gliding, and riding, and striding, 
With crying, and flying, and shying, and plying, 
With tying, and vying, and trying, and hieing! 
ill rapidly spinning, 
The ranks quickly thinning, 
The crowd is beginning 
To see which is winning :— 
Some faces grow brighter—and some grow forlorner : 
And that’s how the horses come round at The Corner! 
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| A HOLIDAY TASK. 


| 
| Old Gardener :—* Wei, Master JOHNNIE, AND WHAT ARE YOU DOING ?” 
| Johnnie :—“ Wuy, you sez, Martin, Pa sap LAST NIGHT THAT Latin AND GREEK ARE DEAD LANGJAGES—SO I’M GOING TO BURY THEM.” 








LINDLEY MURRAY AHOY! 


One of the scribes of the Zelegraph has penned a “gusher” on 
ROUGHAM, summing up his merits as tollows :— 
“For Brovenam’s fruitfulness we have but to look round upon the county courts, | 
upon mechanics’ institutes, upon the ‘Penny Maguzine,’ upon the abolition of 
_ &rreston mesne process. A man that has done so much deserves, at the hands of 
| the State, a public funeral and a stately monument.”’ 


1 
| Acolumn and a half of praise culminates in the abolition of arrest on 
| mesne process!! Well, we will not quarrel with the selection of the 
| Subjects ; to the writer these may appear BrovGuam’s greatest acts, and 
| who knows but he might have a personal feeling of gratitude in 
| regard to what he considers his crowning work. Sut we do object 
| to his maltreatment of LinpLEy Murnay in his desire to do justice to 
| the memory of Henry Broveuam, whose ashes he asserts should be— 
“Laid in the great Temple of Silence and Reconciliation where the dust of Pirr 
and Fox, SHERIDAN, CANNING, and MacavuLay are peacefully mouldering.” 
| To which we can only reply—Are it ? Surely the writer of the brilliant 
| article must have derived far more benefit from Lorp Brovcuam's 
| legal reforms than from his efforts for the spread of elementary 
| education, 








Four-in-hand and Glove. 
Youne Prerrrnoy, who is going down to the Derby ona drag witha 
| Rumber of ladies, has got a very neat thing to say to them. He is going 
to say, that if they will bet for gloves on the drag they ought to bet 
0(u)r WHEELER’ s. 





| 

| Stay! Prithee, Stay! 

| Sxoutp Lorp Grascow’s nameless Tom Bowline colt carry off the 
lue riband of the turf, it will be a remarkable event in racing annals. 

| The Derby is very rarely, if ever, won by Anon-stayer. 

| 

i 





A landed PropriEToR.—The owner of the Derby- Winners. 
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Answers to Correspondents, 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are 


——_ 





' accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope; but we do not hold 


ourselves responsible for loss.] 

G. W. S. (Carlisle.) —“ All abuses that croppeth up”’ can scarcely be said 
to be English. We don't publish contributions in uoknown tongues. 

CoMMEKCIAL TRAVELLER would have done better (in consideration of bis 
eribbing the old joke about “* mystery’’ and “‘ Miss Terry,’’) tocall himself 
with brevity—Bag-man. 

Tvno.—A happy selection of a name; it is more than likely that wheel 
tire o’ such a felloe, with a circular letter like a round robin. 

J. MARSDEN (Annan).—We cannot underteke to teach you the niceties 
of the English language. Give your mind to it, and you may get a better 


return than you deserve. _ 
CrossTREES lvoks very like our old friend Skyblue, breaking out ina 


| new place. a3 ihe 
S. T. H.—You need not send us imitations of Mrs. Brown. 


Zurypapos.—Tvo late! 

Broken Faitu.—Well, you do seem, if not broken, decidedly cracked. 

PeTEXEYe.— How often must we repeat that we do not require acrostics ? 

Mus. R. D.—Not in our edition, nor derivable from Latin 

PHILO-NICHOLAS.—We regret to say our old sportive prophet has not 

| yet turned up. We are at a loss to account for it. He is known, like a 
| certain noble Marquis, to be involved on the Turf :—can he have got into 
| the hands of the Jews? 

Declined with thanks,—J. H., Castle-street ; Harry Hairyface; E. RK. L., 
Grimsby; St. Jobn’s-wood: T. R., North Devon; Solomon Noall; 
A.C. C. 5. 5, 3.; B. A., St. George's; T. J. C., Birkenhead; Lex; 
Sweedlepipes; X., Brighton; Tyro, Aberdeen; A Country Playgoer; 
J. B. R., Leytonstone; Try Again; J. M. E. M., Exmouth; X.A.; “ One 
Who Abbors Vagrants’’; J. R., Liverpool; Non Compos, N. Shields; 
C., Esher; Nemo; E. H., White Lion-street; Thistietop ; EK., Coventry ; 
Josephine; M., Glasgow; W. B B., Stoke Newington; Possil; J.C. P., 
Creecent-place; A. H. B., Old Jewry; C., Gresham House; E. A. K.; 
S. C. H., Dartmouth; Mongo. 
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[May 30, 186g. 
A DERBY DILEMMA. 


Wiru tempting bribes of seats on drags, 
Behind less showy-looking nags 

Than I should like to stable. 
They keep on asking “ Yes or no! 
You'd better tell us, Will you go ? 

Or rather are you able P”’ 


They paint one then a Morn of May, 
Champagne, the hill, the time of day, 
When losers with the winners 
Pass tankards, icy, cool, and feel 
A luncheon taken on a wheel 
Is worth a host of dinners. 


Then I into a corner brought, 

Say no, then yes, the second thought 
Is surely better far, by 

Jove! forgetting, very queer— 

I’m not at all myself this year, 
A Joan forbids my Darby! 


CAVE CANEM. 


Wen the pulses throb and quicken, 
When the bell will never cease ; 
When wild anxious faces thicken, 
And the layers’ odds increase. 
When the last persuasive Bobby 
Has contrived to clear the course; 
Then the ordinary hobby 
| Rushes madly—not a horse! 
| : THRs yt SS an SE From the corner execrated. 
va \ | Mad with fright and wet with foam: 
Now with yells and laughter baited, 
Kick’d where he would find a home. 
x Wedged in uninviting places, 
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i ~ = ¥ When the crowd is all agog 
Zz =s | Down that avenue of faces, 
r Dashes on the Derby Dog ! 
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A queery. 


THE GIFT HORSE | Musrall the legs belonging to “a dark horse,” be 
‘ | necessarily black ? 


Page :—‘‘ Master's COMPLIMENTS, SIR, AND HE'S SENT YOU A HAUNCH OF 
’ 
OLD Dossy ; YOU'VE SAT BEHIND HIM 80 OFTEN HE THOUGHT YOU MIGHT THE WORST STAYER IN THE Dery Lot.—One that 
—) stays at the post while the rest finish the race. 
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RHYME AND REASON. Keep them dark! ' 
Ons hears a good deal about “dark ’uns” in connection with the 


TO THE EDITOR OF “ FUN.” Derby, but the darkest ones we have met with lately are mentioned in 


Sir,—I am a comic poet, but too often hard up fora rhyme. Many | the report of the Eyre Persecution. Mr. Grrrarp demanded the 
words in common use have no rhyme at all to them—others have only | names of some of the subscribers to the Persecution Fund, and Mr. 
one ortwo. Weall know the familiar examples of rhymeless words— | Suazn told him that some of the subscribers wished their names to be 
“orange,” “silver,” and “month,” but these are words that one seldom | kept secret. A respectable firm like Messrs. SHaEN and Roscoz m 
wants to end a line with, so their peculiarities are not a matter of much | feel complimented by these persons ‘‘ who do ill by stealth and blush 
importance. But such petty monosyllables as “up,” “with,” “for,” | to find it shame.” They must feel that the dark ‘uns, _who are 
&c., should be better provided with rhymes than they are. My sug- | ashamed of the cause they support, cannot regard them with much 
gestion is, that inventors be requested to give names to their inventions | respect. Well, let these persons who stab in the dark remain dark— 
that will rhyme with these and other words whose recurrence at the | as dark as their precious protégés. Only they must not be surprised if 
end of lines often drives a bard frantic. The poet and the inventor | public opinion declares that ‘nameless black-guardians” is & title 
would each derive a material benefit from such an arrangement—the | three letters too long for them. 

would have rhymes to awkward words, ready to hand, and the : 
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: inventor would consequently get his invention advertised gratuitously. i 
What was the inventor of the Rantoone about, that he did not call xt Serhy Stage. 
¢ oe es ‘bared P tho have been mated, and all would have | By oun Posrsor 
uy. 4s it 1s, that unfortunate word has no alternative but T k Hy hi 
to put ae with a discreditable left-handed union with “runn’th” (for Tt shades tas ta my : 
raat \_ = millionth,” with a senseless emphasis on the last The cham e should be frappy, 
yHabie.—— x Ours, A Distractep Porr. | The pocket not hard hit. 








KIN GSPORD’S 
OSWEGO PREPARED CORN, 


For Puddings, Custards, Blanc Mange, &c. The original and genuine American preparation of Indian Corn. Established 1849. 
No similar article in America or England has the right to the title of Original.” 


KEEN, ROBINSON, BELLVILLE, & CO., LONDON. 
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PASHA BAILEY BEN. 


PROUD Pasha was Barrer Ben, 
His wives were three, his tails were ten, 
His form was dignified, but stout, 
Men called him “ Little Roundabout.” 


His Importance. 


Pale Pilgrims came from o’er the sea 
‘To wait on Pasua Baier B., 

All bearing presents in a crowd, 

For B. was poor as well as proud. 


His Presents. 


They brought him onions strung on ropes 
And cold boiled beef, and telescopes, 

And balls of string, and shrimps, and guns. 
And chops, and tacks, and hats, and buns. 


More of them. 


They brought him white kid gloves, and pails, 
And candlesticks, and potted quails, 
And capstan-bars, and scales and weights, 
And ornaments for empty grates. 
Why I mention these. 

My tale is not of these—oh, no, 
1 only mention them to show 
The divers gifts, that divers men 
Brought o’er the sea to Battey Ben. 

His Confidant. 
A confidant had Barney B., 
A gay Mongolian card was he ; 
I am not good at Turkish names, 
And so I call him Smmprz James. 





His Confidant’s Countenance. 
A dreadful legend you might trace 
In Srmp_e James's honest face, 
For there you read, in Nature’s print, 
‘‘A Scoundrel of the Deepest Tint.”’ 
His Character. 
A deed of blood, or fire, or flames, 
Was meat and drink to Simp_Le JAMES ; 
To hide his guilt he did not plan, 
But owned himself a bad young man. 
The Author to his Reader. 
And why on earth good Bartzy Ben 
The wisest, noblest, best of men), 
ade Simpie James his right-hand man 
Is quite beyond my mental span. 


VOL. VII. 

















The same, continued. 


But there—enough of gruesome deeds ! 
My heart, in thinking of them, bleeds; 
And so let Siup.e James take wing, 
"Tis not of him I’m going to sing. 


The Pasha’s Clerk. 


Good Pasua Batiey kept a clerk 

(For Bariry only made his mark), 

His name was Matrurw Wrcomf® Coo, 
A man of nearly forty-two. 


His Accomplishments. 
No person that I ever knew 
Could ‘‘ yédel’’ half as well as Coo ; 
And Highlanders exclaimed, “‘ Ah, weel !’ 
When Coo began to dance a reel. 


His Kindness to the Pasha's Wires. 


He used to dance and sing and play 
In such an unaffected way, 

He cheered the unexciting lives 

Of Pasua Batey’s lovely wives. 





The Author to his Reader. 


But why should I encumber’ you 
With histories of MatrHew Coo ? 
Let Matruew Coo at once take wing, 
’Tis not of Coo I’m going to sing. 


The Author's Muse. 


Let me recall my wandering muse ; 
She shall be steady if I choose— 
She roves, instead of helping me, 
To tell the deeds of Barter B. 


One morning knocked, at half-past eight, 
A tall Red Indian at his gate. 

In Turkey, as you're p’raps aware, 

Red Indians are extremely rare. 


Mocassins decked his graceful legs, 
His eyes were black, and round as eggs— 
And on his neck, instead of beads, 
Hung several Catawampous seeds. 


‘‘Ho, ho!” he said, ‘‘ thou pale-faced one, 
Poor offspring of an Eastern sun, 

You've never seen the Red Man skip 
Upon the banks of Mississip!’’ 


To say that Barzey ope’d his eyes 
Would feebly paint his great surprise— 
To say it almost made him die 

Would be to paint it much too high. 


But why should I ransack my head 
To tell you all that Indian said ? 
We'll let the Indian man take wing, 
’Tis not of him I'm going to sing. 


(To be Continued—Avutuor.)—(No !—Epitor.) 


Tue LANGUAGE or FLowgers.—d4uricula confession. 
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OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


> HE decision in the case of Lyon +. Home is on 
(J) the whole a satisfactory one. I have always 
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COOK’S CONQUEST. 


LPHONSE! mon cher, 
it’s rather sad 
We both agree to 
§ disagree so, 
“— - You fancy Englishmen 
are mad 
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thought it was a case in which the law might 


fairly have taken the old oyster fable as a 
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precedent. If the bone ot contention had 
been handed to a deserving charity, and the 
litigants had been sent away empty, I believe 
the general verdict would have been “serve 
them right!”” However, as it is, the plaintiff 
*« multed in heavy costs, and the defendant has to refund. The 
Vicg-CHANCELLOR took the right ground when, upon the defendant's 
own admissions about manifestations, he declared that on the defendant — 
rested the onus of proving that the plaintiff’s acts were “ unaffected | 
by the least speck of imposition or undue influence.” One of the 
that Spiritualism has received for a long time is this | 


| 


hardest “raps” th 
adverse decision, which announces that gifts dictated by kind spirits 
| 


for the benefit of the arch-medium are suspected by the law. No sensible | 
person will hesitate for a moment to approve the judgment of the | 
Vice-CHANCELLOR, who says, touching these ‘so-called spiritual | 


manifestations”: 

“ That they tended to give the defendant influence over the plaintiff, as well as to 
his pecuniary benefit; in the next, that the system, as presented in the ev dence, | 
is mischievous nonsense, well calculated on the one hand to delude the vain, the | 
; and on the other, te assist the projec s of 


weak, the foolish, and the superstitious ; 
the: eedy and of the adventurer.” 
Spiritualism is not a thing of yesterday’s growth. It has had its 
Athenseums, its press, its mediums, its s¢ances, these many years. 
And what solid benefit has it conferred upon mankind? “It has 
convinced geome sceptics of the existence of a future state”’ :—has it ? 
Then if the sceptics could only be convinced by mis-spelt and un- 
grammatical sentences from SHAKESPEARE and Bacon, and by the 
caperings of furniture, I don’t think they were worth the trouble. 
No! The only real benefit that the spirits have ever bestowed upon man 
was the transfer of about thirty thousand pounds’ worth of stock to the 
credit of Mr. Home, and even that benefit was promptly reversed by a 
yet stronger spirit—the spirit of English law. 

The Police Courts have just afforded another instance of the injurious 
effects of the flood of ‘‘ Newgate "’ literature and *‘ blood and thunder ’”’ 
romance, to which I alluded the other day as a fruitful seurce of 
juvenile crime, but which the Datly Teleyraph recently took under 
| its powerful wing in a leader deprecating any interference or measure 
of repression. The instance I allude to is that of a lad of sixteen, 
who attempted to steal a watch, and drew a stiletto when threatened 
with capture. He had on him a mask and a white cord with a slip 
noose, no doubt for the purpose of partially strangling, or of binding 
the arms of his intended victim. He kept entries of his robberies in a 
pocket book, and had assumed tke name of Caprain Scarve1T, a fact 
which is pretty conclusive evidence of the style of reading which had 
prompted him tocrime. Yet the Telegraph deprecates anything like 
interference or censorship, and flatters itself that there is an antidote 
which is stronger than the bane in the shape of really good cheap 
literature. Unfortunately for the Telegraph's view of the case, too 
often the bane is taken and the antidote neglected. Surely measures 
can be adopted which shall suppress the vicious publications without 
touching the good ones. Loxp Campsgiu’s Act has done good service 
and might do more, and yet it has never (as some croakers predicted) 
interfered with the interests of art. 

I nave received a greatly-improved form of stereoscope, named by 
its inventors, Mrsers. WARNER AND Murkay, “the panoramic.” The 
photographs are taken from an elevation, which allows of the fore- 
ground being transmitted through the lens without distortion. The 
result is a far closer adherence to nature and perspective than has been 
hitherto obtained, tog. ther with correct proportion maintained between 
the various parts of the picture. A well-chosen series of views has 
teen published, and, with the instrument, should find its way to 
every table where the old stereoscope is to be met with. 

In Cassell’s Magazine, Mx. Moy Tuomas fully sustains the interest 
he aroused in the opening chapters of “A Fight for Life.” Mr. 
Dutton Cooke tells the story of “The Wolf at the Door” with his 
accustomed skill; and the other tales and essays are quite up to the 
high standard of this capital magazine, which, if it have a fault, is a 
trifle feeble in the verse department. ‘The illustrations—or rather the 
engraving—would seem to improve, but I should like to see more 
rapid progress. I think the Quiver, which, in other respects, is up to 

its average, shows a decided advance in this particular. Cassell’s 
Popular kducater continues as useful as ever. I have received The 
Whitsuntide Annual, which is fully equal to its Easter predecessor. 
The best things in it are “A Tongue of Fire,’’ by Mx. E. H. Jon E8, 


and Mr. James Greznwoop's “ Martyr to Conscience,” though itisa 


trifle tco evidently founded on the Tichborne case. “ Whitsuntide in 
Great Britain ’’ will be found interesting, and so will “A Stage Tradi- 
tion,’’ although rather highly sensational. 


Or far too insolent 
and frea, so 
To tell the truth wera 
waste of time, 
Since Gallican ges- 
ticulation, 
Would blow to froth 
my humble rhyme 
Defending my “ de- 
tested nation.” 


However, no offence is 
meant, 
So let us wage a 
friendly battle; 
I honestly can com- 
pliment 
You on 
ment in 
cattle. 
Your broughams too 
are very neat, 
Your drags seem 
decent — when I 
see them ; 
Frenchwomen all have 
pretty fect, 
Does art or nature 
guarantee them ? 


improve- 
your 


Cher AtpHonsg! when you chase the cub, 
There’s less of your eccentrie horning ; 
Tis possible to get a tub 
By paying half a franc a morning. 
8 yet you cannot love a mill, 
Or cricket, better than your capers ; 
I flatter but reflect—you will, 
I write not for the morning papers! 


But on the other hand, mon cher, 
You've every right to snarl at my land; 
But please don’t take from Leicester-square, 
Your private notions of our island. 
Do all sport greasy wideawakes, 
And do the Bois in costume shady ? 
I'll swear that every Briton takes 
His hat off when he meets a lady. 


In old dramatic phrase you hear 
This praise—yes! from Sir Husert STANLEY ; 
We'll all get more polite—don’t fear, 
And you'll continue to be manly. 
The Channel now is but a brook, 
The journey to and fro no bother ; 
For thanks to friendly Mr. Coox, 
We daily visit one another. 


New Brooms. 


Tue Chancellorship of the Edinburgh University being left vacant 
by the lamented death of Lorp Bxovcuam, those members of the 
University who supported the late lord have proposed Mr. GLADSTONE 
as his successor. Lorp Justice GENERAL INGLI8 is also nominate 
for the dignity, and the Edinburgh Courant wishes to persuade us 
that ‘‘official position must prevent his nomination from being 
regarded as inany degiee a matter of party politics.” Unfortunately, 
however, the Courant a little overdoes it when it urges on his beha f 
that “it is of the first importance to have a resident Chancellor” and 
that “Mr. GLapstone if elected must needs be more ornamental 
than useful.” Surely if one of Lorp Broveuam’s age and physical 
infirmity could fill the post with honour and credit to the University, 
the interests will not suffer in the hands of one, of whose scholar- 
ship and intellect Oxford herself has been proud. On these grounds 
which ‘‘ must prevent his nomination from being regarded as in any 
way a matter of party politics,” the friends of Mz. GuapsToNE ™ay 
defend their choice of a candidate. 








June 6, 1868.] 
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| MRS. BROWN ON WHITSUNTIDE AT 

| GREEN WICH. 
| 


’ ® . » 

I’ve said over and over agin, that nothink never shouldn't make me 

| put my foot over the door none of them ‘oliday times no more, as is 
| “Wee well for rabble, as the sayin’ is, but really decent people did 


ought to stop at home on, not as ever I thought about its bein’ Whit- 


suntide when I promised to go and see Mrs. Ripiey at Greenwich. as is 
Brown s own sister, tho’ they ’adn’t spoke for over seventeen years, not 
as it were Brown's fault, but all along of Rirtey, as ‘ad a temper like 
a bull-dog, and foreman to a carcase butcher, as is well known for 
ferocity, and generally where they seizes they ’olds on to, as well I 
remembers one as were underhung frightful, and made ’is teeth meet 
thro’ old Mr. Jarvis's leg, and would ’ave ‘eld on to it till now, if one 
of them doz fanciers ’adn't got’im off thro’ a-bitin’ of ’is tail as was 

ing accidental, and is never allowed for to set on a jury as no 
doubt the constant sight of raw meat will make any one Savage, as is 
easy proved by a-seein’ of them beasts at the Zoological Gardens, as 
if I'd: my way I'd ’ave stuffed with straw like the British Museum, as 
looks quite natural, the same as life, tho’ certingly the stitches shows 
where they’ve‘sewed up their theoats, but what docs that matter, as 


there ain't no nasty snréll about ’em, let alone the expense of feedin’ 
‘em, as is gorgin’ brutes, and eats up what many a ’uman bein’ would 
‘jamp at, tho’ not cooked. 

But as I was a-sayin’ Rrerey he'd been crippled many a year thro’ 
the‘rheumatics a-settlin’ in his limbs, as I’m sure was all thro’ livin’ 
so'long in a stone kitchen as was only ’is grubbin’ ways thro’ bein’ 
well-to-do; and ’er ‘avin’ forty pounds a year from «r aunt the 
same as left Brown the bit of property, so might ’av» lived in the 
parlor decent, but law bless you would begrudge theirselves a candle, 
leastways he would. 

Well, thro’ Brown bein’ ’is own aunt’s executioner to ’er will, he 
was obligated for to send word to Cuaxtorre leastways Mrs. Riptey 
as is what she was christened about the bit of money, and it’s wonder- 
ful *ow it brought ’em both round, for she never expected to geta 
farthm’, no more she wouldn't thro’ ’avin’ quarrelled with ‘the old 
lady over a remnant of ‘silk, as the walue on wasn't nothink to ’ave 
‘words over, and no bargain, only the old lady fancied it were, and 
wanted to stick into-somebody, as was a artful old card, and one'as I 
never cared to let go a-shoppin’ for me, but never disputed with, as 
was Mrs. Rirtey's ways, and wouldn’t ’ave gota farthing, as I says, but 
only for Brown a-makin’ the will, leastways a-settin’ by while ‘the 
lawyer did it, and would ’ave both ’is sisters’ names in it, as he said 
was only fair, thro’ some of the money a-comin’ from old Cuxrmis, as 
were Brown’s own grandfather and theirn too. 

So, you see, this ’ere will throwed Brown and ’is sister together, as 
is the same flesh and blood, but never would ’ave been friends, only 
Rrp.ey was that crippled as not to be able to move ’and or foot, and 
though a good wife to ’im she wasn’t goin’ to stand none of ’is nonsense 
no longer, and would be mistress in ’er own ’ouse, as ’ad bean ’is slave 
for many years, and a-livin’ close by the ’Ospital at Greenwich, where 
them old sailors as is passed work is took care on; leastways, they're 
a-clearin’ on ’em out now, as is a good job, for they was downright 
nuisances all over the place, tho’ some werry nice old men as would 
talk wonderful, and one as I remembers when a gal as ’ad been in the 
‘orse marines on board the werry wessel as Lorp Netson were shot 
thro’ the ’art in a-lookin’ thro’ ’is telescope as he'd been and put to ‘is 
blind eye, and didn’t ought to ’ave been trusted in battle, poor feller, 
and there’s ’is coat layin’ in a glass case in that werry Greenwich 
painted ’all, with all the little shot ’oles as was in distraction all over 
the coat. 

Leastways that’s what the party said as showed it,—‘‘ But,” I says, 
“ you'll excuse me, sir, but them little ’oles in that coat is moths, as you 
did ought to keep well black-peppered, and a old candle is a fine thing 
to keep off.” 

But he only says, ‘Moths your grandmother.” 

So I says, “As to my grandmother, it wasn’t no moths, and the werry 
party as knowed ’ow to keep ’em out, as I've got a bit of swansdown 
now at ’ome as was made out of a old tippet as belonged to ‘er and the 
werry one as she was married in, as was the year of the riots when 
Lorp Georce Gorpon, as turned Jew, tried for to massycree the 
Catholics as burned down Newgate and died in a madhouse after all. 
So,” I says, ‘You needn’t sneer at my grandmother, as could ‘ave 
taught you a mary things tho’ you are a rear-admiral,’’ as I’msure he 
must ’ave been, for I never see anyone ’old their ’eads ’igher. 

But as I was a-saying’ I'd promised to go to see Mrs. Ripley Mon- 
day three week, arter she’d took tea with us on the Sunday as ‘ad been 
werry pleasant, and Brown and ’er a-talkin’ over old times together, 
80 in course I wouldn't disappoint ’er was it ever so; but when I come 
for to know as it were Whit Monday my ’art misgive me and says to 
Brown as I'd rather not go. 

“Oh” he says “rubbish. Whose to ’urt you?” 

“Well,” I says, “Mr. Brown, I am but flesh and blood after all, 
as is liable to be run over anytime, the same as Mr. Ancuzvt's aunt, 
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as was knocked dowag by one of them wans on Black’e «th ‘Ill as instant 
death must ‘ave been the consequences if she ‘adn't ‘ad the presence 
of mind for to lay still on the flat of ’er back with ‘er legs drawed up, 
as cleared the wheels, tho’ the ‘orses were unpleasant a-passin’ over 
‘er, as is Sagacious creatures, and never put a ‘oof on ’er; but never 
got over the fright as it give ’er, and never the same woman no more, 
as wasn't to be expected at past eighty, and that obstinate as she would 
go out alone, and nothink never stopped er but a brewers’ dray, as 
werry nigh squeezed 'er to death agin a lamp-post as was a-turnin’ the 
corner sudden, and if the brewer's man us were a-settin’ on the sharf 
in a red nightcap as they always wears for covlness, ‘adn't took and 
shoved her that wiolent backards, as she fell easy thro’ a shop glass 
front, accidental death would have been ’erend, with the glass in ‘er 
to this ‘our, as no probings wou'dn't reach, nor poulticin’ diaw out, but 
bein’ healthy flesh inflammation never set in, tno’ only able to lay on 
one ste, as often breaks ‘er natural rest, thro’ a-turnin’ sudden witha 
piercin’ shriek, as is internal wounds.”’ 

So Brown he says, ‘Oh! bother Mr. Arcunvt’s aunt, what's she 
got to do with you °’’ 

“Well,” I says, “if you think it safe, Brows, I'll +o.” 

So he says, ‘‘ Safe as ‘ouses,”’ and I made up my mind to wenture. 

I got down to Greenwich abont three o'clock, tho’, roodness knows, 
a/round-about way, through ‘avin’ to go to London Bridge, for as to 
gettin’ a place in a buss from the Elephant and Castle, it was ‘opeless, 
and as to that Kent-road I can't abear it, tho’ once it did ‘old its ‘ead 
up with carriage peopte a-livin’ in the Parrygin, as is French for beau- 
tiful, notas I can ‘see no beauty in it, ¢ho’ fine garlens, but a nasty 
neighbourhood at the back, as must ran into pretty near Locks Fields, 
asis‘a part that over-crowded as it mever edn be ’ealthy with them 
drains. 

It's a downright shame as there ain’t some one to keep order at 
them railways, and show you your way about as is that confusion, and 
them insults as a feller give me onthe wrong platfurm, as I was a 
waitin’ on for the Greenwich train, and then to ask mvif I couldn't 
read ? 

I says, ‘‘ Read, indeed, whoever isto in all this bustle ? as is enough to 
turn any one’s ‘ead, let alone readin’ as Imever can do myself with «ny- 
think ‘a-goin’ on; let alone railways ‘a-goin’ up and down a-puffin’ and 
a-screamin’ all over the place, and parties a-rushin’ and a-’ollerin’ with 
lots behind.” I’m ‘sure [ never should ‘ave got off only one of them 
porters shoved me into a carriage and locked the doors sudden as there 
wasn’t no seat forme, but ’ad to stand upin the middle, and pretty nigh 
smoked to death, and if some on ’em ’adn't got out at the Spa Road. 
I'm sure I should ’ave dropped, as managed for to cut my ridicule oif 
my arm as it was, tho’ they swore as they ‘d never touched it, but any- 
how the string give way and it dropped on the floor of the carriage, as 
I wouldn't ‘ave minded only it broke my little wicker work bottle as I'd 
brought over from Paris as was werry ‘andy thro’ ’oldin jest arf a pint. 

Them fellers would keep on a-bustin’ out larfin’ about the smeil of 
sperrits, as was certainly powerful, and anyone would think me a 
woman as was give to drink, tho’, goodness knows, I ain't, but 
wouldn’t go out without a drop of brandy, as would be as much as my 
life’s worth, thro’ them spasms a-settin’ in when least expected, and 
takin’ on me that sudden as am bent double and black in the face, 
leastways should be the same as ['ve ‘eard say one of them princesses 
was used to be, for all they was Kine Geoxce's daughters, and fine 
women too, as I've ’eard say, as was a’ead and shoulder taller than their 
ma, as were QuEEN CHARLOTTE, and that plain as he pretty nigh fainted 
when he see her, though a lovely ‘and and arm, us is a great orny- 
ment, but was give to snuff in her old hage, and I don't think brought 
up her family partikler well, leastways I've ‘eard stories as won't bear 
repeatin’, though they are all dead and gone, thro’ a party as mended 
lace and did used to go to the Pallis, as is a sad place for gossip, but all 
as I’ve got to say is, thatif I was Queen and | ketched ‘em a-makin’ 
free with my character they'd soon get a bit of my mind and be showed 
the door, tho’ they was lords and dukes, as isn’t always no great 
shakes theirselves, for I’m sure I've seen a lord asa tailor were a 
nobleman to, with ‘is knock-knees, a mean beast into the bargain, 
as would carry ’is own carpet-bag afore he'd give a poor man sixpence, 
so it don't always foller as lords is lords arter all. 

(To be continued.) 





A Free Translation. 


Tue poet was wrong—it a fault of the tribe is— 
When ‘ Medio,” said he, ‘‘ tutissimus ibis.’’ 

For if you should chance to apply to a greedy hum, 
You're not very safe when you go to a medium. 


Ex-planet-ory Note. 


THE man who is fated to have his pet bunion perpetually trodden 
on is an ill-starred creature. Why? Because he is under the in- 


fluence of Capery-corn. 
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VERY HANDY. 
A Spirit THAT REMEMBERED THE 7'¢al “Home” INTERESTS. 


This is how Surtn’s Spirit behaved, knocking down a Scamp who insulted his Widow, and lifting his poor little fatherless child over a 


crossing, instead of playing on the nerves of rich old women. 


lOO a OSS ————Y.O“————sSO 


’ . out the usual “objects of such departments”—the making of snug 
Fun's Derby Prophecies. berths for friends, relatives, and connections; and his own self- 


Ir is scarcely necessary to say that Fun has as usual pointed out the glorification. 
winner of the Derby. In point of fact, he could not do otherwise, his 
difficulty being, indeed, so to convey the’ name of the winner that it 
should not by its excessive obviousness deprive the race of all its STANZAS 
interest. Had Fun declared in so many words that Blue Gown was ° 
to win, the Downs would have been deserted, the race would have I cannot play again to-night ; 
been “‘taken as run,” and the British public would have been deprived Go, seek some other hand, 
of a good deal of amusement and excitement. Whose digits—muscular but light— 
But to the intelligent mind, the solution of the geometrical figure May sweep your CoLiarp’s Grand. 
in Nicuoras’s Hieroglyphic pointed so unmistakeably to the Blue Nay, bid me not awake once more 
Gown, that it was scarcely necessary for the excessive goodnature of The wild and witching strain, | 
I tell you—as I said before— 


the Old Man to commence a capital B. 
“The Revelation of the Stars’ in Momvs’s prophecy was no less I cannot play again. 





a 
+2 





| 
: 
: 
“ 
; 


dee Se RE Beets 
we tere tye 

















i* a Get 


aes 
as 
oe 


2 oo meg ey og oe ey 
ee 
‘« ne 


=, 
Cte 





lain :— 
P “ Haste to me, You kindly press me to perform 
And within my mirror see, That pretty piece by Liszr ; 
Wrapt an azure cloud within, ~~ re room 18 hey warm, 
What the stars declare to win.” | nd i have sprained my wrist. 
You probably may fancy, Miss, 
There’s nothing in a sprain: 
No Difficulty About it. | Well, all I mean to say is this— | 
We clip the following paragraph, which is going the rounds, from | I cannot play again. | 
eer ; feared 3 Seda | You've had a bit of Mzenpgissoun ; | 
“Itiss at a Department of Science and Art for Ireland, separate from that The Overture to Zell ; | 
hich alread ts, is to be mmissio . ; 
| ieacibe into the best mode of cary sean ahieuts of usenet . 4 re wee of we —? ll: | 
| We presume the new Department is to be modelled after the old one at | You've had a Sevute A ; | 
| South Kensington, in which case there is no need to appointacommission | La Source, La Chitelaine : 
to inquire into the mode of carrying out its objects. All that is requisite | You must excuse me if I gay 
is to appoint some fussy superficial U.B. as the head, and he will carry | I cannot play again. | 
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CAMBRONNE REVISED. 
“THE GUARD SURRENDER, BUT NEVER DIF.” 
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DCUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 65. 


A sunny day—a cloudless sky— 
With scarce a breeze to wander by 
And keep the forehead cvol. 
But there are many on the Downs; 
And, thanks to thee, of lords and clowns 
Who've lost their thousands—or their crowns— 
Hach thinks himself a foo). 





=. 


1.—Softly over the silent sea, 
With sails spread out to the breeze, glides she. 
* What is yon bark *” the Jandsman cried ; 
The seaman with a smile replied, 
‘* What, don’t you see,”’ he said, and laughed, 
“That she is square-rigged fore and aft ¢”’ 


2.—He dipt his brush in sunlight dyes, 
Known only to Italian skies. 


3.—Guide the shear with steady hand, 
Plough the seed into the land. 


4.— With faces black, and flannels red, 
From foreign lands they come, ’tis said ; 
And they have crossed the stormy billow 
l’o huri the ball and wield the willow. 


SoLuTion or Acrostic No. 63.—Hawthorn, Blossoms : Herb, Animal, 
’ - + . 
Wo, ’Taturs, Harness, Olio, Rum, Nasturtiums. 


Correct Soivrions or Acrostic No. 63, RECEIVED May 27:—Sukey; A Trow- 
bridge Man; W. H.'T.; DaC. and the Little Dog , Strigulus; L’ ng Jack; Linda 
Princes ; Wallis ; Gog and Magog; Squirrel; J. H. I. 0.; Tea at Bryant’s; British 
Guiana ; R.B.H.; Cigarette; Julia S.; Dundee; Merops; C. C. ©.; Dearie; The 
Boy’s Mother; Derfi,; 8S. W.; Frank and Maria; Vale Royal; Columbus; Old 
Maid: Tim D. and Cherub; The F.mily Magpie ; Nettie; Uncle Willy ; M.A. B.H.; 
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! purl all day long in the country. In some parts they brawl, and 


| because of my contemplativencas. 


then again they shimmer in the sun. I want some stout, porter, ale. 
The rustic has passed me unobserved. I am too contemplative. In 

London I have sometimes run against posts, lamp and otherwise, 

Obseryation is the parent of expe- 


rience; in future I will observe. 


| monvotonous—expensive—not nice. 


| 
| 


| 
| 
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Harry E.; Tiny Ditton; A. C. E.; E. J. E.; Hat and Pin; Black Aunt; T. M. | 


Navan; Two Clapham Contortionists; Brown of Ours; Betsey H.; X1V.; C.:nd 
his two Sisters; Miss L. and Romps; Cliff; Tinymite; Knurr and Spell; Harrow 
Weald ; Happy Thema; Thre Carshalton Fools: M. T. P. ; Father Prout; U. L. P.; 
Romanelli; Bob; Bur kin; Elton; 2 Enterprising Earwigs;.Wyebridge Farm ; 
Tabitha; Yerrup; Edenkyle; Sweedlepipes; Clara and An: ie; Mashed Turnips; 
Con; Clenglocketty; Kuby’s Ghost; Fern; Bogye. 


FROM A HANDBOOK. 
CuapTerR 31.—AtT THE DINNER-TABLE. 


More of that sonp—a little—much—a lot more—several. Hot, very 
hot, sultry. (Applied to the weather.) 

This pudding is nice—nasty—rich—opulent—hard up—utterly desti- 
tute. The Pickles are over there. Ketchup always makes me ill. No, 
not pickles but ketchup. I said nothing of the kind. You lie— 
equivocate—you tell crammers. 

An undercut. The wing, breast, leg. Why should we quarrel, 
Sir—Madame—Miss? (Applied to an unmarried lady.) Beer in a 
tankard, glass, mug, pewter pot. I have well eaten. Believe that I 
have indeed eaten like ten. 

A bone is fixed in my throat. It worrits me, tortures me, hurts very 
much, will not come out, I faint, I die—expire. Give me forks, a 





spoon, salt. I cannot cat this without gravy. No trifling, no larks, 





none of your sauce. Harvey's sauce. 

The art of repartee was discovered by the Ancients. A little horse- 
radish ; it isa root. The inhabitants of Tyre never attempt repartee ; 
not that the inhabitants of Tyre would scorn the action, but they can’t 
do it, Sir, they can’t doit. Some of that vegetable marrow. Repartee 
18 & gift. Stilton cheese goes well with celery; without celery it isa 

k, a cypher, nothing, zero, a negative quantity, no go. 

Maraschino. A flavour of cherries; very nourishing, cucumber, 
tart, pie. Indigestion, dyspepsia. Goodness!—Oh, my !—Crikey !— 

racious !—Give me air. 


Cuaprer 45.—On a Waxxkine Tour. 


Tuese things are daisies. I saw some daisies when I was a careless 
child, and I never torgot the external peculiarities of that exquisite 
plant. I am weary, tired, fatigued, want some ale—porter—stout. 
How beautiful is Nature! It wants twenty minutes to four. Time 
flies. ‘Those are buttercups ; the shape of clover is very different. 

Here is a piece of mugwort, so called from growing in rocky districts. 
I should like to fish, to hunt, ride in a cab, smoke, follow the plough, 
go to the theatre. Hunger isa sharp thorn. Iam nota proud man 


like Xerxes. Xexxes was the victim of his own ungoverned pride. | 


The air is cool, refreshing. balmy. I can walk twenty miles in a day, | 
but [am not so proud as Xexxzs. He is used in ecopy-books because | 
18 Name begins with X. , 
A rustic approaches ; I will ask him for tobacco. The road winds | 


through a valley. That thing over there is a purling brook; they | 


nnn 
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This portion of the country may almost be said to form an amphi- 
theatre of hills. I would climb one if I thought it necessary. 

Landscapes are not complete without water. (Applics to brooks, 
rivers, lakes, oceans and ponds.) ‘hat thing is a house. I should 
like to live in a house, because lodgings ure nasty—inconvenk nt— 
lam weurier, tireder, fatiguedcr, 
than ever; want beer. 

CHAPTER 81.—WiutTH A TAILOR. 


Tue buttons came off immediately. Coats. A pair of inexpressibles 
with two pockets for money. Peg-tops. The knees and elbowg wear 
out with surprising rapidity. ‘This material is luxurious. A Nice coat 
makes all the difference in people. How much a yard? Oh my! 
Gracious! Crikey! 

They must be sent on Saturday. I shall go out to tea, to supper, 
to a play, a lecture, to see a friend. Let me have the bill next year. 
Why this obvious reluctance? Aniceday. Are you quite well, happy, 
comfortable, in good spirits? My other tailor is dead. I have many 
of his letters at home. 

You cannot have it at present. I have my reasons. A nice day. 
Go out of my house directly. Call again in two months; pray do not 
forget. I tell youthatIam poor. ‘lhe waistcoat is tootight. I hope 
that your wife is well. Did you marry for love? ‘Take some ale. 

Your lawyer is a bold and unscrupulous adventurer, who spells the 
word summons withonem. ‘This is not right. My elbows are coming 
through. I[s your business a satisfactory commercial speculation ? 

It was raining when I came home last night. You cannot have the 
money—cash—tin if I have not gotit myself. Don’t be absurd. Have 
some ale. And the children? Let it be next month. I once read 
about a County Court in a volume of travels; it appears to be a very 
picturesque place. 

Very well, then; look here. Don’t make me any more clothes, 
because I won't wearthem. Thatis the door. I was going to offer 
yeu some ale, but that is all over now. 


Answers to Correspondents, 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, wnless they are 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope, but we do not hold owrselves 
responsible for loss. | 

J. W. A. (Sunderland) says he “ Intends to give up FUN, also several of 
his friends.”” We grieve that we should have otfended him, but why on that 
account should he give up several of his friends ¢ 

S. S.—We should like to have w better guarantee than an anonymous 
letter for your statement. 

Hvupipxas JUN1I0R.—Your satire is too Miall’d. 

De.LtTa.—A connection, no doubt, of the Delta of the Nibil. 

Jon (Islington).— We believe Jou;'8 patience was admirable, but we can't 
say much for his spelling. ‘“ ljustration,”’ *‘ Collimbus,”’ ana ‘ difieulty ”’ 
are not fine samples of orthography. 

GULIELMUs Rabius.—We canuot see a ray of intelligence in the com- 
munication. ; ; 

Cassia QuassiA CaLcis M.D.—You should prescribe your jokes to those 
of your patients who are troubled with sleepless nights. 

GUILLAUME S.—Attend to your writing master, and don’t give your 
wind to frivulity—frivulity could find no possible use for it. 

Joz.—No go! 

BENEDICK.—Nof BENEDICTUS, as far as we are concerned. 

‘© A Canny Scot’’ sends us a vile riddle, and asks ‘*‘ Will this do? Upon 
my word I am quite suber and of sound mind.” We pity his sobriety, and 
think the mind must be an empty sound. 7 

Bruin (Birmingham).—Don't make jokes in languages you don’t under- 


d. ‘os , 
ee JUSTITLE is not doing himself justice in sending us such feeble 





' stuff. 


-1nq has evidently been drawing on our back numbers. 

B. 0.—We CaBnos say anything to you that will meet the case better 

n your own initials. 
Oe nee has attempted too high a flight. 

C. E. H. L.— Under consideration. ae 

A SUBSCKIBEK FROM THE BEGINNING.—It was scarcely worth noticing. 

Declined with thanks :—W. C., Acre-street; It. C. M., Dublin; Zepbyr 
and Ventilator; Upper Mall, Hammersmith ; Waterloo, R. E. J. ; P. W., 
Oxton; No One; A. Z., Cheshire; C.C.; A. H. P., Islington; Tum; 
C. J., Glasgow; F. B. J., Sunszingdale; Mace, Liverpool; Joe Kerr; 
R. O., Liverpool; ‘I. B., Covent-garden; 5. D. vD., Manch cater ; M. A. W., 
Dundee; Ass; C. A. wW.; W.E. F., Stepney ; H. G., Drury -lane ; Heses: 
(E¢ipus; Welcome; Congou Bob; Young Nick; A. B., Notting-bil; 
G. P., Camberwell; H. M., Handsworth; Phinn. 
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the “putting on of the pot’’ (phrase of the Galles, the Welchers), for 


‘heath of Hampstead, where the surface renders itself to resemble that 
| of the bush of Van Diemen, and two gamins bowl me perpetually ox 


| hire at my stumps. 








THE CRICKETS ABORIGINALE. 


Br Ovr Own GANDIN. 


: _ trated myself of vour | to y : ’ 
Mowatrvur te Repactevr,—I who have pene J ais to rise to the height of the situation. 


; 


your agricole, your cattle show, your horserazors, | 
your joquierie, your bonledogg, your rosbeef of the Engelland of the 
ancients, your musickall—I who am more English than yourselves in 
all that there, so that the een from the Gandin is now 
- [~Goprn—have seized my role. 
“FT hae in the steeplechase of your high church, no longer as the 
connoisseur of your beastails at the Hall of Agriculture, no longer 
even to the celebration of your fétes hippophagique—no, nor even of 
your acrobatisme, your gandinism des boxeurs. Only one thing asserts 
itself now that I return from your great assembly of sports named after 
your Eart or Ersom—your foule gigantesque on the Downs of Derby, 
where I have with all the effusion of the ardent sporter lost myself by | 


sports Britannique— 


2 i 
[ 7 Dy t 
\ 


| 
vu 





your favourite of the stablemews. Let that pass. Who shall embarrass | 
himself of money in the forests primeval, sombre, impenetrable ? Who | 
sball regard himself as the creature of eternal baggage, and of the 
artifices of a fashion for ever capricious, inthe boundless gumbush, the 
scrubbrush, of the Australasias? Goprn is lost not only of you, 
Monsieur, but of himself. At home with the Wapiti, the Bunyip, the 
paroquet of the woods most primeval, he devotes his energy incon- 
querable, his reflection of the most profound, his enterprise of the 
most nevertired, to the perfection of a purpose gigantic. Like the 
great Dicx-a-Dickexs—like your greater Aborigine named after him— 
our Diex-a-Dicx—he too has his “ Criquet of the Heart.”” Monsieur, 
it was at the Eauvalle Criquet Grounds that I was myself transported 
of an idea to the land of Van Diemen. To be transported and to 
transport himself is to Goprn one of the same. I go with Dicx-a-Dicx, 
with Morquita, with Tworennigs, with Kixc Cog, with BuLLocky, 
with Tioxzr, and with Jim Crow. Already I devote all to their sports | 
of the most aboriginal. At daylight I repair myself in Leicester-square | 
for the throw of the boomerang. True, it returns itself of the most 
eccentrique and perilous courses; but the son of the wilderness sball | 
mock himself of danger, and he who is slain of the boomerang shall | 
not be afraid of the spear. Already I can strike at fifty paces the 
crown of the hat. For the rest I am absorbed of the criquettes, on the 





most aboriginal. 
secrecy of the most profound. 


I am no more of a jolidogue. 
that I am irrepressible of my ardeur? Let that suffice. J black myself. 


I am no more your gandin, cela va sans dire. Neither I am not no 
more 
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I go not now, Monsieur, to your Eauvalle, nor 
our ground of Lord. And‘vhy? ‘To devote one’s self it is neces- 

Sir, I render myself of the 
I take a lodgment at Hampsheath. I command a 
I wear only the costume of the criquet. 
To-morrow I black myself. Did I say 


GODIN. 





Inspired by My-‘‘ nerver.”’ 
WE say in England “ Delays are dangerous ;’—in [reland with the 


Cork whiskey on the table, “‘ Daly's is dangerous.”’ 





Civil Engineering. 

Now that the first flush of excitement at the glorious achievement 
of the “Officer of Engineers,” Srr Ronert Narre, has subsided, it 
may not be out of place to call public attention to those energetic 
officials who are replacing the Hyde-park railings. It is scarcely two 
years since the rails were levelled with the ground, yet we are assured 
that there is every prospect of their being replaced before the close of 
the current year, wind and weather permitting. 





Mean and Meany. 


STervEN Joszru Meany, the Fenian Head-Centre, to whom Govern- 
ment with an excess of clemency granted a free pardon on condition 
of his leaving England, is showing his appreciation of the kind treat- 
ment by delivering inflammatory lectures at New York upon English 
prisons and Fenian prisoners. He is well qualified to discourse on the 
subject, for before he soared to the honour.of incarceration for treason- 
felony he had hada taste of jail discipline for a little petty larceny ina 
stationer’s shop. We should think the Yankee Bird of Freedom 13 
not altogether pleased at finding his perch occupied by a Jail-Bird 
of Freedom. 


a a 
ae 
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TO AN ANGRY CRITIC. 


Go on, my friend, ard burst with spite! 
Still howl your libels, shriek, and scold: 
It’s pleasant, when one has to smite, 
To learn how well the blow has told. 


I Jaid the thong across your flanks— 
A gentle fillip—scarce a touch; 

And lo, you plunge and caper! Thanks, 
I never hoped ’twould sting so much! 


You might have lived in quiet too, 

Not thus with pain and fury choked ; 
But that an idle pen you drew, 

And tried to stub me, unprovoked. 


E’en for stray curs I pity feel— 

Except when one, “ for private ends, 
Goes rabid, yelping at my heel ; 

Or turns his fangs against my friends ; 


For if ’gainst women, children, men, 
Your vicious cur begins to range, 

True mercy with a pitchfork then 
Anticipates the work of mange. 


Lie down, sir, in your kennel lie, 

And learn an air more frank and blithe; 
Don't snap at harmless passers-by, 

Who do not care to see you writhe! 


And take a hint :—when lashed again, 
Grim Reynard for your model take-- 
Be mute—and do not let your pain 
Be published by the noise you make 


Classical Note. 


An eminent scholar has recently discovered that in 
one respect the money transactions of the ancients were 
conducted in a way curiously resembling our modern 
practice. When one Roman wished to give another | 
Roman his “I.0.U.’’ he did so by simply writing the 
letters ‘‘ D.B.O.”’ and the amount. 


WORLD ! 


A Morro rou S:xtTEENn-stone Men.—Cut it, fat. | HISSELF 








OUT AND ABOUT. 


Miss Kare Reie~xorps, described in the bills as “‘ The great American 
comedienne,” made her first appearance the other night at the Princess’s, 
| under the not very favourable circumstances of being supported by a 


“scratch’’ company, as such companies are called, probably on account of 


their never coming up to it. The performances commenced with Mx. 


Watrs Puriires’s romantic drama, Nobody's Child, a piece which, having 
been written for transpontine audiences, must not be judged from the 
standpoint of criticism usually taken up with regard to the Princess's 


dramas. ‘Lhe most noticeable features in the piece were Mu. W. Catt- 
cort’s scene of ‘The Ravine,’ Mr. Frank Duew's Peter Grice, some- 
what marred. in parts by too great deliberation of delivery, and Mx. 
Macnpan’s impersonation of the small character of a drunken sailor. 
The play selected for Miss RetGNoups’s appearance was a condensation 


of the old comedy Tie Wonder, a choice which was not altogether | 


judicious. Miss Rriegnotps has a gocd presence, and manages a not 
too musical voice with great skill. Taken as a whole, her acting is of 
& superior order of merit, but in two or three minor points there is a 


something which jars on the critical sense, and detracts from the | 


general effect. ‘There is an indefinable spice of nationality (by which 
we do not allude to a slight American accent) which would be less 
noticeable in a comedy not so decidedly high; and we sball hope, 
therefore, to be able to speak more favourably of the lady’s un- 
doubted talent when we have seen her in a more suitable part. Among 
the other characters the ones most deserving of mention were 
Mic. Catucart’s Gibby, Mx. Drew’s Lissardo, and Miss GoopALu’s 
Flora. The scenery and dresses were sufficiently remarkable to merit 
Some comment. ‘The latter affurded examples of the costumes of the 
Sixteenth, seventeenth, eighteenth, and nineteenth centuries; and the 
ormer was calculated to convey an impression that Lisbon and I:din- 
urgh are as like as twotwins. Flo’s First Frolic, which wound up 
the performance, introduced to the British public, which-seemed greatly 
Pleased with its new friend, La Petire CamiLie, whose performance of 
<a yess 
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Rude Boy :—“* WaLk uP, WALK up! N&VER SEEN AFORE IN THE CIVERLISED 
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OF THE RESULTS OF CO-OPERATION. 


Hr! ur! Here's A SWELL FOOTMAN ACKSHALLY A-MAKIN’ OF 


USEFUL !”’ 








SS 


Fanfan la Tulipe in La Famille Benoiton created such a furore last year 
in Paris. 

The Flower Show at the Crystal Palace on the 23rd of May was a 
pleasant sight, with its gorgeous display of flowers and ite gathering 
of Erglish girls, young, fresh, and pretty enough to give the writer 
of The Girl of the Period a fit of spleen. The azalea pyramids of bloow, 
with scarcely a green leaf showing, were splendid and there were some 
| fine roses exhibited by Messrs. Paut. The collection of orchids was 
| effective, too; and the fancy pelargoniums were plentiful and brilliant. 
The display of zonale geraniums was hardly so good as we have seen 
at the Palace. We think, taking into consideration the popularity of 
| these plants, that the Crystal Palace Company would do well to give 
a show for zonale geraniums only, to be displayed, as if arranged in 
beds, on the floor in the middle of the nave. The effect of such an 
exhibition from the galleries would be very beautiful, and the attraction 
would be great. Monday, the 25th, was the first Firework night at the 
Palace. ‘The attendance was large, and the display of fireworks, with 
the exception of some rockets not over-supplied with stars, was very 
good. The set-pieces were particularly fine, and extraordinarily 
brilliant in colcur; but the most telling thing ofall the novelties was 
the cascade of golden fire, though of course the final girandole of 
rockets and the illumination of the fountains still continue to be the 
crowning triumph. 











—- 


Phayre Play! 


Tue Abyssinian special who wrote letters for Tie Thunderer, 
Declared a certain officer to be a “ brilliant blunderer”’ 

Though from the seat of war of late our news has come but sparely, 
I: seems to me that CuLtoxneL Puayere has scarce been treated fairly. 


Tue Correct Day ror “Tue Oaxs”:—The Twenty-niath of 
May. 


(N.B.—And they fell on that dar this year. 
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‘LIST, LIST, OH, LIST!” 


SORT 0° CHAP WE WANTS!” ; 


Smart sort o' Chap :—‘*Ou, INDEBED—LOST YER COLONBL THEN, HAVE YE ? 


Wau, I'LL THINK ABOUT IT AND LET YE KNOW?” 








THE AMERICAN SKUNE. 


Ovr American cousins have the reputation of being excessively 
sensitive to the remarks made upon them and on their institutions by 
Britishers. What would they have said had the following been 
written immediately after the report of the assassination of PrestpENnT 
aaa reached England, and published in a well-known 
journal :— 

“The report has, to us, a very fishy-looking character, and we are 
by no means inclined to give it implicit credit. That Passipent Lin- 
o@LN has been shot we have no doubt; but that he has been shot bya 
Confederate in the Confederate cause we have considerable. We have 
heard of this dissolute old man before; and seeing no reason why 
there should be any active Confederatism in New York, or what good 
could come to the Confederates by killing the President, we are rather 
inclined to suspect that he received his shot from one of a household 
whose most sacred rights he had invaded, than from any other person. 
If the individual who fired the shot happened to bea Confederate, the 
American Government, which controls all the telegrams, has shown 
that it knew how to turn that circumstance to account.” 

We can more easily 
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For Puddings, Custards, Blanc Mange, &c. 
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nobler animal, that ejects its filth only in self-defence, is known & 
naturalists as the Mephitis Americana. f 
L I abroad its foetor without any such excuse, we suggest the name % 
imagine than depict the Yankee indignation at | Mephitis Wilkesii—* Wigs’ skunk.” 


| KINGSFORD ’S 
OSWEGO PREPARED CORN, 


2 _&c. The original and genuine American preparation of Indian Corn. Established 1849. 
No similar article in America or England has the right to the title of ‘‘ Original.”’ 


BELLVILLE, & CO,, 


; ; . 1. Aiticeia ties Meine dhe. deaie ake ee nnn ——$—$—$—$—————— , on 
Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and published (f-r the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London : Jun: ©, 1868 
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THE PAUPER’S PROMENADE. 


\. ‘‘The Marquis Townshend brought before Mr. Paget a youn? 
: man strangely clad in a canvas jacket and trousers, stencilled wit, 
=~ various inscriptions and letters. The Marquis said he had ascer. 
/ tained that the man had been sheltered for a night in the casya) 
.S ward of the Ratcliff workhouse, and had torn up his clothes, 7). 

; superintendent of the casual ward had not taken him before 4 
magistrate, as he ought to have done, but had sent h m out with 

x the very ridiculous dress which he then wore.”’— Vide Press, ) 


ive THERE’s a crowd at the workhouse, a jolly rough lot, 
& From the stoneyard a pauper is coming I wot— 
He's dressed in most rough and ridiculous things, 
And hark to the dirge that the bad driver sings :— 
‘¢ Stencil his clothes, 
Pelt him with oaths, 
He’s only a pauper society loathes,” 


Oh, where are the guardians? Alas, there are none; 

Or wherefore that scandalous dress he has on? 

Not a pitying look from child, woman, or man, 

They all tollow and chaff him as fast as they can. 
‘Stencil his clothes,” &c. 


What a laughing, and chaffing, and jecring, and din, 
The joke how it cracks! and the fools how they grin! 
How the dirt right and left at his shock-head is hurled ! 
The casual at last makes a noise in the world! 

‘* Stencil his clothes,”’ &c. 


Poor pauper despised, lo! a friend doth approach— 

A marquis is seen to alight from his coach, 

Whilst taking a drive, from his carriage aghast 

He beholds the poor wretch as he’s hurrying past. 
‘** Stencil his clothes,” &c. 


You thickheads who stare at your brother waylaid, 

Behold what respect to a pauper is paid; 

And be joyful to think that when you've sunk so low, 

You've a chance to the court with a marquis to go. 
‘* Stencil his clethes,’’ Ko. 


But a truee to this strain, my soul it is glad 
To think that a brother, no matter how clad, 
Should be saved from contempt, a chance have to mend, 
And depart from the court with a marquis for friend. 
Behold his new clothes! 
Bottle your oaths! 
A man who's well-dressed, of course, nobody loathes: 





Recruiting Sergeant :—“ Want TO List, MY MAN ? You’RE JUST THE SMART 


Tatu TALK THE AMBRICANS MAY BE Provup or.—Lon¢- 
FELLOWS. 


such a dirty libel; but, mutatis mutandis, such a statement has been 
made, and appears in the latest number of Wilkes’ Spirit of the Times 
that has reached England. 

Possibly, this assertion may appear so improbable as hardly to be 
deemed credible; we, therefore, reproduce the passage to which we 
have referred in all its unmitigated blackguardism :— 





‘The report has, to us, a very fishy-looking character, and we sre by no means 
inclined to give it implicit credit. That Prince Alfred has been shot we have nO 
doubt, but that he has been shot by « Fenian, in the Fenian cause, we have coD- — 
siderable. We have heard of this dissolute young man before; and, seeing id 
reason why there should be any active Fenianism in Australia, or what good be ; 
come to Fenianism by killing off one of along line of Royal heirs, we are rat od 
inclined to suspect that Prince Alfred received his shot in the back in some —_, 
hold whose most sacred rights he had invaded, than in any other manner. Ift 
person who fired the shot happened to be an Irishman, the English Governmen, 
which controls all the cable news, has shuwn that it knew how to turn that circum 
stance to account.”’ 

















There is more than one species of skunk in the United States—tbe 







For the other, that flings 



















LONDON. 
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SUMMER. | 


( Papuan Goppzss once ruling 
O’er Cyprus, come back to us now 

When the fresh claret-cup has been cooling, 
And, playful, we garland the brow 

Of the girl who is fairest and sweetest 
With roses, like Horacsg of yore, 

O come back that our joy be completest 

With Summer once more. 


What is life without love but a dreaming 
Of joys that must perish at dawn. 
The river like silver is gleaming, 
Its wavelets encircle the lawn. 
O Venus give power to our wooing, 
And teach us love’s holiest lore ; 
For the June days have proved our undoing, 
With Summer once more. 
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A Difficult Title. 


A new breech-loading rifle for military purposes was 
tried the other day at Wormwood Scrubs with the most | 
satisfactory result. It is the joint production of Mr. 
Waker, C.E., and Lirutenant Cortonen Money, 
commanding the 6th Tower Hamlets Volunteers. At 
present the chief objection to the rifle is the difficulty of 
giving it a distinctive name. If it be approved for 
adoption by the army under the title of the Monrv- 
WALKER rifle, the public will fail to distinguish it from 
other rifles that have walked off the public money. If, 
on the other hand, it be christened the WaLker-Money 
Rifle, i: ventors will identify it with the Rifle of Sniper, 
who reveived an official ‘‘ Walker!” in answer to his 
claim for Money. 


A New Interpretation. 

“ Wuar are the wild waves saying?”” Why, that the 
National Lifeboat Institution has offices at 14, John- mesh 
street, Adelphi, where Mr. Lewis will be happy to | ves 
receive subscriptions. | 
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A Hanging Matter. | 
CatcraFt, who many lives has ended, 
Is now himself in turn suspended. | 
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A PROFESSIONAL VIEW. 


Model (who is a painter—and grainer) :—“ A-GOIN’ TO GIVE 'IM ANOTHER 
| COAT 0’ PAINT TO-DAY, 8IR? ’OW MANY COATS MIGHT YOU GIVE ’IM NOW 


AFORE ’E'S DONE?” 








THE NAUGHTY SHEPHERDESS. | 
USH, my little | 
| 










one, I'll tell 
to you a story 
most romantic, 

Which occur'd 
upon a man- 
telpiece, of 
course, in good 
old times, 

It will neither | 
make you 
weep, nor yet | 
with laughter | 
drive you. 
frantic, 

But you'll find | 
out all about it | 
if you’ll listen | 
to my rhymes. | 


f you didn’t | 
know before | 
that pretty or- | 


iy naments of, 
fl i china 
meme =e Could talk as 
| F you or I do, 
e- walk, and fas- 
—2—2+- cinate as well, | 
=| You might fairly | 
\ ia Jos | Var ===) : be inclined to 
| Ta be A === cal) this anec- 
SiS inti —*— dote of mine a 


~ 


ary 


| Most nonsensical concoction, or more vulgarly “a sell.” 
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In a lonely little village where lone travellers do put up, 
Lived the heroes of my story, on a shelf, as you must know, 
And the room they all inhabited too frequently was shut up— 
’Tis the fashion in the country to keep sitting-rooms for show. 
Two ornaments of Dresden lived on either side the mantel, 
And in very close proximity a surly monstrous jar 
Sulk’d from morning until evening, for the ornaments, I can tell, 
He considered too obnoxious and affectionate by far. 


Oh! a bonny little courtier was one ornament, I swear it, 
Such a grace he had about him and comportmert fanciful, 

And his wig it was so pretty, poor old jar, he long’d to tear it 
From his head, or, rather better still, his little nose to pull. 

For the other little ornament, a maiden, was delightful, 
With the smallest hat and ribbon, and the tiniest of feet, 

And her dress it was the shortest, so the the jar was very spiteful 
When he saw with looks of happiness the pretty lovers meet ! 


The jar was very common, he both knew it and he felt it, 
His three-cornered hat it took off, and tobacco was inside, 
But the courtier scorned tobacco, and pretended that he smelt it 
As he took a pinch of snuff and look'd towards his future bride! 
Though this jar was but a snob, and once a village pot-house table 
Had adorned, he’d stili a proper moral feeling, for—I hope— 
’T was on public grounds he acted when he felt that he was able 
To discover plans the lovers made—preparing to elope! 


In a manner quite promiscuous, the rival went a-fishing, 

Knowing well that when he angled there the little folks would pass, 
And they crossed the bridge together at the moment he was wishing 
They would hurry—he caught rheumatiz with lying on the grass. 
They were brought before an ornamental jury, and the scandal 

Was appeased, although the verdict to the lovers was a bore, 
To live separate on candlesticks; on dishes, either handle 
Might contain a man or woman, never both, for evermore! 


ee 


apart 


es eng sme — one Adiga ty 0 
~~ ee ~ 9 


WL Se a , 


oP Etere  e 


a mal nln tg Ae hie: gang gee Cay gt wee * nde em 
amy Pe Ss ra we ry Se a 





Cae 


Seen 


. i 


Pee . - 
ax 5 E 
~“~t Se. a 


er *.2r 
- 


oes & 


Pp Pv 
~ ~ 


Si a oer 


. 
OLD," # SH; eS eed : 





OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


ne 


WAS rather amused the other day by the 
coolness of the following announcement in 
the D. T. -— 

«© An extra half-sheet of four pages is this morning 
published with Tas Darty TeLecrapns. Every news- 
vendor is bound to deliver the paper in its complete 
form of Tweive Paces; and any departure from this 
practice should be resisted by the purchaser, and 
reported to the manager of the publishing depart- 
ment.’’ 

Why should the purchaser, who has already spent a penny in buying 

far Jess news than he ought to get for his money, throw away another 

copper? Why should he go to the expense of postage to the manager 
of the publishing department to tell him that out of the eight pages of 
advertisements—the sack to which four pages of news are expected to 
play the part of the ha’p’orth of bread-—he has only received one- 
half ? Twenty-four columns of advertisements should surely satisfy 
the most greedy student of that class of literature. It is rather hard 
to insist asa duty upon his demanding the delivery of four pages of 
waste paper that he doesn’t require, because advertisers would prefer 

‘o have the advertisements for which they pay enjoy with the rest of 

the issue “the largest circulation in the world.’ ‘There is, in fact, not 

the slightest reason why “the chaser should resist” a practice 
which does not in the least affect him. I[¢ is for the proprietors of the 

D. T. to resist any departure from the only practice by which justice 

can be done to their advertisers—but they should have the agen 

do so at their own expense and loss of time, instead of calling on o 

to do it for them. No! Those of us who are Liberals, and for whom 

the Star is too advanced, have agreed to take in the TZelegraph at six- 

pence a week. We are ready to act up to our bond. But our Sxyrrocx 
of the press must be content to take his bond, and nothing but his 
bond, and not seek to bleed us im excess of the agreement. 

To judge from a letter addressed to Barrre Sxinner by Mr. Fen- 
ovsen, teacher of drawing and painting in the High School and in 
the Academy of Edinb Mr. Assistant Commiss1onzr Fearon has 
made rather an exhibition of himself. ‘He visited and examined 
the High School, and was silly — without any practical knew- 
ledge of art, but with some South Kensington theories about it, to 
express an unfavourable opinion of Mz. Ferevson’s department in his 
report, after having approved of it in the presence of a witness. 
Assistant Commissioners and Inspectors of Schools should be very 
careful how they act—especially upon data or theories supplied from 
South Kensington, for as has happened in this case, a well-informed 
en opponent may give them a shaking they won’t get over 
easily. 

Tinsley's Magazine is a good average number this month, with an 
interesting instalment of “ Dr. eee and other readable papers. 
I think it is a pity that the “ English Photographs,” evidently written 
by an illiterate Yankee journalist, should disfigure the pages of so good 
a magazine. He obviously is a man of music-hall tastes, music-hall 
abilities, and moving in music-hall circles, and the rubbish he talks 
about the stage is contemptible—almost as contemptible as his English, 
which is that known as “housemaid’s.” Of the two pieces of verse in 
the number I may mention “The River” with praise, qualified by 
a regret that Tennysonian echoes like “ coot and hern,” “ dusk and 
shiver,” “ tribute waters to deliver,” are allowed to pass in it without 
inverted commas. I might, too, if I were inclined to be hypercritical, 
— that herns don’t have brown wings. The other piece of verse, 
“Eu Doria,” struck me at first as nonsense, after the style of The Lily 
and the Bee, but a second perusal proved it to be a new essay in 
rythmical writing which has good stuff in it. In Temple Bar “ Kitty” 

rogresses Lew pte There is a are nies story called “ Mrs. 
aurice,” and seme verse, a great too slipshod in the rhymes, 
entitled “ The Jar of Gold.” An essay on “ Uoriveyine and Stealing ” 
is full of quaint lore, and Mr. Saua’s memoir of “ Lord Brougham ”’ 
is admirably written:—but why—why did Mr. Sata allow. such 

a sentence to pass as—‘‘T have many letters from him in that strange up- 

stairs-and-downstairs hand he wrote and always signed ‘ H. Broughan,’ 

, and which I shall treasure to my dying day ?” 8St. Paui’s this month 
has one of Mr. Mritais’s good drawings, and a pretty set of verses, 
‘A Nice Correspondent.” This magazine has achieved a deserved 
distinction by avoiding “padding.” Its essays are sound and to 
the purpose, not mere sheet-filling rambling. The ladies ought to be 
especially grateful to it for a paper on “ Women of the Day,” in which 
esr € vey - pretty severely handled for its late sweepirg 

In Belgravia the firm of Mrasns. PANNEMAKER AND THOMPSON give 
us a nice enough cut in its way, with a trifle more nudity however 
than we se expect In magazines for home consumption. How- 
ever the French element, from the cancan to wood-cutting, is being so 
generally introduced, that no doubt by this time next year we shall be 
able te sit out literal translations of nch pieces ;—we ({ mean the 
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fashionable of us) sit them out at the St. James’s Theatre as it j, 
a they are not cunaes which may alter the matter for come of 
us at all events. ‘The rest of the illustrations in Belgravia, with the 
exception of M. Hvarp’s cut, are fair enough—perhaps Mr. Lertcn’s 
landscape deserves a better word. “Literature of the Line” py 


Mr. Sipney Buancuarp is a pleasant readable article—I wish there were 


more of the kind going. ‘“ Fallen among Flunkeys,” by Mr. Sata ig 
amusing, but ‘‘ Miss Tabitha Trenoodle”’ is astonishingly weak for 
the author of ‘“ Kiddle-a-wink.” 


earth is the meaning of an article from the prolific pen of Mr. Sata on 
«‘Tnsurance and Assurance?” It is inserted in a dubious way in the list 
of contents, it is paged without reference to the pagination of the rest of 
BE te nacociose 1 

e nameless here. WELL t 
genius in the advertising line? If so, the title is happily chosen 
“Insurance” referring to the office, and “‘ Assurance’ adumbrating 
him. I trust his attention has been drawn to the latest American 
advertising dodge, the appending of a notice that the presentation of 
the advertisement, cut out in the form of a cheque, will (like a Co- 
operative ticket) ensures @ certain percentage. But, perhaps, as this is 
a scheme to enable the advertiser to keep sharp account of the real 
value of certain advertisements it is of no use in this instance. 


OOOO 


A PENSIONER’S PLAINT. 


A pensioner I think I’m called, 
I’ve lost all heart and knowledge, 

Since I was charitably stall’d 
In this Dramatic College ; 

Here all alone I'm forced to live 
Away from London’s flurry, 

To see the Strand in I’d give: 
The loveliness of Surrey ! 


Up here in this deserted room, 
My books and prints about me, 
I see the rhododendrons bloom— 
But they would bleom without me! 
With Nature's gifts and purple skies, 
My mind would never tally, 
I long to see the stage, the flies ! 
I pine for Bedford-alley ! 


I have to walk a longish mile 
For conversation cheery, 
My pals are mostly imbecile, 
And all are very dreary. 
Just half-a-pint would do me good— 
No fun at you I’m poking, 
We can’t be in a cheerful mood 
Who live so near to Woking! 


The Council comes down twice a-ys ear 
To hold a dinner meeting, 

The Chairman always sheds a tear 
Before he thinks of eating! 

The master has his little say— 
‘The master’s very civil— 

Then all the folks go off to play, 
And we are left to drivel! 


The Crystal Palace Féte, I’m told, 
Brings money in—I doubt it ; 
For if the public gives us gold 
We only hear about it ! 
They send perhaps some painted glass, 
Some pictures! Yes! a crate full; 
But, then, a pensioner’s an ass 
And ought to be more grateful! 


Oh! take us back to town again! 
(The thought, Sir, makes me tremble) 
And let us lounge in Drury-lane, 
And lie about John Kembie! 
In cosy bars we'll smoke our pipe, 
Congenial souls to talk to, 
We'll fill our stomachs with hot tripe— 
Our rooms not far to walk to. 


The gold they give each year to us 
Would keep in peace and plenty, 

A hundred souls with half the fuss 
That now they waste on twenty. 

Oh! take us then from Maybury, 
And if you do ’tis certain, 

That no more pantaloons will die 
By—there! we'll draw the curtain! 


eee see _ 
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Mr. Crarxe’s “Death on the | 
Mountains ”’ is above the average of magazine verse. But what on | 


and it is a distinct advertisement of an Insurance Office which | 
Can this be Mr. MaxweE.u’s latest stroke of | 
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ever beholding. (Loud cheers.) He would conclude by moving a 


INTERESTING RECORDS OF THE GOO8EFIELD CLUB. | 


| vote of thanks to, ah, which would, he felt certain, meet the approval 
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Devavs hive ever been accounted rous, an ig’ g 
has decided that procrastination is ee uF cho “Comnalied te 
unavoidabls circumstances to leave incomplete our report of the ar 
ceedings a'tendant on the inauguratian of the new Pump, we were yet 
conscious that the only course open to.as would entail the usual evils of 
postponement. Fresh labours for our pen were, we knew, in store for 
us. The excitement of that pleasing oceasion, graced by the eloquence 
of our noble member and of the grestest minds by whom a lustre is 
perpetually cast upon Goosefield, has not sensibly diminished, when 
Goosefield race- week is again brought round by the wheel of time, and 
every bed in that excellent: Hotel, the Feathers, has been enzayed for the 
period over which our Isthmian games-extend. The xlorious hospitality 
of the Goosefield Club: has been. extended to the Public Press. Had a 
limit been placed upom the liberalivy: of the invitations, it would have 
been better, perhaps, for the friends of decommm, the lovers of harmony 
and the brother-in-law of Mx. Tupns, landlend of the Feathers’ Famili y 
and Commereial Hotel. Had prudence prevailed over anamiable but 
excessive desire to, please Se one party whom we for- 
bear to mame, er even to te, by any closer allusion than a mere 
statement of the fact that he is\a grovelling, low-minded, illiterate, 
red-nesed, blatant, repulsive inmdividaal, employed as an eccasional 
reporter ‘for the ung al. ecolumas of asordid and uaprincipled 
contemporary, all maght have: been wel), and Mu. Tusss's esteemed 
Oe — roe Senin breeders of pigs in this 

Ichurcegeae | a country, would 2 been s ortur 
sak humiliation of.a' black eye. —_ 

Bat the mnoongenial theme .of brutal violence and intoxicated 


ferocity :must: net be.allowed to: trench mpen eur valuable-sp»ee. The’ 


contemplation of ignorant ruffianiem in: its: vilest.and :meost 

form is ag-repulsive to our taste as it: is, deubthess; to thatef our readers, 
whom wevwaould. take the present opportunity of reminding that: their 
quarterly @uabseriptions are now due,.and. that: the impudent pretensions 
of a certaimengan have not in theamaliest degree affected the reputation 
of the Goosefiakd, Gusette as a leader in: freedem:s. battle and.aaa medium 
for advertising. 


Tuz Naw Pomp Inavevast Paerrvrrims.—Oonrnvation.er Our 
SPeciaAL anw Excuusree Rerout. 

This is Goosefield race-week. Itmeems:anageago, and -yet it was 
but the other day, that our Pump gave forth‘for the first: time its pure 
and limpid stream, and the hurrahs of an excited and enthusiastic 
population hailed the few appropriate remarks which were offered by our 
noble Member, Loxp Livgrwine, as he drank several sparkling drops 
from the ladle, and declared the Pump to be thenceforth free for the 
use of the public of Goosefield. 

The procession, which has been minutely and accurately described by 
us, from officia! data, combined with the closest observation on ourown 
part, halted on its reaching the Pump; and an address was read to his 
Lordship by AupERMAN WattTLes, Chairman of the Pump Committee. 
Tais document, of which, unfortunately, no duplicate had been pre- 
pared, fall into the hands of a person to whose appearance and habits 
we shall not allude, further than to observe that his countenance 
denotes a propensity to drinking, his language betrays a deficient 
education, his manners give unmistakable proof of low connections, 
and his qualifications barely suffice even to maiatain him in the situ:- 
tion of reporter, at a small salary, to a journal of no standing, ability, 


or character. 


Rer.ty or Loap Liverwine, M.P., ro tHe ApDDREss oF THE Pump 
CoMMITTER. 


His Lordship said he was, ah, quite sure that, feeling, as he did, 
confident that, ah, the address they had just had the great pleasure 
and gratification, satisfaction, pleasure and satisfaction, of, ah, no 
doubt whatever in his, ah, mind, that, having heard this address 
read by the gentleman on his left, right, ab, by the gentleman 
whom he had the honour to see before him, ah, having listened 
to this most, ah, gratifying address, he was, ah, sure that no reyly 
on his part could adequately convey, express, the, ah, feelings, 
those feelings which, ah, everybody, all right-thinking persons, must, 
ah, having heard the address, coincide in feeling. (Hear, hear.) Ou 
his own part. he would venture to say that the, ah, feelings, which he, 
ah, felt, after having heard, attentively listened to those observations 
contained in the address which they had just, ah, listened to, with 
attention and, ah, delight, and which, he was quite sure, spoke the, ah, 
feelings, not only of the worthy alderman on his right, left, who had 
just read that address, and whom he had the, ah, pleasure of seeing 
immediately behind him, was, were the feelings of all present, in 
having heard the address which, ah, they had just heard. (Hear, hear.) 
The Pump which they had that day opened was, ah, not an easy subject 
to handle. (Cheers.) It was, ah, one of the most pleasing pumps be 
had ever had the, ah, pleasure and, ah, the pleasing recollection of ever 
recolleeting to have, ah, beheld, seen. (Hear, hear.) Recollection of 






























| of all who had heard the address that had been read by the gentleman 
on his, ah, left hand, worthy alderman on his right hand, and which 
| they had felt so strong a feeling of, ah, gratification, in hearing. 


| (Deafening applause, amid which the vote of thanks to everybody was | 


carried without a dissentient voice.) 

Mr. PotTLes was desirous of saying a few words, as was likewise 
| Mx. Funns; but the proposal of a bystander that all further spouting 
| should be left to the Pump»was received with so much approval that 
| Mx. Potries and Ma. Fuses were content to call for three cheers for 
| the Pump, three more for his Lordship, three for the Mayor, and three 

for the chairman of the committee, ALDERMAN WarttLss. All these 


cheers, twelve in number, were immediately forthcoming ; and tho | 


ceremony was then declared to have terminated. 

The nine pensioners who had walked in the procession, and whose 
united ages amounted to 743 years, 11 months, 22 days, 6 hours, 
55 minutes, and asecond, by Benson's chronograph, were then marched, 


| two and two, as before, to the Feathers Hotel, where they were 


sumptuously regaled an bread and cheese and pickles, with a choice of 
malt liquors and of the pure element, drawn from the new and elegant 
Pump in the: Market Place. 

lS 


THE MOONLIGHT SONATA. 
(By a Mussea, “Manise) 
> 


FIRST MOVEMENT. 


Lastuy, élendlets, over the Moon, 
(Veiling little, ifaught ye veil) 
acvossithe-siarlight strewn, 
Sail for ever, if thus yo sail. 
die breezes out of the West, 
Lotithem linger in phaotvm forms. 
‘Nicht, be-atillas an infant's rest ; 
‘Banish the darkness, chain the storms. 
(Hush,.my spirit, beealm as Night ; 
Sorrow is calm, but it is not peace. 
‘Heralds of tempest, over the light, 
Storm-clouds harry and will not cease. 
Byes are dim thatewere bright ani blue, 
Hands were warm that are long since eold ; 
B>th lie under the shading yew, 
Both lie under the churchyard mould. 


SECOND MOVEMENT. 


Tue Elves! the tiny tricksy Elves! 
They love to treat their dainty selves, 
To dancing in the night-time. 
’Tis twelve o’clock—the fairy hour ; 
For hark! the sounds from yonder tow’r 
Inform me that’s the right time. 


Fivre comes the laughing, rabble rout ; 
See, see—they frisk around, about, 
In ev’ry kind of antio. 
And there's the king —the queen—the court — 
The clergy, and the common sort— 
All absolutely frantic. 
My goodness gracious, here's a game! 
I'm so delighted that I came 
To brood upon my sorrow. 
A melancholy muff I've been ; 
But, after this delightful scene, 
I'll come again to-morrow. 


LAST MOVEMENT. 


Pivericaneg signals gather apace 
Thickly over the pale moon's face; 
Masses of blackness looming forth, 
South’ard and eastward, west and north ; 
Wud wind veering, ever and aye, 

Over ths compass—over the sky. 
Mutter of thunder, lurid gleams, 

Rain that clashes in deluge-streams, 


Over the wheat-fields, over the stiles, 
Two-and-a-quarter of English miles. 
Boots that cannot exclude the wet, 
Clothes the thinnest that cash can get. 
Far away, in the homely cot, 
Stands my gingham—the best I've got. 
Never so much as a Macintosh, 
Never a cape, or an odd galosh! 

(Chord in the minor, FF.) 
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. Old Lady (seating herself) :—“ A STRAWBERRY ICE, IF YOU PLFASE} | 


Shopkeey er :—‘* Don’? 8F1Lu 108s, w’M!” 
* " 5” 
Old Lady ( pointing, indignantly, (o the notice in the window) :—‘‘ THEN WHY ON EARTH DO you PUT UP Icy IN THE WINDOW ¢ | 
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is at Greenwich as asks you into tea, as is all set out ready. It must be 
a great convenience to them as comes out with no friends a-livin’ near: | 
not but what they expects in course to be paid for it, but I’m sure I | 
would n’t make my place a cake ’ouse’ as the sayin’ is for no money. 
There wasn’t no pleasure for me in walkin’ about like that in a 
crowd, but Mrs. Riptey, she likes seein’ the world and certingly you 
do see a deal on it from Greenwich ’IIl. 4 
I remembers once myself a-bein’ there afore and a-lookin’ thro’ 4 
telescope, as a old pensioner showed us as said if it wasn't for the 
world bein’ round you could see all the way to ’Merriker with that 
glass ; and as it was with my naked eye I could see St. Paul's a-standin 
out quite plain, as we all knows is the ’art of London, and I ’ave ’eard 
say the ’ighest ground in the world as is wrote up somewheres close 
by, with a boy a-settin’ on a basket as I’ve seen myself as was put 
there by the Romans; as in course know’d all about it. ae 
I don’t think as ever I did see more people out as was a-rompin 
and a-tearin’ about, and some a-goin’ on that free as I says to Mrs. 
Rrprey, “‘ What bold ’ussies to be sure.” : . 
A bit of a gal says to me, “ Who are you a-callin’ ’ussies, as 18 4 
flauntin’ old touch yourself.” 


MRS. BROWN ON WHITSUNTIDE AT GREENWICH. 
(Concluded.) | 

But, as I was a-sayin’, of all the bear gardens as ever I did see, it 
was that Greenwich Park, not as ever I was in a greater bear garden 
than ourn when we first took the ’ouse, as was weeds all over. I do 
think as people goes regular mad at Greenwich, for I never did see 
such goin’s on, not as I ever should ’ave seen anythink on ’em only 
_ trpLey she said as we'd tea early and then go out in the park for 
a bit. 

Certingly I never did relish my tea more, as she makes a good cup 
with a new cottage loaf and fresh butter with turnip reddishes and 
shrimps as was that fresh as they seemed just out of the sea, as you can 
get when you lives close agin’ it as Greenwich is. 

Old River he were werry nigh choked twice thro’ a-swallerin’ ’is 
shrimps that greedy as he would n't ’ave patience for er to pick ’em 
proper for 'im, but would try and get ’em into ’is own mouth ’isself, 
when ‘er back was turned, and swallered one ’ead and all as them long 

uirs got into ’is throat, and I never see any one nearer ’is end. 

So at last she took 'em away from ’im altogether, as made ’im go on 
frightful, but she did n't pay no attentions to ‘im, tho’ I must say as ’is 
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langwidge was outrageous; till at last, she took and wheeled ’im 
chair and all into the back room, where he ’owled away distractin’, as 
she said was the only way to serve’im, not as I could ’ave done it 
myself, now as he's ‘elpless, as is a nice change for ’im as was one 
with 4 word, and a blow, and blow first as the sayin’ is. 

She sent ‘im in ‘is tea by a old woman as comes in to do for ther 
and don’t mind ’is langwidge thro’ bein’ stone deaf. 

When tea was over, me and Mrs. Ripiry went for a walk, and glad I 
was oon out of earin’ of that old man a-cussin’ and a tearin’ in that 


I don’t think as ever I did meet with parties more civil than there 


i 





I only give ’er one of my looks, and with a toss of the ’ead I walks 
on, and if a young chap didn’t ’oller out ‘Look at the elephant a 
tossin’ of ’is trunk.” 

I says to Mrs. Rretey, “ Lets get away from sich low-lived wretches 
as is a disgrace to the Park.” 

She says, ‘‘ Don’t talk so loud or they'll mob us.” 

I says, ‘I should like to see ’em at it.” ; 

Well, they was a-runnin’ down that ’ill in parties a-’oldin’ one a0- 
other's, ’ands I should say twenty or thirty together, some a-pullin 
violent, and a many a-fallin’ ’eadlong as was downright disgraceful - 
goin’ down ’ill. 

All of a sudden I ’ears a shout jest as me and Mrs. Rrerey was & 
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‘and-in-’and a-comin’ close behind us a-’ollerin’ like mad. 

I’adn't no time to think what to do, cos, if I’d’ad the presence of 
mind to ’ave faced about and put up my umbreller I should ‘ave kep’ 
‘em at bay like tigers as they was, but Mrs. Ripxey as is a licht fiecer 
she says, ‘“‘ Let's run for it!” and if she didn’t set to and run, but lor 
bless you they Nia ef with - in ainstant, and all round me, a-shoutin’ 
in my ears and a-’usslin’ and joltin’ me, and away rep’ ik 
Secu ai down ak. : ony oy eee 

I _ get my arms free so as to lay about my umbreller, but on 
I went. 

‘Ow I kep’ my feet I can’t tell, for I'm sure they never touch 
ground all down that ’ill till I trod on a loose ad. and cata 
foremost, among a whole lot as was a-settin’ on the ground, a-takin’ 
some refreshment. 

One on ‘em says, “‘ Look where you ’re a-coming can’t you 2” and 
give me a shove back’ard as nearly sent me over. . 

I says, ‘“‘ You cowardly willin’,”’ and fetched ’im a good topper with 
my umbreller, as he wrenched out of my ’and, and shied it ever so far, 
and the wind ketched it, and away it went wide open all along the Park. 

I says, “If you don't get me my umbreller back I'll give you toa 
policeman,” tho’ I couldn't ’ardly get the words out, for I ’adn’t no 
breath left in my body. 

Says a elderly party “My good friend, be calm.” 

“Calm ?” I says, “‘ What under sich insults as I’ve ’ad put on meas 
am a respectable woman, a-takin’ a quiet walk with a friend as I 
may say. 

i Ah,” he says, “let me advise you not to give in to such worldly 
places.” 

I says, “I ain’t a-givin’ in to nothiak, no more than you are.” 

“ Ah,” he says, “ we are only ‘ere to do good, we try to improve the 
occasion.” 

“Well,” I says, “then I wish as you'd improve this feller’s manners, 
as is one of your lot, and as struck me fust and then throwed away my 
umbreller.”’ 

He says, ‘ You struck ’im fust, tho’ I am grieved as he ‘asn’t showed 
a more chastened eperrit.”’ 

I says, ‘He may show as much sperrit as he likes, as is beeomin’ in a 
man, as I don’t consider as he is one as would lift a ’and agin a woman, 
partikler as is weak and unprotected. 

“ Ah,” says the old man, “all flesh is weak.” 

Tsays, ‘who are you callin’ flesh, as is fleshy yourself ?”’ 

He says, ‘ Take a track.’’ 

I says, ‘“‘ You gend’ im arter my umbreller, or I'll get a perliceman in.” 

Jest then one come up but he wouldn’t interfere, and I was took 
aback at what them parties told ’im, for they said as I’d come rushin’ 
down the ’ill a-leadin’ of a lot of others on, as’ad turned short off afore 
they come up to where these parties was a-settin’, but that I’d come 
boundin’ along and ’ad jumped into the middle of their tea. things. 

at. I says, “if them’s your ways, as gives out tracks, I’ve done 
with you.” 

What put me out most was Mrs. Riptey, as come up and says, 
“ Let’s get away on the quiet.” 

I follers ’er, and if she didn’t say when we was alone, ‘‘ Whatever 
made you go and rush at ’em like that?” 

I says, ‘*‘ Me rush at ’em, I never did.” 

She says, ‘Oh, yes, you did, for I couldn’t make out what you was 
up to.’”’ ; 

“Well then,’ I says, “it was my confusions ; but,” I says, “Tm 
bruised frightful, and there’s my umbreller lost, as was as good as new, 
or clothes that begrimed from ’ead to foot, and nearly tore off 

my back.”’ 

I wouldn’t ’ave minded anything, but Brown goes on at me, as 
’ad come to fetch me ’ome, and says, “ Next time as you comes out on 
the spree let me know, and I’ll speak to the police to ’avea eye on you. 

I was that upset as I cozldn’t eat no supper, tho’ pickle salmon 1s a 
thing as I’m partikler partial to, and if we ’adn’t to walk nearly all 
the way ’ome, for as to the railway it was ’opeless thro’ the crowds, 
and Biown thought as we should get a cab praps along the road, as we 
did at last agin the Bricklayers’ Arms, and werry nigh dead I was 
when we got it, for of all the walks as ever I ’ad that one up that 


| Kent-road beat ’em, with blackguards a-tearin’ you down the back 
| with them back-scratchers as I thought had ripped my shaw] to ribbins, 
| and all as I’ve got to say is that no doubt ’olidays 1s werry nice things, 


but I’ll stop at ’ome another time, for there ain’t room for us all to be 
out at once. : rae 

Not as I’m likely for to go to Greenwich agin in a urry, for Ripley 
he’s dead and buried, and she a-talkin’ of going to live at Barnet, as 


| is quite the other way, but what puts me out is the rubbish as they 


talks about puttin’ down Greenwich Fair when I'm sure Greenwich- 
park is as bad as ever the fair could ’ave been; leastways, I’ve been 
at fairs and treated like a lady, and never see such behaviour as that 
Greenwich-park. 

Brown says, and eo does Mrs. Rip ey, 
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goin’ down the ‘ill quiet I looks round, and if there wasn't a lot of "em, 
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so [ never goes out with ‘er no more, and as to r ~ umbreller I wanted 
for to adwertise for it, only Brown said it wast rowing good money 
arter bad, not as that umbreller were bad money, for it cost twelve 
shillings fust ‘and, and been covered three times, with two new ferre!s, 
and a fresh ’andle, so in course I feels attached to it like a old friend ; 
but it’s gone, so there ain’t no ‘elp for it but to grin and bear it as the 


sayin’ is. 
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A HUNTING SONG. 
DepicaTED To THE JaMAIca ComMiIrrer. 


“ A eowardly mind and a jaundiced eye 
Proclaim our hunting morning.” 
— Old Ballad, black letter. 
Ovr chance at Eyre we claim this dawn— 
Our witnesses are sworn— 
A new indictment we have drawn, 
Despite the public’s scorn. 
Dogged hither by a yelping throng, 
The Governor draws nigh— 
So raise the burden of our song— 
“ Peccavi”’ he must cry ! 
(Cherus)— With a hey, oh, levy 
Subscriptions our vietim to chevy. 
Law charges heavy ! 
(Here comes a yelping of hounds.) 
** Pecoavi’”’ he must cry. 


The whole expenses have been found, 
Subscriptions did not fail— 
Some honest folks with courage sound 
Ineog make up the tale. 
The evidence is black and strong— 
On that we can rely : 
The game’s begun—huriah! ere long 
** Peocavi”’’ he must cry, 
horers.— With a hey, ho, heavy 
Subscriptions flock-in in a bevy 
Our game to chevy! 
(Yelping of hounds as before, 
‘** Peccavi” he must cry. 


Despair! Our Christian sport is o’er, 
The judge has spoilt our case ; 
‘“‘A colony preserved ’’ no more 
Can we pronounce disgrace. 
The jury no true bill returns,— 
To cheer the public dare! 
No gratitude our labour earns— 
e can't hunt down our (H)Eyrz. 
Chorus.— With a heigho, heavy 
The legal expenses to levy ! 
Vain our chevy! 
(Here the yelping grows faint). 
‘ Peccavimus,’ we cry ! 





Answers to Correspondents, 


We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are 
bane by a stamped and directed envelope; but we do not hold 
ourselves responsible for loss.) 

Nonvs.—Which means “ nine’”’—and that appears to be the short for— 
well, never mind! . , ’ 

J. B. S. (Bromegrove.)—You will find your idea anticipated in Fun 
about a year ago. ; 

B. J. (Arbroath) ae attemped a rhyming feat without knowing the 

rincipal features of r e. 
7 Harrr THEMA we fail to decipher the name of the—book is it P—whose 
author “‘ an ignoramus’’ wishes to discover. 

T. T. appears by the number of jokes he sends about it, to have been 
struck by the lightning on the Oaks Day. However, he was only stupefied. 

‘‘ PoINT-BLANK” is blank of point. 

H. B. B. is respectfully informed that if he considers “door-hinge”’ a 
good rhyme for ‘‘orange,”” he knows nothing at all about the question. And 
yet he might make some burlerque-writers tremble for their laurels! 

“A Huncry Doc” must be more explicit. We cannot make head or 
tail of him at present. 

H. F. W. (Kensington) shall receive an anewer if he will send his address. 

Declined with thanks.—E. O. G.; W. J. P., Stamhope-street; Sam ; 
J. D., Chelsea; W. J., Blackheath; W. J. F., Fermoy; 5. R., Peckham ; 
W. S. K., Torrington ; —_ Rural; Phreno, Glasgow ; In Vino Veritas ; 
J. F., City-road; J. U.A.C.; Searcher; E. H.S., Reigate; S. T. F.; 
Comical; Young Beginner, Thornton-heath; J. B., Manchester; E. H. W., 





as it was all my own doin’s, | Bath; T. O. U., Dunkeld ; Gaggles. 
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| A COMMON CASE. 


| I mix with literary men ; | 
| Though people at my club 
| Have lately made me now and then | 
| The victim of a “‘ snub.” 
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The most consummate ass alive 
Could make a butt of me ;— 
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Because I never can contrive 
To frame a repartee. 


It is not that I lack the wit 
To say a clever thing ; 
But then I have to think a bit 
~ = : || |) BARS = | And find the proper sting. 
tana pa np tb eslii : ie me A yD | RE . ’Tis only when I go to bed, 
MU i Paee| as = Pe ||) Re (Whenever that may be) | 
my ||| Ras 5 ne ae DB TT | I think of what I might have said, 
Ro ae \ 1 aa , Leh | And build my repartee. 
a wee ‘ \ : pal = =) 2 AS Last week, when Simmons cut me short 
z gg e3 ae | Pela 7. SD | In such a flippant strain ; 
f - NFL | = fared eee | I longed to tip him a retort, 
‘ aS mM | But fished for one in vain. 
| That very night I lay awake 
Till half-past two or three ; | 
And did at last contrive to make 
{ 
| 
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My tardy repartee. 


The Proper Locality. 


| (SUG Hie 3 F- A conTeMPoRARY states that ‘ wheat in full ear was 
, ae wer Tae Ne ATR | scen in the neighbourhood of Southampton tne other | 
: 79 . day.’ We shall be glad to learn when it is seen in a — 
good many empty mouths. | 


A Bad Precedent. | 


Mr.Cracrort criticising Mr. Hotman Honr’ssplendid | 
picture of ‘Isabella with the Pot of Basil,” mentions 
that the painter, unable to find a majolica vase suited to 
his taste, designed one himself, had it cast and coloured, | 
and then painted from it. This is all very well once ina 
way, but we trust it will not be imitated by other 
painters. It would be most undesirable to have some 
of them giving us their own mugs in their pictures, 
since they paint portraits of other people so horribly. 





A CR 
Bryxs, of the Civil Service, finds on the arrival of the Co-operative hamper that 
the goods have “co-operated” too much ! 
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A Few Plain Truths About Some Public Offices. | more than ten years’ standing and of exemplary character, put in a | 


Tue t ised i : : : | respectful protest. The difference of an hour in London was the | 
um (ronan cuaneines 18: pies otone 3 Nee tae Hitts Rnows fo the difference of an hour and a half—seven o'clock—at Bromley, and he 


outside public. To take one i we Wi ce. | : : 7s 
It is P ely four years since © ae von a lege Da le yah ng | urged that the alteration of the time of attendance would in his case — 
dire exposure which must result from a commission, offered at the altar | compel resignation. i This was accepted as an actual resignation 
of public opinion a hecatomb of unoffending Temporary Clerks. Many | We need net go into the details of the persecution which drove 
of them were doing as good work as—some better work than—the | Mr. WINKLEY from his post. He appealed to the Colonial Secretary, 
established men, and only too many of them had long service, not to | but the Colonial Secretary while repudiating any connection with the 
mention long families, to plead for retention. Their dismissal was Crown Agents did not scruple to hand over to them a document 
eased down with the promise of a bonus that was never really given, | °D*rusted to him by Mz. Winxxey and important to the case. 
for only in a few instances were a few pounds in excess of their just What we state is deduced from the articles in the Civil Service 
claims awarded. Protest was useless and an appeal to law in the face Gazette and from the correspondence laid before Mr. CoLenipcs me 
of unlimited resources would have been absurd in the dismissed, who | Counsel’s opinion. We trust it is enough to induce some independent 
had to seek fresh employ with that worst of characters—a dismissal | member to take up the case. The Crown Agency for the Colonies, 
even from the Civil Service. Emboldened by their success in this which is so susceptible in the matter of Valentines, will no doubt be 
instance the authorities have recently gone so far as to deny—with better able to bear the light of public inquiry. 
threats of dismissal—the right of the established clerks to meet and | SSS 
discuss their prospects. Fai ; 

But the tyranny of public offices, which are to some extent responsible air Play for Foul Play! es 
to Parliament and public opinion, is nothing to the despotism of certain | Tus Pull Mall Gazette has some of the best dramatic criticism of the 
sub-offices which have grown into irresponsible excrescences. day. Why, then, should the author of “ Occasional Notes” (which 

There lies before us now the statement of the case of Mr. WINKLEY might be fitly named “ Perpetual Nonsense,”) go out of his way to 

} , touch on matters dramatic? ‘Even the most accomplished dramatists, 


late a clerk in an office styled “‘ the Crown Agency of ies,” 5 
but in real fact the private autocracy of Mus = ~ Aethena — says he, ‘‘are apt to under-rate the critical faculties of their audience, — 
Juryaw and Wici1am Cuarues Sarceavnt. The case has been but if his critical faculties are a fair sample, can they be underrated ¢ 
discussed in the Civil Service Gazette. We give a brief summary. He says of Miss Rolleston’s chronometer in Foul Play :— 

The autocrats of the office, it appears, promoted on principles’ . “This watch she preserves upon Mr. Reade’s remarkable island, and, 
explainable neither on the system of seniority nor on that of merit, a | 4, the piece, her father on landing’at once recognis‘ng it in the hut is prepared % 
clerk of brief service to the office of Cennervs. He considered it his Sas nee daughter alive, yetat the commencement of the “ island’? act the dramatist 
duty to check the attendance so closely as to reprimand another clerk altitude, oe thie winie = ae e ie arene oa _ a v oe eae” = 
for not reporting himself thirty seconds late. The reprimanded clerk | The Occasi mag adhe separ ge a FS . h 
retorted by a mild Valentine on the 14th of February, and this act | n ; t eres Notifier seems to think that, if you set your chr 
of insubordination drew upon the whole staff—although the delinquent | Let him Mi ng ~— Os cele pads, wal be right all the world 0% he 
owned his fault—the punishment of one hour’s earlier attendance coae | tin eh carn thet it was only by finding the difference oe 
day, ordered by the heeds of the office. y He ae sapien tener a ss — of day - the ma, * 

noffendi ae ? ‘ ; 8 altitude, tha iss Kolleston was enabie usceris 
ending Mz. Winx.er residing at Bromley in Kent, a clerk of | the longitude of that little spot in the Pacific. 
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SAINT JAMES’S. 
From Ephraim Dodge, in London, to Eben Stash, New York. 
Dzar Es,— Wats is kinder sought after. 


et made their way to us from the heir to the flawed old British Crown, | ae ae “ cutside o’ 
jn town. This Marlboro’ House is s0 called after the Duke that fit in | ' cag yg a 
~ Queen Apn’s time, about the period of the rise of the State of Virginia cetera’s palace of St. James's is where we went y 


though we've sent up daily to Marlboro’ House, where he locates when 


] do say that he fit well; but then he took years to do it, and had his | 
ay all the time, as well as the glory, which doesn’t count for much 
in a hollow, scooped-out pumpkin of a nation like this, where it trickles 
down hereditary, and turns from molasses into golden syrup. Vires 
acquirit eundc—as we used to say out of the consarned old Latin 
exercise book. They were hard-shells the Latins were, and knew 
considerable scme of most things, except that they .wacn’t great in 
theology. But as I was saying of glory in this tight, double-breasted, 
buckram-collared, old aristocratical community, the longer it goes 


the larger it grows. ‘There’s Grosvzna and WestTMINéTA, and Top 
Heatrzy and Tren-Brorck, and others of what they catalogue the 
nobility, owns half the banks and nearly all the palaces of this 
metropolis. They don’t lease locations in Bethnal Green and White- 

mene, which places I calculate to visit when there’s a break in our |} 
giddy whirl of fashion, and I can safely leave Mrs. D. to her own | 
head. At present the invites come in as thick as pea-nuts at a hulling | 
match, and we're up above the armpits in rank and fashion. Do tell! | 
We've pretty nigh got inside the residence of Her Most Gracious 

Majesty Quezn Vicrori, and cetera; and should, too, if it hadn't been | 
for a soldierin’ feller, that elbered Mrs. D. so that I was considerable , 
riled, and might have showed nasty but for reflecting that we're a | 
People than pride ourselves on not meddling with other folk’s | 
concerns, and are not that curious to know about things that a police- | 
riddin nation must naturally be. We are also an unpresuming people, 

and, bunkum, nor tall talk don’t go down with us, We laugh fit to | 
bust at all such—and there's no people that cracks themselves up 
ess, and is more upright and straightdown. Mr. Caartes Dickens | 
Says that much. He never learnt what we really are till now, and : 
guess he’s made a pretty good thing by knowing of us so well. W 
Intend to leave a card on him, me and Mrs. D., when we're that way, | 
but at present we're waiting Waxes’s convenience to make an invite | 


ee 
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for us. 

and then there’ 
“ uniforms ; but more of this when the affair’s over. 
No return cards have | getting acquainted with the outside o’ things. 


| payers of “ these realms,” as they call the parishes within a mile and 


and to look etarnal fierce as though th 


He might atk our minister and the /egation the same time, 
be a party of civilized human beings that don't wear 

At present we're 
That's my way. 
things first, and then you come 
The outside of Her Most Gracions and 
esterday to 


hear the fiuting and the trumpeting and the drums that beat | 
all round the world, as the agonising old Tories say. They're an 
awful degree like the Chinese—this people with their sayirgs; great 
inflated balloons of words is what suits’em best. The-poor yeller-skins 
at Sacramento where we had our claim was similar'some, if you re- 
collect, Ex. They all claimed to be next cousins to the heavenly bodies, 
a time that they’d scramble in the dirt for a cent or a bacon 
rind. 
Jemes's Palace: (I'don't fix myself for certain whether it’s called after 
the First James'that-was a tectotal tobacco abolitionist,or the second that 


‘Thet's Jake Britich a)) cver, thet is. Well, Sir, at Saint 


first found.out the meaning of the verbske-daddle.)—At Saint James's 
Palace the drums and fifes and cornets and sackbuts and psalteries and 
other tooters, are going it daily to a congregation of the aristocratic tax- 


three-quarters of Pall Ma)l, including Covent Garden. They call it 
“changing the guard,” another piece of bunkum, for two or three 
show-sodjers going off and another three coming on with nothing in 
the universe to do bat to show their chests, padded out like moor hens. 

were determined to defend 
the Queen with their last eye-tooth, and te stand before her doorway 
till they was ekelped toaman. This is how they look, Sir, but what 
will you say when I tell you that Her Most Gracious and cetera ain't 


to heme ; and that she don’t live there. Don't explode! 
Yours E. Dopae. 





Our Batta-lions. 
Tue Indian troops who served in Abyssinia are to receive ‘‘ batta,”’ 


I | the ordinary extra-pay for one year, as a reward for active service. We 
e| believe that the term is derived from the fact that ever so smalla 
_ reward is “ batta”’ than nothing. Moreover, as the batta isservedout | 

at once, it is more like hasty pudding than prize money usually is. 
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THE DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 66. 


Tue judge dislikes the law he puts in force, 
And yet the law he knows must take its course; 
Hard is his fate who with untarnished fame 
Now comes, clean-handed and devoid of blame, 
From strict inquiry ; and who bore for long 
The shadow of suspicion and of wrong. 


1.—A pleasant astringent it was, I declare, 
Yet made him most foolishly angry, and swear 
He never would use it again, and yet still 
He called for some more the next time he was ill. 
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2.—The virgin shone from out the pictured page, 
And round her there were boly men, and sage ; 
And twining lilies upon either side 
Run round the columns on the margin wide. 
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3.—If fish isn’t this we should say ’twas a pity, 
You'll find that it also inhabits the city. 


4.—T had a pleasant place in Scotland’s borders, 
My agent let it, acting on my orders. 
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5.—I1t was a very lovely place 
and once a poet called it sweet ; 
Its tint could give an added grace 
‘l'o beauty’s looks howe’er complete. 


6.—The stars shine out, our lances gleam, 
The moonlight’s on the lake ; 
We'll drive our captives o’er the stream, 
Or e’er the morning break. 


7.—We frequently come to a word when we're reading, 
Sometimes pronounced badly by people unheeding ; 
Yet if by the printer it’s properly pointed, 
You'll know how the letters should sound all dis- 
jointed. 
SoLuTION oF THE Dersy Dovste Acrostic No. 64:— 
First, Derby : Feed, Ice, Rider, Snob, Tipsy. 
Correct SOLUTIONS OF THR Dersy DovuBLE ACROSTIC RECEIVED 
Ne Jung 3ep:—Wallis; Old Maid; Towhit; Girl of the Period; 
"I nm NY a ee ; Blue Gown; Sprat; Ruby’s Ghost; Boy’s Mother; Skunk; Will; 
4 a un nei Mie) aT TS “Ay Two Enterprising Karwigs; Sparkie; King Alfred; Bogye; Old 
rn meee Be Kate; Derfla; D.N.OB.; JuliaS.; Three Carshalton Fools; 
Louie and Alice S.; Romanelli; Tim D.; Squirrel; Tiny Ditton; 
AGE AND INFIRMITY. 


Widow G.; Clonglocketty; McPhairson; A:Adcapdoperos. 
Sour Old Lady (who has been rapping on the counter for the last ten 


_ | 
minutes) :—‘* WgLL, WHATEVER THOSE TWO CAN FIND TO TALK ABOUT How Lorp Witton must have felt on the morning of 
LIKE THAT I Don’t KNOW! It’s POSITIVELY RIDICULOUS!” 


the Derby.— Aut See-Saw, aut nullus.”’ 


amen 


| fruitful topic, the vagaries of female fashion. He has madeavaluable | 
LOOKS INTO BOOKS. contribution to the history of human folly. 


| Ix The Corset and The Crinoline (Warp, Lock, AND Ty LER), we have A very handy little manual, Quoits and Bowls, has just been pub- 

| @ long dissertation on costume from remote periods to the present | lished by Messrs. Rovttepcr. We can heartily endorse the plea 
time, illustrated with numerous cuts. The chief part of the book is ; which Ma. Daxyu pute in for the latter game as being quiteas suitable | 
taken up by a repetition of the evidence, pro and con, touching the | and amusing for ladies as croquet, which is generally but erroneously | 
beneficial or injurious effects of stays. The author in Lis preface | spoken of as the only game in which the two sexes can join. At any 
declares himself strictly neutral, _but like most neutre’ powers he | rate we would recommend a set of bowls as an agreeable supplement to, 
displays a decided leaning to one side, a curvature of his literary spine | and an occasionally refreshing change for, the universal set of croquet. 
which no corset could conceal or correct. In point of fact, despite his | The ladies have certainly no right to complain that their interests are | 
disclaimer, he appears to us towards the close of his treatise to be the | neglected in the present day, so numerous are the handbooks for 
advocate of one particular corset familiar to the student of advertise- | employments and amusements published on their behalf. A little guide 
ments. He makes copious extracts from a long correspondence which | to /Voodcarving (Lockwoop AND Co.) lies before us, which is chietly, if 
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appears to have been carried on in a ladies’ magazine, but then he 
either omits the medical view of the question, or else the periodical 
had not attracted the attention of the doctors, whose opinions of the 
surgical merits of the case would outweigh any number of feminine 
epistles. However, though we hold opinions diametrically opposed to 
those of the writer with regard to tight lacing, we must give him full 


not entirely, intended for them. The art is a pleasing one, and its | 
productions are far more enduring—not to say endurable—than the | 
laboured results of the feminine mystery of tatting, and other fancy 
work of a similar character. 


A Memo-rabble Occaston.— Tuesday, 26th May, 1868. Date of the 


eredit for an amusing and fairly exhaustive account of that wide and | last public execution in England. 


ee OFrD’S 
OSWEGO PREPARED CORN, 


For Puddings, Custards, Blanc Mange, &e. The original and genuine American preparation of Indian Corn. Established 1849. 
No similar article in America. or England has the right to the title of * Original.” 


KEEN, ROBINSON, BELLVILLE, & CO., LONDON. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phanix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, end Published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, &.C,—London: June 13, 1865. 
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Alabworth-cum Talkington. 


ia RAPER’S clerk in a humble way, 
Margate-bound, on a Seventh-day ; 
Gent in figured dicky and frill ~ 
Smoking pipes on Richmond Hill: 
Coster dressed for an Epping bout; 
Servant-gal with a Sunday out; 
Quail, quail, quail, quail! | 
Here is the Reverend BARNEY Pay.e, 
Good in a dismal way ! 
Gurgle and groan 
Never were known 
Ever to fail 
Barnaby Payte, 
Barnaby Pay eg, B.A. 


ae ee stumble, thunder, 
rangle, tangle, jingle-jangle 
Fluttery saddaty, bon, fa 
Missing his tack, 
Changing his track, 
Losing his threads, 
Mixing his “ heads,’’ 
Flash! Dash! Splash ‘Crash 
Slowly, fastly, grimly, ghastly 
Firstly, secondly, thirdly, lastly 
Lastly first, 
Firstly last, 
Sinners curst, 
Hope all past. 
Down! down! down! down! 
Sob—sigh—gulp—frown. 
Boil! boil! boil! boil! 
Boiling lead and blazing oil. 
Groans—squirms— 
Bones—worms— 
Contradiction full, in terms, 
(Half-past one— 
Almost done), 
Wake! wake! wake! wake 
Deuce to take ! 
All at stake 
Wake! wake! wake! wake 








Suddenly—grandly devotional— 
Thrilling —emphatic—emotional— 
Various kinds 
: Of baby minds _ 

Trained on Barnaby Pay.e-ian rules, 

At Blabworth-Talkington Infant Schools. 
Fill, oh, fill the silver plate— 
Donors dwindling down of late— 
Hundreds wanted—thousands—more— 
Give, oh, give at the church’s door! 
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This was the sermon one fine day. 
Preached by Basnany Paytg, B.A, 

The first he'd ever had to speak, 

Yor PayLe was only “ frocked’’ last week. 


In an otherwise empty pew, 

Sat a respectable Jew, 

His starting eyeballs glistened— 
Despite dissent, with best attent 
That Hebrew person listened. 

And Parte, B.A., remarked the way 
In which the Jew drank in, that day, 
The burning things he chose to say, 
And hoped to see him christened. 


The sermon at an end 

His Israelitish friend, 
Heart-smitten te the core 
Sought out the vestry door. 






Se oe 


—s~ 


*‘Oh, admirable Pay e, 
I’ve heard my people rail 
Against your priests, and say that they can only smirk or roar, 
But I can only say 
That, thanks to you, to-day 
I've learnt a better lesson than I ever learnt before. 


‘‘T’ve learnt why clerks in a humble way 

Sail abroad on their Seventh Day ; 

I've learnt why costermongers will 

| Spend that day on the Epping-hill ; 

I’ve learnt the meaning of pious cant, 
Baldness, ignorance, dulness, rant— 

| A wonderful study for thoughful minds 

At Blabworth-Talkington Church one finds! 


ee 


The Rock he Split upon. 

Our Tupper, everybody’s Tupper, has been going in for more | 
ballads. In one of his latest poemsin the Rock he has used birdlime as 
a highly poetical figure, and says it “stuns as it sticks.” One or two 
critics ventured to object that to talk of stunning anyone with birdlime 
was like threatening to blow his brains out with a pat of butter. But 
Tupper, true to himself as usual, defends his position, and declares 
birdlime has a paralyzing and therefore stunning effect. Now in the 
first place we would remark that even if birdlime have a paralyzing 
effect, “stunning” cannot be considered a stunning substitute for 
‘ paralyzing”’; and in the second place we would urge that birdlime is 
neither paralyzing nor stunning. What says SHAKESPBARE— 

‘‘Oh limed soul that struggling to be free 
Art more engaged.” 
Not a word about paralyzing or stunning—on the contrary a mention 
of struggling. You see poets differ, and of the two we must be 
pardoned if we give in our adhesion to SHAKESPEARE. 

If our Tupper has ever shut his coat tails in the front door (rather 
an unpleasant thing for a poet and philosopher) he will be able to 
appreciate the position of a limed bird, and we’ll bet any money he did 
not find it at all stunning. 


- 
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CaprraL Punisument :—Being sentenced under the Lex Tualionis for 
stealing a kiss from a pretty girl. 
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| being the paper on the “ Ratten-Kénig.”’ 
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OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 
— 


HE pleasant little Olympic is in a transition 
etate just now. Before these lines appear in 
public, Miss Fuxrapo will have taken her 
benefit, and Miss Farren, one of the spright- 
liest and best of our burlesque actresses, will 
have taken hers. Let us hope that both will 
have been well attended. On Thursday, the 
18th, Mx. Bucxusy, the boxkeeper, whose 
courteous arrangement of “the front of the 

house” must be well known to the frequenters of the little theatre, 

will take his benefit, and deserves ‘‘a bumper,” which, to judge from 
the bill of fare he offers, he is pretty sure to get. On Saturday, the 
20th, a wish L expressed some week ago will be realised, and Mrs. 

Howaxp Pavu will appear as the Grand Duchess in OrrznBAcu’s 

brilliant operetta. The piece was lost on the vast stage of Covent 

Garden, but at the Olympic the Grand Duchess—with such a Grand 

Duchess as Mrs. Pavut—will be sure of success. 

I LEARN from a prospectus lying before me that we are to have in 
July anew “Weekly Review of Society, Literature, and the Fine 
Arts,” under the titleof Art. Such a journal, if well done, conducted 
with fearless impartiality, and the plain-speaking necessary to correct 
our present system of criticism, would be an immense success. The 
“brief summary of its contents ’’ embraces about seventeen subjects, 
which should make itwelcome; and provided it be just, candid, and 
fearless, I for ome shall take my hat off to it and wish it good speed 
with all my heart. 

Ix the St. James's-we have an excellent-essay on ‘‘ Popular Music ”’ 
which discusses:some of the causes thatshave brought the art into such 
straits in this country. The “ Peep atithe Royal Academy” is more 
outspoken than most art-notices, but*ferso brief a review misses too 
many good things and mentions too many mediocre ones. ‘‘ An Empire 
without a D. ctor” is amusing, and so is “‘Ante-Matrimonial Martyr- 
dom.””’ Mas. Rrppgtt is to be congratulated on her success in leunch- 
ing the re-fitted magazine, which may now be classed Al at the 
literary Luoyp’s. 

Tue Oak is considerably improved this month. In the first place, 
its wrapper looke»better, and“its chief picturethas more pretensions to 
art, though in the portrait of Mr. Guapstowm there is considerable 
room for amelioration. The contents are varied and fairly written. 
I don’t, however, think “‘Our Reading-Desk”’ a valuable contribution 
to our critical literature, or a necessary adjunct of such a magazine. 

In London Society we have two illustrations by Mr. Dv 
Mavrier and Mr. Marcus Srows, and an inferior one by Mu. 
Watson, who has a fancy at times, apparently, to do drawings un- 
worthy of his reputation. The rest of the pictures are too amateurish 
for our taste. Of the literary portion, ‘‘ Picked up from the Gutter” 
is the best paper. We are promised a special “ Holiday Number”’ of 
I. §. this month, and I think the notion is.a very happy one. 

Rovutiepes’s Magazine for Boys will be popular as usual this month 
among the youngsters. The oldsters, too, will find it pleasant reading 
for the sake of the “old school recollections of a Marlborough boy.” It 
contains also a paper by Mr. Quin, giving simple directions for making 
a cheap electric telegraph that will be a source of infinite delight to 

ingenious youth. The Gardener's Magazine is full of excellent advice 
as usual, and the Journal of Horticulture gives an excellent guide to 
rose-budding, with other useful information. The fashion plates in Le 
Follet seem to pte prettier and more reasonable costumes. Science 
Gossip is full of quaint facts and curious notes—not the least surprising 

: , The Saturday Half-holiday 

Committee have published a capital little threepenny Hatf-Holiday 

~— to London and the environs, which will be found. uncommonly 

y: 

Tue Cornhill is unusually readable this month. In fact the least 

tempting paper is Mu. Matruew Arnoup's “ Camp Life in Abyssinia.” 





| ** A Group of Seger” “The Earth a Magnet,” and “A City of 
0 


Refage "’ are all of them eminently readable. The writer of “Avonhoe”’ 


_ gives some capital pictures of children this month. The illustrations 


are both of them very good. 

_ Ix Good Words the illustrations are excellent with scarcely an excep- 
tion, for Ma. Pinwett, Mra. Hoventoy, Me. Saatt, and Mr. Franeis 
Watker do good service. The lines to the latter artist’s pictures would 
please better if they less obviously recalled one of Browwn1no's finest 
poems. An article by Mrss NicuTincaxe, and a letter from Lrvinc- 
stone add interest to the general excellence, and there is a most 
touching memoir of the writer “Sadie,” who was just beginning to 
endear herself to magazine readers. In the Sunday Magazine we have 
eee rt th : ae Parish” and the “ Quiet Life’’—both 

mirable, and both admirably illustrated. Ther 
will be found up to the matt.” Pen eT wer 

Tus contents of the -4-gosy are quite up to the average this month 

though there is no very noticeable article among the contents. The 


HUN. 
eee  aaOooowwomm™”—@"*"—”—00_ o_o == 


illustration is an improvement on previous attempts, but I should like 
to ask the artist to account for the gentleman's left leg—unless of 
course it was dry-nursed in a two-inch gas-pipe, in which case its 
attenuation would be intelligible. The engraving by the way is incon- 
gruous, and therefore bad. 

Broadway brings—it is to be hoped—the novel of ‘* Brakespeare ” 
nearly toaclose. ‘Mr. Swinburne on Blake’’ is well-written, and 
‘Burns’ First Bosom Friend ”’ is interesting. The verse is not startling, 
The American Magazines, Young Folks, and the Atlantic are excellent 
this month; the latter contains however “‘ A June Idyll”’ by Lowai1, 
in which there is a most unworthy sneer at England. It-would seem 
to prove that all Americans—even those of the better class—hate the 
old country, in spite of all their friends say to prove the contrary. 

Tue second part of Woman’s World maintains the position taken by 
the first. A couple of short papers on the ‘‘ Mischief of Heedless 
Words,” and ‘Edgar Allan Poe” are valuable notes, and there is a 
charming article, ‘The Editor to the Children,’’ with an amusing story, 
“‘Why the Laureate did not Dine with the Ambassador.” There is 
room for improvement in the illustrations, but in other respects I can 
see little alteration that could be suggested. 

Tue Ipswich school magazine, 7'he Elizabethan, comes to hand. It 
contains more school matter than the previous number, which is a good 
sign. I hope the youngsters will pay more attention to bathing and 
to cricket as suggested, and that the attiring of the déddtants on Speech 
Day will be entrusted to Mr. S. May, asdesired. I must still put a 
mark against the verse. The prose is good in spite of occasional signs 
of juvenility. I have received a small volume of verse, styled (not over 
modestly) Poems, written in Barracks. 'Their publication should, per- 
haps, have been confined to the same sphere, for there is nothing above 
mediocrity in them, There may be some better passages, however, 
than I have had time to wade to, but the adjective I should tell off for 


the collection is ‘‘ young-ladylike.” 





TO AN OLD GIRL. 
RITHEE, dear one, why so coy ? 
Is it that love's eager glances 
Only in old days brought joy, 
f, With our childhood’s young ro- 
mances ? 
Have the years that fly so fast, 
Brought a heart that still grows 
colder ? 
Do you dream of pleasures past, 
Now that we are both grown 
older ? 


I am not so young I know 
As I was at five-and-twenty, 
‘Yet men honour locks of snow, 
And we've both grey hairs m 
plenty. 
Shall no love be ours to-day, 
As in times we well remem- 
ber ? 
Shall no memory of life’s May 
Last into its drear December ? 


Youth is but:an:idlettream, 
Age brings wisdom.in full measure, 
Boyish hopes:though*fair:they seem 
Bring repentance after-pleasure. 
We've grown wrinkled, what of that ? 
Now when life’s gay scene is closing, 
Love me as you love your cat, 
By your fireside Calm reposing. 


Still my fancy tholids-yon fair, 

And thoughold Yémerather sprightly, 
What is girlheod’s ghessy hair, 

But a sham if look’dbat rightly ? 
Still may golden days*be mine, 

Age no pleasures should deny men, 
And a happy lot be thine, 

When we sing the song of Hymen. 





Though the world may jeer and laugh, 
Let us fix the wedding morning, 
Bumpers of Champagne we'll quaff, 
Gibes and japes of all men scorniag. 
Though you're on the shady side, 
Say of sixty, and I’m weighty, 
Stout, and gouty,—be my bride, 
Take a lover aged eighty ! 


einen 
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FOUL PLAY. 


ACT I. Scenz 1.—Offices of Warp.aw anv Son, in St Mary Axe. 
Enter ARTHUR WARDLAW. 


Arntuur W.—This is a period of great commercial depression. 
Enter a Messencer. 


Mrs.—The Bank of England has failed, together with every whole- 
Public securities are 
worthless, and the Funds are a drug in the market. The Stock 
Exchange, generally, has enlisted, and Rotuscuttp is squabbling with 


gale and retail house in England and Wales. 


the Marquis or Westminster for the Apsley House crossing. [ Exit. 
Axtuuk W.—Much more of this, and matters will come to a crisis, 


Enter Jon WyYutx. 

Jos W.—The Proserpine has sunk with all save me. 

ArtuurR W.—My noble Joe! You scuttled her as I directed? But 
the gold on which the assurance was effected ? 

Jos W.—Was replaced with copper, and sent over in another ship. 

ArtHur W.—My brave lad! 

Joz W.—She is now.at Liverpool, and the gold is on board, 

ArtuuR 'W. (aside).—So ismy Helen Rolleston! 

Enter'Stz\Epwarp Ro.uxzston. 

Sir Epwarp R.—Arthur, my daughter (your future bride) will 
arrive at Euston-square in:half an hour—c:me and meet her. 

Artuur W.—lI tly! 

Jos W.—Rolleston? Ha! that mame! 

Str Epwarp R.—Eh ? 

Joz W.—There-was a Miss Rolleston:on board the Proserpine. 

Artaur W.—But she was to have-sailed by the other ship. 

Jon W.—Yes; but somehow she got on board the Proserpine. I 
don’t rightly know how—perhaps she got: mixed up with the copper. 

Sir Eowarp R.—Then my daughter is drowned [Dances and faints. 

ArtHuR W. (frantic).—And I am the wretched cause ! 


ACT II.—Gedsend Island in the Pacific. Enter Heten Roizeston. 


Hexen R.—This is my island home. Here Robert Penfold and I 
were cast away months ago. Gracious! he comes; and my hair is 
not yet done! Heavens, if he were to see me with my hair down! 
Oh, but he would not look! We were in an open boat together for 
several weeks, and he never looked while I did my hair. He is too 
noble, too manly, too generous! 


Enter Ronert Penroxp, looking the other way. 

Rosert P.—Helen, [ am a convicted forger and an escaped convict. 

Heten R.— Robert, why did you not mention this before ? 

Rosert P.—Somehow, [ did not like to. 

He.en R.—A foolish and mistaken delicacy, Robert. 

Rosert P.—Perhaps. 

Heren R.—A forger! I thought him a missionary chap! 

Rosext P.—But I did not do it. Wardlaw is the culprit, and he 
also caused our ship to be scuttled. 

Heten R.—Are you sure of that? 

Rozert P.—I am—quite sure, 

Heien R.—I believe you. [ They embrace. 

Rozert P.—Here isa striking instance of the absurdity of judicial 
institutions. The policeman who took me up, the inspector who booked 
the charge, the magistrate who committed me, the grand jury who 
found the “ true bill,” the petty jury who tried me, and the judge who 
sentenced me to fifteen years’ penal servitude, failed to discover a truth 
which is made manifest to this simple gyurl! 

Heten R —But why do you weep? 

Rozext P.—A ship lies off yonder point—she availed herself of a 
moment when I wasn’t looking to sail up. She will carry you to 
liberty, me to slavery ! 

Heten R —Never! I will not go with her. I will stay with you! 
True, I am engaged to Arthur Wardlaw, and strict people would con- 
sider it a sort of duty that I owed him to return as soon as possible. 
But we are not strict people; are we, Robert? 

Rosert P.—My Helen! [They embrace. 

Heten R.—We will be married ina year! Perhaps a clergyman 
may be cast on this desert island before then. Who knows? [Ezeunt, 


Enter Str Epwarp Rouueston and Fat Crew. 
Srr Epwarp R.—I come to seek my daughter in the Pacific Islands. 
Perhaps she is here? (Sees watch in hut.) Sheis. Dear me! 
Enter Heven and Ropert. 
Who would have thought of seeing you here? 


Heien R.—Papa! zx you 
A pleasant surprise. But who is this? 


Sir. Epwarp R.—Ha! 
Haven R.—My preserver ! 
Ste Eowarp R.—We have met before. You are an escaped convict. 
was governor of South Australia ; and in that capacity knew all the 
Convicts intimately. Come, Helen! He returns to penal servitude. 
He.ten R.—Not so. He is not gnilty. It was Arthur Wardlaw. 
Ste Eowarp R.—How know you this? 
He.en R.—Robert says so himself. 












dreadfully improbable. 
easily be told in two. 
Nevitie and Mr. Berrarr. 
Joe Wylie, and plays it very fairly, but he also has a tendency to 
exaggerate. Mr. Moreranp (as the idiot detective) admirable—on 
the whole ;—it is the best played partiin: the pieee. 


FUN. 10 


| Sir Epwarp R.—Ha! I did not know that. 
did you not mention this before? 
RoBert P.—In the confusion of the trial it escaped me. 
Str Epwaxp'R.—We will go to England and leave you here. I 
will endeavour to procure a free pardon for you; and you shall marry 
| Helen if you can bring Wardlaw’s guilt home to him. 

Heten R.—It was Arthur who caused our ship to be scuttled. 

Str Epwarp R.—Ha? How know you this ? 

Hxeien R.—Here is the Solemn Davy of one of our dead sailors, 
who declares on his honour that he rather thinks so! 

Str Epwarp R.—This is indeed conclusive! Away to England! 

ACT LILI. Sosnze 1.—The Library at Elmtrees. 
‘Hexen, Antuur, and a Dergorive discovered. 

Hzten R.—The ship was scuttled! 

Artaur W.—Pooh! 

Derectrve.—And by your agency! Away! Escape! 

ARTHUR W.— Ridiculous! Tt , : 

Detectiva.—I always like everything smooth and regular, so escape 
while there is yet time! (<Aside.) Not a common Scotland-yard de- 
tective. He would apply fora warrant for Arthur’s apprehension. J 
like everything smoota and regular, so I connive at his escape. 

Scosnz 2.—Third-floor-back in the House in Chancery. Stage divided into 
two rooms by partition. In one room Nancy Rovssr is discovered. 
(Beg her pardon—forgot all about her—she is going to be married to 
Jos Wri.) Jos Wyrutir in the room in the next house. 

Jon W. (in Ais room).—Here are the £2,000 that I received for 
scuttling the Preserpine! Where shall I hide them? With the 
£250,000 in gold that lie concealed in the cellars of this house ? 

Nancy R. (in Aer room).—Oh, if I only had £2,000! 

Joz'W. (in his room).—I will put the notes through a hole in the 
wall into the next house. 

[ Does so, Nancy sees hand with £2,000, and screams. She takes the notes, 

Nancy R. (in her room).—£2,000! The very sum! 

Enter (into Nancy's room) the Detxctive. 

Dertective.—My dear, where did you find that money ? 

Nancy R.—It was put through a hole in the wall! {Hand appears. 

Detectivs.—Allow me. (Lakes handeuffand fastens one bracelet on to 
Nancy and the other on to Jor’s hand, the wall intervening, and exit.) 

Joz.—Nancy. Is that you? 

Nancy.—It is. Oh, Joe! 

Joz.— Let-me break through the wall—we can then escape together! 

[They break through the wall and escape together. 
Enter Detective into Joe's room. 

Derectivze.—Escaped? Ha! ha! A good joke! I like things 
smooth and regular. How they will enjoy this in Scotland Yard. 

Sceng 3.—TZhe Cellars under the House. Gold in reckless profusion. 

Enter Antuurn W. and WY 18. 

Artuur.— Why have you brought me here ? 

Joz W.—Because it is the most fitting place I could think of, in 
which to tell you that I mean to confess everything! 

ArtHur W.—Not so! [Brit and shuts the door after him, 

Jor W.—He has left me here to perish! I shall starve and alone. 

The Dersetive appears from behind the gold. 

Dsrective.— Not so! I will release you! How I am to do it I don't 
quite see, as I am quite as much locked in as you are. But no matter. [ 
waited until the principal villain had escaped before I revealed myself. 
It is my customary plan. They call me the “ Felon’s ['riend,” in 
Scotland-yard. And well they may ! 


ACT 1V.—The Library at Ebntrees. 

Artuur, Heven, Str Epwarp, and OLD WaxkpLaw discovered. 

O_tp W.—The books of our firm are one gigantic forgery from 
beginning to end! Arruvr, this is your work. 

ARTHUR W. (his customary argument).—Ridiculous ! 

Sm Epwarp R.—That excuse shall not avail you. 
caused the scuttling of the Proserpine. 

Artuur W.—Ha! Ha! Thisis getting amusing! (aside.) The only 
evidence against me is starving beveath the House in Chancery. 

Enter Joz Write (looking very hungry) and Derxcrivs. 

Artuur W.—I thought you dead. 

Derectrvg.—No, sir; Scotland-yard was too sharp for you. I got 
into the cellars first, double-locked all the doors, and left the keys on 
the other side. I am not — clear how I got out. 

ArtuurR.—My brain reels! 

Atu.—Hutsh ; he is insane. 

Axntuur.—I ramble in my conversation ! 

Curtam. 

OvurseLves.—A good drama of its kind ; the story clear enough, but 
The second act, whieh is in four’ scenes, could 
Generally over-aeted, particularly by Ma. 

Mr. Ixvine is artistic:lly made up as 


(Jo Penrotp.) Why 


Besides, you 


Humph, [ Dies. 
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A BROAD HINT, 


99 
Driver, with meaning, to Conductor :—“I say, Brut, ’a’ YOU GOT YER CIGAR-CASE ABOUT YER ?—I’VE LEFT MINE ON THE PIANNER. 


THE DERBY DOG. | Standing for Nothing. 
By unis ‘‘ Next FRrrienp.” | Tue other day official telegrams were sent round to the papers | 
| stating as news from Abyssinia that 600 natives had been drowned. | 


“He is the wrong dog in the wrong place, and he at once trots towards the : , . 
wever rap to be Presently it turned out that there was a slight mistake—only six were | 


ropes. There is, however, no friendly gap to be seen; and he tries the other side; | 

but there — ney ane oe ome panrepeaed aes eee lost. The error is easily explainable, a few “noughts,” more or less | 
disappear. they would only let him sneak through somewhere ! ut no! his : . . . ent | 
agonized muzzle, turned from side toside, discerns nothing but serried lines of yelling (but especially more,) go for nothing in the estimates of Governm 
men and boys—demons, who hurl sticks, tobacco-pipes, stones, turf, and oyster- offices. 


shells at him. It is awful, incomprehensible! His tail is tucked im tighter, his SO Sree 
j j j : sti —run— 1 | ° 
eyes roll in distress, his heart cracks with terror: still he must ran—run—run! Qn the Face of it! 


as all this swarm of people come forth, then, he wonders, to see a poor cur break , 
his midriff with anguish !”— Vide paper. A PHOTOGRAPHER of, Berlin sending to Vienna for a likeness of | 
Ir Human Brute, athirst for prey, must end as it began; | JuL1a EsperGenyi the pra, received instead the carte of Princess 
If it must tyrannise, and hunt, and worry all it can; | FuRSTENBURG, and sold copies of it as portraits of the criminal. The 
I'd rather be the Derby Dog than be a Derby Man! | illustrated es accepted the Princess for the poisoner, = Wo | 

. - *y | uaturally the injured lady is proceeding against the photographer. We 
ree! bar pia en tke ae _ suppose his defence will be that he was putting the best face he could 
I would not serve a Derby man as Derby men served me ! | on the matter. 


In Dogdom, on the other side of Styx—and whips and blows, 
Things may be all turned right-about (who here can say he knows ?) 
And dogs have power to worry men that here produced their woes; 


Supposing such a world to be, where crowds some rule obey, 

And I a captain of my kind, on Anti-Derby Day, | 

With Derby men about the course in every Doggy’s way ; | 

If one poor soul, amazed and lost amid conflicting din, Coats that Should be the Fashion. 

Should imitate the Derby Dog in his inhuman sin, | Mr, Tomas Coats of Ferguslie has presented a park, which bas 

Not one of all my eager dogs should dare to keep him in! cost no less than twenty thousand pounds in its formation, : the 

But they should open wide their ranks to let th , people of Paisley. Fun takes off his hat to the generous gentleman, 
y ve : 0 let the poor soul through ; and begs to express a hope that henceforth Paisley Coats will enjoy 4 


And act upon that good old rule which teaches you to d 7 
To other creatures as you would have them to D to y or renown co-extensive with that of Paisley shawls. 


Signs of the Times. 
| Tue State is in danger as well as the Church! Immediately 
| following on the attempt to make away with the Church of Ireland comes 
| the news that an attempt had been made to burn the Pier of Rosher- 

ville. This is a bad look-out for our old aristecracy ! 


Soot-ED TO THE OCCASION a : hich 
: . oe 2 c Ir is not impossible that the frequent references to scuttling wl 
Tux right cricketers in the right place.—“ The Blacks” in London. | occur in it an bd to the coaled shiicn given to Foul Play. 
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SRBASTINS BEOORIS OF THE GOOSEFIELD CLUB. friend cn his left, right, ah, on the left hand of their worthy and 
OSTERITY will be in no danger of incurring so grave an historical nan, Aad been pleased to say, ah, that he (Lozp Liver- 

. . had : ‘ WING) was, ah, , : , 
oa  socmthaprent ae oo s Ph a of the Pump in Goose- | dakesue haces, ah 140 sai aaa ae ry ah, = ot & 
triotism, in the Goosefield Club, Waa tie nog ad almost said of | the honour to occupy would feel it his, ab, duty to discharge, fuldl 
fully aware that the preliminary Pump anne. et pyr she | (Loud and prolonged cheering.) He begged to thank them ah, for the 
club itself; that the public were invited, on the neki of Mn. ae | aoe y a ygerat Se ceicdicer ak ae Meee to fulfil = 
° » | aischarge the duties he might be called upon, ah, todischarge. (Hear, 


| nded by ALDERMAN W 
yaa ae ashe gentl single toate dake te supported by Mr. | hear.) Called upon, ah, to fulfil. (Sensation.) He would also beg to | 
| P € movement; and that | acknowledge the very handsome and, ah, kind acknowledgments of the | 


_ chosen exclusively from the Club. Finally, the festive proceedings 


the Pump Committee, with AtpERman Warttes for its chairman, was | service he had undertaken that day, in, eh, presiding at the.ceremony 
consequent en the inaugural ceremony at which our noble member, esha Recut cnt ims . en iain ore 


| Viscount Liverwine, presided, took place in the club-room of the | \ With the exception of a temporary disturbance, naturally and 


| Feathers Hotel, whose landlord, Mr. Tupss, nobly sinking all con- | 


inevitably incidental to the fact that an offensive individual, whose 


| aaa 7 Tus ae = er ae to serve actively in promoting | characteristics are but too well known, had been admitted to a seat at 
7 ppty, in securing an appropriate | the banquet as the representative of a newspaper which is beneath our | 


monument to the liberality of Goosefield. These thi -k : . 

ae Gt bing englie ct on ane Ghat Sisy Will in the fitare | ct tints Geral Bs ee ie eee 
occu e admirin 

PY § tnoug = of — children. outrages on the good taste and feeling of the assembly, this disgusting 

B BANQUET. personage told his polite and considerate censor, Mr. Grvgns, to 


Goosefield race-week, ever a brilliant period in the Goosefieldian | ‘* mind his own business,” as also to “shut up,” and to go somewhere 
| beyond the bounds of geography and good breeding. ‘The noisy 





_ calendar, shines doubly this year, with the reflected lustre of a public | 
| beast—it will Of course be understood that we apply this phrase to the 


EN 





| event fraught with considerable interest. The table spread for the great | senaieioe indicia Gs pe hp . 6 
ivi m, otherwise, we should scorn to mention— 


Pump Inauguration Banquet, in the club-room of the Feathers Hotel, 
then threatened Mr. Grunes with personal violence; and on that 


| was decorated with the ‘Town Cup, the Stewards’ Trophy, and the 
gentleman’s expressing a dignified opinion that “he had better try,” 


exquisitely graceful Consolation Vase offered by the ladies of Goose- 
field, all which pieces of racing plate were designed and manufactured 
by Messrs. T. Potr anp Son, 27, High-street, Goosefield. 


the rutal wretch responded with the intimation that he wou/d try, as 
indeed he did, with but too decided an effect, hitting Mr. Grupns first 


The Chairman, ALDERMAN WATTLES, was supported on the right- | °2 the nose, then in the waistcoat, and then in the right eye, with such 
hand by Viscount Liverwine, M.P., and Cotone, Ganper - and on | force as to raise a black rim round the orbit. This occurrence brought 
the left by Str BurnxteBy Owxsvsn, Bart., and the Rev. Stocome | the proceedings to a termination. 
Ovzry. Among other gentlemen present were the members of the 
Pump Committee, Mr. Fusss, Mr. Groupes, Mr. Tupss, and Mr. 
Porries ; while the Goosefield Club was largely represented. The 
dinner was served in that splendid style for which the cuisine of the 
Feathers has always been renowned ; and the wines were of a recherche 
character. In addition to the race-cups above mentioned, Mzssus. T. 
Porr AND Son, the silversmiths, of High-street, who have no cennec- 
tion with any establishment of a similar name, had lent.a handsome 
centre-piece, and other etceteras. A selection of vocal music was per- 
ages Seige | we cmeing. by a CLEMENTINA SmituH, Mr. Brown, 

. JONES, R. Rosrnson, the accompaniments being played b 
‘Mr. Hamuerron Pouncesy. wr 

Srr Buinkrepy Ow.svusu, Barr., in proposing the health of Lerp 
Livi rwinc, made what may be called the speech of the evening. He 
commenced by observing that, whether a man was aw, aw, or whether 
&man was aw, aw, he (Srr BLInKLEBY Ow Bush) always considered it 
was. a&man’s bounden duty, on occasions like the present, to aw, aw, 
aw. (Loud cheers.) No matter how much a man might aw, aw; no 
matter how often in the course of an active life he might find himself 
compelled to aw, aw; it was still incumbent upon him to watch every 
Opportunity, and to let pass no occasion, to aw, aw, aw. (Renewed 

eering.) He (Sir Biinxitesy Ow .pusu) never shrank, never had 
shrank, and never would shrink from the obligation which rested on him 
toiaw, aw. His noble friend was one of the last men in the world to 
hold back when called upon to aw, aw, aw. (Deafening applause.) 
Having enjoyed for a great number of years the aw, aw, and having 
had many opportunities of observing the aw, aw, of his noble friend, 
he could say, without any aw, aw, but, on the contrary, with the utmost 
possible aw, aw, aw, that his noble friend was in every respect 
entitled to aw, aw, aw, aw. (Tremendous enthusiasm.) He could not 
sit down without aw, aw, and he would request all present to join with 
him in the most aw, aw, the most aw, aw, aw, and the most aw, aw, 
aw, aw, in the aw, aw, which he now begged to aw, aw. 

The aw-awing which ensued on this eloquent address was inde- 

unanimous. Lorp Liverwine then rose and said he felt | 


. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 67. 


In far-off lands a manful blow 

He struck for law and England's right 
He bravely triumph’d o’er the foe, 

Nor faltered in the hour of fright. 
He saved a colony, and kept 

Good order, warding off misrule, 
The while in England then there slept 

The rancour of the knaveand fool, 
That burst upon him when he came 

To. know his hardly earn’d repose, 
They vilified his knightly fame, 

They sympathised with England’s fees. 
And still he wins and yet may be 
From spiteful persecution free. 


1.—This silly old gentleman went off to Rome, 
And married a princess upon his road heme ; 
His son made him suffer for that match we're told 
Since the lady was only some twelve summers old. 


2.—Looking through the hawthorn leaves, 
There a careful eye perceives 
One small creature,—stan(s he dight 
In his vesture—golden bright. 


3.—If once up the musical ladder you climb, 
And pay strict attention to note and to time. 
You'll find that if then you've properly reckon’d, 
This comes on the ninth place and also the second. 


4.—I watch the great cliff’s skyline from the sea, 
And this stands out beneath it. Flying free, 
I watch the great birds on their pinions sweep, 
As pois’d in air they sometimes seem to sleep. 


y 
that no words of his were adequate, ah, to acknowledge, reciprocate | 
SoLution or Acrostic No. 65.—Blue, Gown: Brig, Leonardo, 


the kind wishes, and, ah, the acknowledgment of that, those, ah, the | 

metic wattee which it had over Doon his, ah, aim, endeavour to, ah, | Underfurrow, Eleven. 
rge, fulfil, constant aim to fulfil, and which they were so ready , ciaaaiate on Gait 

at all times to acknowledge. (Loud cheers.) Ready at all times, ah, | eee, ee LT eye. sous inp fae 

to reciprocate. (Renewed cheering.) He should, ah, not detain them | — 

long. (Disgraceful interruption by a person whom it would be gross 








A Parallel Cage. 


flattery to term the well-behaved representative of a high-class news- 
A cvurniotvs resemblance on one point may at the present moment be 
rtion of the 


Perpetual scorn as a low penny-a-liner in the service of acontemporary | trace 
| former country is ruled by te Gal/as while the whole of England is 


paper, but whom, on the contrary, strict justice would consign to | ; 
d between Abyssinia and England. A considerable 


whose columns, when not wholly filled with a combination of bluster | 
and drivel, pander to the opponents of Mz. Porrzzs by the insertion of | governed by the gas. 


their scurrilous buffoonery.) He should,.ah, occupy their attention for 
SERVE ’EM RIGHT. 


& very short period. (A cry of “‘ the shorter the better” from the con- . 
Wuar those who would deal a death blow to the flowing bow] should 


temptible being engaged in taking notes for a journal which we will 
not defile our pen by naming) His (Loap Liverwina’s) excellent | be._made to drink—a Stiff Glass. 


eee CC 
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delightfully harmonious. On being mildly reprehended for a series of | 
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THE TOWER OF LONDON. ; 
From Ephraim Dodge in London to Eben Stash, New York. ‘ 
yin thi in all other 
—Did I predicate that Royalty in this as well asina 
ecgemaaiod ano the superficial universe, was & Quockerwodger ? 
If I did so much the worse for Royalty; for it’s everlasting true, as 
you'd opinionate if you went with a reflective mind to tae place 
Mus. D. and self have been on a visit to at the eastern confines of this 


a hes aul independent blood might bile when you come to the 


| Tower of London and found all history falsified by Quezn Victoria 


i » there; but I guess it would go over biling point and 
ae epee that wend leatanote you quick to another pee 
sphere when you'd paid your sixpence extra for the acquaintance of the 
Crown jewels and found ‘em all out for shams. There may be some 
confiding cusses in this town that believe, but I guess I've seen too 
many precious stones to be one of their,soziety. No, Sir, the jewels 


ne N 
4 wT 
iA} 


¥ Ae va 


—— ay 





went away when Cuanruzs II. tried to steal ’em, and ever since they’ve 
been locked up in a patent cash-box under the Throne in the dodrotted 
old House of Lords. That box is let into a hole in the pavement, and 
the key of it’s double locked in a thief-and-fire-proof iron safe built 
into the wall behind the state bed in the best room at Windsor Castle. 
It wouldn't be safe in this tyrannical country for me to name where I 
t the information. Let it be enough that Mrs. D. and self have 
mixing pretty considerable in more society than I ever see 
together at one time before—and that though Atzerr Epwarp is 
prevented by the envenomed influences of Court etiquette from being 
as responsive as becomes his station. We continue to leave cards daily 
not only on him, but extra super-pressed samples of the same for 
Mars. A. E., known in this fatuous old agglomeration of toadyism as 
H. R. H. rue Princess Atexanpra. If there’sa flavour of old Bourbon 
in the hair about this communication, you may just set it down to my 
ing riled some at that dodrotted old building begun by Junius C-xsaR 
and concluded by contract, where such as hadn’t underwent tortures, was 
run out on to the hill in front and slicked off without their heads to 
another world, just in front of a screaming pile of dock warehouses and 


a Dutch cheese store. This, sir, was the cause of Royalty removing 
from the neighbourhood. The tortur’ chambers it could gloat over, 
the thumb-screws, and medieval knuckle-dusters, the gougin’-irons 


ence aa, 


| a-piece, since which I’ve been at home, with a box of digestive candy, 
| studying British History. Yours, 


[JuNE 20, 1868. 





and the patent collapsing ancle-crushers it could enjoy for everlasting, 


but the axe and the block was too much of the slaughter-house, and 
took away the Royal appetite for calves head, which, with proper 
fixin’s, I do say is a diet not worse than some things I have had, if it 
wasn’t used for every sort of entrée by this barbarous people, that 
haven’t heard of hominy, green oysters, canvas-backs, gumbo, turtle 
steak, and other products of the land of eagle-soaring freedom and 
sun-staring liberty of opinion. Everthing here, sir, 1s calves head and 
plain eating. Them’s the grand divisions of all their solemncolly 
banquets and their liver-splitting festivities. Plain eating means 
roast beef, and saddle of mutton, and made dishes—which is the 
British for entrées—are, more or less, all calves’ head, lard, melted 
butter, toadstools, onion and chopped parsley. - ve analysed them till 
I’ve been fit to bust, and would have busted if I could have done it 
conveniently, a-purpose to spoil their dinners. : 

Well, Sir, the crowning blow to the Tower's being a Royal Palace 
was the sum-totalling of the whole of English history by O. Cromwett 





when he reduced Cuartzs Rex to a fraction by cutting off a nought. | 
That was the last execution on Tower-hill; and the Royal _— 
that the laughable cusses here nominate the Merry Monarch, tried | 
take out the cost of his board elsewhere by sending for the jewels. % 
O. Cromwe.t was too many for him, my dear Es., as must sway" | 
be the case in Democratical and Republican Institutions. He'd or 
away the real stones, and put in samples of stained window-glass *. ; 
cut chandelier drops. Awful that of O. C. I won’tdeny but vam ; 
place gave Mrs. D. and self aturn. ‘There wasa ghostly old ree 
ment in a baggy serge tunic and a ridiculous hat, like a black ve - t | 
foot-pan with a wreath of twopenny ribbon bows round the brim, t “ 
showed us over where the names that we read of in history was | 
scrawled on the walls of the places they’d been solitary confined in ; — 
what with them, and the rows of old iron-plated skunks that was ane | 
up in the dark passages, I do swear I ain’t felt so bad inwardly ct | 
since I was in Cincinnati at pig-curing time, and watched the cr! hed 
sent to etarnal smash and cured into store pork before they'd — a | 
their grunt. I was that bad that I asked the old imbecility ot ant 
put himself outside of something, but he only smiled feeble, and a “—- 
seem thirsty, so me and Mrs. D. adjourned to a bar, and had a8 


E. Dopae. 
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THE GUSHER, 


I've lots of things I ought to learn— 
I blunder comically ; 

With sparkling quip and happy turn— 
And English grammar—dally. 


I write a tongue like Mrs. Browy, 
I deal in wild ‘‘and whiches”’ ; 
With twenty slips of verb and noun, 

And lots of other hitches. 


I “ whirling balls of wonder” throw 
To make my reader shiver; 

Where sense is none the sound must ge— 
So I gush on for ever. 


With smatterings of classic phrase 
The ignorant [ trouble: 

I spell them, though, in novel ways; 
Which makes my glory double. 


With many a mull I scholars fret, 
My learning is so shallow; 

And leaders with quotations set, 
From Eton’s grammar hallow. 


I chatter smatterings, I know, 
Of classic saws the giver— 

Where sense is none the sound must go, 
For I gush on for ever. 


All things about I loudly spout, 
With high-falutin braying ; 

Of:, here and there, some out-and-out 
Hyperbole displaying. 


And here and there a big mistake 
Grammarians to gravel ; 

And many a sentence it would make 
Your fortune to unravel. 


But I ignore it all, and so 
My wisdom I deliver ; 

Where sense is none the sound will go 
And I gush on for ever! 


I quite eclipse sensation plots 
In eloquence alarming ; 

I give advertisements of spots 
Where folks do baby-farming. 


I skip, I whirl, I snort, I prance, 
With trash for vulgar swallows— 
With “ Royalty on arm” advance 
While “rearward, grandeur follows!”’ 


I rave of “moons” and ‘ small green stars’”’ 
In wordy wildernesses ; 

Of “ blazing suns,” “ triumphal ears,” 
And ‘lite that effervesces.”’ 


Sense—grammar—and good style are slow— 
At sight of them I quiver— 

Where sense is none the sound will go, 
So I gush on for ever! 


—_— 


A Falstaffian Bill. 

Accorpinc to the showing of Mr. Toruam, at the meeting of the 
Council of the Dramatic College, that charity has, during the last ten 
am received twenty-six thousand pounds, of which only two thousand 

ave been expended on the pensioners—the real objects of the charity. 

ly, if the Council cannot produce a better account than that, they 

-hardly wonder if it be urged that, considering the small item of 
bread they give to the pensioners, they ought to get the sack for 
themselves, 





A Doubtful Distinction. 

Ir the following extract from the Zimes’ report of the Bath and 
West of England Society’s meeting at Falmouth is intended as a nod 
% approval, it must assuredly have been written whilst ‘ The 
Thunderer ” was napping. Let it speak for iteelf:— 
taytirty pens of pigs made but a poor show; and if MeEssRs. DUCKERING had 

Fed at home, there would have becn comparatively little worth looking at. 


frost Mrssrs, Duckerine will fully appreciate the delicate com- 
“ment, 


TE 
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_ Or the making of books—in the shape of collections of verse—there 
1sno end. We have gatherings of every kind ; anthologies, garlands, 
treasuries, and collections without number. In short the editing of 
such a poetry book bids fair to be one of those things without which, 
as the advertisements say, no gentleman's literary career is complete. 
l nfortunately the quality of these works has by no means been co- 
extensive with the quantity. We have therefore every reason to be 
grateful to the ARCHBISHOP OF DuBLtn for his Household Book of English 
Poetry just published by Messrs. Macmitian. It is turned out in 
excellent style, with clear if small type and on good paper. Itiscom- 
pact and handy—just such a volume as you can stow away in your 
portmanteau whcn you go for your autumn holiday. We shall indeed 
expect to see the blue cover—blue as holiday skies—in many an out- 
of-the-way corner where only tourists are found. . 

But the chief merit of the selection, as might be expected, is derived 
from the good taste and extensive reading of Dr. Trencu. He has 
given us a collection remarkable no less for the-xcellence of the choice 
than for its originality and novelty. To those who do not read English 
poetry for themselves and are content to take it as spoon-meat from 
the editors of anthologies, this will open quite a new field; while to 
those even who have ranged in the poetic groves it will bring old 
friends and favourites back again. There are gems from American 
sources also—we might perhaps have spared the extract from Watt 
Wuitman, who—despite all that some enthusiasts say for whom in 
theory as in practice eccentricity means the same as genius—is only a 
Transatlantic Tupper. 

Hitherto the Golden Treasury, with all its faults, has been the best 
of the poetical collections, but it must yield the palm now to the 
AxcuBisHor’s volume, which is without doubt the best representative 
book of English poetry we have had for along time. It is the very 
best book in fact that you could place in the hands of anyone whom 
you desired to introduce to the first poems of our country. 

Another book to which we are able to give a word of unqualified 
commendation is the shilling Shakespeare just published by Messrs. 
Rovttepce. We all of us want, in addition to our large library 
Shakespeare, a small handy single-volume edition for reference; and 
for that purpose nothing can be better than this issue, which for 
editorial authority boasts the respected name of Cuaries Kvicur. 
Small but most legible print and excellent paper combine to make it a 
marvel of cheapness as well as of utility. 


Call a Spade a Spade. 
‘‘ Very little doing ’”’ is a phrase often to be met with in the sporting 
intelligence of the daily press;—might it not be more approp. iately 
worded “ very few done ?”’ 


Buswers to Correspondents, 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope; but we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. } 

Z.99.—The parody, though all about the police, lacks force. 

A. L. (Bromley) had better write A. L.-egy—comic verse is not his forte. 

S. ApMANs (Canterbury).—There was no necessity for your sending us 
such vulgar stuff—but as you chose to do so, you might as well have paid 
the postage. 

cane (Folkestone).—It's all very well for you to be taking off other 
people’s chignons. Are you sure you don’t put on yours? Momentous 
uestion ! 
' C. P. C. (Clapham-road).—We will add another item te your list :— 
“‘ Wonder you didn’t know we should find out that this wasn’t original.”’ 

AN INJURED PassENGER.—We should consider the publication of your 
lines as great a cruelty to the public as the amalgamation proposed by the 
lines you refer to. 

TWOPENNY.—We cannot tuck you in, anyhow. 

Nvu.—Well, not particularly new, eb ? 

Amicts (Malvern).—We do occasionally see the musical organ you refer 
to, but it is beneath contempt. It seems to be edited by an A.S.5S., or an 
ApMutton, who, to judge from the nonsense he writes and the number of 
‘‘Doctors”’ in constant attendance on him, must be a martyr to chronic 
delirium tremens. 

R1.—Not so bad; you shall see, if you don’t look a-Ri! 

Pster S.—Under consideration. 

M.—Thanks. ; 

Declined with thanks:—W. F., Birmingham ; W. F., Dalston ; Campsie ; 
H. H., Gorleston; Penzance; 8. C. H., Oxon; H. H.; H. F. O., 
Coventry; J. W. H., Fenchurch-street; Gillaume S., Grosvenor-square ; 
A Reader; J. B., St. John’s Wood; D. H., Dundee; B. B., Liverpool ; 
A Regular Subscriber; X., Glasgow; Pincher, Edinburgh ; T. L., Man- 
chester; S. N. B., Aberdeen; Q in a corner; Taffy, Liverpool; V., 
Islington; Lochaber; Conky; A. V. Cesar; Curius Dentatus ; H. 5. ; 
B. D.; Octavus; Pigwiggin; B.; F. H.; M.; V., Barnsbury; W. M., 
Pimlico; B. J., Leeds; X.; A Needy Ore 
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THE FASHIONS. 


SPECIMENS OF THE “Simp_Le Porntep”’ AND “‘SEVERE PERPENDICULAR.”’ 


Pall Mall English. | title for each day to its fullest extent, for in a subsequent number it 


Ovr distinguished contemporary the Pall Mall Gazette not unfre- =e us that 7 aoe — 
quently feels called upon to notice any little eccentricities of style The collects for Whitsun-Sunday and Whitsun-Monday ave th2 same. 
or grammar that may occur in the columns of other papers, whose | For so logical a journal as the Pull Mail the new system of nomen- 
writers may, unfortunately for themselves, not have had the advan- | clature appears rather indefinite. Surely, if Whitsun-Sunday is correct, 
tages of those aristocratic associations that have fallen to the lot of the | we ought to have Whitmon-Monday, Whittues-Tuesday, and so 02. 
happy writers in that journal. Not content with precept, however, | Our distinguished censor has recently taken the sporting papel 
the writers in the Pall Mall Gazette give us examples of their own | under its protecting influence, and as an example of its capacity to det 
peculiar style as worthy of imitation. Describing a recent homicide, | with aH subjects equally well, informed its readers that at the Horse 
they state :— Show prizes were offered— 


: “The deceased, with a number of ommpenions, wes negehing - Senter morning | ‘* For the best performances over twelve feet artificial fences.’’ 
a SE EE SERS Pe ae nary ae OP OTN SEE SOR WER & | There is an old precept relating to a mote and a beam to which we would 
_ With all deference to our polished instructor, we would venture to direct the attention of our genteel contemporary. 
_ suggest that the superfine style is not quite so good as ordinary penny- 
| a-lining. The common liner would have made evident which was The New Pneumatic. 
the pow shot, whether it was he oy Aim ; as the Pall Mall has it, we aa ee Hyde- 
really cannot tell “’tother from which.” A scuEeMs for providing & means of communication across wa 
Not content with improving our grammar, the Pall Mall has taken park by means of a pneumatic railway on the new system a | 


the nomenclature of our calendar under its control. On Whit- | Submitted to the Board of Works. The plan seems practic ml : 

Monday it stated that :— desirable, but it remains to be seen whether the Board i a 
. . ° “6c ’ i ¥ 

ee being Whitswn-Monday the Stock Exchange, according to custom, is ee to be bored—in short the question 1s subey 

c id se 


It is evident that it intends to carry out the principle of a binominal | How To Ipentiry CuampaGne Cuariiz.—By his fiz-iognomy: 


KRINGSEHORD’S 
OSWEGO PREPARED CORN, 


For Puddings, Custards, Blanc Mange, &c. The original and genuine American preparation of Indian Corn. Established 184? 
No similar article in America or England has the right to the title of ‘ Original.”’ 


KEEN, ROBINSON, BELLVILLE, & CO., LONDON. 


a ; : 90, 1868: 
Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and published (fcr the Proprietor) at 80, Flect-street, E.C.—London : June -* 
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VOL. VII. 


4 GO away this blessed 
: day, 


To sail across the sea, 















Matitpa! 
My vessel starts for vari- 
ous parts 
At twenty after three, 
Maripa. 
I hardly know where we 
may go, 
Or if it’s near or far, 
MartILpa, 
For Captain Hype does 
not confide 
In any ’fore-mast tar, 
Matitpa! 


Beneath my ban that mystic man 

Shall suffer, coute gui coute, Matitpa! 
What right has he to keep from me 

The Admiralty route, Matiipa ? 
Because, forsooth! I am a youth 

Of common siilors’ lot, Matripa! 
Am I a man on human plan 

Designed, or am I not, Matripa ? 


But there, my lass, we'll let that pass! 
With anxious love I burn, Matiipa. 
{ want to know if we shall go 
To church when I return, Matitpa ? 
Your eyes are red, you bow your head; 
It’s pretty clear you thirst, Matitpa, 
To name the day— What’s that you say ? 
‘* You'll see me further first,’”’ Matiripa? 


| 
| 
| 





I can’t mistake the signs you make, 
Although you barely speak, Matitpa ; 
Though pure and young, you thrust your tongue 
Right in your pretty cheek, Matitpa! 
My dear, I fear I hear you sneer— 
I do—I’m sure I do, Matrtpa— 
With simple grace you make a face, 
Ejaculating, ‘“* Ugh!’’ Maritpa. 


Oh, pause to think before you drink 
The dregs of Lethe’s cup, Matiipa! 
Remember, do, what I’ve gone through, 
Before you give me up, Maritpa ! 
Recal again the mental pain 
Of what I’ve had to do, Mariipa! 
And be assured that I’ve endured 
It, all along of you, Matripa! 


Do you forget, my blithesome pet, 
How once with jealous rage, MatTILpA, 
I watched you walk and gaily talk 
With some one thrice your age, Matripa ? 
You squatted free upon his knee, 
A sight that made me sad, Matirpa ! 
You pinched his cheek with friendly tweak, 
Which almost drove me mad, Martiipa! 





I knew him not, but hoped to spot 
Some man you thought to wed, Marripa! 
I took a gun, my darling one, 
And shot him through the head, Matitpa! 
I’m made of stuff that’s rough and gruff, 
Enough, I own, but ah! Marixpa, 
It did annoy your poor old boy 
To find it was your pa, Maritpa! 


I’ve passed a life of toil and strife, 
And disappointments deep, MaTILpa ; 
I've lain awake with dental ache 
Until I fell asleep, Matripa! 
At times again [’ve missed a train— 
Or p’rhaps run short of tin, Matinpa, 
And worn a boot on corns that shoot, 
Or, shaving, cut my chin, Matitpa. 


But, oh, no trains—no dental pains— 
Believe me when I say, Matitpa, 
No corns that shoot—no pinching boot— 
Upon a summer day, Matiipa, 
It’s my belief could cause such grief 
As that I've suffered for, Matitpa, 
My having shot—in vital spot— 
Your old progenitor, Matitpa! 


For when at sea, off Carribee, 





Remember, too, how all the crew, 
With indignation blind, Matripa, 
Distinctly swore they ne’er before 
Had thought me so unkind, Marixpa ; 
And how they’d shun me one by one— 
An unforgiving group, Matitpa— 
I stopped their howls and sulky scowls 
By pizening their soup, Matitpa ! 


So pause to think, before you drink 
The dregs of Lethe’s cup, Matiipa ; 
Remember, do, what I’ve gone through, 

Before you give me up, Martizpa. 
Recal again the mental pain 

Of what I’ve had to do, Matiipa, 
And be assured that I’ve endured 

It, all along of you, Matiipa! 


A Little Ova-drawn! 


Bethink you how I've kept the vow 
I made one winter day, Matitpa ; 
That come what could, I never would 
Remain too long away, Matiipa. 
And, oh! the crimes with which, at times, 
I've charged my gentle mind, Matitpa, 
To keep the vow I made—and now 
You treat me so unkind, Matiipa! 


I felt my passion burn, Matixpa ; 
By passion egged, I went and begged 
The captain to return, Matiipa. 

And when, my pet, I couldn't get 

That captain to agree, Matiipa, 

Right through a sort of open port 
pitched him in the sea, Matitpa! 





Tue Pall Mall Gazette, speaking of fish-hatching, informs us of a 
Chinese plan which we think will startle Ma. Henry Leg, Mr. Frank 


BuckLanD, and pisciculturists generally. It is gravely stated that the 


Chinese suck hens’ eggs and refil! the shells with fish-ova. 


and able to take care of itself” (sic). 


They then 


put the eggs under a sitting hen, and after a while break the shell over 
warm water, “‘ when the ova is (sic) found not only vitalized, but lively 
At the risk of being requested 
not to teach our grandmother to suck eggs, we would suggest that 
‘‘the ova are able to take care of themselves’’ would be more correct. 
But that is not the point;—we would suggest that the hens’ eggs, 


when filled with ova, would possibly do better if hatched out in mares’ 
nests—such a plan might produce larger fish—at all events something 


more like a whale. 


Their Old Game. 


Tue Americans have a happy knack of adopting old ideas, and bring- 
ing them out as original. They have just “invented’’ a wine made from 


apples, which they call Vin de Pomme. 
shire this will be considered a de-cyder'd novelty ! 
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LOLLOPING JACK. 


Green 
clumsiest feet, 
tears their pails, 


good lack ! 


ING JACK.”’ 


been told, 


in gold, 
~v he treated them all in a fatherly way 
To his company, knowing them ready to pay. 
To be seen with a hero on Saturday night, 
Who was paid to look pretty and never to fight— 
They were certainly proud of the fall in the back 
Of this exquisite warrior, LoLLoPrine: Jack ! 


| The cane in his hand and his dandified cap 
Gave offence to the slaves of our Emrrror Nar., 
And the impudent fellows cried ‘‘Sacré! Bleu! 
| “‘ Why, he hasn’t been wanted since Waterloo! 
He is pretty to look at and clear the streets, 
| When roughs assemble or Parliament meets ; 
But as to a foray or smart attack, 
You'd faint at the thought of it, Monstzrur Jacques!” 


| 

But Lo.izorme Jacx he measured his men, 

As he stood in his stockings just six feet ten ; 

His foes with a salthoninen lett he froze, 

For he found,—not a difficult thing to suppose,— 
That the two didn’t reach to the tip of his nose. 
“‘T should really be sorry to give you pain, 
Mon chér ALPpHonse and adored Eveene ; 

One word of your gibberish uttered again 

| Will ensure your recrossing the Channel or main, 

With an awkward memento in small of your back, 

Of the somnolent vigour of Lotrerme Jacek!” 








-—— > —— 





with in noticing new pieces. It appears, too, 


the wet paint and damp plaster of their last 
structures. ‘The New Holborn can hardly 
stand in need of a fresh coat of varnish— 
when, lo! it is rumoured that. Mr. Parry is about to erect a theatre 
on the site of the extinct Strand Hotel (Limited). I am sure the paper 
in the lobby at the Queen’s can hardly be ‘when we hear that 
Mr. Lawson is going to make a playhouse out of the plaee that tried 
to be a music hall, and was next nearly made a synagogue. The 
multiplication of theatres is not an unmixed good. Werhave too few 
really good actors on the London boards, and every new venture does 
but dilute the talent:we possess. If the production of buildings is not 
checked, or the number of good astors is not increased, we shall end 
by having each company consisting of one star and a bundle of stieks. 
Besides, where are the pieces to come from? ‘There is a sore dearth 
of playwrighte—or at any rate of good plays. Mr. Bovercav.t 
cannot supply all the houses, even should there be incorporated with 
him Mzssxs. Reaps, Ropexrson, and Watts Purturps. Moreover, if 
the newspapers say true, another great dramatist, the author of the 
Great City, and of numberless Adelphi farces, is about to retire into 
the comparative obscurity of the House of Commons. 
War do the Times and Pall Mall fall foul of the Newspaper Press 
Fund? I'll grant that the Dvxs or Camnnipce was not exactly the 
| right chairman, but in other respects the association manages its 


OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 








FUN. 














OLLOPING JACK of the Life Guards 

Was the tallest of privates that ever 
was seen ; 

He’d the thinnest of legs and the 

And was called the Adonis of Albany- 
street. : ; 

Young housemaids filled with their 

Fat cooks with mutton at area 
rails 

Kept crying “Gramercy !’’ and, “Ah, 

We are struck of a heap by LoLLop- 


He dressed like a gentleman I’ve 
For the girls in the nursery kept him 


OYE are threatened with more theatres, .as if we 
had not.enough already —more than audi- 
ences fill, more than critics can keep up 


that the new houses are to be built by people 
who can hardly have forgotten the smell of 
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affairs very well; and, although a Public Dinner is not exactly the 
feast of reason and the flow of soul a literary assembly should be, stil] 
it is a British institution, and one that can no more be avoided by a 
body like the Press Fund than hooping-cough by a baby. There is 
no other way of doing the thing. As the writer of “ Passing Events”’ 
in the Sunday Times has observed with his accustomed shrewdness, it 
would not do to imitate the Dramatic Féte. I think it unfair of the 
journals mentioned above to fall foul of a society originated by, com- 
posed of, and governed by literary men, while they spare the Literary 
Fund—I trust not from any snobbish deference to the noble swells 
who are kind enough to appoint themselves a Board of Guardians for 


asylum for inspired idiots. —) 

Tue writers in the Saturday Review, who pen their leisurely essays 
in their comfortable studies, surrounded by books of reference, aro 
wont.to be severe on the ordinary journalist who has to write against 
time, how, when, and where he can. It appears, however, that even 
the leisurely essayist is not infallible. As a matter of curiosity, I 
marked the blunders in the Saturday of June 13th, and here are one 
or two of them :— 

‘‘ What is the touch of babies’ dimpled fingers, or the rosy kisses of babies’ lips, 
compared to the pleasure,”’ etc. 

Well, Mr. Saturday Reviewer—What is the rosy kisses, anyhow? 
But here is a better instance, because it occurs in a lecture on com- 
position :— 

‘If an Emperor may claim to be super grammaticam, a peer muy by virtue of 
his coronet rise superior to orthography, and the t ctitious nobleman’s spelling and 
caligraphy is said to be searcely cqual to his sentiments.” 


To such a sentence we can only add—if they (spelling and caligraphy) 
is scarcely equal to a nobleman’s sentiments, the writer's grammar is 
scarcely equal to his pretensions. Apropos of blunders, there was a 
funny one in the Daily Telegraph's report of Risk ALLAnH’s action 
against it. The D. 7. made Senszant Parry say, “The correspondent 
and the writer of the leading article were shrouded in that enormity in 
which writers for the press desire to screen themselves.’’ ‘The word I 
italicise should have been “anonymity”’ of course, but I suppose the 
reporter, sub-editor, and editor who passed the mistake thought it 
referred to the “big’”’ talk for which the D. 7. is notorious. 

Mr. Joun Piven, in his. Story of a Blind Inventor (Tweepre), 
gives us a narrative of real life that is as absorbingly interesting as a 
romance. I have seldom read anything more touching from its 
very simplicity than his description ef the young lad learning by slow 
but sure degrees that he was travelling “from light into darkness ’'— 
from sight to blindness. Itis.impossible not to sympat@se with his 
distress, with the nervous terror which makes him try to keep the 
coming calamity a secret.even from himself if possible. In spite of a 
few passages in which Mr. Purmmer has ridden a hobby a little too 
hard, the book is one that few, having taken it up, will lay down until 
they have read it from beginning to end. 

A very laudable novelty has been published by Messrs. Wyman 
AND Sons, in the shape of The Architect’s, Engsuser’s, and Butlding- 
Trades’ Directory, a tome so huge that but for the clearness and com- 
prehensiveness of its arrangement it would be unwieldy. As it is, the 
scheme is so simple and intelligible, no time is lost in finding what 1s 
required. It isa provincial as well as metropolitan guide, and is so 
arranged that a London architect who wishes to erect a building in 
the country has but to turn to his nearest town and find a list of all the 
tradesmen he requires for the undertaking. ‘The volume is turned out 





the relief of literary paupers—a Committee of Managers for acharitable | 


handsomely, with red edges anda “well-designed: cover, so as to look | 


like a drawing-room book. 


‘‘ Limited Liability” or ‘* Co-operation.” 
So many companies seek liquidation, 
Which “limited ”’ risk to their shareholders liable. 
What is the meaning of ‘‘ Co-operation ?’’— 
English, you see, is a language so pliable. 
What is the difference, gladly I’d know, 
’T wixt Co-operation and Limited Co. ? 


Ne Pius Ultra. 


Way is the Gold Coast the best place to go to to have your leg cut | 


off ?—Because you will find the knee-grows there. 


TAKE CARE OF THE PENCE, THE POUNDS WILL ‘TAKE CARE OF 
THEMSELVES. 


Tu1s is doubtless the reason why shopkeepers in giving change 


wrap up the coppers in paper, a mark of distinction never accorded to | 


gold and silver, 


A BLISSFUL TIME FOR ToRIES.— WHEN “all's blue.” 


} 
! 
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MRS. BROWN IN AMERICA. 


Domestic Matters. 


with me a thinkin’ as it would look werry ’andsome. 


was to ’ave sleeves put in.” 
“Oh,” she says, “I guess as you'll match it easy enough.” 


sure as I could carry the colour in my eye, as the sayin’ is, 
It was only the week arter as Mrs. Arsurr ‘ad ‘spoke, as bein’ in 
a shop along with Mrs. Sxrpmorg, I asks ’er about the welwet. 
“Qh,” she says, “black welwet is black welwet, all over the world.” 
I says, ‘‘ Oh dear no, for there’s welwetine and cotton welwet.” 
‘“‘Oh,”’ she says, ‘‘ask for silk welwet, and that must be right.” 
I says, “ I'll look atit.” So the young man, he brought down a box. 
I says, ‘‘I can’t see it in the dark,’ and should like it took to the 
door, but there was a good many in the shop, so I didn’t like to ask 
‘im, as is not at all obligin’ in their ways. 
Mrs. SxrpMors she says, “ That’s the shade ;”’ and, she says “It'll 


in all ;” and afore I could say a word ’ardly, if that young man ‘adn't 
cut it off, and as come to jest ard on fourteen shillings in ’onest money, 
as is four dollars and a ’arf. 

I had a misgiving as it were not right, but when we got’ome the 
gas were lighted, and it looked all right, so I give it to Mrs. Arsutr 
as were there and jest a-goin, but as I wanted the cape partikler for 
the next day, through a-going to a funeral, as were Mrs. Skipmore’s 
father-in-law, a dirty old miser, and a downright ’appy release, I says 
to Mrs. ArnutrT as it would be a favour if she’d do it at once, and 
through being that good-natured, she took off her bonnet and cloak, 
and set down to it on the spot, though tired. 

She did not make a long job on it, as was all finished by nine 
o’clock, and looked werry well finished off with a bit of lace, though 
it didn’t quite set to my fancy, and the sleeves was short; but Mrs. 
Arsutt said as I’d better wear it, and she could alter it any time. So 
I went to bed quite light-’arted a-thinkin’ my cloak as good as new. 

We was up afore daylight, as the old man was to be buried early, 
and I got through with my breakfast by gaslight, ready dressed all 
but my cape, as I put on at the werry last, and got into the car as was 
to take me, though it was ’ardly daylight. 

I thought it was a-goin’ to be a ‘eavy day, but we ’adn’t got werry 
far when the sun came up a lovely mornin’. I ’appens to look at my 
arms, and you might ’ave knocked me down with a feather, as the 
sayin’ is, for if them sleeves wasn’t purple, and no more a match than 
nothink. 

I says to Mrs. Sxrpmore, “I must go back.” 

She says, ‘‘Oh, don’t leave me, as can’t go into that ’ouse alone, 
through not ’avin’ spoke to one of the family for years.” 

I says, ‘“‘ Look at my sleeves as don’t match.” 

If she didn’t burst out a-larfin, but says, ‘Never mind, nobody 
won't notice.” . 

Well we got to the ferry, as were all crowds and confusion and carts 
a-crossin’, and Mrs. SkrpMorz she rushes down and gets aboard the 
boat just as it were off like steam, and leaves me behind. 

I spoke to the party as looks arter them boats, and he says, “I 
reckons you're all right, for there’s only part of the funeral gone 
over, and the rest is a-coming down the ’ill.”” __ 

So jest then up comes some carriages a-waitin’ for the next boat, as 
they starts every ten minits. So I.asks a man as were at the gate, 
“is this the funeral as was to be at the ferry at ‘arf-past seven as the 
clock were on the stroke of ?” 

He says “ Yes.” 


I says, “I’m a-goin’. ; ; . 
“ Well,” he says, “ Hurry up then, for these is the last carriages, 


80 he opens the door of one of them coaches, as there wasn't but three 
inside on, and in I gets jest as that carriage was a-goin’ into the ferry 
boat, and off we was. 

Oh, the smell of sperrits in that coach was enough to knock you 
down ; and the parties inside was a-’olding their andkerchers to their 
faces,-a-pretendin’ for to weep, as was all their ’umbug; they didn’t 
say nothink for ever so long; at last one he passes a flask bottle to 
another,-as drinked out of it behind the ’andkercher, but never adn’t 
the manners for to offer me a drop, though I felt wery faint. 

So I didn’t say nothink till we'd got a long way, and at last I says, 
“ Are we far off, sir ?” 











I pon’ think as I ever were more mad in my life tha 

niIw 
my welwet cape as were a beauty, as I’d bought in London crise 
jest as the woather set in too ’ot to bear it, and avin ’ecard say as 
Merrykee were that cold, as it would be sure to come in, brought it 


Someow that cape never did fit me comfortable over the shoulders 
and Mrs. ARBUTT as is always a-workin’ at Mrs. SKIDMORE’S sewin. 
machine, a8 makes as much noise as a water-mill, though certingly 
werry conwenient, as ’ll make every think down to button "oles and 
all, she says to me, “that cape of yourn would fit fust-rate if you 

“Yes,” I says, ‘‘but’owever could I match the welwet, as is real silk ?”’ 


I says, ‘‘I ’as my doubts,” but thought as I’d try ; makin’ pretty 


take three quarters of a yard for each sleeve, as ’ll bea yard and a ’arf 
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So the party as I spoke to he looks at me and says, “about 


’arfway.”’ 

I says, ‘‘ Where to?” 

He says, “‘ The symetry.” I says, “I’m a-goin’ to the ‘ouse.” 

‘‘ Why,” he says, “ we've left there.’’ 

I says ‘‘ Never.’ 

He says ‘ Yes.” 

*‘ Well then,”’ I says, “I’m in the wrong berry n’, as am a-goin’ for 
to foller old Mantiys.” 

They says, ‘“* We're a-berryin’ Mantua Brown, is was found froze 
to death with her ’ead burnt off agin ‘er own stove- ‘peas ‘ad gone out 
through ’er a-fainting in the back kitchen.”’ 

It give me sichaturn. SoI says, “Then I must get out;” and 
‘ollers to the coachman, as wouldn't stop for ever so long, and then 
put me down in all the slush and filth, and drove off without ever 
a-telling me even where I was, as was like a ’owlin’ wilderness knee- 
deep in snow, and the wind enough to take your ’ead off, and rain 
a-coming on with a rapid thaw, and that ’ot the welwet cape 
as I couldn’t ardly walk under, and no umbrella, and a-slippin like 
‘mad over that snow as were froze ’ard with water on it. 

As luck would ’ave it, I know'd the address where Mrs. SxrpmMore’s 
father-in-law ’ad lived, and through askin’ of a perliceman, found as a 
car would take me close by, so thought as I'd go and find Mrs. 
SKrpMoRE, and could go ’ome together. 

Well, I gets to the ouse, and the door was opened by a party as 
were unbeknown to me, as says, “* Walk in.” 

So in I goes into the parlour, as were werry full, and I says, ‘* Excuse 
me, but I’ve come for Mrs. Sxrpmorg.” 

Some one says, *‘ Sit down.” 

So down I set, and then some one give me a somethink to drink, as 
I certingly did want. So after that I looks round, and says, * Where- 
ever is Mrs. SkrpMoRE?”’ 

The party as I were a-setting next says, ‘‘ Gone to the devil.” 

I says, “For shame to speak like that at a funeral, as might be 
mistook for meaning of the departed.”’ 

‘“Oh!”’ says the lady, as smelt werry strong of whisky, ‘‘ there 
ain’t no fear of that, for he was a good soul as ever lived.” 

I says, ‘ Oh, indeed !”’ a-knowin’ as he was very different. 

She turns to me, and says, “‘ Whatever are you a-smilin’ at ?” 

‘* Well,”’ I says, ‘‘ I have heard say as he was a queer one.”’ 

She says, ‘‘Oh indeed! have you?” she says, “I ain’t ’eard much 
about him.” 

“ Well,” I says, ‘‘ I’ve been told as he was a downright old wagger- 
bone, as treated his wife like a gallows-slave, and ‘is children like as 
if they was born porters.” 

She says “‘ Werry likely ; but,” she says, “who told you?” 

Well, I didn’t think much about it; and says, ‘‘ Oh, I know as it’s 
true, for’is own daughter-in-law, as is Mrs. SkrpMorg, told me as he'd 
robbed ’er ’usband.” 

‘‘ Then,” she says,’’ “she’s a good-for-nothin’, lyin’, double-faced 
hypercrit’, as ’ave been ’ere a-cryin’ and a-goin’ on, and a-makin’ of 
it up with everyone, and a-keepin’ all round a-declarin’ ’as she'd never 
spoke a word agin’ the old man, as she loved like a father.” 

“ Well,” I says, “if it’s made up that’s all right.” 

‘“No,”’ she says, “if she told you what you've told me she is a 
double-faced creature.” 

“Oh,” I says, “ let it drop.” 

‘* No,” she says, ‘‘ I won't.” 

Well, jest that moment in comes Mrs. Sxipmorg, and if that woman 
didn’t set on ’er and call ’er all the names, and told ’er as I’d been and 
told ’er about ’er abusin’ the old feller. 

Mrs. Sxkipmore she turned on me and said as I were a mass of 
inventions and lies, and ’ad been drinkin’, as was wot they'd all been 
at, and a nice riot they all set up at me, a-calling me a dirty old 
swaddler, and all manner, andif they didn’t take and shove me 
slap out at the street door, after a-crushin’ in the crown of my bonnet 
and pushin’ and hittin’ me about till I was glad for to escape, and get 
’ome best way as I could. 

My welwet cape was reg’lar ruined, so all as I can do will be to’ave 
it dyed, as ‘ll take a fresh black, though them sleeves was that tight 
across my chest as nearly stifled me, and must come out, and was put 
in that badly as they tore out under the arms. 

I was a nice figger when I did get ’ome, and it was all very well for 
Mrs. Skrpmore for to come in and say as I ’adn't business for to 
repeat what she said. No more, pre’aps I adn’t, and but for that I 
never would have stopped in ’er house, and as to that cape if they 
didn’t take and dye it aliver colour, and never looked decent no more 
as was wexing to have it spil’t like that, as may pre’aps cut up for a 
bonnet some day. 

Mrs. Skrpmore didn’t get no good by ’er artful ways, for the old 
feller 'adn’t left her a penny piece, and none of them as got his pro- 
perty would give her a farthin’, and then she turned round and give 
‘em a bit of ’er mind as proved as I wasn't telling no falsehoods, as is 
a thing I despises. 
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“SPARE, OH, SPARE!” 
Damsel of Ten (looking at brooch) :—“ Wuat 18 THIS IN yoUR BROOCH, AUNTY ?” 


Aunty :—“ Tuat, MY LovE, 1s soME or Uncie RicHarb’s HAIR!” 
Damsel of Ten (innocently) :—“ Law, Aunty, I piwn’r THINK Uncig RICHARD COULD SPARE ANY!” 
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A WELCOME. Philosophy in Sport. 































, We confess we have been a little staggered in our attempts to 
Here's a welcome to you, Professor, understand the following advertisement clipt from the English Mechanic 
Arrived on the English strand ; of the 6th instant :— 


For your songs across the Atlantic 


° ° : * : 4in., 
In the tongue of the mother-land. A PHILOSOPHY, with Hind Wheels 4ft. 2in. diameter. Four Wheels 3ft. 4 


will carry four men. Willing to exchange or sell.—Address, G. L., Post- 


ce 


Your lyrics are loved of the household office, ets. 7 
That knows no Academy’s law :— , We have heard of people in want of a good working religion, but a 
One hand’s warm pressure is better philosophy on four wheels—the hind ones over four feet in diameter— 
Than a whole world’s distant awe. is something never dreamt of in our philosophy. Then, again, we 
: . could understand that a sound philosophy should carry conviction 
It's cold in the clear blue ether, _ rather than carry merely four men. What would “G. L.” propose 
That the king of the eagles achieves :— to take in exchange for it P—a new Science jewelled in four holes, and 
But the swallows have endless summer, warranted quiet to ride or drive? Or an Art on four legs that will 
And build close under our eaves. fetch and carry, and whistle two or three tunes, a handsome brass cage 
And the voices that bid you welcome included? Ora Manufacture, double action, Cortarp and CoLLARD, 
Are many, and tender, and true— upright, accustomed to the care of children, and no objection to ee 
They'd not shout for the best of the poets orcountry? Ora Religion, with patent horizontal escapement and al 
As loud as they’re hailing you! the latest improvements, suitable for double harness, and willing to 


| Cons tn ee le make itself generally useful ? ae" 
Wh Sak ae a ta There are lots of people who would be happy to purchase so handy 
ere your household words are dear ; a hobby as a four-whecled Philosophy. Philosophy! By Jove, we ve 





| —— want =— oe = guessed it! ‘G. L.” means a Velocipede. 
The poet who taught “ Resignation,” The Agricultural Mind. 


Who sang us the “ Psalm of Life ’— 
You are dear to them all, Professor, 
Child, parent, husband and wife! 


_ Oty Turntprors declares that the grand Maritime Exhibition held 
in France is an utter absurdity. Of course (he urges) only an 
agricultural show should be held at Havre de Grass. We suppose he 








Aye, let Universities seat you | would expect to find among the cattle what SrerHeNnson would have 
| In Temples of Honours and Arts :— called the “ coo de grass.” 
The people of England, Sir, greet you, ' 
And open the doors of their hearts. Tue Lanp ror THe Sruprovs.—Hallam-shire. 1 
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Or, Giving np the Old House. 
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Jon 27, 1868.] 





A MADEMOISELLE SCHNEIDER! 


Ou! ScuneipEr! Scunemer! why delay ? 
We're really dying of ennui, 
I really shouldn’t like to say 
What pleasures you’ll afford to me! 
The theatres have nothing new 
To tempt us any night from home; 
Our hope, then, culminates in you, 
So, fascinating Scuneiwex, come! 
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But is it true, sweet, after all, 
That lucky galleries and pits 

Will see you chaff poor Greg and Paul, 
And thrash unmercifully Fritz ? 

Say, will you sing the Sabre song, 


FUN. 
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‘* Dites,”’ anything to me or “lui.” —— Te lj 
Oh! ScuneipeER, darling, don't be long, = =< Yj 


We'll welcome you most heartily ! 


The airs are ringing in my ears 
What once at the Variétés 
I heard ; now melting one to tears, 
Now calling forth some French Hooray! 
In England I’m afraid you'll lose 
Co-operation of Dupuis; 
But who for your sake would not choose 
To sacrifice the cast ?—we’ll see. 


We want to show these little folks, 
Whose mere pretensions makes one sick, 
How faithfully you give your jokes, 
And meaning comprehend of * chic.” 
We want to show them how to dance, 
And how to laugh, and how to sing; 
So, Scuneiper, steal away frem France 
And we will cheer like anything! 


Sn SUNN 


. 


But, Scnneiper, having come, remain, 
Our unromantic stage to grace ; 

La Grande Duchesse, La Belle Hélne, 
And Orphi—in a naughty place— | 

By you interpreted and drest, | 
Will far more tantalizing be! 

Come, Scuyerper, then, and do your best 
To-warrant all this eulogy! 


OUT AND ABOUT. 


Tue Handel Festival at the Crystal Palace has this ycar been a 
greater success than ever. Better arrangements were made to ensure 
the comfort of the audiences, and acoustical aids and improvements were 
adopted. A Hanne firework night on Saturday week—and one of the 
best and largest displays—was a new feature. Had it been possible to 
order a slight breeze to blow away the smoke, the exhibition would 

ve been perfect. 

The performance of the ‘“‘ Messiah” was an unalloyed treat. Mapz- 
MOISELLE T1TreENs, Mr. Sims Reeves, and Mr. Santiey sang the solos 
entrusted to them admirably ; and were audible, almost throughout, 
even in the topmost gallerics. But, undoubtedly, the grandest effect 
was produced when the whole orchestra-full of chorus burst out in 
One voice. It must have been a very dull nature that did not thrill as 
the eloquent thunder of the Hallelujah Chorus rolled so loudly. 

n the intervals of the performance, while the ear rested, the eye | 
found occupation in wandering over the audience, which, viewed from | 
€ galleries, had the appearance of a very brilliant specimen of | 
bedding-out, in which mauve and blue plants were predominant. 
nother curious sight was the simultaneous movement, during the | 
Performance, of the bow-hands of the violinists. The only thing to be | 
compared with it is the sudden flash of the Grand Stand at the Derby | 
when the horses go by, and all the faces, with one consent, turn to | 
look after them. The authorities, by the way, have a bone, or rather | 
ones, to pick with their printers, who announced in the programme 


that Mr. Sanriey would sing “Let. us break their bones,” instead of | 


“bonds,” a ludicrous slip..." 
The Royal boxes were decorated admirably ; the front of the centre | 
compartment was literally eushioned with cut flowers, most exquisitely | 
arranged—a novel and graceful feature, which will bear 1epet- | 
tion elsewhere under similar circumstances. ; | 
e number of visitors—very many of them being, evidently, our | 
Cousins from the provinces—was enormous; and the run on the 


| refreshment department was commensurately large—in fact, the 
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| “ Hamlet” is always oo fun. 
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SHARP PRACTICE. 


Mr. Capias (returning from sessions) :—‘“ Wuy pip I TAKE 8UCH AN UN- 
PROFESSIONAL FEE AS A PALTRY TWO*AND-SIX, Mr. K. Say, ror DEFENDING 
THAT POACHER? WuHy you COULD NOT HAVE TAKEN MORB, FOR IT WAS 
EVERY FARTHING HE MAD IN THE WORLD 


‘devouring element” overflowed into the courts. Cold fowl and 
champagne were observable in Egypt, and it is rumoured that sand- 
wiches and bitter beer penetrated as far as the Alhambra. 

The only casualty we noted was in the case of a chivalrous gentle- 
man who was attacked by spasmodic movements of his right arm and 
hand (in which he held a fan), the symptoms continuing throughout 
the whole performance. Should the interesting sufferer have survived 
the seizure, he might be appointed our consul at Japan, where his 
sustained power of fanning would gain for his country the respect and 
admiration of all the Daimios. 

Of the performance of Hamlet at the Prinoess’s the other day we 
regret we cannot express unlimited approval. 

When we have said that Mr. ALLERTON’s legs look very pretty in 
black silk stockings and that he is evidently.a gentlemaniy young man, 
we have really. said everything,in hisfavour. He.is ignorant of acting, 
and still more ignorant of Suaxespgzare. A schoolboy saying some 
hundreds of lines of ‘‘repetition’’ is the best comparison we can make 
to Mr. ALLERTON’s “ Hamlet.’’ This was not pleasant for the audience, 


| go the audience disappeared as soon as it courteously could. When 


Mx. ALLERTON sees—as the public will soon induce him—that he is 


| not a great actor, and that the Thames sternly refuses to be set on fire 


just yet, he will quietly descend to.the ordinary frock coat and light 
trouser line of modern comedy, in which gentlemanly men are inva- 
riably welcome and honestly appreciated. A scratch company for 
The Polonius and Rosencrantz at 
the Princess’s relieved the tediousness of the evening and called down 
every now and.then some of those genuine bursts of laughing which 
are so excessively pleasant, because no doubt they ought to be restrained. 
It is quite certain however that without Polonius and Rosencrantz 
and—we will say Guildenstein—on this occasion ‘‘ Hamlet’’ would 
have been voted a bore. Muar. Suore played Horatio, and Miss EL- 
worTHyY the Queen, with the same care they bestowed on them under 
the Fechter management at the Lyceum, but on the whole we remem- 
ber to have seen “ Hamlet”” better performed by a few ’prentices ina 
back street in Soho! 
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PERIPATETIC PAPERS: 
Wednesday, June 24. | 


to the name of this series of observations, 
‘ called a series the first of which hath not 
in nudibus or the cloud-land - a 7 
in P— sing it for granted that I have projected, reflected, or 
ed ee such scneatenation as may hereafter be entitled to 
be named “ series,” then I have added to that general title of the whole 
work the particular designation “‘ Peripatetick,” and for the following 
reason. That Iam as it were a representative of that ancient sect of philo- 
sophers whose cogitations were most profound, their reasoning the most 
acute, while they were upon their feet, as though the finer spirits and 
humour of the body had by that exercise of continual walking been kept 
so perfectly in motion that they mingled with the subtle essences of the 


Speetator, No. 636. 
Whur I should have gi 

—and yet how can that 

yet been produced except 


brain and provoked them to a determinate action. Let this be as it 
may, the Peripateticks always had a remarkable attraction for me, and | 


from very early years—I am an old man now,—I have used myself to 
such peregrinations that not even the most famous representatives of | 
antiquity made better use of their legs, unless, indeed, we regard the | 
fabulous beings called Centaurs as real living creatures, when I grant 
you that they, having four legs to my two, may have beaten me by a 
league or so,—but I wager that any man with the ordinary number of | 
limbs and no more, shall have small advantage over me in a long, | 
steady journey at a good, easy pace; and I am thus bold to assert my- 
self although I have never been twenty miles out of London in my life, 
the most part of my travels having been confined to the suburb of | 
Bayswater westward to Stratford-le-Bow in the East, and from Mus- | 
well Hill to Norwood the other way. 


Now, there are those who make a virtue of admiring the country and | the deep sea,—and glimpses of strange finny creatures t 


can scarce discriminate between a good life and 
though fresh butter and new eggs should not only be the emblems of 
that innocency of conduct that doth befit swains dwelling in rural 
pleasures, but had in themselves some occult power of restraining the 
very passions and evil humours of mankind. In a like mannerI have 
seen persons admiring a fine scene, look out upon it with a deep sigh 
and a beatific expression of visage as though the very act of apprecia- 
tion rendered them virtuous and superior others whose transports 


a rustick one, as | 


~ 


[Jone 27, 1868, 


from having taken a small house near to the tavern known as the Red 
Cap, by Saint Pancrass, doth walk on to Hampstead, and thence look 
toward London, sighing over the aspect of the City, and with a smug 
smile delighting himself that he is of a more exalted and rarified nature 


than the rest of mankind. Mancoxprvs, on the other hand, believes | 
in no place that lies less than a hundred miles from the City, and when | 


he comes to town on business will almost starve himself because he 
doubts everything eatable to be found in our markets, even though 
they must many of them have come from his beloved country. 

For my part, I believe there is in the world no more picturesque, 


virtuous, clean and healthful place than this great London—no, not | 


in the whole world—and I could take you a walk not more than a mile 
round your office, where a surprising number of scenes should be pre- 
sented to you which if we had agreed to call them the “ Rialto of the 
Thames viewed from the Fox-under-the-Hill by Moonlight,”’—or, 


“the old Convent Garden of St. Bryde at early morning with market 
people bringing in the flowers for the festa,”—or, “ the Hotel de Ville | 
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and Bourse at Midnight,”—or, “the ancient Gate at Byllinge in the | 


river street, with vessels unloading from the Doggerbank,’—if you 
would look at these things with an unprejudiced eye, they might be 
maintained against any, even the finest, of the scenes that are now 


/hung out of sight in our great Portrait Gallery at Trafalgar- 


square. 


This is so much the case with our fish market that I love to wander 
| about there and note the scene, especially when the smacks and | 


yachts lie by the quay, for it seems to me that just as one may a 
a fine breath of hay-scented country air strolling in some of > 
innyards, and be blown with strong mountain breezes in the chure f 
yard of Saint Paul, so at Billingsgate there are whiffs and freshets ot 

hat may tax’ 
one who hath the faculty of imagination down to those very cont, 
caves and seaweed-hung halls of the Tritons where Nereids - 
| Mermaids play and comb their wind-blown tresses as they oT 
| the song that sendeth the mariner to his destruction. And so I = 
that I have got to the end of my paper without much about my ! , 
| patetick philosophy after all ;. but I may teli you as between pee tee 
| me and one who shall be nameless, that the whitebait and the macKer 


| 
| 


. : ; are both fine this year. They have not these in the country. So no more | 
had less of demonstration. It is so with my friend Acantavs, who | of your Periwinkle—nay, a plague on’t, Peripatetick.—HeLioTRore 
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LOOKS INTO BOOKS. 


| APPRECIATIVE and unpretentious books of travel, which give us the 
' notes and notions of tours in new districts within touring distance, are 
over welcome to the British public, given as itis to taking holiday. trips 

Lapy DI BEAUCLERK’S Summer and Winter in Norway ( Murray) will 
therefore be well received, as it deserves to be, for its kindly chat 

about the land of lake, fjord, and mountain, for its vivid descriptions 

of local customs and scenery, and for the fun and good temper with 
which the unavoidable mishaps of foreign travel are recorded. The 
| illustrations are graphic and really illustrative, and the book as a 
| whole is admirably turned out, with D1ana’s trophy in gold on a cover 
of true hunting green. 

Mx. T. Axnotp supplies a much-needed compendious history of 
| English literature in Chaucer to Wordsworth (Mursy). He criticises 
| the writers of all ages in a broad and generous spirit, and selects 
| admirably the passages he givesas examples of style. We can heartily 
| recommend the volume as a convenient hand-book, accurate and 
| discriminating :—we know of no similar work so suited for use in 

schools. It is to be hoped that now when this volume is ready to 
| their hands, masters of schools will correct an omission which has too 
_ long been noticeable in our system of education—the omission of all 
| study of English literature and its history. Mx. Axnophas succeeded 
completely in adapting his style to boys and in avoiding the two 
dangers of which he speaks in his preface— the danger of sinking into 
bibliography and the danger of soariag into philosophy. 

Notes on the Royal Academy Exhibition (Hotren), by Messrs. 
RossetT1 and Swinsurnez, will be widely read. If the critics have 
erred on either side of the jines, guos ultra citrague nequit consistere 
| rectum, it is on the side of mercy. They are a little too lenient, in 
fact, in some cases. Mx. Swinpurne is less satisfactory than Mx 
| Rosserti—a little given to gush and alliteration instead of criticism. 
| Mz. Rossett1 writes soundly and argues fairly, but must have been 

reading the Daily Telegraph too studiously when he penned the sentence 

about “The crash of fate reserved in the cerebral convolutions of the 
| future Kine Rienarv.’’ Such writing is unworthy of him, however 
well if may suit what the Standard aptly designates the Gaily 
| Bellowgraph. 
| Anew edition of that admirable little handbook, Carter’s Practical 
| Gardener, deserves notice for a new feature—the coloured designs for 
flower-beds, showing arrangements and combinations of hues produced 
by bedding-out plants. Those who know what a vexed question is 
ng shall we lay out the beds this spring?” will appreciate this 
on. 








| Studded Shots. 


| Rrpiyine te a question on the above subject, Sin Joun PakineTon 
lately stated that the system was not to be abandoned. We regret to 
hear it. The studied shots fired away so freely from both sides the 
House in the debates of the present Session tend only to retard busi- 
ness and lower the House in the estimation of the country. 





Rate You Are 
|. A perry session has been held at the Vestry Hall, Kennington, to 
| hear summonses for non-payment'of rates. Between six and seven 
thousand summonses have been issued, and the poor people complained 
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A SORROW’S CROWN OF SORROW. 
(By an Ecpgrty Foaer.) 


To feel that never here below 
These pulses may revive to know 
The fresh young beat of longago— 
Nessun maggier dolore. 
To find that no to-morrow brings 
A draught of nectar from the springs 
Of youth and youth's imaginings— 
Nessun.maggior dolore. 
To know that all the olden time, 
The old ambition, half sublime, 


Is vain regret and empty rhyme— 
fessun maggior dolore. 


To see my locks becoming grey— 
My gout severer every day; 


To have my little bills to pay— 
Nessun maggior dolore. 


Hang -it all] 

Tue chances of the abolition of capital punishment—in Ireland, at 
least—would seem to be remote; The Government has hanged one or 
a Fenians already, and now it is proposed to suspend the whole Irish 

urch. 


To Persons of. Neglected Education. 
Ir is incorrect to assume.that a President of Hayti is necessarily a 
potentate of fourscore years of ages We are aware that a notion 
prevails to the contrary; but is, we believe, chiefly confined to the 


metropolis. 


A Colney Hatch-ment.. 

Tue attention of Mr. Tearrmeien; whose:Poultry Book establishes 
his reputation as an authority on thesubject, should bedrawa to the 
following extraordinary circumstance. A correspondent:writes to in- 
form us that one day last week:he found:something which, to all appear- 
ance, was merely a clay-pipe,.but.which ultimately proved to bea 


little foul. 








Answers to Correspondents, 


[We cannot return wnaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless thoy are 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope; but we do not hold 
owrselves responsible for loss.] 

MipsuH1PMITE.—The ballads will appear in a separate form shortly. 

JoHunxn WiLson.—We wish we could respect your opinion as much as we 
respect your good intentions. ae, 

Piors.—Baheds laughs at a Jew, we hope, for his faith. But his social 
qualities are fair game. When one gibbets.‘‘ The Snob,” or ‘* The Cad,” 
it is a question not of the belief, but of the behaviour of a class, 

VixENn.—Not up to the seratch. ae 

M. R. (Birmingham).—We are glad that the portraits in our cartoons 


are liked as well us like. 
B.—We recognise a hand familiar a year er so since. We do not receg- 





| greatly at the non-reduction of their rents by their landlords, and | yi. thi ore. 
: eee thirteen stamps and Rodinson Crusoe will be forwarded. 


were evidently hardly-used. It seems that Mu. Diskarui’s system of | 


personal-payment will lead to more abusing than ratiag. 





Done Browne. 


this year without having any legal remedy for the damage sustained. 
Until a reformed parliament amends the game laws all persons about 
to take farms will do well to get thoroughly posted up in a rule to be 
found in every book of arithmetic—“ Rabbit and Discount.” 





It is the very ‘‘ Whiching ” Hour, 
Ix the Times the other day we had a pleasant little variation of the 


Mx. Beare Browne writes to the Mark Lane Express complaining | is meint. 
that he has had two fields of wheat destroyed by neighbours’ rabbits | 


CARACTACUS, JUNIOR, seems to have misdirected his valuable MS. 
J. C. M. (Glasgow).—The book, as stated in our review, is published by 


Mesers. Lockwood and Co., to whom you sheuld apply. 
“ A SUBSCRIBER FROM THE Figst” should not be the last to see what 


Sorrow.—Unfortunately (for you) you are not the only person to be 
tered for, or we would make the alteration you suggest. 

J. R. (Castle Donnington).—Not quite. 

SHORTHAND WRITEK.— Will do in another form. 

OysTeR (St. James’s-street).—There is no opening for you. Besides, the 
‘tier’ which you considered « pearl of your own was dropt by some one 


Ise lon ; . 
iste Tenus.—You are right—the Roman de Row Don't be dis- 


ca 


| heartened. 


GuL1ELMUS evidently does not want the Will—but the power is wanting 


“and which ”’ have so eften had occasion to complain of , — to write comic . 
eh” blunder wo have ” ‘W. A. (Sunderland).—Don't waste “The Standard Life Office” 


tely. 

“The court was occupied to-day in the trial of two eases, but of which from their 
tomplicatien it is impossible to give a report.” 
When we consider the number of writers, paragraphists and others 
Who are still given to the use of this and-which-ious form of expression, 


We may be ernee perhaps, for so frequently making—to quote the 


Times—a “ Butt of which.” 





Tus Latest Darmiriox er “ Man.”—A_ tele-gram -inivorous 


| town; Nemo; B. B. 88; Jonas Cr 
| Throgmorton-street ; Edax et audax; Tumbler Pigeon; M. McS., West- 


| An Old Nuisanee; J.; AS 


hoe 
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stationery and our time. Buy a grammar instead. 
Declined with thanks:—J. A. H., Wolverhampten; D. G. C., Fleet- 
street; ‘‘Misto Sint Barnabus”; A Through Subscriber ; C. D., Monks- 
acker, Manchester ; Zummerzet ; 1. A. R., 


minster; R. C., Bayswater; A. B., Liverpool; N., Windsor; Peter 
Simple ; A Chin(on)ese ; Not 4 Joe; R., Bayswater; Nullius filius ; Druid; 
R. h. B.; W.J. G.; M. R.; Q., Coventry; Z.; An Old Reader; Y. Y. ; 
A Government Clerk ; One Soper P.L.T.; V. V.; Wimbledunian ; 
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THE DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—Wo. 68, 


‘“‘ Above us the sun laughs a pitiless laugh ’’— 
As the master of Roland (see Browning) once spoke— 
And he’s rapidly turning cur harvest to chaff— 
Which is really a little too strong for a joke. 
The parched hill and plain 
Cry out for the rain— 
Have cried out some weeks but till this date in vain— 






















1.—With a comical face— 
No trace of grimace— 
He set us all laughing again and again. 
His collection we know 
Was a strange sort of show, 
And the queen of his bosom was called Bersy Janz, 


2.—Born to the purple should he be. By whim 
Of nations’ purple’s cometimes borne to him! 


3.—Our earliest conjugation 
By Tom Moore’s calculation, 
When all our books 
ee Are woman’s looks, 
ADELpy, | And all they teach vexation ! 








BENre ii 4,—What Csar observed—let the critics confute us— 
EFT fit | On receiving a dig in the ribs from his Brutus. 
PAUL 5.—On a broom-stick— | 
EDFox Friend of Old Nick— 
bs a Hie up the chimney and fly away quick! 
= f | 6,—The very first thing that the deaf will remark, 
= #. As to what you observe should they be in the dark. | 
| h | 7.—Once a quarter by people well-off will be found | 
pi What the poor ragged beggar has all the year round, | 
idahe | | 
gn) A. ee 5, 
| Ri So.ution to Acrostic No. 66.—Giffard, Edmunds: 
: fi Gargle, Illuminated, Firm, Fen, Auburn, Raid, | 
- wn’ qi) Dizeresis. | 
| : Pi j | Correct SoLuTions or Acrostic No. 6%, RECEIVED 17th June:— | 
== ae }} $3.7 | Ruby’s Ghost; Old Maid. | 
—_—SSS ; —— | 
DOWN ON THE LITTLE ONE. Tue “Hor” Prosprer THis YEAR. — Abun- | 
After a long afternoon parade, little Smitu, going to the theatre, is disgusted to dance. 








HE NEVER SMILED AGAIN. 


He never smiled again—his li 

Were never wreathed with a merry. 
His mirth had suffered an eclipse, 

And he looked melancholy, very ! 


He never smiled again—his face 

From that sad hour was fixed so grimly, 
Nor sign of joy you there could trace, 

But only sorrow shadowed dimly. 


He never smiled again—beneath 

Their cruel power what griefs restrained him ? 
He'd been a martyr to his teeth— 

But, oh, it was not they that pained him. 


For he had lost them every one— 

Aye, one by one his jaws they quitted ; 
‘T'was then his business was done— 

He went to get his mouth refitted. 


And certain wicked dentists had 

(I think it right the world should know it) 
Pat ir. a set so false and bad, 

He never smiled lest he should show it. 


| learn that children in arms are not admitted. 


A Distinction. 


Ovr cynical friend Syzerspy seeing a new book announced under 
the title of Every Man his own Lawyer, suggested that a better name 
would be Every Fool his own Client. 


The Approaching Dissolution. 


A rorgIoN correspondent who has been struggling with the English 
newspapers writes to ask us how we can have the audacity to talk 
about the purity and integrity of our institutions when he ses that 
the whole “ House of Common is desirous of becoming dissolute ? 


Not Easily Swallowed. | 

Tue Paris papers announce a new disease called Haussmannite, pro- 

duced by the minute particles of stone, arising from the demolitions 

going on in Paris. These particles find their way into the bronchial 

tubes and produce a distressing cough. We English might fairly in- | 

vent a companion disorder—Thwaitesite ; for the doings of the Board 
of Works are always sticking in our throats. 


| 
| A TOAST AND SENTIMENT. | 
| May the New Wing of the National Orphan Home on Ham Common 

| never moult a feather! 








KIN GSEPORD’S 
OSWEGO PREPARED CORN, 


| For Puddings, Custards, Blanc Mange, &c. The original and genuine American preparation of Indian Corn. Established 1849. 


No similar article in America or England has the right to the title of ‘‘ Original.” 


| KEEN, ROBINSON, 
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BELLVILLE, & CO., LONDON. 






aaa 


aie 
27, 150°. 














aera i ae 





Te a cespeesdisemetneneenisoretnatni 
eee 


Jury 4, 1868.) 








JAMESINA’S FETE, 


OME along, ye men of muscle, 
_, come ye merry maidens too, 
Miles away Miss Jamesina to 
her home will welcome you. 
Would you know where she 
abideth? Ah! ’tis such a 

__ lovely spot, 

Girt around with water-lilies, 
fringed with blue forget- 
me-not. 

Turn your backs on iron rail- 
ways which would lead you 
to her home; 

All along the sunny river we will 
thither gladly roam ! 

Past the leafy hill of Richmond, 
famed for dinners, we will 
glide, 

Through the lock, our first en- 
counter, and the ending of 
the tide ; 

Past the Saxon town of Kingston, stucco-villa’d Surbiton, 

Where old Oxford's prowess lingers, where the pewter pots are won; 
Past that pleasant Ditton village, famed for gudgeon-fishing sport ; 
Past the ancient home of Wousgy, ever ’appy ’Ampton Court ; 

On to Weybridge and to Chertsey, Bells of Ouzeley—ah! some beer! 
On to where the playing fields and chaffing Eton boys appear ; 

Past the Royal town of Windsor, past the Brocas, we will row 

On to pleasant Monkey Island, where the lovely roses grow. 

Bother tide ! the stream runs fast—the toughest bit we’ve met, ’tis said ; 
Bray, distinguished for its Vicar, guides us on to Maidenhead. 
Clifden’s branches are so pleasant, here at anchor let us lie, 

Ere we venture on to Marlow, with its tale of puppy pie! 

Past old N ewnham and its abbey, monkish hall and ugly wells, 

Here at last is pretty Henley, where Miss Jamzsina dwells. 

For a mile above the Temple on the island, if you'll wait, 

You will see the guests assembled for Miss Jamesina’s féte 

From the Cam and from the Isis here will gather champions— 
Clerks from energetic London, Westminster and Eton’s sons. 
Though the sun their backs is broiling they will bend them for the spin, 
And the cheering from the women will proclaim the best men win. 
Come away from weary London. Won't you answer to my call? 
Come to Henley, where Miss Jamesina’s sure to welcome all! 


OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 
wanna 


J SEE the Saturday still persists in declaring— 








to judge from its practices—that a verb with 
two or more singular nominatives needs not 
to be in the plural—that, in short, ‘“ Jonzs and 
Rosinson is going to church” is model Eng- 
lish. I noticed an instance or so of this 
elegance last week. This week I learn that 
< sptatd ‘“‘the familiarity and carelessness of the penny 
post turns up.” 

A RESOLUTION has been framed by the Jockey Club to extend the 
consequences of default in stakes to default in bets. Quite right and 
proper too, says public opinion. But what a sign of the times such a 
resolution is. Horse-racing, which was always supposed to be kept 
up to improve the breed of horses, has become a speculation for the 
support of gamblers. Financing, in short, has quitted the Railway 
and taken to the Turf. Those members of the Club who love racing 
for its own sake would do well to discourage betting in every possible 
way if they wish to preserve the institution. It will be swept away 
ery wise " the advance of public opinion, and the enlarged powers 

® people. ; 

I suoutp think the Holiday Number of London Society will be a 
great success. It is illustrated plentifully, and, on the whole, well— 
though I could consent to dispense with the works of Messrs. Ex.is 
and CruicksHANK, jun., which are woodeny; but the drawings of 
Gitzgrt, Prxweit, Watson, Barnarp, and Lawson, are strong 
enough to carry a little weight to the post. There is some excellent 
Verse in the number, Mr. SawyzEr’s “ Rose Song” claiming the first 
prize. ‘* Nature and Art,” ‘‘The Margate Boat,” and “Summer in 
the City,” are capital. Apart from the amusing elements it contains, 
this special number has one or two practical articles on “The Theory 
and Practice of Recreation,” ‘ Hints on Hotels,” and a ‘‘ Comparative 
Estimate of Watering-Places,” that will be of value to intending 


vellers, 
In Tinsleys’ for July we have two good illustrations, one, of course, 


@ landscape. Would it not be as well to vary this piece de résistance at 
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times ? The novels go on well—one, “ Dr. Brady”’ (too good for an erdi- 
nary magazine public), reaches its regretted close. “At the Academy”’ 
18 too superficial and purposeless:—the rhymer had done better to 
leave it unwritten. A notice of Tennyson’s “Lucretius” is more 
laudatory than discriminative; but “‘ The Reviewer of the Period”’ is 
more than & counterblast to the Saturday scribe. ‘“ Sixpennyworth of 
Hilarity” is mere pudding, and “Died October the 4th” a bit of 
sham sentiment. Jeaders will rejoice over the restoration of “The 
Fashions” article. The Yankee who does “ English Photographs’’ is 
more abroad and idiotic than usual in his comments on English news- 
papers. He talks like the merest tyro when he complains that the 
dramatic critic of the Zimes is not an actor, and its art critic not a 
painter. But when he holds up for imitation the American press, on 
account of its early news, he shows, not the cloven foot, but the asinine 
hoof more clearly. Of course he does not notice—ii n'a pas de guoi— 
that the haste to be early with news is one of the causes that produce 
the ineffable blackguardism and libellous garrulity of his adored New 
York press. I repeat what I said last month, that it is a marvel to 
me that so respectable a magazine as Tins/eys’ should admit the erude 
rhodomontade of an American journalist who must certainly have 
quitted his native shore for want of employment, he admires it sv, 
that he would not have left it otherwise. 

THE Quiver this month shows better in point of illustration. Mn. J. 
D. Warson’s kneeling figure is fine, though it reminds us a little of an 
** Ash-Wednesday "’ subject of his drawn for either London Society or 
The Churchman’s. Mr. Hoveuton’s illustrations are excellent, but a 





little study from the life would have «a'wiated the gentleman’s im- 
possible length of thigh at page 737. Ttu...« the tone of the Quiver a 
mistake—it is too namby-pamby, and would be improved by the substitu- 
tion of a little real, manly, religious feeling, for the faint ‘‘}.0dy ’’-ness 
which now characterises it. This number of Cassell’s Magazine 1s excellent. 
The novel keeps up its strong interest, and the chapter headed “ Old 
Grindley ”’ is especially well-written and lifelike. 
“Wolf at the Door” finishes powerfully. Mn. James Greenwoop is 
to the fore, and there is a capital paper from Mar. Scupamoage (the 
father of Post-office Savings Banks and many other benefits to man) 
upon that curse of society, the advertising swindler. Anarticleon “The 
Last of the Charleys,’”’ with one of the best engraved pictures we have 
ever had in the magazine, swells the merit of the month, while the vers 


kn. Dutton Cook's 


better than usual. 
WOMANHOOD SUFFRAGE. 





WE stroll’d within the garden where we'd often strolled before, 

And her sweet meandering movements made me love her all the more ; 
We plucked the summer roses, as is usual I believe, 

And I think I ought to mention ’twas a very dewy eve. 


’T was pleasant—I confess it—to be walking by her side, 

With a dream of orange flow’rets and her presence as my bride ; 
So I whispered that I loved her, and I asked her there and then, 
Would she make me at St. George’s far the happiest of men ? 


And I pleaded for an answer, Would she bid me ask papa, 


And then hide her burning blushes on the breast of her mamma ? 
Or dispensing with her parents, would she take me on the spot, 
Or make answer, if disdainful, ‘‘ Gentle Sir, I’d rdther not ?”’ 
You can fancy I was startled when she said, in accents mild, 

‘¢ Your sex has treated woman up to this time like a child ; 

But we’re now to have the franchise, and I ask you, Sir, do you 
Hold Conservative opinions or adopt a Liberal view f”’ 

I was puzzled; it was awkward ; and I answered, I’m aware, 
By a very stupid silence and an idiotic stare ; 

But at length I plucked up courage, and I said “‘ Upon my oath, 
I’m a Liberal-Conservative and always vote for both.” 

‘‘ You pitiable creature,” then she answered, “it was well 

I asked you your opinions on politics to tell; 

I never will unite myself to one so mean of heart. 

Know, Sir! J am a Radical, and therefore we must part !”’ 

In vain I tried to argue, and I swore that she was right— 

I was game to love my Brapiaveu, and to cling to Beatesand Buieurt ; 
I even dropt obtrusively the manliest of tears— 

She scorned my swift conversion, and she answered me with sneers 
And never since that fatal day I’ve ceased to madly hate 

The thought of giving women any power within the State ; 

One only consolation now remains my heart to fill, 

The thought of claiming damages from innovating Mit! 





Don’t you Wish you may Get it? 
REFLECTING on the immense amount of specie in the cellars of the 
Bank of Emgland one cannot help thinking that ‘‘ stwmping Great 
Britain”? must be about the most profitable branch of oratory going. 


| 
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doings rife, 
With falchion, lance, 
or bill, 
Was fair Str ConraD 
TALBOTYPE, 
Of Talbotypetonne- 
ville. 


A KNIGHT for doughty 


His parents he had 
never known 
(The sting of many 


a taunt) ; 
| He had one relative 
alone— y 
A sweet, dyspeptic 
Saf, | aunt. 


A time must come when loving hearts 
Must partawhile—and lo! — 

S1r Conran into foreign parts 
As errant-knight must go! 


Some name to which he — be true 
He sought for near and far, | 

But with the maidens whom he knew 
He was not popular. 


Men jeered the knight who ne’er had been 
With love of maiden blessed, 

Till, mad with disappointment keen, 
His aunt he thus addressed : 


“‘ No longer shall such chaff inane 
Against my head be hurled ; 

If you'll allow me, I'll maintain 
Your charms against the world! 


“ All knights shall at thine honoured name 
In fealty bend the knee— 

From every errant I will claim 
His homage, aunt, for thee!”’ 


A tear stood in her widow'd eye, 
And thus outspoke the dame— 
“Oh, don’t you think you'd better try 
Some younger lady’s name ? 


‘For folks would chuckle if they should 
Discover I'm your aunt——’”’ 

‘‘T would,” said Conran, “if I could, 
But, then, you see, I can’t.” 

“Then go, my boy, with dauntless eye, 
My peerlessness maintain ; 

Make this your dreaded battle-cry, 
‘Kino Harry and Aunt Jang!’” 


> + * ” * 


“Ho! stand, Sir Knight, if thou be brave, 
And try thy might with mine, 

Unless you wish this trusty glaive 
To cleave thee to the chine!” 





OC ttt. tt tt. 


So spake Srr Conrap as he thrust 
His lance in gallant mode— 

Towards a knight in suit of rust, 
Who passed him on the road. 


The knight at words so boldly shaped | 
Stopped short and turned him round, | 

Then humbly touched his brow, and scraped | 
His foot upon the ground. 


“Ha!’’ quoth Str Conran, “ malapert! 
Dost think with threats to brave 

Srm Connan’s wrath, thou thing of dirt— 
Thou braggadocio knave ? 


“Srm Conran thus you may not daunt, 
Or make him hold his rein— 

Come—swear you never knew an aunt 
So fair as my Aunt JANE!” 


‘ Fair, sir,’ the Rusty One replied, 
‘‘ Indeed, I do not think 

I ever knew but one—who died, 
And all along of drink.” 


‘ Then own, thou braggart, by thy star, | 
Str Ta.notyPe replied, | 
“That my Aunt Janz is fairer far 
Than she who lately died!” 


The knight rejoined, ‘* Oh, do not cut— 
Forbear, my lord, to strike! 

I have not seen the lady, but 
I think it’s very like. 


' «To that belief—I own it free— 


I solemnly incline— 
No aunt of your’s could ever be 
So great a beast as mine. 


‘‘ She figured in Police reports 
Along of ‘ heavy wet,’ 

And was be-known at all the Courts 3 
As ‘ Coxybogy Ber’ !”’ 


“ Then sign this paper,’ Conran said, 
“Or there I'll stretch thee stark!” 

The Rusty One inclined his head 
And made his knightly mark. 


*‘Beshrew me! here’s a dullard wight, 
Gramercy, halidame ! 

Thou call’st thyself an errant knight, 
And canst not sign thy name!”’ 


“A knight ¢” exclaimed the Rusty One ; 
** Lor’ bless your honour, no! 

I'm only hired till set of sun 
To oin the Lonp Mayor’s Show! 


* * * * 


Sm Conran hied him home again 
As quickly as he could, 
Right-welcomed by his kind Aunt JANE 
And all the neighbourhood. 





He told them how, in foreign land, 
He fought that rusty buck; 

And though the maidens scorn his hand, 
They do not doubt his pluck. 


- 








AM I RIGHT? OR, HORNI-(OTHER)-MAN P 


Tue rest Tea Froat.—The first clipper home from China. 
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A SUPERFLUOUS QUESTION. 


Decidedly undiseriminating little Flower Girl :—“ WANT A BOUQUET FOR YOUR BUTTON-HOLE, 81R ?” 








| MapEMOISELLE SCHNEIDER herself was present, but we venture to doubt 
, ei ; OUT AND ABOUT. | it, since the lady pointed out as the great French actress, left her box 
Tur English version of the Grande Duchesse at the Olympic is a | in the middle of the second act, a discourtesy of which the original 
marked improvement in most respects upon the Covent Garden per- | Grand Duchess of Gerolstein would be incapable. 
formance. Mrs. Howarp Pavt is beyond doubt the only actress we | The long continuance of dry hot weather must, we suppose, be held 
have who can sustain the chief ré/e, requiring as it does not only | accountable for the poor display made at the Rose Show at the Crystal 
excellent singing of a difficult kind, but also humour, vivacity, and | Palace. With the exception of a few plants exhibited by Mr. Paut, 
chic, which latter word is but too often considered on the stage to be | the show consisted of “cut blooms”; and not very many of them, 
merely the French equivalent for “cheek.” Mxs. Pavt’s Duchess was | though some were remarkably fine specimens. Maréchal Niel, with its 
loudly applauded by a delighted but not surprised audience. Mzss | rich yellow petals, the sombre velvet of Prince Camille de Rohan, and 
Ucusta THomson was as good in Wanda as ever. In the absence of especially of Pierre Notting, the bounteous contours of John Hopper 
R. Harrison, Fritz was entrusted to Mr. Witrorp Morcan, who, | and Jean Gonjon were to be seen to perfection; and if we may judge 
Considering the short time he had to learn the part, acted very creditably. | from the numbers who made marks in their catalogues, the growers will 


Mr. H. Drayton was an imposing General Boom, Mr. Frank Matuews | owe many orders to the show. 
The Handel Festival ended as brilliantly as it began, and the per- 


a laughable Baron Puck, and Mr. Stoy.e a sufficiently foolish Prince | 
aul, Mr. Opgiu made a great deal of the small vé/e of Baron Grog. | formance of Israel in Egypt was perhaps the best attended of the series. 


1 
k. FrEp Payne as Nepomuc, with two other members of the clever | We are inclined to think that similar performances of the oratorios of 
in minor parts, did much to keep the fun going, and the ex- | other great composers—MenpELssoun, for example—would be very 
y graceful dancing of MapeMo1sELLE La Ferre created quite a popular, and bring funds to the Palace. The experiment would be 
| worth trying at any rate. 





family 
quisite] 
furore. Her rendering of what we suppose may be termed the 
national dance of our sprightly neighbours is as different as possible 

‘* Marry, not so!” 


_ - awkward antics of Finetre. The real cancan, no doubt, is, 
erall, as far removed from the street-boy, cellar-flap anticsof Finerre | Mr. Suaw Lerzvre wants to introduce a Bill to make the pr operty 


a8 from the finish h f MaprEmorseLte La Fertz’s move- : : ; 
ments. ae oe oe nak’ but the orchestra was by no | of women, earnings or savings, their absolute property after marriage— 
means up to the mark. Let us hope ‘hak by this time it has been | 2 other words, to deprive a husband of the power of contrelling his 
" reformed altogether.” The piece would be greatly improved by a | wife’s expenditure, and to make her a sort of business-partner. The 
bold use of the pruning-knife. ‘The libretto as given at Covent Garden result would be a es ake so Pwr wy eye tote = 
was unquestionably susceptible of improvement, but that improvement | 0W® clients would be the people who would suffer, after all. But then, 

not been effected by the garnish of “gagging” with which it is | 28 BeneEpDIck who is looking over our shoulder observes, women, when 
Row adorned. The viece . ‘11 doubtless a popular and as well | they look into shop windows, are often attacked by shawl-fever—and 

° Pp . | seem rather to like to suffer from it than otherwise. 


received as it was on the first night, despite a fe itches inse _ FT TO BLOOM N 
rc } : w hitch aa 4 cansiaisnetiannsiesiainsnunghegdememnsisentategaan 
from such an occasion. A large audience was assembled to wi BETTER HAVE BEEN LEFT TO BLOOM UNSEEN, 


Opening of the new Duchess’s campaign, and there were some notabilities 
Present, including M. Guerive eon k. It was also stated that|' Tue Desert Ain.—The camels are coming. Oh dear! 


Gh dear! 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 69. 


Tuey say that sailors are at sea on horses, 
Yet he is famous on the best-known courses. 
And, since he strives to sweep this clean,—“ Bravo!” 
To him—#8 % his namesake long ago: _ 
- | May this, if vyerdure clad, grow never dim, 
Defiled by shadows of the inky limb. 
Wt 


oh | i.—It’s a capital thing after work, 


lth bh Ana a capital thing when you play 


mY | At pool, 
HA Y. Asarule; 


But the fault of the day 


ey Ie this needful refreshment to shirk ! 


wa 
4 
/ 
ae 


2,—He was a Bey—but not the Risx 
Bicountera’ by the Daily T. 


eh // 
WY, 7 
iv i. A t, who at times would frisk, 


ou’ll find “‘a-mentionin’ of he.”’ 


$.—Treason, &8 somebody observes, by reason 
Of its success is not considered treason : 


;4.—That last quatrain expressed a sniff at seizer— 


ee — Well, then, if sound such arguments as these are, 
D> Se This seizer is not an illegal Cmsar. 


zl, | : 
A CUT AFTER DINNER. 


Gent. :—“ Now THEN, Mary, HOW MUCH FOR MY CALVES-HEAD ? 


Mary :—‘* Your catvges-HEAD! I SHOULD BE SORRY TO GIVE MUCH 


FOR THAaT!”’ 


Don’t sniff at this if you’d not be a sneezer. 
““* You'd make a mull of it in Scotland—and 
Be the wrong box in, here, in English land. 


Sotvrion or Acrostic No. 67.—yre, Free: Ethel- 
wolf, Yellowhammer, Re, Eyrie. 

Correct Soivttons or Acrostic No. 67, RECEIVED 24TH JuNE :— 
Whitley; Hades and Thomas; Barnaby Payle, B.A.; Durham 


: Longeclocketty ; C. L. P.; Tiny Tan; Boanerges; Tiny Ditton; | 
Ruby's G hot; se. Hertford; Three Carshalton Fools. - 


Cutting ! 
Mr. Conzarpér, in addressing the jury on behalf of 
the Daily Telegraph in the late libel case, said that the | 
D. T. style of writing was not pure English, but 
“written as Peter Pinpar’s razors were made, not so 
much to shave as to sell.” Well! he may be right—we 
don’t know how it sells, but we have certainly not 
noticed that the paper is remarkable for its “shaves. | 
ApvIcE To THE STUDENT IN THE ART OF SCULPTURE.— 
Go to Jerichau ! 


— 


———————. -————_— 
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MRS. BROWN IN AMERICA. 
(CONCLUDED.) 


I'm sure servants ‘as a nice time on it as goes out every Sunday and | 
Thursday all the arternoon, and won’t do this, and wili do the other, 
and ain’t no more idea of bein’ servants, not accordin’ to my notions, 
than I have of walkin’ for a wager. 

The 'Merrykins don’t never go to service theirselves, a-considerin’ | 
as they'd be a-lettin’ of theirselves down by it, and leaves all the work | 
for niggers and Irish, as is ’ard-workin’ but ain’t got no ’eads to | 
think with. 

As to niggers, I must say as they are very perlite and kind in their 
ways, but some’ow the Irish seems quite changed to what they are at 
‘ome, for I’m sure that time as I were in Dublin perliteness ain’t 
nothink to what they was to me; but ere they answers you like brutes, 
and is full of insults, and all because you’re English, asif anyone could 
‘elp what they was bred and born to, not as I’m one not to stand up for 
my country, and wasn’t a-goin’ to stand Mr. Sweeny swear at QUEEN 
Vicrorta and wish as ‘er ead was chopped off, as in course were only 
thro’ ’im bein’ far gone in liquor, but sounds werry hawful, and so [ 
said, as made Mrs, Matonsy mad with me and said as she ’ated 
England and the English. 

“Well, I says, “it’s lucky as you've got *Merryker to come to, and 
I’m sure nobody wants your love as in general ends in a fight,” and 
that’s why I didn’t care much about goin’ out St. Patrick’s Day, brt 
they all said as I did ought to see the processions as would be hawful 
grand, and so I said as I'd go tho’ in fear and trembling, for I believe 
as in general there's riots, as is what the Irish delights in, as don’t 
seem to make no difference, for they're as loving as ever when it’s over, 
only I shouldn’t care to come ’ome with my nose or my ear chawed off, 
not even tho’ it were bit off by a blood relation, as ‘appened to old Mr. 
McLeary, as is two sons jumped on, a-mistakin’ of him for their 
hun¢le, as was thro’ a few words as they ’ad over their grandmother's 


— neeeenenen . 


funeral, and not one on ’em out of the ’ospital yet except them as was — 


sent to prison. 


Not but what some on ’em is as mild as lambs, and that kind as | 
they’d share the last crust with you, and if it wasn’t for the drink | 
would be good Christians, asI heard one of their own ministers say a8 | 
give a lecture to ’em. : ; 

Not as some on ’em will ’ear reason, but talk downright foolish- 
ness the same as Mr. Furnicin a-wishin’ as they’d blowed England 
into the hair at Clerkenwell. ‘ 

So I says, “I’ve ’eard parties say as they wished Treland was 
under the water,” as I considers a werry improper wish ; but if Irish 
goes on agin England like that, why in course they must look out. 

But as to politics, { do hate the werry name on ’em, and the ’Merry- 
kins is mad about ’em, and is always a-interferin’ with what ain't 00 
business of theirn, and there was Brown a-tryin’ for to pacify them, 
as was a-quarrellin’ over their Presipent, as don’t seem to be much 
account, thro’ only bein’ a ignorant tailor, as is very much give " 
liquor, as I’ve ’eard say, and I’m sure I would not be their Queen, 20 


| was it ever so, as is a noisy lot, and all jaw and no brains, as the sayio’ 


is, and [ wouldn’t mind if they’d leave us alone, but is always a-say12 
as things is better in ’Merryker than elsewheres. ; 

I got that mad a-’earin’ of them go on a-sayin’ as Kings and Queens | 
is rubbish, and so is lords and ladies, so J ups and I says, They | 
certingly would be if you was to make anyone here a King or Gem, | 
or even a lord, for a many could remember them and their fathers an¢ | 
mothers a-landin’ without nothink but rags on their back.” a | 

So Mrs. SHarpin she says, a-lookin’ at me, “You ’old your ¢a¢ | 
werry igh, as is full of English hairs.” | 

I says, “No, mum, I am not, as knows my place, and respects my | 
betters.” Says she, “I don’t consider as I’ve got no betters. a | 

“Oh,” I says, “ indeed ; well, p’r’aps you're right, for I think V0 . ' 
all pretty well tarred with the same brush, as the sayin’ is, and I aM 
see no difference in you except as some on you ’ave got finer clot 
and bigger ’ouses.”’ 
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A CUT AFTER DINNER. 


Gent. :—“ Now THEN, Mary, HOW MUCH FOR MY CALVES-HEAD ?” 


Mary :—“* Your CALVE8-HEAD ! 
FOR THaT!”’ 





MRS. BROWN IN AMERICA. 


(CONCLUDED.) 


I’m sure servants ’as a nice time on it as goes out every Sunday and 
Thursday all the arternoon, and won’t do this, and will do the other, 
and ain’t no more idea of bein’ servants, not accordin’ to my notions, 
than I have of walkin’ for a wager. 

The ’Merrykins don’t never go to service theirselves, a-considerin’ 
as they’d be a-lettin’ of theirselves down 4 it, and leaves all the work 
for niggers and Irish, as is ’ard-workin’ but ain’t got no ’eads to 
think with. 

As to niggers, I must say as they are very perlite and kind in their 
ways, but some’ow the Irish seems quite changed to what they are at 

ome, for I’m sure that time as I were in Dublin perliteness ain’t 
no to what they was to me; but’ere they answers you like brutes, 


_ and is full of insults, and all because you're English, asif anyone could 
| ‘elp what they was bred and born to, not as I’m one not to stand up for 


my country, and wasn’t a-goin’ to stand Mr. Sweeny swear at QUEEN 
Vicroria and wish as ’er ’ead was chopped off, as in course were only 


_ thro’ ’im bein’ far gone in liquor, but sounds werry hawful, and so [ 


said, as made Mrs, Maroney mad wi i ° 
England and the English, th me and said as she ’ated 
“ says, “it’s lucky as you've got "Merryker to come to, and 
rm sure nobody wants your love as in eiaieal tans ina fight,” and 
that’s why I didn’t care much about goin’ out St. Patrick’s Day, brt 
they all said as I did ought to see the processions as would be hawful 
grand, and so I said as I'd go tho’ in fear and trembling, for I believe 
as in general there's riots, as is what the Irish delights in, as don’t 
seem to make no difference, for they're as loving as ever when it’s over 
only I shouldn’t care to come ome with my nose or my ear chawed off, 
not even tho it were bit off by a blood relation, as ‘appened to old Mr. 
McLeary, as ’is two sons jumped on, a-mistakin’ of him for their 
hunéle, a8 was thro’ a few words as they ’ad over their grandmother's 
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I SHOULD BE SORRY TO GIVE MUCH 
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| DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 69. 


| ‘Tary say that sailors are at sea on horses, | 
| Yet he is famous on the best-known courses. | 
And, since he strives to sweep this clean,—“ Bravo!” 
To him—<&8 % his namesake long ago: — 

May this, if verdure clad, grow never dim, 

Dehled by shadows of the inky limb. 


1.—It’s a capital thing after work, 
An@ a capital thing when you play 
At pool, 
Asarule; 
But the fault of the day 
Ie this needful refreshment to shirk ! 


9,-Hé was a Bey—but not the Risk 
iounterst by the Daily T. 
A poet, who at times would frisk, 
Fon find “‘a-mentionin’ of he.”’ 


secant NATAL LEIDEN 
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3.—Treason, 48 somebody observes, by reason | 
Of its success is not considered treason : | 
Weill, then, if sound such arguments as these are, 
This seizer is not an illegal Cmsar. 


;4.—That last quatrain expressed a sniff at seizer— 
xa, DOM't sniff at this if you’d not be a sneezer. 
You'd make a mull of it in Scotland—and 
Be the wrong box in, here, in English land. 
Soxivtion of Acrostic No. 67.—Eyre, Free: Ethel- | 
wolf, Yellowhammer, Re, Eyrie. | 
Correct Soiuttons or Acrostic No. 67, RECEIVED 24TH JUNE :— 


Whitley; Hades and Thomas; Barnaby Payle, B.A.; Durham 
Ox; Longeseck ety 3 C. L. P.; Tiny Tan; Boanerges; Tiny Ditton; | 
*)> ; 


NR ee 


Ruby’s Ghost; Hertford; Three Carshalton Fools. 








Cutting ! | 
Mr. Couzarp@n, in addressing the jury on behalf of | 
the Daily Telegraph in the late libel case, said that the | 
D. T. style of writing was not pure English, but | 
“written as Peter Prinpar’s razors were made, not s0 | 
much to shave as to sell.”” Well! he may be right—we © 
don’t know how it sells, but we have certainly not 
noticed that the paper is remarkable for its ‘‘ shaves.” 


ADVICE TO THE STUDENT IN THE ART oF SCULPTURE.— 
Go to Jerichau ! 


— 
ttt OO 











funeral, and not one on ’em out of the ’ospital yet except them as was | 
sent to prison. 

Not but what some on ’em is as mild as lambs, and that kind as » 
they’d share the last crust with you, and if it wasn’t for the drink 
would be good Christians, asI heard one of their own ministers say a8 
give a lecture to ’em. ; , 

Not as some on ’em will ’ear reason, but talk downright foolish- 
ness the same as Mr. Fiinicin a-wishin’ as they’d blowed England 
into the hair at Clerkenwell. 

So I says, “I’ve ’eard parties say as they wished Ireland was 
under the water,” as I considers a werry improper wish ; but if Trish 
goes on agin England like that, why in course they must look out. 

But as to politics, I do hate the werry name on ’em, and the ’Merry- 
kins is mad about ’em, and is always a-interferin’ with what ain t no 
business of theirn, and there was Brown a-tryin’ for to pacify them, 
as was a-quarrellin’ over their PrestpENt, as don’t seem to be much 
account, thro’ only bein’ a ignorant tailor, as is very much give . 
liquor, as I’ve ’eard say, and i'm sure I would not be their Queen, no! 
was it ever so, as is a noisy lot, and all jaw and no brains, as the say10, 
is, and I wouldn’t mind if they’d leave us alone, but is always 4-say!” 
as thingsis better in ’Merryker than elsewheres. 

I got that mad a-’earin’ of them go on a-sayin’ as Kings and Queens 
is rubbish, and so is lords and ladies, so I ups and I says, “ They 
certingly would be if you was to make anyone here a King or Queen, 
or even a lord, for a many could remember them and their fathers an 
mothers a-landin’ without nothink but rags on their back.” tai 

So Mas. SHarpin she says, a-lookin’ at me, “You ’old your © 
werry ’igh, as is full of English hairs.” | 

I says, “ No, mum, I am not, as knows my place, and respects ™Y — 
betters.” Says she, “I don’t consider as I’ve got no betters. - | 

“Oh,” I says, “ indeed ; well, p’r’aps you're right, for I think W730 "t 
all pretty well tarred with the same brush, as the sayin’ is, and I a 
see no difference in you except as some on you ’ave got finer clo | 
and bigger ’ouses.” 
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« All ’Merrykins is superior, thro’ bein’ that well edicated, 
“snd,” she Says, “it’s well known as ’Merrykin ladies is beauties, and 
i better than Paris or London.” 


She say8, 


"Taye, “I ain’t seen no ladies.”” She says, ‘‘ That's insults.” 
| Laays, “No, it is not,” I says, ‘‘ you’re werry good sort of people, a 
pany 00 YOU, and all about the same, but,” I says, “when you set up 
| for ladies and gai why it’s enough to make the cat laugh,” 
| tsays. “You on’t know nothink about ladies and gentlemen, and 
'owever should you? ; 

Browk he come in jest then, and says, ‘‘ Whatever are you a-talkin’ 


80 loud about P ' s 

8 Mas. Crancy and Mrs. Suarpin says in a breath as I wore 
sways a-runnin’ down ’Merryker. 

[ mys, “I am not; I only says as you're a werry good sort, only 
ro fian't ought to peer to be ladies and gentlemen.”’ 

«Oh,” says Mrs. SHARDIN, a-sneerin’, “I thought you was one of 
the English haristocracy.”’ 

I says, “‘ No, no, mum, I never set up for one. I’ve lived as servant 
in good families, and was always well treated by my masters and 


seses. 
mh,” says Mrs. Ciancy, ‘‘’ow degradin’, masters and misseses ! ”’ 

[ says, “I don’t consider it so, as’ave been always respectable, and,”’ 
I says, “if some of you’d been servants you'd make better misseses.” 

Brown says, “Do ’old your noise, and come up and sew a button 
on for me,” as I did accordin’, and when we was alone he says to me, 
«] wish a8 you ’ad more brains and lesstalk. Whatever is the use of 
talkin’ to them as ’ave all been servant gals, and married to men as 
‘’ave all carried the ’od P”’ 

“Well,” I says, “then why ever don’t they say so, and not set up 
for swells, as any one can tell they ain’t, in a instant?” 

“Well,” he says, “ you'll end bad if you goes on at ’em as you do, 
and I think as we must soon be a-thinkin’ of gettin’ ’ome.”’ 


I says, “Brown, and thankful I shall be, for now I’ve seen Jox’ 


once more I’m satisfied, for I never shall like ’is wife, but if he’s ’appy 
with her that’s all right. As to the children, I’m afear'd as they'll 
never come to no good ; but I shan’t see it, and that’s a comfort.” 

So Brown says, ‘“‘’Ow long will it take you to get ready ?”’ 

I mye “” Arf-a-day.”’ 

“Well, then,” he says, “I’m a-goin’ about the berths.” 

“T says, “ You'll give me a day or two, for I should like to see as 
much as I can of Jor.”’ 

He says, “ Oh, we ain’t a-goin’ under a month.” 

“Oh,” I says, “that’s plenty of time, tho’ no doubt it will pass like 
nothin’ when it’s gone.”’ 

He says, “That’s true; but,” he says, “I’m a-espectin’ some money, 
and if it don’t come I must go and look arter it.” 

I says, “If it’s money as is your rights, look arter it and don’t leave 
nothink behind,” 

He says, “I must go away for about a fortnight.”’ 

“Then, I says, I go too, for I will not be left behind no more, for if 
there is a thing as I ’ates it’s a boardin’-’ouse, and as to stoppin’ along 
with Jox’s wife, I'd as soon live in a den of alligators—so when you 

I goes along with you.”’ 
He says, “ With all my ’art; only be ready.” 
I says, “ All right; I’m packed in a ’our any time.” 
en Brown told me as we was a-goin’ to New Orleans, I ’adn’t 
no consumption about the journeys as can be took in ’Merryker, as 
you may travel thro’ by the year together and not get to the end on, 
&isallice and snow one end, and burnin’ ’eat the other, with rail- 
told 48 seems unendin’, and steamers never ceases; and if any one’ad 
me where I was a-goin’ to the day afore I started I’d have stayed 
for flesh and blood is only flesh and blood arter all, as did 
t to be made of iron and steel and clockwork into the bargain. But 
mas, I am a-goin’ on, as ’ave sich lots to say as must keep to 
nat’ ér time, for int course ‘avin’ begun I wants to end, as is only 
tal ag évery one should ’ave a end, as some comes to werry sudden, 
wie ne Mrs. Skrpmore’s dog, as were run over the day arter I 
did y the fire-injun drawed by boys, and only shows as every one 
ought to look where they're a-goin’ to, though I’m sure if I ’ad I 
teat t never ’ave gone across the oshen, and ’avin’ got there, wants 
warn I can, for once let me put my foot in the British ile, and 
didn’t nO more do I leave it. Not as I’ll say that either, for you 
ought to say you'll never do nothink, as I’ve said before, for 


Were all born but none on us buried, as the sayin’ is. 


Tax A Yankee Fact. 

' New York Times states that it has received a telegram an- 
icing that the Bishor or Lonpon has ordered the name of the 

Pa President to be inserted in the prayer for the Quaen and 

Bunop t. Somebody has been hoaxing our Yankee friend—the 

thing, oF Lonpon would be “Tarr” montée to think of such a 
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AN EARLY STAGE. 
a a a” me! since first, long, long 


ago, 
I learnt to love the British 





stage, 
It has—or I have—altered so, 
It scarce receives my pa- 
tronage! 
Where are the  villain’s 
spangled tabs, 
His cloak, his ringlets, and 
his belt ? 
Where are his scowls, his 
growls, his stahs, 
As shown of old by Park 
and SKeE.t ? 


Once was I manager myself, 
And played the Miller and 
his Men ; 
My company—ah, happy elf! 
I had no trouble with them 


then— 
They never sulked, forgot 
| their lines, 
a A Threw up their parts, or 
ee.) asked for “ gelt ’— 
For—as the reader p'r’aps divines— 
I got them all of Park and Sxetr. 


I stuck them on, and cut them out, 

I painted them with colours bright ; 
I scattered tinsel-specks about, 

And made them things of beauty, quite— 
Not joys for ever—ne’ ertheless, 

They’ve vanished just as snowflakes melt. 
None can restore the bliss, I guess, 

I once derived from Park and SKeEtr. 


How I revered the artist’s skill 

Who did my heroes represent— 
With scowls the very soul to thrill— 

With one leg straight and one leg bent! 
I loved his ladies full of grace, 

And on their beauties fondly dwelt :— 
~~ pictorial love could trace 

er pedigree to PARK and SKELT. 


Ah, me! ’tis many a year since I 
Those dear old plates—a penny plain, 
And twopence coloured—did espy ; 
I ne’er shall see their like again! 
The world with disappointment’s rife, 
And I have far too often felt 
That actors now are less like life 
Than those I bought of Park and Sxetr! 


————————— 


The Wild Horse of the Ukraine. 


Races have been lately held at Elizabethgrad in the Chersonese, and 
were attended by the nobility of the Ukraine. Some surprise has been 
expressed in England at the fact that the winning horse was the pro- 
perty of & priest who had “put up” his sacristan. We can see no ob- 
jection to such a course. Nay, had the priest himself steered his nag 
to the post we should ask objectors the question, Why should he not 
preach sound doctrine though he rides a sound horse?” Or in the 


Horatian :— 
Ride-eatem dicere verum 


Quid vetat? 


The Wail of the Pibroch. 


Scortanp has reason to mourn the degeneracy of some of her 
children. ‘The Scots Fusilier Guards have long since abandoned the 
kilt for the trews ;—now they are about to discard the national musical 
instrument—we mean, of course, the pipes. There is a painful incon- 

| sistency in this arbitrary assumption of the bags and renunciation of 
the pipes. Can the alteration be a measure of economy? If so, we 
trust that the nobility of the North will come down handsome and pay 


the pipers. 


The Latest Art Exhibition. 


TuxRE may be seen every day, between five and seven, in the park 
—a picture of a cab, drawn by a clever horse. 
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UMMER is sweet”’ sings the musical Mortimer 
CoLLins :—a change of a word must be made. 
‘Summer is heat,’’ when degrees some twice forty mer- 
Curial registers mark in the shade. 
June and July have been 
Hot—yes, and dry have been— 
Since Spring’s departure, de parchers are they! 
Fields, in which I have been, might in a fry have been ;— 
Green ones are often done brown, so they say. 


Summer is heat (just to alter the Collinsy 
Statement)—the question is, what to put on ? 
Who at such times can praise woollen, extol linsey ? 
Cobweb and gauze are the raiments to don! 
Who'd on his back cloth wear, 
When he could sackcloth wear, 
Airy and pleasant, made easy and slack ? 
Doff then your black cloth-wear—this is the crack cloth-wear, 
Come and reside in a nice cool de sack ! 


Had I a touch of the fervour Swinburnian— 
Great on warm kisses, the flame of a look, 
Love’s conflagrations, and fiery Falernian— 
Could I get Hor-’un to publish the book— 
Wouldn’t I sing a bout, 
Like any thing, about 
Summer’s hot kisses that burn on my brow. 
Flies, too, that sting, about verses I’d string—about 
Fish that won’t bite, it’s so sultry just now. 


Could I discourse like the great Martin I’. Turrer, 
I'd be philosopher, minus the brains, 
And declare “he was wise, his umbrella who Jeft up per- 
Suaded ’twould shield him from heat as from rains.” 
For when Sor a melter is, 
Welcome a shelter is 
(Quite a chef-d’auvre. is shade overhead), 
As when rain a pelter is, and helter-skelter is 
Each to the house bound, to fly from the shed. 


Summer is sweet—and is heat, Mr. Cotttss, too! 
Work in such weather's the greatest of crimes; _ 
It must plead an excuse for these lines, since I loll in stu- 
Pendous disdain of all scribbling of rhymes— 
With the glass at the height it is, 
Useless to write it is— 
Brains in hot weather are melted to pap. 
Ludicrous quite it is—poor as a flight it is— 
I can’t pen aught but this rigmarole scrap. 
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LOOKS INTO BOOKS, | EGG-SEE! 


s THERE is reason in the ting of eggs. B ; 
atic paene oa en ~ — P ne none mse that hae is ome why ihe sanehenns of or ee 

 laing some pleasant original verse, will be chiefly remarkable in critical | pyoht to be so cheap that hoolbov should be abl : 
circles for the excellence of the parodies, which occupy the first forty Py celle a ee ae eee eae 


| ; of those delicacies than he can eat at a sitting, for a very small sum ? 
pages of the volume. They avoid the common form of parody—the | ‘Those patriotic fellows the photographers, whose motto is “ pro aris et 


a paarity in the sound of words—and make their echo appreciable | focig”’ reject the yoke—we beg pardon, yolk—and use the white of no 
| sity : - suggestiveness of the similarity of subject (often a simi- | end of eggs. We wonder whether this accounts in any way for the odd 
| oan versity), and by an apt assimilation of rhythm as well as | fact that cheap photographs and penny ices are almost invariably con- 
| +here 13 a freshness in this new style of parody which is the | nected—that in short the photographer is generally a sort of partner 
nore admirable because it will puzzle small wits to imitate it. We | jn a confectioner’s shop. 

vill give a brief extract to illustrate our meaning, selected from ‘‘ The onesie 
Thantom Cat” :— | fy to Gor dent 
“Still upon the Captain’s shoulder, strange it seemed to the beholder, ous JOvS XG Orre 5p0 WO ENS, 
a the twilight of the cabin among strangers standing so; , 
aon I fancied it would fright her when the cuddy lamps grew lighter, [We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are 


I mused upon the writer of “The Raven,” Epcar Por : . 2 
4 4 ‘s | accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope; but we do not hold ourselves 
On that weird and wondrous genius, wilful, wayward EvGar Por, pees le fo y nan? iP ope; 

now eighteen years ago.”’ ’ 


Here there ; : os . Sam SAWYER.—We only deal with top-sawyers. 
et th ere 18 no attempt at a jingle upon the original “‘nevermore,” | L, E. (Brixton), puts to us a riddle:—‘* When does a negro change 
J the ethos as well as the mere flow of the original poem will be | colour?’’ We think he would blush to be guilty of such an atrocious joke 
preserved in the parody. | as L. E.’s answer. 
& FIELD is also to be congratulated on his translations, for the | A. MacInTyRE.—We hardly think the cause of the working-man is so 
wer which enables him to give parodies that are not servile, | creditably represent«d by the glass-blower—or the man who dealt a blow at 
renderings that are not spiritless—witness his version of | the glass. We are too temperate to wish to share your spirit. 


ttem ” Jor K1nc.—No relation evidently to Jock ULARITY. | 
pted “Three Students. Nevertheless, we are not X.—Newspapers can scarcely be held responsible for the errors of style ] 


i - this appreciativeness does not mar his efforts when he | in which their advertisers indulge. The advertiser in the Times may have 

verse. Moreover he, with few exceptions, gives us such | been a student of the Daily Telegraph. 
ymes that we could wish he would avoid the slovenly habit Raw.—Why say “addressed envelope shall be enclosed if required?” 
ut two rhymes on a four-line stanza. In these days Read our rules and don't talk nonsense, for we can make no exception in 


mate enough to escape our few real critics), it is most, Mriiky Wuire.—Thanks for the suggestion. 
t the skilful and oe ka idl — set a good | Declined with thanks :—W. T., Kingsland-road; W. H. R., Old-street ; 
the unscrupulous by an almost excessive care as to the | B. B.; Pam; An Occasional Reader; H. ; Bolt, Bernebury ; Bs J.B.C., 


’ 
! ‘ 
q 


' 
man 18 “a poet,” until he publishes, and often after (if | favour of Raw ignorance. ° | 

' 

’ 

i 

; 

’ 


of | Liverpool; R. W., Stoke Newington ; Cambuslang; Chrysos- 
oo | tome Py, J. K., Plymouth; E. tf Bony Frances ; J. W., Liverpool ; 
A. L. H., Mincing-lane; R. L.,'Old Kent-road; R. D. R. B.; A. C, 

Exzrcisk ror VoLUNTRER ARTILLERY CoMPANIES.— | Pitcairlie; Dip McGoalich; J.'‘T., Walbrook; “Oh!!!”; A. F. W., Bris- 


4 
tol; Joseph, sen.; W.H., St. Giles’s. 
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INGRATITUDE IS THE DAUGHTER OF PRIDE. 


Canon GIRDLESTUN’S A POPGUN! OUR WORKFOLK ARE OverpaAip! NINE SHILLUN’ A WEEK 
Yr’LL HARDLY B’LIEVE IT, BUT I’D A SHEEP DIE YES’DAY OF INFLAMMATION, AND I TOL’ ONE 0’ MY BEGGARS HE 
MIGHT HA’ IT IF A LIKED:—’STEAD OF BBING THANKFUL FOR THE BIT 0’ MUTTON, DURNED IF HE DIDN'T SAY AS ’TWERE FITT&EK FOR 
TH’ OLD SHEEPDOG! YxEW'D HARDLY BELIEVE UT—BUT HE did !”’ 


_— — _—— 


HARD HIT, 


Don’t bother me about justice or polity, 

Your Raneraeu, Racuet, or Risk ALLAH Bey— 
Away with such frippery, fan, and frivolity, 

Let’s calmly consider the game of croquet. 


Suppose, now, the neatest and nicest of lawns, upon 
Which you could wish with a lady to play— 

Next, one of the fairest girls Sot ever dawns upon— 
Could you say nay to a game of croquet ? 


I’m hit! and my passion, I know no ccntrol in it, 
Unless, in her pity, dear Nexu1e will stoop. 

I declare that my heart it has such a big hole in it, 
I'll send her what's left to stick up for a hoop. 


Notes on Novels. 


A ernie of our acquaintance declares that there is such a glut of 
new novels nowadays that it would be as well to sew the sheets to- 
gether with skipping-rope. 


Wuart To “ Back A BILL” witH.—An accommodating pen-holder. 


BOYS’ SUITS, 
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‘¢ Land of the Fell and Lake.’’ 


Tue Mont Cenis Railway—or rather one of them—for there are two, 
one through and one over the mountain—has been opened. As it 18 
thus finished before the tunnel line it must of course be considered the 
Cenis-o’er. The ingenious engineer who planned the new railway 18 
to be congratulated on the success with which he has prosecuted his 
Feu designs. 


Medal and Magdala. 
Tux authorities at the Horse Guards do not mean to give a ribbon 
for the Abyssinian Campaign. They fear, should they do so, that 
would be christened the ‘“‘ Medal and Muddle” Campaign—tbe medal, | 
typifying the gallantry of our troops; the muddle, standing for the | 
usual break-down of the Commissariat and other departments. | 


Shooting Niagara. a | 
A YANKEE is going to shoot Niagara in an air-tight india-rubbet | 
boat, within which he will be enclosed with twenty minutes’ worth S 
air—so says an American paper; but we know the Yankee press ce 
so fond of the long bow, that this shooting business may be merely 
little of the usual archery. 


16s. TO 465s. 


IN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, ,ypce7'e HILL. 
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LIFE IN LODGINGS. 


—_¢——_—. 


IV.—LODGERS (contisiued). 


N a previous occasion, 
we discussed the 
Lodger Bohemian. 
Our present disserta- 
tion has for its sub- 
ject the “Lodger 
Genteel.” This class 
will be found to the 
greatest perfection in 
the neighbourhood of 
Kensington and 
Mayfair. A variety, 
of which we may 
possibly speak here- 
after, and which we 
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Ta WER may describe as “‘ The 

f il ‘oo Lodger Genteel Com- 
fie vi, mercial,” will be 
ahd . ’ found in Blooms- 
FW) _ ° bury and the squares 
OD OSH of that antiquated 


} | but respectable re- 
gion. We have to do now with lodgers whose gentility is due to their 
position and connections rather than to their money, or their business 


relations. 

The genteel lodging-house of Mayfair or Kensington is found, as a 
rule, in the immediate vicinity of stables and mews. It is asa rule 
situated in the small streets running out of the fashionable and large- 
mansioned thoroughfares. The keepers of such lodging-houses have 
generally begun life as butlers, valets, or lady’s-maids in good families, 
and set up as lodging-house-keepers on their savings—and perquisites, 
and they make a very snug thing out of their lodgers. They live in the 
kitchens, having always been accustomed to them as a place of abode. 

“The Parlours’’ will be found, in most 
instances, to be a retired officer, who spends 
his time in the Park, the Burlington 
Arcade, and his Club. He is the terror of 
the waiters at the last-named place, a 
nuisance to the shepherdesses of the Arcade, 

ultimately mentioned, and a bore to 
ends and acquaintances in the region 
first-named. He is great at button-holing, 
and has always a professional grievance to 
il to non-professional hearers. ‘ The 
service,” he is always saying, ‘‘is going to 
the deuce ’—which, if he be a fair specimen 
of the service, is a very proper destination. 
He plays a fair hand at whist, having a 
remarkably good memory, if one may judge 
from his store of anecdotes not of the most 
eogeat character. He is, in short, a stupid, 
se old satyr. We have met with 
exceptions, however, and know “ Parlours ’”’ 
Who are fine old boys, who have seen 
service, and who, though they “hate those 
newspaper fellows, who talk about the army 
Without knowing anything about it,” are 
pleasant qpatiemen enough. 

The “ Drawing-rooms” are a young, newly-married couple probably. 
You will see them in the initial. The marriage has not been a par- 

ly prudent one, or perhaps the friends of one or the other dis- 
approve. “Dear CuarLes” is a cornet, chances are, and “ BELLA 
darling” has no fortune save a pretty face. Nevertheless they live in 
hice style, and have wine and dessert every day, and CHARLES dresses 

r dinner even when they dine alone. And Betta likes her dear boy 
to have his cigar after dinner, and says the smell does not hang about 

6 curtains at all. They live on good things—and expectations. 
Either Cuantie or BELLA hes an uncle who is rich and a lord ; or else 

papa is conjectured to have put them down in his will; or 
CuaRiie expects to be made Commander-in-Chief in six months’ time, 
or something equally improbable. By and by they will get into 
difficulties, and Brxxa will cry and be very miserable to the damage of 
only fortune she brought her husband. Cuan.igz will go about 
and pester his friends for “an appointment” (having sold out some 
since), as if “appointments”’ were as common as blackberries. 

At last Somebody will relent and Cuaruie will get a situation, and 
become a plodding man of business, and Beta will havo her hands 
lh of work for the little folks,—and Mayfair will know them no 


. 





The “ Second-Floor”’ is a jaunty, dandified personage, whose habits 
are dubious, and whose occupation is amystery. He struts about in the 
Park, and appears to be known to lots of 
young swells. It is whispered that he 
ig a money-lender; but he calls him- 
self a “ commission-agent,” a safe pro- 
fession, since nobody ever yet knew 
exactly what a commission-agent 
really is. He bets a little, and is 
supposed to be well posted-up in the 
latest news from the stables. He has 
an office, sometimes in the City, some- 
times in Pall Mall, or Piccadilly. He 
never brings any one home, or has any 
callers, but he is supposed to lodge 
where he does, because the fact of 
living in Mayfair gives him an air of 
fashion. He drops his “h’’s, and 
takes liberties with the rules of the 
late lamented Linptey Murray. He 
wears white hats and loud cravats. Sometimes he drives a phaeton 
and pair, and on such occasions generally has on the seat beside him a 
lady—at least, she is as much a lady as he is a gentleman. Like “ The 
Parlours,’”’ he spends most of his time away from his lodgings, which 
he only uses for sleeping and taking soda-and-brandy in of a morning. 

The “Third-Floor” is an ornament to the Civil Service. He 
belongs either to the Military Mismanagement Office, The Exchequery, 
or the Department for the Confusion of Naval Matters. He is not 
great at figures—but you should see him 
waltz. His spelling is questionable— 
but can’t he arrange a cotillon! He 
doesn’t know English—but he can 
speak French. He can’t talk anythin 
but small talk—but he can play an 
sing a little. His apartments are small, 
and not very healthy, and his bedroom 
overlooks the mews; but then the 
address is a fashionable one. He would 
not get half so many cards for soirées 
and balls if his direction were not 

me = ‘“‘ Marchioness-strect, Mayfair.” He 

® takes aslender breakfast in the morn- 

y , fm! ing, and goes to what he playfully calls 

a fe 6s “The Shop” at ten. Heis liberated at 

Nt Wy four, and dines cheaply, as he lodges 

A Wa cheaply, in order to be able to cut a 

| : dash, and give eighteenpence for a 

flower for his button-hole. His brother 

clerks Jaugh at him, but he doesn’t mind—in fact, he cannot mind—he 

has none! His sole ambition is to go into society, and move among 

the fashionables. He belongs to one of the smaller clubs, but he 

seldom takes a meal there, except when for some private end he invites 

a friend to dine with him. The hardest labour on which he is 

employed is the perpetual struggle to get orders for the opera, or a 

place in somebody’s box. He dresses in excellent taste, and his shirt- 
fronts are joys for ever. 

The “Attics” is a mystery to his fellow-lodgers. 
He is never seen by them. He leaves very early 
indeed in the morning, and comes home very late, 
slipping up and down stairs noiselessly, and as it 
were invisibly. Brxua (of the Drawing Rooms) who 
is romantic, had a theory of her own that he was a 
forger, or a nobleman in reduced circumstances ; but 
CHARLES destroyed the illusion, having discovered by 
an accident that the Great Unknown is a waiter at 
his Club, the Rag and Famish. The mysterious 
being is, in fact, either a relative, or an old fellow- 
servant of the landlord or landlady, and gets the attics 4 
on easy terms. In that elevated abode, he turns in ¢ 
gladly on his truckle-bed, murmurs drowsily, “ yessir, 
coming, sir,” and goes off to sleep eer to dream of some Utopia 
where the waiters sit down to the feast and the guests wait on them. 

He is no “‘greengrocer”’ or ordinary chop-house waiter. His black 
is decent black, his linen is white, unlike the rusty and grimy 
garments and ties of the seedy waiter who is engaged like the rout 
seats by the evening. He is a “ genteel”’ waiter, so that the “ Genteel 
Lodging House” can safely aver that “even in its attics live its 


wonted fires.” 
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Rue-rut Nore. 


Comparg the Rue Rivoli with Park-lane, newly laid, and you will 


own how true it is that— 
‘6 We wear our rue with a difference.”’ 
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UP THE SPOUT. 


? all the vulgar saws of town, 
aa Whose auaaine I could ne’er find 
out, 
Is that, most ancient of renown, 
Which tells of matters “Up the 
spout.”’ 


It has no reference at all 
T’o those stump-orators who shout, 
And wave their arms, and rant, and 
bawl 
By way of getting ‘‘ Up the spout.” 


Nor has it reference to times 
When some detected welshing tout, 


Well pumped-on, expiates his 
crimes— 
The punishment’s not “Up the 


spout.” 


No! ’tis a puzzle most complete, 
And nobody resolves my doubt ; 

Or gives a derivation meet 

. Of that expression, ‘‘ Up the spout.”’ 

I’ve asked its meaning ev’rywhere, 
And searched with diligence de- 

vout, 

But cannot learn, for all my care, 

The origin of “ Up the spout.”’ 


One day I took a-vulgar brute, 
And s‘ood him spirits; beer, and 
stout— 
I asked him did. he know the root 


Uo VE Takes Or pedigree of “Up the spout. 


He only oped his mouth and stared; 
Then grinning, like a stupid lout, 
In tones oracular declared 
That “‘ Up the spout meant—up the spout.” 


Its derivation to detect, 
| I thirst—but none allays my drought, 
It. seems to me so incorrect 
In application—* Up the spout.’ 
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For people must be mad, I say 

(Not meaning their distress to flout), 
Because it is a “‘ rainy day” 

To go and put things “‘ Up the spout.” 


OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


—@——_ 


HAT can Her Masesty's devoted servants 
have dcne to offend Her Masesry's Lorp 
CHAMBERLAIN? Surely nothing but a desire 

to wreak the direst vengeance on offending 

mankind can have induced that official to issue 
such regulations with regard to dress as he 
issued for the late breakfast at Buckingham 

Palace. The costume, though modern and 

_ matter-of-fact enough in all conscience, re- 

minded one of the Arabian Nights and fabulous history. It was a sort 
of parody of the mulier JSormosa superne, with a touch of the terrible 
fate of the Oriental Prince who was turned to marble from his waist 
downwards by that wicked sorceress his wife. The ladies, I believe, felt 
awk ward enough, being unaccustomed to wield parasols in the presence 
of Royalty ; but what could their sensations have been compared with 
those of the gentlemen, who with evening-dress coats, and light 
trousers, must have felt, every time they glanced downwards, as if they 
had somebody else’s legs on? There is only one possible solution of 
the mystery besides pique. The Lorp Cuamper.ain in the performance 
of his duties as the Licenser of Plays may have been visiting the theatres 
and perhaps took the idea of the costume from the dress of the stage 

“walking gentleman ”’ or the attire of those fashionables who go by 

the generic title of “‘ Adelphi guests.” I have not seen this theory 

started anywhere, but I veuture to take credit to myself for having 
discovered the key to a hitherto impenetrable mystery. 
Tux proposed amalgamation of the London and Brighton, the South- 
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Eastern, and the Chatham and Dover, has been knocked on the head, 


The Commons House, in which about every third man is a director 
allowed the measure required to legalise the union to pass unquestioncd. 
But the Peers were not so careless of their duties. ‘They protected 
the public ; for while they agreed to allow the companies to amalga- 
mate, declined to let the amalgamation be taken as a reason for bleed. 
ing the people. The spirited companies showed their desire for the 
good of the public by withdrawing-their bill. Would they have done 
so if the Lords had reversed their action, by allowing the raising of 


the fares but refusing the union? Not they! the fact is they do not | 
All their | 


consider the public convenience or seek the public benefit. 
object is to get money. Now I would just suggest to them to try and 
make money by adopting a new system. 
convenience, and benefit the public by increased facilities for travelling, 
and by diminished fares. 
custom, foster a taste for locomotion, and last, not.least, do away with 
one fatal proclamation and evidence of their non-success—the long 
trains of empty carriages which have to: be.run in order to keep up an 
appearance of traffic. I live close by a maimline, and day by. day and 
hour by hour see trains passing’ consisting of from five to eight 
** coaches,” but with hardly: travellers:enough to fill a couple-of com- 
partments. 

In Belgravia, the new novel, “Bonnd to John Company,’ opens 
better than the generality of novelwimthe magazine. I don’t think 
much of Miss Brappon’s “ Lady of the Land” asian example of her 
poetic powers. The ‘‘ Conqueror” lines: are smooth: amd neat. As 
regards the prose, *‘ Father Proutin Paris,’ by Mr. B. JExKROLD, is a 
very interesting little memoir. ‘ Flourishing,” by Mr. Sawyer, is 
only too brief; and Mr. THornsvy’s “ London Clubs” is pleasant 
and chatty. The “Sketch from the Far West,” by Mk. Sata, is 
scarcely worthy of the author of ‘Colonel Quagg’s Conversion,’’ one 
of the very best humorous stories I know. I am sorry that, with the 
exception of the illustration to Miss Brappon’s verses, which is a fine 
engraving of its school, I cannot say a word for the illustrations of 
Belgravia this month—they are tame and expressionless. 

In the Cornhill (in which the illustrations are scarcely as good 
as usual) we have the continuation of ‘*‘ Avonhoe,”’ which is admirable, 
and a bit more of Mx. ArNoup on “ Anarchy and Authority.” Isn't 
he rather a long time in enforcing the law that “Culture”—z.e. 
Mr. MatrHew Arnotp—should be made autocrat of the Universe? I 
should like: to ask that gentleman how Culture (which I suppose 
includes English grammar) justifies such a sentence as—‘“ Neither the 
one nor the other, in themselves, touch the human spirit.’’ With a 
disjunctive conjunction a grammarian would say “in itself’’—but he 
might not have the advantage of “sweetness and light.’’ ‘ Witches 
and their Craft” and “Early English Newspapers” are articles of 
much value; and “Why have I Three Tails?” is an amusing story, 
that must be the genuine work of a Turk, I should think, the 
English is so very bad. ‘‘ Earthquakes” is an essay that will be 
read with t: interest ;—but I would point out two things to its 
author: first that Cheesering (as he calls it, but as it is rightly spelt 
Cheesewring) is in Cornwall, not in Devon; and secondly, that when 
he urges its permanence as a proof that there have been no earth- 
quakes in that part of the world, he forgets what he said about the 
granite range of Calabria, which was but slightly affected by ihe great 
convulsion that did so much damage. Cheesewring is on a granite 
range, and if we compare English earthquakes with foreign, may not 
be such a conclusive proof of Cornwall's immunity after all. 

I cannot congratulate Mr. Mitxais on his illustration in the St. Pauls 
Magazinethis month. The figure of thelord is awkward andscratchy, and 
Finn's expressionis silly. A new novel, “The Sacristan’s Household,’ 1s 
commenced in this number and opens with promise. A paper on 
“Balzac at Home’’ is a delicious little memoir of that eccentric genus, 
and there are as usual two sound and able political essays, one on the 
Eastern Question, the other on Parliament and Army Reform. 1 wish 
the author of “ Private Thoatricals’”’ had divided his essay in two, 1n 


which case, having dismissed ‘‘the old,”” he would have had space to | 


devote to the scarification of “ the new.” 
power requisite to demolish that dreadful nuisance of modern soc ety 
“the amateur actor,’ who, incompetent as a rule to play the most 
subordinate parts, does not scruple in order to gain a laugh—a? him- 
self rather than not at all—to resort to gagging, tomfvolery, and 
animal spirits, in lieu of the real business of the piece. The verse this 
month may, I think, fairly come under the title poetry. I shall be 
glad to see more from the pen of “‘A. D.,” initials standing I fancy for 
a name I could guess. 

TuE Argosy, too, this month contains a very charming bit of verse, 
“A Welcome to Summer.” The illustration is better than some we 
have had in the magazine, but I cannot find in the letterpress any- 
thing to explain why the lady in the carriage should be so much bigg¢t 
than the coachman and footman. “ Buried Alone” 
number, and opens with much originality and freshness. 


He has the knowledge and | 


opens in this | 
‘¢ JOHNNY 


Luptow ” continues to amuse in “ Roger Monk,’’ and altogether the 


number is a good one. 


Let them study the public | 
I believe-that: by so doing they would attract | 
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A MYSTERY. 


CuHapTgrR I.—Losrt. 


Tae suburban one-horse omnibus or some benighted carrier’s cart 
should have set him down at six e’clock within eight strides of his newly- 
painted garden gate. His villa was in Lordship-lane, wherever that may 
be. ANNETTE was anxiously awaiting his return with asmile and a pair 
of slippers. He was to have brought home a slice of fish in a plaited 
basket. But he nevercame. The smile disappeared, the slippers fell 
to the ground, and the joint was burnt to acinder. But still he never 
came, ANNETTE sought comfort from the cook, and the cook suggested 
garotters. ANNETTE howled, and in her agony kicked his favourite 
dog. The dog howled also. Poor dog! 

With pertinacious precision and regularity the cuckoo hopped out 
of the clock, and the hours would keep on striking. 

: Eight, nine, ten, eleven cuckoos proceeded from the throat of the 
irritating bird. 

At midnight Annette felt that she could endure the suspense no 
longer, and rushing wildly out of the newly-painted gate she disturbed 
the peaceful repose of Lordship-lane with wild and unearthly yells. 
Lordship-lane arose as one man, opened its window, and threw soap 
at the midnight disturber of its rest. 

If Lordship-lane had known all, it would not have thrown soap. 


Cuaprex. ITE.—Sovenrt. 


REDCAR, 


A DREAM OF A NORTHERN WATERING-PLACE. 


Aun, Rencar! when the month was June, 
And when the eves were lightest, | 

Remembrance, like a pleasant tune, 
Comes back, of days the brightest. 

Thy sands, where ocean lisps in peace, 
So fair to each new comer, 

Should be, like Byron’s Isles of Greece, 
Gilt with eternal summer. 


| Wher Searborouch boasts a prouder fame, 
| And Whithy Hruna’s Abbey, 
| To find that Doomsday lacks thy name, 
| Makes that great book seem shabby. 
| There lines thy praises shall rehearse, 
| When tourists unto thee come ; 
| For changing the Horatian verse— 
It’s “ Vivere amem tecum.” 


| The hills of Bent stretch to the shore, 
| The sands run to the surges, 
| The great blue dome of sky hangs o’er 





| The black rock, that emerzes , 

| From where the waters lip the land Still he nevercame. At early daybreak Lordship-lane repented 

With endless sibilation ; its pelting proclivities, and rushed to the assistance of the disconsolate 

| T light « pipe—and nnderstand wife. It showed its sympathy im a queer way. Every inhabitant of 

| An idler’s occupation. this lovely and mysterious suburb wrote a letter to the daily papers 
suggesting some reason for his: disappearance. Kindly, considerate 

| We know that Vawns from tle sea, friends! 

| Where Paphian foam was fairest, The sole of an old boot’was found in a gutter. “M.T.”’ was certain 

| Upsprang—’ Avadvouevy that the lost one was troubled with corns. 


“Scrutator” vowed that in a desperate kick administered to a 
ruffianly assailant the sele of the boot had become detached from the 
uppers. ‘ Argus” vowed “Scrutator” was a fool, for the lost one 
was of a peaceful disposition. He would sooner be stung to death 
than killa wasp. ‘*I. L.’’ ventured to remark that the sole of the 
boot might have belonged to any creature under heaven. Idiot! The 
expression is strong, but it sprung from a thousand lips in Lord- 


ship-lane. 


In loveliness the rarest. 

But had this place been known of yore, 
I somehow have a notion 

That she’d have come on Redcar shors 
From. out the German ocean. 


Tis pleasant, when the tide is out, 

And when the sands are sloppy, 
To smoke, and lounge, and loaf about, 
With not a thought of “copy!” 
There may be editors who wait 
For “ leaders,” or for sonnets ; 
I only think of boats and bait, 

Of billiards, and of bonnets. 


CuaprTer III.—Fovunp! 


An awful editorial note was printed in the daily newspapers, It 
was intimated that the sensation correspondence must cease. 

ANNETTE recovered from her hysterics and meditated marrying 

again. She determined to visit the Crystal Palace and make up her 
mind. 
In the ordinary course of events she found herself at Clapham 
Junction. It is the common fate of man or woman to find him or 
herself at some time or other at Clapham Junetion. She had to change 
carriages at Clapham Junction, a calamity which has happened to all 
the human race, and may very possibly occur again and again. 

Alone she threaded the labyrinthine passages underneath the station. 
Of course she lost herself. She did not faint, for in the dim, dark 
distance she perceived a man. 

‘Saved! Saved!’ she cried. 

Her voice echoed through the vaults, and tearing wildly along, she 
frantically addressed her preserver :— 

“ Which way must I turn for the Crystal Palace?”’ 

Without waiting for a response she fell into his arms. 

It was the lost one! 

For three weeks and eighteen hours he had been wandering about 
the passage trying to get some one to tell him the nearest way to 
the nearest line for Lordship-lane. 

The daring nature of the question had posed many a stalwart porter. 

He had lived all the time entirely on the stalactites on the damp 
walls, which he knocked off with his umbrella. 

They returned arm-in-arm to the smiling villa, and have mutually 
vowed never again to penetrate into the mysteries of Clapham Junction. 


| Fair curls wave out upon the breath 
| Of ev’ry wind that passes ; 
| A glance is hope—a frown is death, 
To handsome Yorkshire lasses. 
And surely Cupid’s quiver here 

Ts quite bereft of arrows, 
So many ardent swains appear— 

So many “ winsome marrows.”’ 


Great Atrrep loved his Talking Oak ; 
A village in the Norland 

I love, and blessings I invoke 
On rock and sandy foreland. 

Fair Repcar, could thy wavelets tell 
A story in their chiming ; 

They'd swear I ever loved thee well— 
And so I end my rhyming. 


My Sta(i)rs! 
Tum Journal des Débats gives us the following ‘facts’? about Lorp 


Staurorp —— 


Oo 

The late lord, in leaving his son an immense fortune, imposed upon him the 
silver that he should every year invest £10.000 sterling in the purchase of 

When the young lord had doubled ani tripled his toilet sets, he / 
seeasnifcent staircase in solid silver to be manufactured. At last his 
Ment of anvention being exhausted, he sought the aid of the law, and by the pay- 
D 0 00° down, he obtained a judicial release from the necessity of further 

ce with the onerous conditions of his legacy.” 


big fo, ingenious journalist who manufactured this silver escalier for 
whet og has no doubt, as Moossoo would say, “ made him stares” 
wonld ®. Were the conditions of the will true, Lorn SramrorpD 
é have been less the heir to estates than the air of the old song, 


& gettin’ up stairs!” 


Draw it Mild! 
In glancing over the Brewers’ Journal our eye fell on the following 


advertisement :— 

ATIENUATION.—Burton, Romford, and Dublin.—The recent improvement in 
Attenuation for producing Ales and Stout, ete. 

Of the Burton and Romford systems of brewing we can say nothing— 

but we must admit that Dublin seems quite the proper place to adopt 

attenuation as a means of getting stout. No doubt Irish Bulls are 

fattened for the Cattle Show according to Mr. Bantino’s plan. 
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Cutcx IN Hazarv.—The infant claimant to the Tichborne estates. Tne LAND ror ALLSorp, AND Bass anD Co.—The dry Tortugas. 2: 
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ENJOYING HANDEL, 


Ingenuous Young Lady :—“I LIKE THE CHORUSES BEST, BECAUSE THEY MAKE SUCH A NOISE THAT WE CAN TALK AS MUCH AS WE LIKE 
WITHOUT ANYBODY NOTICING.” 
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THOUGHTS, THIS (SWIN)BURNING WEATHER. If 7 wiee-eeem 
strawberries-and-cream ; 
aan pe a sherry cobbler, Our lives, were we at GRAINGER’s, 
I think ie weather Would clearly be in dangers. 
Wald seni aligmather ; For they’re the things that sell on 
You, gulped by greed o  bbler Such sunny days I deem— 
I, on Ceara as — ’ Were you a water-melon, | 
Were you a sherry-cobbler, I strawberries-and-cream. | 
And I a penny ice. But since you’re none of those, dear, 
And I am none of these ; 


If you were soda-water Let’ i 
, et’s go and liquor-up, dear, 
ae a prey a eae And have a claret-cup, dear ; 
@ CO ink us Just dip your pretty nose, dear, 


I fancy folks would drink us; 
Although they didn’t oughter, 
They’d do so, I’m afraid, 
If you were soda-water, 
And I were lemonade. 
If you were Base’s bitter, A Classical Anecdote. 


In something cooling, please, 
. | 
Ae ee caer-3ee, A“ scHotar and a gentleman” of our acquaintance informs us 


Since you are none of those, dear, 
And I am none of these. 





They'd of us a shandy- that a well-known i be 
- quotation from Cicero is erroneously stated to 
No tera _ — and handy ; an extract from the oration against CatatinE. He assures us it was 
"This weath were ch r when Cicero was walking in the neighbourhood of Derby that, seems | 
"0 aan oa oe ve bi I fear, CaTaLtng drive by in a dog-cart, tooling ‘a team,’’ en route for the 
y ere Bass's bitter, meet of a well-known pack, he exclaimed “‘ Quorn-usque tandem! 





And I were ginger-beer. 
Were you a gin-and-soda 
And I cognac-and-seltz, Land at Last. 
I vow I think, by Hzxz, A wov.p-nx contributor, nothing discouraged by previous refusals, 
So popular should we be, intimates to us that he is about to ace a tour through the Principality 


To both they would cry “ coda,” in the hope of there picking up a few ’4p-py thoughts. 
While this hot er melts ; 
Were you @ gin-and-soda, Tux Brst Macumery ror Prosgcurine AN Enquiry :—The How- | 


And I cognac-and-seltz. so P-ing Machine. 


a a eee | 
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A TRUMP WITH ALL THE HONOURS; 
Or, Killing Too Birds with One Dlotw. 
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THE DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 
A sTRANGER libelled seeks for just redress, 
One paper will its readiness express 

To eat the dish that’s known as humble pie, 
The other glories in iniquity. 

A British jury show’d the other day 

That gushing libels do not always pay. 


1.—He lives in a land 
Where, as I understand, 
Their habits are dirty and greasy ; 
’Tis said that he slips 
Down his throat pounds of “dips,” 
Without his becoming uneasy. 
2—A maiden to a mother wailed all day, 
Since Paris left her very desolée ; 
And what that mother’s name was you will find, 
Keeping a neble poem well in mind. 


| 3—A soothing sense of joy around one steals 
When ruby-blushing, this its face reveals : 
And sometimes, with what seems to me good ta: te, 
It;wears am apron pendent at its waist. 

| 4,—They sit in sad and silent rows, 

For well each wretched mortal knows, 

| An eye is on him that will mark 
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His doings if his deeds are dark, 
Or if he ever goes astray 
At lessons, or on holiday. 


5.—Ah! tender tale in years ago, 
Like him I whispered it, and know 
A face as fair as that he stoops 
To speak to, where each ringlet droops 


| 

| _Sonurion or Acrostic No. 68:— Weather, Droujht.— 
Ward, Emperor, Amo, Tu, Hag, Eh, Rent. 

| 


Correct SotvTions or Acrostic No. 68, RECEIVED Ist Jviy:— 
Apricot; Jack; Ruby’s Ghost; A lovely young man; W. bk. W.; 
eMacula; EK. H. and C. K.; Bran and (rib; MeCraw Castle ; 
| 3 Carshalton Fools; Haylike Huir; Pipehop; Aunt J.; Ri; 
Excelsior ; Signor Sam; Lisa and Beppe; Nuf; Fulwell; Pym ; 
_ 2Slug-hunters; Knurr and Spell; The Richmond Baby; Bones; 
| Fort George; Mary M.; Tiny an ; Columbus; Con; Ssmbo and 
ete: oo P.; Harrow Weald; Bogalay; T. M. and 
Gay; ger and Tiney; Derfla and Yeul; Bravo Ned; Dul- 
_ Wiehensis; Borken; Ashton Bedlamites; Faust; M. H. H.; THE THOUGHTLESSNESS OF CHILDHOOD. 
a - : ~ ae Towhit; Jatanteed ; Carver and Gilder; Dear 0 
» Linda P.; Romanelli; Et-Brute; Netta; C. E. K.; | : ; pipe :—**OQu, SIR, PLEASE, SIR, WOULD YE JEST 
E.D. J. R: M.; Boanerges ; Isnesel ; Flirt ; Under the brawley; , tie One wan ae -s a SIR ~~ ; 
Clonglocketty; Tiny Ditton; Simp; Clara and Annie; Bogye; {| RING THE top BELL FOR U8, ede . » little friend Srv 
2Enterprising Earwigs ; Mother ‘I. ; Queen Mab. [Intense yoy of own little friend STUMPIE, 








| | 
LOOKS INTO BOOKS. | Dead-Alive Literature. . 
Boating Life at Oxford is a pleasant little book that will command TuEreE is a writer in the Leeds Mercury who certainly nee 
many readers at both the Universities, and generally in rowing cireles. | engaged by the Pall Mail, for he possesses a power of writing paragraphs 
first: portion:is a story, in which there is an interest beyond mere | as good as any that have ever appeared in the Gazette of ee 
aquatics, and which is no doubt intended for general readers, and the | He is describing the end of a foolish fellow who in a panne apo oe 
sx more particularly. The pictures in it arc truthful and just, | jumped into the Don, and “ disappeared beneath the sur nae oO . ° 
_ and the needful element of love-making is not overdone. ‘The paper | waters, and became a lifeless corpse,’—as if corpses were anyt Ling © . 
on: “Water-Derbies”’ is a valuable contribution to the literature of | than lifeless. He winds up the account by saying that the decease 
towing, It opens with a clear brief résumé of the inter- University | lives at Masbro’!” If he does we should say he must have become a 
contests of all sorts, and winds up with a description of the last race. lively corpse. 
ere are two passages in it which deserve special praise— one which | ' 
cemns “the mongrel unhealthiness of canoe-ing,”’ and the other, A Report,—and no Banger ! 
yeh, in speaking of “the great days (at Oxiord) of Currry and| yg Prussian Government has authorised the manufacture of a 
Mrapr Kine,” does honour to a great oar whose fame has never been | large number of cast-stec! guns by the Krupp firm at Essen. We always 
culy recorded, but who, in his time, did immense things to maintain the | thought English governments had the monopoly of jobbery in matters 
au of Oxford, and perpetuate the “style,” which, a8 the author of | o¢ this sort, but this bit of news proves that other powers are guilty of 
book rightly declares, is at the bottom of Oxford’striumphs. The | K’ruppt practices. 
st paper treats of “ Rowing at the Universities,’ fairly contrasts | SS 
© characteristics of the Oxford and Cambridge styles, and gives | A Charitable Creature. 








Some sound advice to the Light Blue, which if properly appreciated f the Ministry, noted for his appreciation of the annual 
© more another y the misfortune of so many years A yma, 08 Se - h id hearing that naturalists 
an the d arn Ee gees oe eevenee ’ a ae sed by certain | Greenwich dinner, 18 reported to have said, on Viloate “Ah, well! 
ited ‘C redging and widening of the Cam, as propo ; | have proved whitebait to be nothing but baby-bloaters, “*. -_ oF ; 
antabs, desirable as such measures undoubtedly are. | my affection for the poor little things is so strong, that I love them, 
—_ | still, though (h)erring!”’ 
Blow Him Up! ; eT ee il 

A setentiric correspondent writes to us that he sees in the news- Feggsecrable. 

pePere, “ Boxwiex’s Baking Powder,” and wishes to eay that if he is, A CORRESPONDENT who ought to know better writes to ask us whether 


atone a very dangerous thing, and that there’s safe to be an lthe accidental foul at a late regatta was in any way connected with 


Chicken Hazard. 





—_— —_ —— -- 


Literary Mem. iis ae ae 
bare ma announced a volume entitled Artists and Arabs. Tt won’ Srranee that the cup should seldom be—amongst Bole-mians— 
ve been quite as alliterative and more sensational to have named the TRANGE 2 z 


book Bedorins and Bohemians. | Bohea. ee ane 
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MILITARY AT 
(From Miss Bertha Green to Miss Peplum Brown.) 


Dzargst Perpy,—Such a whirl, such a round, such a dreadful vortex 
of gaiety and dissipation have I been constantly enga in, that I 
haven’ had time to write to you ; and now if it wasn’t that really I’m 
afraid I’ve been very foolish, and given,-as the song says, dear,—at 
least it doesn’t say that, but the very opposite—given my heart where 
my hand can never be. If it wasn’t for that I think I should be 
silent, but I’ve just been having a good cry all by myself, and looking 
at his portrait, of which I’ve two, and enclose one, dear Peppy, in a 
lovely uniform, or at least not exactly a uniform, dear, but an undress, 
just as he appeared for the athletic sports, with his legs as tight as 

ible, and his trousers so short that he looked like the little boys on 
eneate Sands, and my colours, dear, on his legs and arms, and in his 
cap, and racing and leaping and going on like a dear—I mean like a 
deer, and such a multitude of people looking on and applauding: quite 
romantic, but dreadfully hot, and nothing really substantial to eat 
except babies’ spongecakes and pastrycooks’ ices, and me with such a 
aaa parasol that the wreath in my bonnet is burnt brown, and I’ve 
had to apply cold cream to my nose, which will account for my not 
being out to-day and for this letter. I’ve been in galleries at public 
dinners, dear, and seen the gentlemen feed. I’ve been to the grand 
volunteer ball that I wrote to you about last year, and seen them 
dance; I’ve been to the ‘ladies’ pen’”’ in the Houses of Parliament, 
and seen them (for I couldn’t hear them,) talk ; I’ve been at the Crystal 
Palace and watched them drink ; I’ve seen them ride in the Row, and 
walk at the Zoo, and all the rest of the places that sound like bad, low 
vulgar language and disreputable haunts, but aint anything of the 
kind, and I declare that I’ve never, never seen such an interesting 
— nor such fun as to see them at their sports—athletic sports they 

them, and it’s confined to the volunteers, as I should think, for 
I’m sure soldiers never could exert themselves so in their tight jackets, 
as some of these dear fellows did, of which he was the what’s-o’-name 
of all eyes, as the poet says. As the Grande Duchesse says, “I doat 
on the military,” and when invitations came from the Honourable 
Artillery Company to invite us to their great annual festival, I put on 
the thinnest muslin I had (Aunr Marry wore a black aérophane), and 
went. My first impressions were that field exercise with guns was 
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likely to expand the figure, for I saw through a little opening in a 
tent such a stout gentleman wrestling with a military jacket that I 
wondered whether he was aware he’d taken somebody else’s in mistake. 
When he got into it (at least there was more of him outside than in,) 
he looked as though he thought he was rather slim than otherwise ; but 
oh, you should have seen the real heroes—the young athletes with legs 
that I’d never seen anything like before, and though they were a long 
time before they would do anything, and then only ran a little way 
and jumped over a stupid hurdle or two—they went on and on and on, 
and we sat and watched them till I thought we should have dropped 
with fatigue. At last he came up, dear; he frightened me at first 
because I saw him come waddling along in asack, and thought he had 
been committing some military crime and was ordered for execution, 
just as we used to read about the Odalisques and the slaves and that, 
being thrown into the Bosphorus, but it seems it was only a bit of 
fun, and that they run a race tied up like that. I was so glad to go and 
have a bottle of ginger beer, which, not that I did have it, for strange 
to say there was none, but only lemonade, which was refreshing though 
corky, and then we went into the theatre—a place done up into a sort 
of show like the big one we saw once at Croydon Fair when UNcLe 
Popper drove us there, and the chaise broke down, you know, dear. 
It was very curious to see Bombastes Furioso by daylight, and in such 
strong daylight, too, that you could see parti-coloured heads of hair, 
half wig and half natural. And then there was a band of Ethiopians, 
dear, really very clever, and called themselves the Chrusty Minstrels, 
and exerted themselves so that I wonder the paint didn’t drop off on 
to their clothes in a liquid state. 

Talking of clothes, the ladies present were dressed in the height— 
perhaps I might say of some of them the /owness of fashion, dear Perry. 

I should think that a good many of them were between dinner and 
tea, for they didn’t seem hungry, though it was getting on to seven 
o’clock, and I can’t say I thought them very well bred, for while the 
poor fellows were acting and singing to amuse them, they talked 
quite loud with their backs to the stage some of them; and I saw one 
begin to play with a big dog, just as though there was nothing going 
on. Certainly, the dog belonged to a gentleman who wouldn't look at 
her till she contrived to attract his attention this way; but there, now 
I must leave off to anoint my nose, dear Perry. So no more at present 
from yours, BerTHA. 
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DATCHET BRIDGE. 
ip [A FraGMent oF AN Unpupuisnep (Macav)zay.] 


« All was the wildest confusion when the Volunteers got back to the pontoon 
bridge at Datchet. Colonel Wright was unhorsed, and General Lindsay hissed and 
hooted. The Volunteers, tired and out of patience with their long fast and want 
of water, behaved in the most insubordinate manner, and General Lindsay was 
obliged to order the first regiment—it happened to be the 19th Middlesex, under 
Colonel Hughes—to prevent stragglers from stealing over. The ladies of Datehet 
were employed until a late hour in giving away water to the Volunteers as they 
passed.” — See Daily Papers. 

Tuanks, tender maids of Datchet, 
Fresh water and salt tears 
On that sad day you gave away 
nn . 
To thirsty Volunteers ! 
Oh! bow our hearts were breaking, 
Our stomachs, oh! how sick, 
When, dusty, tired, and footsore, 
Our heels we had to kick 
Outside the wretched station, 
The wrong side of the stream, 
Which made us then protest like men, 
And others swear and scream. 
None weary now of telling 
The story, I expez, 
How Hvucuzs of Lambcth kept the bridge 
With the 19th Middlesex. 


Then Crumsuank’s water-drinkers 
Were clamourirg for tea ; 
When gallant GrorGr approached the gage 
His men cheered three times three. 
Then all was wild confusion, 
And stragglers, pair and pair, 
Across the bridge kept sneaking, 
Which made the others swear— 
“Down ! down with General Lindsay !” 
“And down with Colonel Wright!” 
Some say that they will have their way, 
And others, black is white! 
No smile or frown could soften down 
The hungry, maddened grez, 
When Hveues of Lambeth kept the bridge 
With the 19th Middlesex ! 


Oh! Excno, loved of Scotchmen, 
Of Raeurt, Rangiacu ! 

The joke you've beth supported 
Has somehow gone teo far ! 

Your movement, once so healthy, 
Is coming to the bad, 

And men of muscle leave it 
To the rowdy British cad ! 

All praise to maids of Datchet, 
All praise to England's QueEn, 

Against all hope for hoping, 
For loving what has been. 

But on that spot most men forgot 
The military /ex, 

When Hucues of Lambeth kept the bridge 
With the 19th Middlesex ! 











SPIRITS AND HEMP. 


Tuar admirable critic and interesting writer, the Literary Lounger 
of the Illustrated Times, draws attention to the Scientific Review, which 
; @ curious paper on “Spiritualism” by a French man-of- 
science. The Frenchman, it appears, had given much attention to the 
study of narcotics and their eflects, and being invited to a séance was 
astonished to find, after partaking of tea, which was brought in before 
the séance began, that he was suffering from the effects of haschish, or 
tdian hemp. He thus describes those effects :— 
The usual exhilarating effects of small doses are, when larger doses are administered, 
Quickly followed by an intense feeling of bien-é/re. Shortly, however, another effect 
enes—the power of controlling the thoughts vanishes, and we believe, or, 
rather, we realize most completely everything that ts said to us. It is not unusual, 
the same time, to feel oneself risirg in the air; in fact, when simply walking 
ness @ room it is impossible not to feel that you are walking in the air, and not 
Pon the ground ; all sense of distance is completely gone, and in taking a few steps 
me imagine, or rather you feel, that you are travelling for miles. 
nie seems to point to a solution of the mystery of the great sham 
on age; and it is to be hoped that the line of investigation thus 
lcated may be pursued. It is very easy to say that it is hardly 
credible that mediums should resort to such measures, but is it not a 


oa” more credible than that they should be able to float in 
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OUT AND ABOUT. 


‘ On Saturday week there was a grand fete at the Crystal Palace, with 
wo concerts, a display of all the fountains, and fireworks. The 
concerts were largely attended, for the programmes were inviting and 
ann of our best singers were announced. At the afternoon concert 
a oyal Highness the Prince or Waxes, who does not inherit Her 
AJESTY'8 habit of punctuality, arrived late, the order of the pro- 
gramme was disturbed, and the success of the performance was con- 
sequently somewhat diminished. The display of all the fountains was 
a grand sight ;—it 15 so seldom that the entire system is set playing, 
that those who missed the spectacle on Saturday are to be much pitied, 
as it took place under especially favourable circumstances. The 
evening concert with the Handel Festival choir in the orchestra was a 
decided success. The agronautical exhibition lost much of its attrac- 
tion owing to the accidental burning of the French balloon, Le Captif, 
—a sad loss ito its owner, who, however, owing to the generous and 
prompt exertions of Mm. CoxweL1, received some solid consolation. 
io evening wound up octeaiy grand display of fireworks, of which we 
, however, give no report owi inabili i 
cial ‘ g Pp ing to.our inability to obtain a place 
_ The police arrangements were defective, as msual at the Palace. This 
ig In @ great measure owing, we think, ‘to tthe fact that different 
reserves are sent on each occasion, and that consequently the men are 
strange and unused to the place. Fromithe same.¢ause the regulations 
and arrangements vary every time, to the bewil#erment and incon- 
venience of the habitués.of the place, who aever knowawhat they may or 
what they may notdo. On Saturday, for:imstance, ‘the police ‘moved 
on" a number of people who had forsomestime occupied the benches on 
either side of a gangway from the (Palace toithe grounds; buta few 
minutes after allowed the same seatsito be:taken!by new-comers, which 
was obviously unfair. We observed too:hatavhile the general body of 
sightseers were made to “ pass on,” there «were groups of two or three 
here and there who were allowed to retain their places. Such circum- 
stunces are suspicious, and provocative of comments hardly flattering 


! to the police or beneficial to the cause of order. 





This Floors Us! 


Tue lady who inserted the following advertisement in the Times of 
the 30th ultimo was, like her terms, “moderate” in the language she 
uses in speaking of her apartments :— 

NFURNISHED.—A lady wishes to LET, upon moderate terms, her FIRST and 

SECOND FLOORS. They are musical, and speak foreign languages.— 
Alpha, etc., ete. 
Instead of describing as ‘‘ Unfurnished’’ these accomplished floors, 
which are musical and speak foreign languages, she might have said, 
“well stored with the treasures of a first-rate education.” 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return wunaccepted MSS. or Sketches, uniess they are 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope; but we do not hold 
ourselves responsible for loss.] 

Tue author of “‘ A Dialogue, June, 1968,’ had better wait until that date 
to publish it, as the joke may by that time be appreciable. 

R. A. E. (Cambridge.)—Not exactly suited for publication. What will 
the ladies say to you speaking of them as fel/otw-sufferers ? 

Oscar M.—We knew that joke about “ not a tall black’? when you were 
in arms and not a tall wight. 

F. J. B. (Ramsgate) sends a suggestion for a block, in which he enu- 
merates a clergyman and a rustic, his clerk, adding ‘‘ One of these is still 
living but the clergyman is dead.” Does he mean this for a riddle? We 
have tried vainly to tind anything else in it. 

IpEA.— What an idea! 

Harry T.—It would be anything but an act of C-Harry-T to insert your 
‘¢ joke.” 

WEATHERWISE.— Your wit is in the same wise as the weather—un- 


commonly dry. 

H-oAKs-ER.— Well, your jokes may be oaks—they are not plane, that’s 
very evident. 

T.—Very weak—and we can’t bear weak T. 

LAUDATOR.— We are glad you like it. 

E. R. (Tunbridge-wells.)—We much regret that we cannot eblige you 
by inserting your impromptu. 

Declined with thanks :—R., Queen’s-road, Bayswater; C. V. T.; Wood 
Green; O. F.; W. L. D.; Defender of the, etc., etc., Scotland; Bokes; 
Ginger ; Oceanicus; R., Rushy Plat; R. G. F., Kent; B., Bayswater ; 
A. B. C.-enian; J. B., Swansea; C. J., Manchester; An Envious Man; 
J. W.S., Limerick ; E. C., K—Rea; M.; Old Dobbin; J.S., Liverpool ; 
G. T. H., Forest-gate; J. H. R.; Lively 33; W. H., 49th M. R. V. C.; 
Evil Beast; J. A. H., Wolverhampton; G. T.; Nobody's Child; W. W.; 
X., Surrey; Tim; A Constant Reader; A Punnist; J. H. T.; J.5, 
Bayswater; L. M., Kennington; Nemo; The O’G.; Peter Simple; 
R., Kensington; A Subscriber; J.J.; Risky Boy; Ham and Peas; 
N.;  # Be Old Kent-road. 
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CONSIDERATE! 


Equestrian :—“ Hr! I say! Cart your po@ orr, you rELLow! Do rou WANT ME TO BREAK MY NECK an 
Navigator —“ Naw! Aw pWwoAan’T WANT YER TO—BUT MAYBE THE dawg DOES!” 


A STREET IDYLL. You away, and stormy weather— 


: Some one said it blew a gale; 
Hanarne on a rail I met you; Then I wished we were together, 
Y, you'd a dirty face. “Hanging on a rail!’ 
“Sat, I'll hang you out, I bet you ”’”— 4 
Sat replied with a grimace. Years have come and parted quickly 
Spite of mother’s tears and “‘ dear, oh’s,”’ Since those jolly tom-boy days ; 
Father’s blows came down like hail ; Sorrows crowd upon us thickly— 
Cuartzgr! we were little heroes “‘T’ll come back,”’ my CHARLEY says. 
“Hanging on a rail!”’ Woon I pane oe one congas me, 
ife’s a jumble, head and tail ; 
All our world seemed topsy-turvy— Hope I ine to, as you taught me, 
Who could such a swing resist ? ‘é Hanging on a rail!” 
Lawxy Jounny hadn’t nerve, he “—" : 


Used to shiver at your fist! ee oe 
* You must run away,” you told me, Of (Race) Course. | 


“To the sea where vessels sail ; ” Wnr is a gentleman paying a solitary visit to his stud of Derby | 
Not another boy could hold me Cracks, like a man who has to shift for himself ?—Because he is leit 
“‘ Hanging on a rail!” to his own race-horses. 


I grew awkwardish and | : ie ate ee oe. 
© my swing I said -bye ; QuERY FOR METEOROLOGISTS. 


Leaving in possession Pzcey, Wuen a storm has been brewing in the air, has the downfall ever 
Her contortions made me cry. been known to take the shape of beer? 


BOYS’ SUITS, 16s. TO 45s. 


IN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, ,ypceee HILL. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phoenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: July 11, 1868. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 71. 


Tar dog-roses hung out the tongue— 
For Mayne was unable to muzzle ’em. 
There were whispers the flowers among, 
Declaring such weather did puzzle ’em ! 
Said the larkspur, ‘I’m dying with thirst.” 
Cried the rosebud, “I’m doomed to self-slaughter, 
[shall certainly drink till I burst, 
As soon a8 I get at the water!” 


1.—With aneient wisdom stored 
’T will bore you, never doubt it. 
But when you want your board, 
You can’t get on without it. 


2.—A seaport in a distant isle, 
Which was our property erewhile ; 
’Tis now restored to foreign yoke 
And all its glory is but smoke. 


3.—Oh, belted wanderer of night ; 
Thou’rt wonder in the children’s sight, 
For those bright jewels three 
That in thy baldric be. 


4.—Of Caledonia stern and wild 
This is the child: 
And though for it we do not care 
’Tis valued there! 


5.—If a cabby 
Calls oe 
sking you five bob a mile: 
Of his fare id , a 
This declare, 
Adding a sarcastic smile. 


6,—He saw it growing and at once he broke it; 
He made a pipe of it but could not smoke it. 


Soturion or Acrostic No. 69.—Rous, Turf: 
Ogleu, Usurper, Snuff. kere Sa 


Correct SoLuTions or Acrostic No. 69, RECEIVED 8TH Ju 
, . 69, ILY :— 
Mary Marks ; A.M.E.; The Richmond Buby ; Jack solved It ; ae. 
mT: Baby's = eee aes $ Minden Princess ; slodger 
; >; Verfla and Ycul; Lisaand bt 5 
Carshalton Fools; Clonglocketty. ; oe 
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THE Heicut or Incraritupz.—An artist cutting his 








OUT AND ABOUT. 


ra a Production of Gounon’s Romeo and Juliet at the Italian Opera | 
as ded with complete success. A crowded, fashionable, and | 
. Ouse stamped the reception with its fullest approbation ; | 
as nen calm deliberation it was perhaps inclined to think the | 
cathe er too long, and to suggest that the pruning-knife (or what- 
eters ite of the tuning-fork is) might be employed with 
volee, axed ‘th RIO 8 acting was ample compensation for his defects in 
; ‘. © diva Parti was irresistibly charming. Encores were 
the first ty air to waltz time, “‘ Nella calma d’un bel sogno” in 
camel” ; to the quartette, “Santo piacer”’ in the third act, and 
othersongs; and Patri and RIO were tumultuously sum- 
moned before the curtain. 
lee te vd of performances at the Holborn Circus offers new attrac- 
; w the public to the support of that most deserving 
= wht - The Chinese Fair is a brilliant and original entertain- 
how about on readers must see in order to discover—if they can— 
perform irty children are extracted from a small doll’s house. 
terous and ing dogs are worth seeing, too; and Acovsrz is as dex- | 
ote ne as ever. A performance, described in the pro- | 
stro Buffo Excentrique !” in which the Clown and a French 
manship is al do some comic business, goes’ well; and the horse- 
find no at er. If the female trapezist were withdrawn we could 
On ¢ fault with the evening’s amusements. 

throwa -o y week, the Hall by the Sea at Margate was again 
entrusted "tr for concerts and als d’été. The vocal music was 
Ma, Gro Miss Rosertins HeEnperson, Miss FRaNKLEIN, 
RGE Psrren, and Mr. Farquuarson, who were loudly 

by the = and frequently encored. The orchestra, an excellent one, 
Waves the — under the direction of Mr. Tuappzvs WELL8, who 
Seal on as well as he wields the bow. Of the instrumental 

© on the flute by Mz. Burien is deserving of special 


VOL. vir, 


WHARFUL! 


HOW 


Scene :—The Gardens. 
(pointing to river-side) :—‘‘ Ou, TAKE THB 8TOUT DOWN THERE ; 





WE’LL HAVE IT ON THE WHARF !”’ 
Waiter (aghast) :—“ Wuarr, Sir! Tuat’s tHE Esplanade !”’ 


mention, as well as Mr. Puasgy’s solo on the euphonium. At the 
conclusion of the concert, the seats were rapidly removed, and the 
rank, fashion, and beauty of Margate ‘“‘and its vicinity,” as Mr. 
Samuel Gerridge puts it, proceeded to disport themselves on the toe 
Terpsichorean to a well-assorted programme of dances. We think we 
may—and ought to—add, as a remark without which no notice of a 
ball can be considered complete, that dancing was kept up with great 
spirit until a late hour. 








A Verdant Idea. 

‘Tue number of persons who have been “warned off the turf” is 
much larger than is usually supposed. Every frequenter of our public 
gardens must have seen it notified over and over again that he is 
“requested not to walk on the grass.” 





A Mis-Chance. 


A pEstTrucTIvVE fire at Messzs. Cuance’s well-known glass manu- 
factory in Spon-lane is reported to have been caused by a spark from 
a passing train. We think it far more probable that it originated 
Spon-lane-eously. 


What will you Stand? 
Tux papers report that the late rain (when was it?) has had a most 
beneficial effect on the standing corn. We trust that as a result the 
standing corn will stand something handsome. 





Give it a Name. 
Tux D’Israz.i Ministry has been distinguished by so considerable 
an amount of clapper-clawing that it should go down to posterity as 
“The Ministry of all the Za/ons.” 
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| his fingers defiantly three times, he sits down. 


HON. 


DEBATING SOCIETY. 


—_——— 


OUR 


UR Debating Society, which has always 


been held, in the memory of the oldest 
member (his portrait graces the initial), in 
the Club Room of “The Buffalo in Slippers,” is 
known to fame as the Society of Illogical 
Duffers. ; 
The oldest member (the initial graces his 
portrait) is of opinion that the Society assumed 
the name it bears in a satirical spirit, and with 
the firm conviction that its.every member was 
a Mut, its every thought a syllogism, and 
that its rule of life was “ BARBARA, CELARENT, 
Daru,” etc. But as.the oldest member (the 
initial portrays his grace) has arrived at a 


! 
' 


' 


of xenile imbecility, for which the history | 


of idiocy offers no,parallel, or offers a parallel 
in ‘Susptz Srron alone, we don’t pay much 
attention to what.he says. 
Itwill be observed that that last sentence 
about “parallels” is an echo, copy or parody 
of a passage in one of Macaviay’s Essays. That is the way in which 
some of the best oratorical flourishes of the Illogical Duffers are framed. 
The best passages in the best speeches of the best orators are taken.as 
models—or rather moulds.in which the I. D.s cast their thoughts. 
One of our most distinguished geniuses has never been known, since 
the foundation of the Society, to alter the form—although, of course, 
he must vary the substance—of his 
peroration, which was originally invented 
by the lamented Buixe of sublime 
memory. 

This is Burrersy, the bland.and bene- 
volent. His views on every subject are 
genial and expansive. Hiswalk of life is 
the milk-walk of human kindness, and 
he has a kimdly opinion of this fellow- 
creatures. ‘When some gleomy or 
cynical spedlzer has set forth the de- 
pravity of man in the darkest colours, 
Butrersy is at his best. “I 
sir,” he observes, with a gentle smile of AAA) 

| incredulity, “I cannot, sir, bring myself \\a 

| to credit—much as I revere and regard \W 

the unspotted veracity and sterling worth \\ 
of the last speaker—{ cannot, sir,—I re- \N : 

\\ | 
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peat—bring myself to credit the state- 
ment which he has laid before us; a gy \ 
statement affecting the character of our “(\MR® 

brother men, and derogating from the WHE 

grandeur and goodness of human nature. ‘"W 

No, sir, 1am compelled to withhold my 

belief from the views of the honourable member, whose sentiments, as 
arule that admits of few exceptions, are sentiments, sir, which do 
honour to his heart as well as his head.”’ 

Burtrersy is by profession a bill-discounter, 
with a character for the most intense sternness 
and inflexibility in matters of business. 

This is TumBiExoy, the truculent and trouble- 
come. He isa man impossible to satisfy. If 
the proposition to be considered were “that in 
the opinion of this house one and one are two,” 
TuMBLEBoY would find something to object to 
init. ‘“ What, sir!” he would exclaim, ‘“* What 
do I hear? Is freedom of discussion, is liberty 
of conscience, are the inviolable rights and pre- 
rogatives of man to be silenced by the dog- 
matic and domineering arbitrament of a few 
mathematicians? It is for the arrogant pro- 
pounder of this audacious assertion to prove the 
truth of his theory—and I defy him to do it, 
sir,—I defy him todo it! I defy those honour- 
able members to do it, who are ignobly at- 
tempting to stifle the voice of inquiry and 
strangle the spirit of the age by unseemly 
interruptions and derisive cheers.” Here he 
fixes with his eve some luckless member who 
has just been in communication with the waiter. “It is easy, sir, to 
oppose reason with clamour, and to drown the accents of wisdom by 
ordering a go of gin and a screw of bird's-eye in a loud voice. But, 
sir, that does not prove that one ard one aretwo. They can’t prove 
it, sir’ Idefy’emtodoso! Pooh! Pooh! Pooh!” And snapping 
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TcmBieEroy is the cashier of Mxssrs. Ryson and Remnant, linen- 
drapers, of High-street, Borough; and a most trustworthy and 
attached servant. 

Here is SnatuErsaw, the sentimental and 
sugary. He loses no opportunity of dropping 
his ““h’’s and his tears, He delights in tender 
passages from the poets, and considers that 
sensibility is everything. Woman, Beauty 
Childhood, Universal Brotherhood, Sympathy, 
the Sweets of Congenial Minds and Sensitive 
Natures—all with capital letters—these are the 
subjects on which he loves to dilate. His lan- 
guage is invariably affecting, his tone lugubrious, 
‘‘ Let ’ard natures,” he urges, “’ave the ’ollow 
gratification of ’earing the hempty laughter of 
the cynic; but, sir, let the honest and hun- 
aspiring soul, hof ’oom the bard ’ave huttered 
the lovely sentiment :— 


‘A feller-feelin’ makes the ’ole world kin.’— 


let that hunaspiring soul, hunhenvying the haspirations hof hintellect, 
rejoice hunder the ’ope of ’aving its ’appiness ’allowed by the ‘oly 
hinfluences of the ’eart and the ’ome!”’ 

SNATHERSAW is an undertaker, and is reported to beat his wife and 
starve his children. It is certain that he has been convicted of cruelty 
to his horses. 

This is Focaieson, the facetious and far- 
cical. He lightens up our debates with his 
flashes.of wit, and turns the laugh against the 
pompous, the sententious, and the platitudinis- 
ing. He has various styles of fun, which he 
uses as'the occasion demands. There is ‘the 
turn unexpected,’ as when he says, “the 
speech.of the honourable gentleman who has 
just taken his seat leaves us, sir, very much in 
the position in which—if I may venture on so 
grave a subject to take an illustration from 
sacred history—in the position in which Moszs 
found himself when the candle went out.’ 

There is “the quip familiar,” as when he 

says, “the honourable member asks for an 

equal distribution of property. I would ask him but one question. 
Does not he wish he may get it?’’ There is ‘the retort personal,” as 
when he says, ‘‘ the last speaker has deprecated the idea of any would- 
be wit approaching such a subject merely to make a fool of himself. 
He may be congratulated on the fact that Nature, by kind anticipa- 
tion, has deprived him of the power of performing that feat.” But it 
would need a volume to catalogue the various styles of wit with which 
Focetrson electrifies the society. 

Foce.rson is a stonemason, living near Highgate Cemetery, and 
drivin a brisk trade in tomb-stones and sepulchral urns. 

: This is Rawrortu, the Radi- 
cal and revolutionary. He is 
depicted in the act of asking 
for the head of a king. He is 
always anxious te erect an alter 
to freedom, and water it with 
the blood of tyrants. He 18 
fond of the adjective “bloated,” 
and likes to call England “ the 
asylum of the martyrs of inde- 
pendence.’’ At the same time, 

he is far from satisfied with the government of the country. He has a 

burning desire to know way his ancestors rallied round the Great 

Charter at Runnymeade ; or, why they perished at Marston Moor; or, 

to what end they assisted the Prince or Oranoe to land on these 

shores, ‘if the minions of an oligarchy’’—or, “the mandates of a 
degenerate aristocracy”’—or, “the somethings of something else,’ are 

to be allowed to do something or other? 

Rawroxrrtu is a tide-waiter, and he obtained the post through the 
influence of Lory Noopizpowy, his father having been steward to that 
esteemed nobleman. 

Next you have those necessary members, the silent ones, who never 
speak, but are good ones to listen, Without them the Club would 
perish. ; 

In the centre sits BARBLEBY. He is a man who is always convinced 
by, and agrees with, the last speaker. He invariably votes for the 
original motion, because its proposer having the right to reply, always 
has that last word which finally influences BaArBLEBY’s decision. 

On Baxsuiesy’s left, sits SnacceR. He never agrees with any 
speaker. To him are due most of the interruptions, the derisive 
cheers, the cries of “ Divide,’’ which enliven the debates. He is very 
fond of shouting out “ Question’’—meaning, not that the orator 15 
irrelevant, but that he (SnaacrrR) doubts the orator’s statemenis. 
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On BaRBL 


» speaker, OT knows what the debate is about by any chance. He 


votes with the member who sits next to him, or—in th 
geet tho members on his right and left voting differently —does 
pot vote ab all. . ‘ 
BarsteBy is @ fish~satesman. SNAGGER is a gagar-refiner. Por- 
geBRIDGE 19 & parish~clerk and beadle. 
PTheee are a few of the most distinguished membersof the illustrious 
cgriety of the {llegical Duffers. 
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THE HUMMING-TOP. 


A Sonnet. 


Warnithis revolving world, thy circling round 
And ite short busy life, may well compare. 
Por thy: bright coloured garment, though so fair, 
But.covers;hollowness! The narrow bound 
Of thy existence, by vague empty sound 
Thou: tellest only: to: forgetful air! 
Yetiare there some-who even for thee cure ; 
‘Pornought on: earth but by some love is crowned ! 


Setup to:turn, anditurn, and make a noise — 
Doing little élse!—how like art thou to some 

Who have growmup,. from loving thee as boys, 
As men to imitate! But Christendom 

Doth in their speaking recognise thy voice, 
And knows that what they say is all “a hum!” 


American Notions—of Honour. 


Tus Yankees have apparently discovered that there is something 
nore‘infamous than mere piracy, and avail themselves of it with 
j amdity. A thievish print, called Frank Leslie's Budget of Fun, has 
long sustained a disgraceful existence by filching from English 
papers. But the latest infamy which delights its pure taste is to pirate 
irticlesand publish them as the original productions of their staff. In 
& late number an article entitled ‘“ Landladies,"’ which appeared 
rently in Fun is riven as by Dx. R. S. Macxenzig. A local colouring 
is given (at any cost) by substituting “ Bourbon’”’ for “gin” and 
Wenpe Hotmes for “Suenstone,” and then this Dr. Mackenziz 
eemely claims the article as his own. He must be a respectable 


By Gum! 
,oumpony has invented a new ink made of india-rubber. What a 
‘ this will be to the gentlemen who have to supply “ padding” to 
i magazines! What a blessing to the gentiemen whose misfortune 
to write for papers that insist upon plenty of “ bounce” in their 
“ms! What a comfort, too, to the hard-worked author who has to 
mile for eight or ten hours “at a stretch !” 


Shaky Evidence. 


gaze of earthquakes have been discovered among the Assyrian 
ln ee en British Museum. The scientific world, howevs has 
oie disappointed on examination to find that the earthquakes 
w that Yy noted down as omens, and not for any scientific purposes, 


all practical ends they are no great shakes. 


“Tae A Pin’s Point. 
rad Mn EINES or Watzs has been pleased,” weare informed, “ to 
of the atte Goprrry a handsume pearl breast-pin in recognition 
t heat ip then his Mildred Waltz.’ Her Royal Highness's kindness 
| toes Sin well-known, or the cynical might suppose she intended 
| ue of the composition “ at a pin's fee.” 


Ay 
Insuncrion Not WortsH Fotitowrnao.—Have a care! 


rr 


gpy’s right sits PotHerpripce. He never understands | 


A HUMBLE APPEAL. 


ADAM, if courtiers 
might entreat 
An alteration 
comme tl faut, 
When next at break- 
fast we shall 
meet 
Your majesty at 
Pimlico. 
Unmentionable sub- 
jects then 
’"Twould be our 
duty to discuss, 
Tabooed invariably 
by men, 
But really very 
dear to us. 
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Society will have its 
TP Fe NN fun, 
ae And tease 
nels D slaves 
MEA | Se Nee monkey tricks, 
SYN ae AW Ny EShe~ §=—Corpelling lunch at 
Nae es Ee SA ae halt-past one 
3 SEN And breakfast af- 
; terwards at six ! 
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Is that the only reason why— 
That etiquette is down on us— 
In bowing to Society 
We make ourselves ridiculous. 


The ladies sweep the smutty grass 

With miles of silk extravagance, 
Made to entangle men who pass, 

And throw down lunatics who dance. 
In spite of English irony 

And eroguis week by week by Cham, 
In order to abate we see, 

La luxe effrénée des jeunes dames. 


But men for ever must appear 
In badge—alike to slave and buck— 
Of servitude which waiters wear, 
And undertakers out of luck! 
To tell the truth, our courage fails, 
And all our former patience flags, 
When forced to sport our swallow-tails 
With light and happy coloured “ bags. ’ 
Say, Madam, have you not a son— 
There surely is a Prince or WALF8— 
Whom we elect our champion 
To fight the battle of the tails! 
One bint, one little hint in short 
Is all your humble servant begs, 
It is—that some may velvet sport, 
and all be made to show their legs ! 
— ESE 


Think o’ ‘*that? when you’re Smoking Tobaccy. 
Next to “Fancy Bread,” ‘ Plain Cooks,” and other items of that 
ilk, perhaps the monosyllable “that’’ is the most illused word in the 
English language. How often are.you invited to put it in your pipe 
and smoke it! 


How to Lengthen Your Days. 
Pvriom a loaf from the nearest baker’s shop, you will then be 
xen before a magistrate, who in all probability will give you two 
months ;—on no account knock down and maltreat the first person you 
meet in the street, for that peccadillo you would get at the most seven 
days, and very possibly only be required to pay a small fine. 


It Won’t Wash. 
Ir is a great mistake to term the lower orders “The great un- 


washed.” Ask the opinion of any member of the police force, and 
ou will be surprised to hear how often he is shown, even by the 


poosest of the poor, a “ clean pair of heels.”’ 


ZOOLOGIGAL CONUNDRUM. 7 
War is Mr. Wanp Hunt like a jackall ?—Because he is the (British) 
Lion’s Provider. 
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ROUNDING ON HIM. 


Swell (about to settle his bill) :—“ Ou, WAITER, YOU DON’T OBJECT TO AN AUSTRALIAN SOVEREIGN, I suprPoss !”’ 


Waiter :—“ Ou, DEAR, NO, 8IR! ANYTHING IN THE SHAPE OF MONEY!” 


, ! ” 
Swell :—“ InpEEp ? THEN I cAN LET YOU HAVE ABOX OF GUN-wADs. No USE NOW TO ME, YOU KNOW, AS BREECH-LOADERS ARE AI THE GO: 


An Ode to the Autocrat of Scotland Pard. 


Aaaln, oh, Mayng, 
I see with pain your brain 
Ts wandering in hopeless mists and fogs, 
Such as mene hang above Serbonian bogs ; 
For you have sent the poor policemen after 
A job exposing them to public laughter— 
In fact the force is going to the Dogs! 


You've given your constables nice occupation, 
Making them all dog-stealers by vocation ; 
You've made a kennel too of every station, 
Where tykes in durance vile bark, whine, and squeak, 
Until in trath the magisterial Danret, 
Who comes to judgment, can’t be heard to speak 
For yelpings of retriever, pointer, spaniel, 
Bull-dog, pug, mastiff, mongrel, setter, terrier, 
With twenty more besides—the more the merrier ; 
While they keep up the cry and never cease. 
The magistrate succumbs to their attacks, 
And cannot bind them o’er to keep their peace, 
Though he cries “ Packs!” 


And this is bad enough, Sm Ricwarp M., 
For beak and constables—we pity them ; 
But it is infinitely harder still 
Upon the harmless dogs you take and kill, 
Merely because, with your despotic wa 
Hearing that in July dogs have their days, 
You think they’re plotting treason, 
And for that reason 
You order each policeman on his beat, 
To seize all jolly dogs that he may meet, 
Without a muzzle in the public street. 


{ 


Is this the case? Or are you acting so by a 
Mistaken notion about hydrophobia, 

Which is in fact no commoner in Dog Days, 

That in the winter's cold, and wet, and fog-days? 


Srr Ricwarp, oh !— 
I mean Sir Ricwarp M.— 
Think of the torture dogs must undergo 
From muzzlin’: ’it’s no summer wear for them! 
Think how a muzzle the poor hapless cur poses, 
Who needs his tongue not only for the purposes 
Of respiration, 
But also—’tis the only means the tribe 
Possess—for what vulgarians describe 
As prespiration. 
Suppose a dog, that in this way you treat 
During the day’s worst heat, 
Choked with the dust, and panting with his drouth 
Foams at the mouth, 
Snarls, snaps in feverish frenzy, willy-nilly ; 
To render justice due 
’T wixt him and you 
Must we say he is mad—or you are silly? 


Come, come, Sir Rrcnuarp Maynz, 
It’s pretty plain 

Your recent edict savage is and brutal, 

And, since the grounds for it have found refutal 
By learnéd folk, 
At once the law revoke ; 

And so be Right, instead of Might, and Mayne, 
In order that we may 
With justice say, 
“ Hooray ! 

Our Ricwarp is himself again!” 
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A S(DABLE TRANSACTION. 
The late unsnccessful attempt to ‘get at” two horses who have to make the running for the great National Stakes. 
*,* The success of the attempt would have involved the abandonment of the Great November Meeting. 
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OUR FUN-DON' LETTER. 
epee enna 


E have in this favoured country a Depar 

of Science—a Civil Service ae 

Medical Board—and goodness knows how 
many other Government institutions for the 
Diffusion of Knowledge; and yet our Head 
Constable is in such a hopeless state of ig- 
norance that he supposes “the dog days”’ to 
be days in which dogs are subject to hydro- 
phobia. Now, itis bad enough to have our 
Carer Commissioner or Potice lending his authority to the perpetu- 
ation of a vulgar error; but it isinfinitely worse to have him ordering 
cruelty and brutality—and his dog-edict enforces nothing more or 
Jess. .An animal, which perspires through the mouth, muzzled in such 
weather a8 this, is in the position of a man coated all over with im- 
pervious paint. The poor creature has little chance of getting water 
in London streets, and the result is that he has a fit, whereupon 
“Mad dog”! cries Ignorance, and the fallacy that hydrophobia and 
hot weather go together receives apparent confirmation. I will not 
attempt to describe the sufferings of the unclaimed dogs that are put 
to death, but I will merely give one instance, reported to me by a 
friend who saw a policeman beating a dog to death with his truncheon! 
Ihear complaints, too, from the owners of valuable dogs, who are too 
humane to muzzle the poor animals, that if by chance their pets put 
their noses outside the doors they are snapt up by the policeman, who 
should be better employed. But this grievance, great as it is, cannot 
compare with the enormity of torturing our dumb companions. The 
animals necessary for our food must be killed—yet by as speedy and 
painless means as possible; but I do not believe that we have any 
— deprive other animals of life for our idle whims or ignorant 
ears. 

A.cuniovus instance of the anomalous state of the law with regard 
to Sunday trading was afforded by a case decided the other day by 
Mrz. Commisstongzr Kerr. The plaintiff wished to recover damages 
for misrepresentation of a quantity in six “ pads’’ of mackerel sold to 
him by the defendant. ‘The Commissioner, whose knowledge of the 
lawis foo sound to be impugned, nonsuited the plaintiff under “‘ The 
Lord’s Day Act,” because the bargain was made ona Sunday. Now 
mackerel may be sold, and cried, in the streets on Sunday because it 
is 8 perishable commodity, and surely if the law regards the perishable 
nature.of the coster’s basketful, it intends to take into vonsideration 
the stock of the wholesale dealer; the more especially as the 
coster has the option of purchasing for Sunday sale, while the dealer, 
owing to the uncertainties of winds, tides, and takes, has no control 
inthe matter. I think the worthy Commissioner himself felt that it 
was @.case in which law and justice were not interchangeable terms, 
forhespokc of the statute in question, the twenty-ninth of CuarLzs 
THE Skeonp, as “‘ passed in the reign of a very moral king.” 

London Society boasts some excellent engravings this month. “ At 


‘the Zoo” is particularly charming, and Mx. Lawson’s “Gentle 


Craft” isa pretty picture. These will go far to reconcile one to the 
hideosities with which ‘Twice ‘Trapped” and ‘On the Cliff’ are— 
shall we say adorned? Mx. Greenwoon's “East London Opium 
8 ” is perhaps the most interesting paper of the month, and 
Mz. Bucuanan’s “ Drawing Room Ballad” undoubtedly the best bit 
of -werse. The ‘ Piccadilly Papers”’ contain a quaint chat on Bohe- 
ism with some sound reviews that are pleasant reading. By the 
way, none the Peripatetic very properly condemns a very silly book 
“Charlie Villars at Cambridge”; but he is wrong, I think, to 
doubt the correctness of the passage in which the young Cantabs are 
described as drinking champagne out of decanters. Lads at the 

versity would be just the people to adopt the fashion, because 
swells decant their fizz.” 

Gossipand the Naturalist’s Note- Book—two publications which 
am always sure to contain some entertaining anecdotes or curious 
hovelties—will be found quite up to the mark this month. Hanover 
Square is also up to its average of merit this month. The Illustrated 

pher apparently is beginning to find out the utter worthless- 
ness and impracticability of the graphotype process. It gives one or 
‘WO engravings this month, which, compared with the much-vaunted 
invention, throw it completely in the shade—although the executive 

y of the artist ‘who uses the graphotype in the J. P. gives it 
os possible chance. It would be interesting to know of the number 
Periodicals that have essayed the process how many survive and how 
meny have abandoned it ? a 
Broadway appears this month for the last time at sixpence, and as an 
Anglo-American magazine. In August it is to be a shilling, and 
po From this it seems that the sympathy between Columbia 
thro = aL (vide wrapper) is not very warm. Well, if that were 
Wn Overboard with the dead weight of “ Brakespeare”’ I think the 


2 Bazine might have gone on at sixpence with increasing success—for 
Teason— of which more anon.” 


This month’s number is not very 


te ns 
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en owing, I fancy, to the editor's getting rid of all his store of 

ankee copy in order to start fresh. D’Arcy McGee’s lines ‘have a 
melancholy interest. Uf Miss Srrerron’s novel there is not enough 
to guide one to an opinion as yet. 

Wir such weather as we have had lately, and at this present 
writing seem likely to continue to have, the Gardener's Magazine will 
be welcome to the amateur horticulturist, utterly bewildered by the 
drought. It contains an admirable article on “The Hot Dry Season,” 
the hints in which are invaluable. 

In Lemple Bar we have this month a clever sell-story, ‘My Grand- 
father’s Codicil;” a telling paper, ‘‘ After the Geographical;” anda 
couple of pleasant journey-notes, “ Brittany” and “Sark.” ‘ Where 
shall We go this Summer?” is smartly written; and “Hebe” and 

Fallen Shadows” are pleasing bits of verse. I cannot understand 
how “ The Conjuror’s Call” came to be admitted. It is defective in 
workmanship (é.9., “comical’’ and ‘“oonical’’ are put forward as 
ee it is coarse in tone, and it is purposeless and uninteresting in 

ry. 

Tue Sunday Magazine is as interesting and as well illustrated as 
usnal, The large picture to the ‘‘ Seaboard Parish” is full of grace, 
and that to “The Retired Life”? is powerful and effective. I should 
like to know where the artist who did the picture of “The Farmer’s 
Daughter” got his pigeons, they are such very large and fine birds 
—like Cochin China fowls, almost, in size. 

Good Words also boasts good illustrations, particularly Mr. Prinwe11’s 
“‘ Hop-picking,” to some exquisitely musical verses by the late ‘“‘Sapie.”’ 
“Av Afternoon in St. Alban’s” is a paper that will amuse, and in some 
cases (considering the tone of G. W.) surprise the reader. 

Tue Life- Boat, the quarterly publication of the National Institution, 
has some interesting articles in this number, notably one on “The 
Deterioration of our Merchant Seamen.”’ It also affords an instance 
of -y ingenuity with which an act of charity may be utilized as 
a puff. 


Ghe Inte Samucl Zober, 


For how long atime and how often have the gentle wit, the ex- 
quisite pathos, the tender muse of Samurt Lover delighted us? And 
now he is gone—dead at aripe age, it is true; but still ali too soon 
for those who loved the man, as well as admired the singer. A kindly 
humorist, a sweet songster, a gentle man are lost to the world; and 
Ireland has to mourn for a son who was an horour to her, as he was 
a delight to all. 


SPECULATION: A WIFE’S REMONSTRANCE. 


I’m sure I told you jifty times exactly how ’twould be! 
I always thought it plain enough for anyone } 
Why, only for a momen think of everything we kuow! 
And then deny it, if you can!—I’m sure I told you so! 


If you had any common-sense you'd see with half an eye, 

He never was a man to trust—excepting for a lie !— 

His very 4ook was quite enough for anyone with brains; _ 
Yet you have gone and lost your cash; and he has won your gains. 


I told you in another case (you must remember that) 

How, if you persevered, you must be proved a silly flat! 

You ought to recollect, I'm sure, how sadly you were “done!”’ 
And now this case is Number Two, as that was Number One. 


I never knew a man who less a character could tell! 

A child can take you in with e’en the very simplest “sell!” 
In passing through this world there is no gift more needed than 
The power of discernment of the character of man! 


Some men have naturally got this faculty from youth ; 
You haven’t—and you never will—you ‘now it is the truth 
So don’t let anyone persuade, and lead you by the nose ; 
Let this loss be the last, and here your speculations close! 








R.A.-ther Probable. 
Many gems of the old masters are handed down to us on panel ;— 
judging pte certain specimens on “the line” at the Royal Academy 
Exhibition, artists nowadays draw—on their imagination. 





Tempus Fugit. 

So thoroughly alive to this important fact are the directors of the 
London General Omnibus Company that they find it requisite to 
employ several “ time-keepers.’’ 





A DIFFICULT PROBLEM. 
Given the Eyre-ea of the island of Jamaica, to discover to what 
length a line of persecution may be produced. 
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THE ALEXANDRA RACES. 
(From Miss Bertha Green to Miss Peplum Brown.) 


Dearest Perry,—You'll be surprised to hear from me again 80 
soon, but not more surprised, dear, than I am to be able to write with 
my nose—of course I don’t mean that, but to be able to tell you that 
my nose, which obstinately defied cold cream and elder-flower water, 

succumbed to glycerine, which I applied with a camel-hair brush. He 

recommended it, for though I couldn’t see him, for I looked a fright 
| when he called, Aunt Marry disclosed to him what a condition I was 
in, and he sent a brush and a bottle of glycerine next day. Military 
creatures are so prompt, dear, and though he’s not perhaps exactly in 
the army, everybody knows that the corps he belongs to ranks next to 
the regular troops, and has been complimented for years for its superior 
efficiency, and especially for its athletic sports. But there—don’t talk 
of sports, dear, till I tell you where I’ve been. I thought I'd seen 
everything, when all the time I’d been positively nowhere. Didn't I 


say in my last that I'd seen gentlemen in all their haunts and in the 
constant pursuit of amusement? That’s what the say of us, dear, 
when we want to go out for a change—that we spend our lives “ in the 
constant pursuit of amusement.” If I could say Yah! very loud on 
paper I'd do it. I’ve found them out, I can tell you. There was one 
great national spectacle that uncle would not let me witness. It’s true 
that the only invitation I had was to go with the Grimssys in a 
hired landau that broke down on the road so that the four girls all 
dressed in painted muslins had to come home in a greengrocer’s van 
sitting on empty ginger-beer bottles and exposed to the insults of the 
pulace; but then uncle objected to my going at all on principle, as 

e said; and when I said I didn’t want to go on principle, but on the 
front seat of a four-horse coach, he was as cross as two sticks. I’ve 
never seen the Derby, dear, and though I’ve been to Epsom and 
walked about the racecourse and climbed up on the grand stand, it 
was when there were no horses there and no company, so that it was 
like our old children's parties when we used to be ed on the tarts 
that were left from the dinner-party of the day before, when we 
weren’t allowed to come down. Just fancy, then—at least I don’t 
mean then—I'm going back to my subject. I mean just fancy how I 
jumped for joy when the very afternoon that my nose was well and I 
could come down-stairs to see anybody who called, there came a polite 
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note to uncle from his sister and mother asking me to join their party 
to the Alexandra Park next day. They are quite well-to-do and highly 


connected people, dear—at least I should think so from his aristocratic | 


appearance; andas aunt had been introduced somewhere, there could 


be no objection, for uncle said that the races at the Alexandra Park | 


were only a part of the attraction there, and that from all he had 
heard they were a “Spectacle to which ladies might resort without the 
danger of encountering any of those vulgar and degrading incidents 


which were too closely identified with the more extensive Lut at the 
same time less accessible arena at Epsom Downs.” I wrote out the | 


sentence directly afterwards in case 1 should forget it—it’s so funny 


to hear uncle talk when he’s been reading Boswetu’s Life of that 


stupid old Docror Jonnson. But he let me go, and the old dear was 


quite right. It’s a lovely place, Perry, and when the Palace is | 


opened, will be so easy to get to from where we live, that I shall be 


ready to spend days and days in the grounds, where you can gee | 


goodness knows how far. It’s so funny in the grand stand, where 


P¥ Ks Do Ke £2) 8G, 4 TOS I Ky Sy ? ; 
NES AK AN NAY SNE 
APE Yh AVS f | (/ | AA, 


i 


there are blue and white pews, and you can sit there and look out at 
the loveliest prospect, and talk as comfortably as possible, and watch 
the hundreds and hundreds of people standing at the edge of the race- 
course, which is the shape of a battledore, and presently the lovely 
sleek satiny graceful darlings of horses with little men like painted 
pith tovs on their backs come cantering along, and then they go to 
the starting-place, and you hear a great roaring and clatter of voices, 
and before you have time to wonder what makes your heart beat s0, 
they come bounding along like antelopes, and somebody wins. The 
best of it is that it’s like a sort of entertainment provided on purpose 
for your particular amusement, and you can see it all without any 
trouble. I didn’t even use uncle’s “ Burrow's Malvern,” as he calls it, 
though he lent it me. Certainly John—(didI say his name was Joun? 
Names differ so, according to whose they are, and I alway 
there was something noble in the sound of Joun.)—Joun kept 
all the time, and I forgot all about it till after the race was over, and 
we went to have lobster salad and champagne cup in the luncheon 


room. 
—————— 


A CHIRP. 
Tue real bird of freedom—A London sparrow. 
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Not a Solly-tary Instance, we fear. 


a paper read the other day by a Mr. 
| gp, it Was stated that there were ten 
| thousand public-houses in London, and 
| that they would extend thirty-three miles 
t ine of them. Oxp S 
| if you made a line of LD SokER 
| says that that is the line he should like to 
have a season ticket on. 












The Fashions, 


Tus ladies go to such lengths now in 
dress, that their trains are as extensive as 
excursion trains. Liven the short walking- 
dress or Rode Courte is a little above two 


| feet. 





Opportune. 


Tus news that there is a prospect of 
plenty of oysters this year iswelcome. Of 
the announcement that young oysters have 
already been seen, it may be said, that it 
comes (s)pat at this season. 





A Tempo. 


Ir a composer wishes to immortalize 
himself, why should he always become a 
chef d@’orchestre ?—Because then he has 
such an excellent opportunity for beating 








Time. 
THE UNIVERSAL Metric System.—One a — 
measure in which all civilised nations / 


agree.—The Church-yard. 


Tue Key in wuicu “Brirons Strixz 
Home!” sHovutp se Sune.—The Latch- 
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A NEW READING, 
Dedicated to the Publishers of Shilling Shakespeares. 


key. 
ee “And when the fit was on him, I did mark ——’—Julius Cesar, Act i., Sc. i. 








CROQUET. 
A Painter must that poet be, 
And lay with brightest hues his pallet, 


Who'd be the bard of Croquet'rie 
And sing the joys of hoop and mallet. 


Given a level lawn in June, 
And six or eight enthusiastic, 

Who never miss their hoops or spoon, 
And are on duffers most sarcastic ; 


Given the girl whom you adore— 
And given, too, that she’s your side on ;—— 
Given a game not too soon o’er, 
, And ne’er a bore the lawn espied on; 


Given a claret cup as cool 

As ample Wenham ice can make it ;— 
Given a code whose every rule 

Is so defined that none can break it ; 


Given a very fragrant weed— 

Given she doesn’t mind your smoking ; 
Given the players take no heed, 

And most discreetly keep from joking ; 


Given all these—and I proclaim, 
Be Fortune friendly or capricious— 
Whether you win or lose the game— 
You'll find that Croquet is delicious. 





Heigh-ho! 
h Farnuers may well rejoice over the prospect of an abundant wheat 
arvest, they must feel anything but hay-cock-olorum with tho result 
of the grass crop. 


Hold Hard. : 
one LouRE is gifted with such a retentive memory that he retains not 
be y the contents of a book, but the volume itself, when it chances to 
& borrowed one, as it usually is. 





Tue Reat Benefit or Currey.—A Bishopric. 





Answers to Correspondents, 
[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are | 
| 





accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope; but we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 

J. M. L. (Edinburgh) sends us samples of his “ wut,’”’ with the brief 
note—*‘ Your kindness will greatly oblige.’ We have done him the 
greatest kindness in our power—burnt the MS. 

P. R. (Seething-lane.)—Too easy of manufacture. 

**No Tuart Bap.’’—In our opinion that is not the name for it. 

J. M.—We don’t “‘spare a corner”’ for ‘‘ pars” like that you enclosed. 
You meant “spars,” not ‘ pars,”’ didn’t you ? 

I. C. (Wimbledon). We cannot use the sketch, but as you are so anxious 
about the insertion of your initials, we insert them, as you see, or rather 

as I. C, 
E. G. (Kennington-cross.)—We have at least given you a change. It is 
all we can do, we fear. 

UNDERGRADUATES (Cambridge) is below our standard. 

E. K. J. (Blackheath).—The ‘‘ Nae peer”’ joke bids fair to be as tenacious 
of life as the ** head-scenter.”” Not to-day, thank you! 

ExPEcTANT.—We have wasted precious time in attempting to find the | 
point of your joke. We don’t believe it has one, or else it was broken off 
in the post. 

C. EN. (Red-hill.)\—Declined. Be good enough not to use a nom de | 
plume already in use by one of our staff. 

ConsTANT READER.—Pray remain 80, instead of trying to be a writer. 

CHICKENHEART.— We don't know whence you got your heart, but you 
seemed to have borrowed your head from a goose. 

R. A. (Tinwell Lodge).—Don’t send your acrostic answer muddled up 
with other MSS, | 

J. A. C. (Clonme].)— Look at our cartoon of some weeks since. 

J.P. T. (Holloway) is pilled. 

A. H. (Iver.)—Did you Iver? Well, we never! 

Declined with thanks:—E. D., Lincoln’s Inn; A Subscriber; Vic; 
W.H., Thirsk; J. S., Sydenham; P. B. S., Kensington; D. G., Enfield; 
Ri; Drawing; A. M., Holloway; J. B. T, Brixton; A.C. R., Blooms- 
bury-square; E. M., Cirencester; W. H. B., Staffordshire ; H. W., 
Fulham; A Maniac; G. A. L., Thornton-heath; N. S. E. and W.; 
Toby G.; Daimon; V. T., Fitzroy-equare; E. C. H., Manchester ; 
J.0. K. E., Piccadilly; W. H., Exeter; C. W.; Tomkins; E. E. 5., 
Derby; J. C. D., Burton; Afflatus; T. B., Liverpool ; Timidity Timorous; 
Constant Subscriber ;. Dull Friend; R. L. K., Leadenhall-street ; A Herry 
Tick; J. B.; Nemo; B., Liverpool; V. V.; Wimbledonian; Popkins; 

A. L.; Timothy ——. 
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LOOKS INTO BOOKS. 


We have had such a surfeit of Yankee wit—or what passes for it— 
that we cannot but rejoice over the genuine and catholic humour—a 
humour perfectly appreciable by all who speak the English tongue—of 
Mr. J. Goprrey Saxz, whose poetical works have just been published 
in a collected form by Meesrs. TicknoR anp FieLps, and are intro- 
duced to the old country by Messrs. Tausyer. Mr. Saxe never 
tries to rise a laugh by a mere mis-spelling, and his writings are re- 
markably free from Americanisms of form or expression. But for a 
word here and there betraying his nationality, Mr. Saxz might pass 
for an English writer, aan would take no mean place among our 
humorous poets. He is more English and therefore more likely to be 

popular in England, as far as verse is concerned, than OLIven WENDBLL 
Homes. His fun is always igang and rollicking, but he can 
say a strong thing where wrongs or follies demand it. We have so 
small a space at our disposal for quotation, that it will be fairest both 
to our reader and to our writer to refrain from mutilating the longer 
pieces, and to extract an epigram. 


As Tom and his wife were discoursing 0 one day 
Of their several faults in a bantering way, 
Said she “‘ Though my wit you disparage, 
I’m sure, my dear husband, our friends attest 
This much at the least—that my judgment is best.’’ 
Quoth Tom, ** So they said at our marriage.” 


With this brief quotation, we must leave the book to make its way, as 
we are sure it will mo into the hands of all who love genuine humour 


BOYS’ 





SUITS, 


[Jury 18, 1868 


WIMBLEDON’S WELCOME 


Pay us & visit—now won't you ?—at Wimbledon! 
Pretty ones, ’ere you go flying from town ; 

Dresses put, daintily tuckered or thimbled, on; 
Puasus wants whimsical dresses you'll own. 

Pay us a visit now town is unbearable, 
Hard-hearted governor surely relents ; 

Let your fantastical trains be untearable,— 
Warm are our welcomes, but tiny our tents. 


| 
| Come to the ridge looking over the valley, where 
Sportsmen take shots at a thing called a deer. 
Calm and contented you'll certainly dally where 
Claret awaits you, and—whisper it—beer! 
Come where the Mayonaise salmon invitiagly 
| Rests on an ocean of strawberry cream ; 
Dotty will delve at the ducklings delightingly, 
Darling Apotruts will die—or will dream! 


Come when the merciless sun has done broiling it, 
Come when the breezes are pleasant and cool, 
After your journey and after our toiling, it 
Strikes me it’s jolly on turf and on stool. 
| Stretch out the leopard skins there, by the garden, if 

None of you ladies have hatred of smoke. 

Laziness! Muscles to-morrow will harden, if 

We are alive after ARCHIBALD’s joke. 


When we've exhausted our private frivolity, 
When the dew’s falling and bushes are damp, 
Then we must visit a haven of jollity, 
Where? Why, of course, the Victoria Camp! 
Clinkity! clink! round the fire go the pannikins, 
| Winkity! wink! go our eyes as we drink, 
Scotchmen magnificent, Middlesex mannikins, 
Ladies and catches! ’tis merry, I think! 


Back again, ladies >—we're sorry to part with you, 
Orders are orders and must be obeyed ; 
Hundreds of warriors, ready to start with you, 
Think it’s a bore regulations were made ! 
| Leave us to-night with expressions of pity, but 
Volunteer warriors never say die :— 
Roll away home to the maddening city, but 
Leave us to look at the stars, and to sigh ! 








AN exhibition of pious buffoonery is not an edifying spectacle, and 
it is very much to be regretted that Mr. Tuprer’s frionds have not 
been able—at anyrate have not restrained him—from putting forth his 
‘““Rock”’ Protestant Ballads. With the greatest possible respect for his 
opinions, and his evident earnestness—with a regard for him of which 
our occasional quizzing of the “ philosopher”’’ is an evidence rather 
than a disproof—we have no course before us but to condemn without 
reserve the form in which he expresses them. Unrythmical, un- 
reasonable, unreadable, and (though unintentionally of course) irre- 
verent, these feeble outpourings of religious opinions and rancour will 
do more harm than good to the cause they are intended to aid, and 
only make their author ridiculous. 

Tuar active little insect The Earwig has made its appearance at 
Wimbledon, and is as amusing asever. It boldly asserts on its opening 
page that it is “‘a paper containing neither politics, literature, science, 
nor art”’; but as it does not adhere to the maxim in the majority of 
instances, it is a pity, perhaps, that in the last particular it does not 
“give itself the lie’’ more practically. It would then have little room 
and less need for improvement. Better illustrations would certainly 
not make it less excellent, and would decidedly add to its appearance 
and value hereafter as a record of the Wimbledon meetings. 


Very LIke A (Joun) Bull :—Rushing off just at the present time to 
watering places for a change of arr. 
A Drive ror THE Fovr-1n-Hanp Civus.—Tool-ey Street. 
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THE CUNNING WOMAN. 


r all Arcadia’s sunny 
plain, 
On all Arcadia's 
hill, 
None were so blythe 
as Bittand Jane, 
So blythe as Jane 
and Bit. 


No social earthquake 
e’er occurred 
To rack their com- 
mon mind: 
To them a Panic was 
a@ word— 
A Crisis, empty 
wind. 
No Stock Exchange disturbed the lad 
With overwhelming shocks— 
Brix ploughed with all the shares he had, 
JANE planted all her stocks. 


And learn in what a simple way 
Their pleasures they enhanced— 

Janz danced like any lamb all day, 
Br1u piped as well as danced. 


Surrounded by a twittling crew, 
Of linnet, lark, and thrush, 

Brix treated his young lady to 
This sentimental gush: 

“Oh, Janz, how true I am to you! 
How true you are to me, 

And how we woo, and how we coo! 
So fond a pair are we! 





“To think, dear Janz, that anyways, 
Your chiefest end and aim 

Is, one of these fine summer days, 
To bear my honoured name!” 


Quoth Jang, “ Well, as you put the case, 
I’m true enough, no doubt, 

But then, you see, in this here place 
There’s none to cut you out. 


‘“‘ But, oh, if anybody came, 
A Lord, or any such, 

{ do not think your honoured name 
Would fascinate me much. 


“‘ For though your pals, you often boast, 
You distance out and out; 

Still, in the abstract, you’re a most 
Uncompromising lout!" 


Poor Brix he gave a heavy sigh, 
He tried in vain to speak— 

A fat tear started to each eye 
And coursed adown each cheek. 


For, oh, right well, in truth, he knew 
That very self-same day, 

The Lorp DE Jacon PILLaLoo 
Was coming there to stay! 


The Lorp pE Jacos PiLLALoo 
All proper maidens shun— 

He loves all womankind, it’s true, 
But never marries none. 


Now Jans with all her mad self-will 
Was no coquette—oh, no! 

She rea'ly loved her painful Biri 
And thus she tuned her woe: 


‘‘Oh, willow, willow, o’er the lea! 
And willow once again ! 
He’s sure to fall in love with me! 
Why wasn’t I made plain?” 
+. & cs e 
A cunning woman lived hard by, 
A sorceressing dame, 
Mac Catacoms DB Satmon-Evz, 
Was her uncommon name! 
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Yo her good Jane with kindly yearn, 
For Bixu’s increasing pain, 
Repaired in secret for to learn 
How best to make her plain. 


“Oh, Janz,” the worthy woman said, 
‘** This mystic phial keep— 

And rub its liquor in your head 
Before you go to sleep. 

“When you awake next day, I trow, 
You'll look in form and hue 

To others just as you do now— 
But not to Prtiatoo0! 

‘*¢ When you approach him you will find 
He'll think you coarse—unkempt—- 

And coarsely bid you get behind, 
With undisguised contempt.” 

The Lorp Deg Pituatoo arrived 
With his expensive train, 

And when in state serenely hived, 
He sent for Birt and Janez. 





“Oh, spare her, Loxp ov Pitiatoo! 
If ever wed you be, 
There’s anything I'd rather do 
Than flirt with Lipy P.”’ 
Lorp Pitxatoo looked in her eye, 
He looked her through and through 
The cunning women’s prophecy 
Was clearly coming true. 


Lorp Pit1atoo, the Rustic’s Bane 
(Bad person he, and proud) 

He laughed ha! ha! at pretty Janz, 
And sneered at her aloud! 


He bade her get behind him then, 
And seek' her mother’s sty— 

Yet to her native countryman, 
She was as fair as aye! 

Mac Caracoms, continue green! 
Grow, SALMON-EYE, in might, 

Except for you, there might have been 
The deuce’s own delight ! 
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I'D CHOOSE TO BE A ROSE. 


By a Vuicar Person. oo 
’D choose to be a 
rose—oh! 
If I the power 
had got— 
Upon a garden- 
hose—oh! 
Or else a water- 
ing-pot. 


If I—from Lon- 
don fled— oh! 

Through life 
might choose 
my path, 

I'd let them 
shave my 
head--oh! 

And go to— 
shower — 
Bath. 


If I could bea 
flow’r—oh! 
The weather is 

so hot— 

I'd seek a cool- 
ing show’r— 
oh! 

And go to— 
watering— 
pot! 


Though I’ve 
not too much 
fat—oh! 

It all is in the 


oo 


po 


To be all dripping, that—oh ! 
Is my intense desire. 


I'd choose to be a rose—oh! 
A flower? Oh, dear, not! 
The nose, oh, of a hose—oh! 
Or of a watering-pot. 


OUR'FUN-DONE LETTER. 


ee — 


HE French papers are being constantly langhed 
at on this side of the Channel for the igno- 
rance of English manners, customs, und 
facts, which they so frequently display. The 
Channel which divides us from our lively 
neighbours is so exiguous, and the transit so 
rapid and frequent, that they ought really to 
know us better. Butif the French papers make 

’ themselves ridiculous when they show their 
ignorance of the affairs of a neighbouring country, what do those 
English journals make themselves, which prove that they know nothing 
of certain portions of the United Kingdom? ‘The 7: legraph has been 
ponderously jocose about the candidature of Mx. Kinanan, as if he 
were the manufacturer of the famous L.L. whiskey. What will Irish- 
men think of this, who know Mr. Kinanan only asa large grocer, 
whose reputation in the matter of whiskey is London-made entirel y— 
just as the whiskey is London-consumed. 

Tue Stereoscopic Company have just published a nice little pho- 
tograph of ‘'zopors’s son, who has been brought to England to be 
educated—I cannot see by what right—in a faith which is certain] y 
not that of his fathers. The poor child appears intelligent and 
pleasing, and this carte may be taken as some slight amende for the 
horrible and revolting picture of the dead King put forth some time 
since by the Company. 

Ons of the best signs about:a new invention is the simplicity which 
makes one ask, ‘“‘ Why didn’t some one think of this before ?” This 
is just what I felt inclined to say when I received Cards Jor the Kitchen. 
Mis. Warren, whose name is well known as that of a writer on 

feminine and domestic matters, has published a-series of cards, strung | 


on a wire, and intended to hang in the kitchen, as a guide to which | 
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cooking. Of course a complete cookery-book cannot be condensed 
into such small compass, but the cards contain directions for soups, 
sauces, and such matters as are in general use. The notion is a really 
excellent one, supplying as it does a sort of Cook’s Commonplace 
Book. 

Wan one reads the report of Mr. Owen, chief of the Oxfordshire 
constabulary, on the short weight of bread delivered to the recipients of 
out-door relief by the bakers who contract for the various unions, 
one is inclined to cry, “Oh, for one hour of the Grand Signiory!” 
that we might nail the ears of the bakers to their own door posts. 
The wretches ‘contract’? with a vengeance, for on a total of six 
hundred and thirty-four loaves, there was a deficiency of one thousand 
and fifty-eight ounces. I suppose the scamps who obtained the job of 
the guardians won it on account of their submitting the lowest-tender- 
ness possible. ‘The matter has been laid before the Poor Law Board, 
and it is to be hoped that other counties will bring the workhouse 
bakers to scale and measure; for there is no ground to think that the 
fraud is confined to Oxfordshire. If I had my way, every baker who 
robbed the poor of their quantum of flour shculd be sent to “the mill,” 
where he could exercise his weakness for grinding to his heart's 
content. Let me give that indefatigable reformer Mr. Scupamore a 
hint—the Post Office does not supply the sub-offices with scales and 
weights, which it most decidedly ought to do for the convenience 
of the public. Suppose it at once rectifies the omission and sends out 
the apparatus, with orders that its use is to be permitted the poer, for 
the purpose of weighing their goods. This would prove an excellent 
protection against the dishonest trader of all sorts. 

ADVERTISING at railway stations is very expensive—and no wonder! 
People who are waiting for the trains have nothing to do but peruse 
the placards on the walls. The railway companies were no doubt 
aware of this, and quite understood the extent of publicity they ob- 
tained for the placards in which they have been in the habit of recoi d- 
ing the convictions of persons punished for breaches of the bye-laws. 
This practice has just been pronounced—and very proper] y, too—to be 
libellous, and the South-Eastern has had to pay £250 damages to a 
Mr. Gwynne for a defamatory placard. I hope Mx. Gwynne has 
rung the knell of the practice, which is obviously an unfair one, sli.co 
the offender fully expiates his fault by the fine he pays, and should not 
be liable to an aggravation of the punishment. lf the companies are 
wise they will be warned in time and pull down their little bills, or 
they may have to pay large ones. ‘here are still Dopsun and ces 
in the legal profession who will do the “ wery generous thing,” as 
Mr. Samuel Weller says—take the case on spec ‘and charge nothing for . 
costs unless they get them out of the defendants. 

Poor Mr. Brintry Ricwarps! His “God bless the Princo of | 
Wales’? has produced a very lame and feeble imitation, “God bless | 
our Sailor Prince,’”’ about which the British public, its usual intelligence 
“to evinge,” has fallen into a mistake: Mn. Brintey Kicuaxps 1s by 
nine people out of ten supposed to have composed the rubbish 
about the Dvuxe or Epinpureu. ‘This is to pay dearly for the 
popularity of his loyal effusion about the Principality. vs 

In Routledge’s Magazine for Boys, otherwise excellent as usual, 4 
regret to see a paper entitled “Planchette.” The implement described 
is one of the tools of Spiritualism, and it is a pity that that pernicious 
folly should be in any way intreduced to our boys. Le fullet gives 
some very pretty fashions this month, and what is more—atlcntion, 
ladies, please!—there is not a chignon to be seen in all ils picturcs. 
Plaits and bunches of curls seem to have driven the hideous bulb out 
of the field. of. ; 

Woman’s World shows a remarkable improvement in its art this 
month, replacing the small and inferior cuts it used to have by one 
large and well-executed page-drawing. Its contents, with the ex- 
ception of the leading stors, which is hardly worthy of the maguzine, 
are excellent. It deserves to be popular, and may safely be 1ecom- 
mended to the fair sex. ; 

I HAvE received the fifth number of the Ipswich School Elizabethan. 
It contains a well-written paper on “ Thackeray’s Pocus. ‘The 
translation of “ ‘the Cave of Calypso” is fuir enough, but its verse 
halts somewhat, as in the line— 

“ The leafy haunts, lingering in the trees.” 


The same applies to the bit of Tuxocritus. ‘The editor would do 
better to banish verse from the magazine until the young writers learn 
the art of versifying neatly. ‘Classical Study” is a spirited ones 
of classical education, and the other papers relating to the sciov 
economy are sensible and meritvurious. 


‘‘ He Lisped in Numbers.” _ : rs 

Ir is proposed to number the organ-grinders and license them, - 
order to ensure their good conduct, and their punishment tn C1Ses © 

misbehaviour. The Bishop of Oxtord on hearing of the plan sid, that 

so fur as he was concerned he had rather see the Exodus than the 


the cook can turn for a reminder on all the ordinary operations of | Numbers of the organ-men. 
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ROUGHING IT. 


Come, all ye brave heroes, to Wimbledon bound— 
Campaigning’s hard work, so with hearts stout and bluff it 
Were best you appear on the tent-covered ground 
For we're going to rough it— : 
We're going to rough it! 


Your bed is the earth :—You'll be wise, I should say 
With a few extra blankets and rugs just to stuff it:— 
Or a small iron bedstead’s not bad in its way! 
For we're going-torrough it— 
We're going to rough it! 


Your drink yourmust.seoop from the pool and the dyke— 
Tis wise to-correct, with of brandy “ quant. suff.” it: 
Or there's; plenty of: beer-and champagne if you like, 
Yes! wwe're:going:to-reugh it— 
We're:going to-rough it! 


Atihis'fareno campaigner of courage o'er kicks— 
(Butiif:you consider: too little or tough it, 
‘Wouean easily dine at the mess of the Vics ! 
(Oh, we're going to-mough it— 
We're going to rough it! 


What.a:hardship it is,.when you have a cigar 
‘To lie on your back this hot weather, and puff it:— 
"You'll endeavour to do it, brave souls that you are, 
‘Now we're going to rough it— 
We're going to rough it! 


Should a night-attack happen you'll stand to your arms— 
tAmd the force of the earwigs, you'll boldly rebuff it: 
“Sach: heroes, as you are, will scorn all alarms. 
(‘Oh,vwe're going to rough it— 
“We're going to rough it! 


The chaace ‘to smell powder” the soldier calls his— 
There’s so much of it burnt, you'll be certain to snuff if 
If that's not active service then, prithee, what is ? 
Oh, we're going to rough it!— 
We're going to rough it! 


Oh, welcome all hardships of weather or work— 
We may all win a prize, unless shooting we muff it! 
Our toils and our dangers what hero would shirk ?— 
Oh, we're going to rough it— 
We're going to rough it! 


But what need to dilate on the hardships of war ?— 

This campaigning's severe; and quite training enough it 
For stout-heaited warriors, true to the corps :— 

Oh, we're going to rough it— 

We're going to rough it! 
——— 
Cool! 
Ws have seen many instances: of cool impudence on the part of 
advertisers, but we haye never met with anything to equal this :— 


ANTED, in a minist«r’s family, A YOUNG LADY to assist in teaching two or 
The duties would be so light that a small quarterly payment 


three little boys. : : 
would be expected at first. She would have a comfortable home in a lovely ueigh- 


bourhood near London.—lIota, etc. 

People who wish to pay others as little as possible for the education of 

their children are, unhappily, not uncommon, but this “ minister”’ is 

the first person we have heard of, who expected people to pay Aim for 

the privilege of teaching his precious offspring. It is bad enough for 
worldly people to p»y their governesses a mere pittance, but whensa 

minister expects his governess to pay him, what then? 

———_—_— 


A Drarhatic Feat. 
Tux horse of the late Kine Tuxonore is exhibited at the Crystal 
Palace “at sixpence a head”—-as the papers say—which is cheap 
considering all things, as he has, strange to say, only one head. 


During the Dramatic Féte he threw himself with much spirit into the 
cause, for those who beheld him feeding inform us that they saw 
e Prince of Denmark omitted by 


Hemmel-ate,—with the part of th 
special request, his Royal Highness having returned to Copenhagen. 
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Latest from Wimbledon. 

A: vrrenv who has spent the day—and dined—wi 
at Wimbledon, remarks that like the Roman-emp 


the close of such a day—“ Vics-i!” 
alias 


Tue Last Sentiment A CopsLer SHOULD Prorosz:—No heel-taps! 





th “‘the Victorias”’ 
eror he can say at 
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LOOKS INTO BOOKS. 


A LITTLE pamphlet, entitled What Should We Drink ? (LonoMans 
AND Co.), is rather dry reading, as might be expected. It is, of course, 
impossible to quench the thirst with read wine. The work in question 
13 an answer to the Report on Wines and Fermented Liquors prepared by 
Mr. Beokwirn by command of the English Commissioners for the late 
Paris Exhibition. The awards and reports of exhibitions of the sort 
are always found fault with, but those of the 1867 Exhibition have 
been most widely and perhaps most justifiably condemned of all. 
Mr. Beckwitu appears to have been made an associate-juror and 
reporter on wines with about as much claim to the position as 
Mr. Cotg, C.B., had to his office—in short, as any Exhibition juror 
usually has; and in the writer of the pamphlet before usihe has met 
with a rather formidable opponent. We, however, should prefer to 
discuss the wines under debate instead of the debate upom theswines. 

We have long wanted a really good book of directions as*to the 
construction and management of aquaria. Mr. Bisuor's Handbook of 
Fresh Water Aquaria (Dean anv Sox) does not-supply:the:need, we 
regret tosay. When we.read such.a sentence as “ Weihave seen a 
globe with a much greater number, and seas.assured,’’etc., we have 
reason to fear that slipshod English will be: supplemented by care- 
lessness on other points. As one instance. of insuffidenoy we may 
mention that he proposes the triton, or large water-newt;asa harmless 


-and useful inhabitant of the aquarium, in utter oblivion of.its; pleasant 
| habit of devouring the fish. , i” 


We have received Siege of Washington (Dick an» Frrzezxazp, New 


York), by Carrain Apams, deseribed as “‘ written expreaslyifor little 
| people,” but apparently intended as a political satire—possibly-as an 


election squib. One or two of the initials containing portraits or 


| caricatures of American generals are clever, but the literary: portiemis 


tame and silly. 

Stk Cuantes Trevetyan’s pawphlet on The British ArmyinibB68 
(Loncmans AND Uo.) is one that should be read by all whoware 
interested in the national welfare—and who is not? The:firstibrie 
and terse chapter, ‘‘ How to make our army in a true sense:popular,”’ 
is a very intelligible statement of the case against purchase. Sir 
Cuarues hitaa great blot in our system when he compares‘the<old 
armies of Crecy and Agincourt with their yeoman-soldicrs; andthe 
modern army with its ‘ officers’ and “ privates’’—with a gulf between 
them which excludes the middle class—a class which the Volunteer 
movement has shown to be by no means deficient in military spirit or 
capacity. ‘lhe other chapters point to the difficulties of the present 
system.and the easiestand most economical means of removing them 
and establishing a mew system. Quotations from Commissions and the 
recorded opinions of officers of expericnce in active service are given 


‘in-support of the proposed.warmy-reform, which no ene who has the 


least experience ot soldiers and military life will deny to’ be a much- 
needed measure. What we want is a bridging of the gulf between 
the ranks and the commissions; an opening for the middle classes ; 
and an opportunity for a man who bas qualified as a soldier to return 
as a reserve to: the duties of .social life and the privileges of a good 
citizen. ‘The present rule disqualifies a man for this without making 
a good soldier of hiw, since the absence of any prospect of a rise in his 
military profession or of any chance of going back to civilian life 
makes him callous and careless. Six CHanigs TreveLyan has done 
the Stute good service by this clear and telling exposition of the faults, 
vices, and.requirements of the army. It will not be his fault if the 
British army hes long under the condemnaticn that itis “ officered by 
the froth and recruited from the scum of society.” 


—————aae—EESSESa———— 


Thereby Hangs, Etc. 

Tue cows and horses of a gentleman of Leven, in Fifeshire, were 
found to be so severely tail-trimmed, that be determined to discover 
the caus, which turned out on strict investigation to be the desire of 
some of the farm-girls to wear Jarge chignons. The silly creatures 
bad so obviously brought the punishment on their own heads, that a 
taste of the felon’s ret might fairly have been awarded to them for 
the dock to which they had condemned the horees. It was an insult to 


‘the superior animals, to deprive the cow and horse of their: caudal 
adornment mercly to supply donkeys. 





4& Ceol Notion. 


‘Tue commentators of Suaxesrearr, with singular obtuseness, have 


hitherto failed ta.observe that the Bard of Avon was well acquainted 
with the uses of.one of the luxuries of the present day, to wit—a 
froezivg-machine. That such, however, was the case clearly appears 


from the folowing passage :— 


** tis the sport to have the emgineer 
Hiced with his own petard.”’ 





A Fra.p ror Enrerpriss.—Cyrus, W. 
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| The Rye-Harvest. | 
Tue gocd-hearted lady | 


| who has organised the scheme 
for the emigration of pcor 

| needlewomen and other un- 
| Rappy female-workers to 
| Canada, deserves the thanks 
of the community. Her 

| plans are so well contrived 
| that no seamstress will err 
| in exchanging Miss Rys for 
Mis-e-ry. The poor creatures 
who lack homes here are 
pretty certain of finding one 
a a Canadian Rye House 

ot. 


; 
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A Playin’ Question. 
You've seen the new farce 
| at the Olympic, Tom 
| Thrasher, have you not? 
| Well, what does Tom 
Thrasher beat?. Why, he 
beats all the Adelphi farces 
you ever saw—for badness. 
But they were so bad they 

| certainly deserve it! 

aeuaebie 

| ‘*Ruin seize thee, 

| Ruthless ’’— 

| 


As an infliction on the 
British public, Leah was not 
a subject for langhter—in 
fact it was pecu-Leah-ly the 
reverse. But the last adapta- 
tion of Mosenthal Jewess 
a’esprit is worse than the 
first—in fact, as our friend 
LisPEr observes, it is neither 
Ruth-fal nor ornamental. 
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Tell that to the 
Marines! 


Tue Secretary to the Ad- 
miralty has issued an order 
abolishing “white ducks,” 
and substituting ‘ blue serge 
trousers’’ for the Marines. 
The ‘“‘serge’’ is of course 
very proper considering the 
semi-nautical position of the 
force—“ one foot on sea, and 
one on shore.” But if the 
ducks sre done away with, 
why should not goose-step 
perish with them ? 


A-bridged Work. 


An illustration of the re- 
mark that “the smile and 
the tear are never far apart”’ 
is afforded by the proposed 
Pont International of 
M. Bourret. It will connect 
Shakespeare’s Cliff (asso- 
ciated with the-tragedy of 
King Lear) with what the 
French call Cape Grinny 
(Gris nez). 


De-duced Fairly 
Enough. 


Lovis Buranc has de- 
scribed Lorp GRANVILLE’S 
politics as ‘‘a liberalism of 
velvet.’ His lordship can 
afford tosmileatthe figure :— 
‘6a liberalism of velvet 13 
better than a conservatism of 
Sat’n.” 
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| Dedicated to all Rural Solomons. 
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CONCILIATION V% COERCION FOR IRELAND: 


Or, Hobnu Bull between Words and Commons. 


(4 free copy srom Str Joshua Reynolds. 
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a¥S appy female - workers to | abolishing ‘white ducks, ‘ 
. Canada, deserves the thanks and substituting “ blue serge ‘ 
of the community. Her trousers’’ for the Marines. ‘ 
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3 | plans are so well contrived The “serge 18° of course é 
Bi that no seamstress will err very proper considering the g 
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A Playin’ Question. | | A-bridged Work. 


An illustration of the re- 
mark that “the smile and 
the tear are never far apart”’ 
is afforded by the proposed 
| Pont International of 
M. Bourret. It will connect 
Shakespeare’s Cliff (asso- 
' ciated with the -tragedy of 
| King Lear) with what the 
| French call Cape Grinny 
| (Gris nez). 


You’ vE seen the new farce 
at the Olympic, Tom 
Thrasher, have you not? 
Well, what does Tom 
Thrasher beat? Why, he 
beats all the Adelphi farces 
you ever saw—for badness. 
But they were so bad they 
certainly deserve it! 
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‘‘Ruin seize thee, 
Ruthless ’’— 


As an infliction on the 
Br!tish public, Zeah was not 
a subject for langhter—in 
fact it was pecu-Leah-ly the 
reverse. But the last adapta- 
tion of Mosenthal Jewess 
a’ esprit . worse a os | 
first—in fact, as our friend | : oe : -. ¢ 
Lispzn'observes, it isneither ANOTHER CHAMBER OF AGRICULTURE. oe ee oe 


Ruth-ful nor ornamental. Dedicated to all Rural Solomons. | Sat’n.” 





| De-duced Fairly 
Enough. 


Lovrs Buraxc has de- 
scribed Lorp GRANVILLE’S 
politics as ‘‘a liberalism of 
velvet.’’ His lordship can , 
afford tosmileat the figure :-— | 
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MRS. BROWN JUMPS AT A CONCLUSION. 


[po think if ever there was a downright imposition it’s them perlice, 
saint no more use than nothink, a-dawdlin’ about the strects a- 

| jokin’ after their dooty, as scems to me they aint no idea on no more 
| thang unborn Hottenpot, as the sayin’ is. I’m sure the way as they 





et that poor Miss Paxrrince be robbed is downright disgraceful, in the | bolted.” 


jroad daylight, with the pe 1lice-station just round the corner, as might 
4s well be a hundred miles off, and yet for to see’em go off mounted 


® , : ] , t Tey < © 9, 7 - M4 , 
on their ’orses with their cutlashes a-’angin’ by their sides, you'd spoons, and get clear off with them ?”’ 


thinkeas the French ’ad landed at the least, is what was always my poor 
| dear aunt’s terrors, thro’ bein’ bedridden down by Battersea-fields, as 


ly that exposed as might be took by the French easy anytime, and you | you think as she ’ave made bad acquaintances ?” 


g-hollerin’ like mad, and no one for to’ear. Not but whatit's all dif- 
ferent now, thro’ their a-makin’ a park as ain’t no protection, tho’ 
lookin’ more like ’uman ’ubitations, and very different to when I 
wasa gal, and not a ‘ouse for miles but the Red ’Ouse where the 
igeon matches did used to be, where young Greeny ’ad is arm 
blowed to ribbins thro’ a blunderbus a-bustin’ as he was a-haimin’ at 
a’armless pigeon with, and laid upin the ’ospital for weeks with it 
took out from the socket, and never able to work at ’is trade agin, and 
was doin’ well as a tailor ; on the pint of mariyin’ ’Liza Haxpwicx, 
as were a ’ard-working gal. But ‘owever she could bring ’er mind to 
jolt’imand marry that old Jowrrr as were nothin’ better than a 
Chelsea pensioner with a wocden leg and a temper as dragons is lambs 
to, and that drunken wagabone would twist is iron hook as he’d got for 
aarm, a8 was lost in Corunner, in ’er back ’air till she’d yell agin. 
But as I was a-sayin,’ that poor Miss Partripce she wasn’t nothink 
but a governess for to begin with, as we all knows counts for ncthink, 
and always a-talkin’ about ’er Par and Mar, whereas I’ve heed say as 
they was in the ham and beef line, as ain’t nothink to be ast med on 
but nothink to brag about, and no doubt might ’ave settled tho’ .rooked 
_agaram’s’orn and not a sweet temper, but when she lodged along 
_ with me was a ’ard-woikin’ party, not as I should ’ave cared for ’er to 
‘ave teached me, and certainly did pity them Warner children as she 
did use to walk out with ; but’ad a trifle left by a aunt on the mother’s 
| side and wished for to keep on livin’ with me, but Brown didn’t see 
it, and couldn’t abear ’er ways as would go for to correct ’is gremmer, 
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| for the perlice.” “Oh,” says Miss Yarpiey, “ what would be the use 


. 7 . ‘ d rather pay any money than have my house talked about 
ra ‘itch ai I says, “If them things was on the dresser in the 
Ska I Tn ewe 6 clock, and gone afore three, some one must ‘ave 

roke in and took ’em.”” “Oh,” says Miss YarpLEy, ‘‘ no doubt some 
one come in by the kitchen door.” “* What!” I says, ‘‘ when it was 
“Yes,” says Miss Yarpizy, “I mean they must ’ave come 
over the back wall.” I says, ““ What! and walk straight into your 
front kitchen, and know where to lay ’ands on that teapot and them 
‘. Ba: “Never; that won't wash.” 

So Miss YARDLEY says, ‘Pray, Mrs. Brown, don’t use no slang.” 
I says, “I don’t intend to,” but I says, ‘*’Ow about your servant—do 
: “Oh!” says Miss 
I ARTHIDGE, “she’s a most respectable gal.’ ‘* Yes,” says Miss Yaxp- 
LEY, “I ve known ’er for years.” I says, “‘ We're all respectable 
till we're found out.’’ “What do you mean by that?” says Miss 
YARDLEY. 66 Why,” I says, “ thieves don't come into a ’ouse in broad 
daylight, and rob like that.’ Says Miss Yarp ey, ‘“ Do you mean to 
say as the silver is gone without thieves ?” she says. ‘ You're a vile 
calummy, that’s what you are.” And if she didn’t take and call me all 
the names she could lay ’er tongue to, so I says ‘“* Miss ParTrinGE, 
I will wish you a good evenin’ ;” but I says, ‘* You look out, for you’re 
not in quarters as I should care for,” and out I walks. 

It was a good three weeks arter that, as Miss PartripGE come in a- 
sobbin’ and cryin’, as I couldn't make out ’arf what she said, and 
‘adn’t no time ’ardly to speak a word to ’er, for I'd got my bonnet on 
Jest a-goin’ to start along with Brown, for to say good-bye to ’is 
sister, as were a-goin to emigrate, and a good riddance too, partikler 
as that boy ALFRED’s a-goin’. 

I couldn’t stop to ’ear what Miss Parrripeer ’ad got to say, as kep’ 
on sobbin’ and sayin’ she was robbed of everythink, and the servant 
gal was in the swindle with ’er. I says, “ You don’t mean it?’ She 
says, ‘‘ Yes, and she’s gone off with a seafarin’ man.” 

Brown, he was a-bellowin’ like ten thousand bulls for me to come 
down. So I says to Miss Pantrinasr, “’As she took your clothes ?” 
“Yes,” she says, ‘‘and money too.” So I says, ‘‘Go I must, I'll be 
back as soon as possible ;” and down I goes to Buown, as abused me 
like a pickpocket, and says, “Now, lock ’ere, I don’t stand none of 


| nob as ever she tried it on with me, tho’ she did say as I wasa\peless | that old cat s rubbish ; she’s only come a-tryin’ it on, and I won't ‘ave 


| case one day to my face. 


‘er in the place.” Isays, “Don’t be a brute, Brown, whatever you 


Well, she was a-livin’ out by Stratford church and took ’arf a small are.” I says, “She’s been robbed of everythink by that wile Miss 
house with Miss Yarnpizy, as were in the staymakin’ line, and | Yarpey, and ison the wide world.” ‘ Well,” he says, “you may give 
_persueded me to have a pair as she called misfits, as strait | er a bed fora night or so, but I won’t’ave no more than that;” and 


| waistcoats was fools to for tightness, and I should like to see the Miss 
| 48 they would fit a-lacin’ ’erself to death, as ’ave appened in a ball- 
tom. I know'd as®o good wouldn’t never come of them two a-livin’ 
together, and so I told ’cr; and must say asthe way that silver 
| walked off from the kitchen winder, as couldn't ’ave gone without 
| ands, was wonderful, the werry arternoon as I went to drink tea. 

| ell, we was a settin’ a-talkin’ of it over, for I got there a good 


| hour afore tea, and ’cr a-iellin’ me about ’er goin’ to Boclone in the | p 


| summer, as she wanted fur to keep up herF'rench. “Why,” I says, “1 
| thought you was always took for French yourself.” “ Oh,”’ she says, 
And ao I am, and was«n'y the day before yesterday by a German as 
Was a-sellin’ jewelry and couldn't ‘ardly speak no English.” In come 
Miss Varnrey, as is a downright idjot, a-fancyin’ of herself a gal, as 
18 longways past fifty and net a tooth in ’er ’exd, but looks young 


| from behind thro’ being a reg’lar scrag and as grey as a badger, but 
" , . . . . - . , 
| ad been and done ’er ‘air a bright ginger thro’ a rubbin’ some- 


j 


thing over it as looks like furniture polish. 
__Meand Miss Yanprry wasn’t never partikler friends arter them 
| stays, as I considered a vight down do, and ’ad caused a coolness, and 
it's a mercy they didn’t do for me altogether, and it’s well for me as 
| Brown come in as he did when J was a-tryin’ ’em, for when I'd got 
| €M 0n move my arms, or draw my breath I couldn’t, thro’ a-fastenin 
| with them clasps in front, as I couldn't get undone, and black in the 
| face thro’ my breath bein’ gone, and wouldn't take ’em back, nor yet 
llow for ’em, as I sold myself for ’arf-a-crown to Mrs, Israrr, as 
| I’ve know’d for years, as will take anything at a fair price, and always 
| ‘ung’ me some of them Passover cakes, but won't never touch drop 
| Ror bit in my place, and a kind-’arted soul I must say. 
pel when Miss Yaupiey come in, she says, « Bless me, Mrs. 
Rown, I shouldn’t ’ardly ‘ave known you. Why you're ashadow. 
J «now'd she meant jcers, through a-feelin’ as I'd got stouter if any- 
think, tho’ not perhaps more than a inch either way, a8 makes @ 
rence in the figger. Sol says, “I’m werry well, thank you, Miss 
ARDLEY, and as to bein’ stout we can’t all be weazels,” and I kep’ on 
a-talkin’ to Migs Partner about her silver as’er aunt had left "er, 
&2d°80 provokin’ to lose like that. So says Miss Yarvizy, “It ain't 
Rouse cryin’ over spilt milk ; the silver'’s gone, and we must do with- 
out it.” “I rays, “] were not aware as it belonged to you.” “Oh, 
the says, “Me and Mirs Panrrrpor is partners.” So says Miss 





| 


bear | 


on he ’urries to ketch a bus, as there wasn't no talkin’ in, aa the racket 
on is enough to distract any one’s ’ead, and glad I was when we got to 
where we was goin’, as was a lodgin’ near the Docks. 

We tcok leave of Brown’s sister, as is not a party I ever did care 
for, and was a-makin’ our way ’ome thro’ Radcliff "Ighway when 
who should I see but Miss Yarpiey a-walkin’ along with a sailor 
chap, and she twigged me, and drops ’er wail in a instant. I didn’t 
retend for to see ’er, but says to Brown, “ Don't ’urry,” as was 
thirsty, and said he should like a bottle of gingerbeer. Sel says, “Go 
in here, and get it,’’ as give me a excuse to wait while he was gone in 
to get it, and so I waits and sees my lady a-passin’ me. I follers ‘er slow 


| till we come to a corner of a street, where two perlice was talkin’, and 


then I rushes up to ’’em, and collars Miss Yaxpiey at the same time, 
and gives erin charge. She says to me, “Are you mad?” I says, 
‘Oh, dear, no, but,” I says, “I think you must be, to take and rob 
anyone and decamp with their very clothes.” The seafarin’ party as 
were along with ’er says, “Whatever does this mean, JanB?”’ I says, 
“She knows what it means,” a-pointin’ to Miss Yarpiey. Well, 
a crowd was a-gettin’ round, and Brown he come out of where 
he’d been gettin’ ’is ginger-beer, and says, “‘ What is it?” So 
then J tells ’im, and Miss Yarpiey says to 'im, “I cap talk to you as 
‘ave sense, and not like your wife, as always gets’ old of the wrong end 
of the stick.” She says, “I pity ’er, else I'd be took in charge and 
then punish ’er for false imprisonment.” Says Brown, “ What's it 
all about?” ‘* Why,” she says, ‘‘my servant gal ’ave gone off 
with Miss Partrpce's clothes, and I’ve come down ’ere with my 
brother to see if we can find her, as she was seen last with a sailor.” 
Well, I was dumb-foundered, for in course the police wouldn't take 
the charge, for Brown wouldn't let me press it, so off she walks, and 
when I got ’ome if that stupid hass, Miss ParrrincE, didn’t stand me 
out es she never mentioned Miss Yarpuey’s name about robbin er, 
but it was the servant gal asad took ’er clothes; so I says, ‘ You'll 
never ketch me a-befriendin’ you no more,” and the way as Brown 
went on was madness, a-callin’ me a old fool, and sayin’ as Miss 
Yarpiey ’d make me pay, and so she did, leastways a written apology 
and all manner. So I give Miss Paxtuiper the bullet, and she don t 
never darken my doors egain, a-deceivin’ of me like that, as must ‘ave 
know'd werry well as I thought she were a-talkin’ about Miss 
Yarpizy, and I'am sure as she were, only didn't like for to press the 
charge, thro’ a-’opin’ as ’er brother would marry ’er, a8 I’m sure were 
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a re) Rear vo, Mee Fkspuyy, + Cat eee: : send | the lust of ’is thoughts, the old scarecrow. 


“ny of the loss.” “Well,” I says, “if it was my case I should 
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A DAY'S WORK IN THE CITY. 


By ong oF THE UNDERPAID. 


No. L—9 O'CLOCK A.M. COMING TO “THE SHOP.” 
Isn’r it a monstrous thing that with the thermometer at 115 in the 


' gun and 85 in the shade we should have to begin work at 9 o'clock 
| and keep on all throcgh the heat of the day for a pittance that—— ; 
| but, there, don’t let me get upon that tack or I shall go mad. I don't 
| know whether it wouldn’t be as well if I did go mad. A cool cell. 
| with a large stone pitcher full of water, is about as pleasant a picture 
as I can conjure up this weather in the middle, say, of Moorgate- 


street, with the heat baking the pavement, and no shady side of the 
way. Why don’t they plant a few trees, and put a few seats under 


| them, or build big esplanades, or stretch awnings over the footways, 


or erect a few fountains, or do something or other to relieve the dreary, 
sultry monotony of this intensified organisation of money-spinning 


ee Ce 


called the City ? Why wasn't I born a hermit, living in a cool, weedy 
cave, with an unfailing rill of pure water trickling just outside, and 
plenty of lettuces in my front garden? I envy the watermen at the 
cabstands ; and I missed my vocation through not apprenticing myself 
when a ae the bathing-machine business at Herne Bay. Fancy 
onins & ving by riding in and out the cool pellucid sea on an 
amphibious horse, with nothing on but a guernsey and a pair of 
canvas trousers! No, I won't fancy it. Here I am on the top of the 
omnibus that ae me from my residence, No. 2, Zerubbabel-villas— 
our landlord is a deacon, and gives all his houses Scriptural names 
from Dan to Beersheba—and I am bound to be at 9 to the minute 
inside our office in Carthusian Friars. There's a pump in the Friars, 
but it’s locked, and even if it wasn’t there’s no water in the well, and 
even if there was, the water would be poisoned by the bodies of dead 
Carthusians ; at least, the Officers of Health say so; and tell us that 
the clear, cold sparkle that was so delightful in the old days when I 
was an office boy, was phosphate of something or other which proved 
that it wasn’t fit todrink. Why, then, doesn’t somebody give us 
water that és fit to drink? There's a great talk just now about the 
wing habits of intemperance, and the frequency with which 
usiness men and clerks “do their drain,” and their glass of bitter of 
amorning. Idon't deny it. I wish I could afford to have a glass of 


Oe 
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| bitter directly I get off the "bus; and if Jottick, who comes up with 
| me every day—and is now on the box seat next the driver—chooses to 
| stand, I'll not say no. Let the Government, or the authorities, or | 
some of the swells who are always going on about the viciousness of 
modern habits, go in for Te a few artesian wells. There’s good 
| clear, pure water under old London still, I dare say ; if not, let ’em have 
filter refrigerative fountains in the public streets, as they do at | 
' Constantinople, and Seville, and other places where the climate isa | 
good deal less severe than it is here. We're a selfish lot—mankind are, 
there's no doubt. It's seen even coming into the City, by the way | 
_ the passengers struggle for inside places in wet weather, and fight for 
the knifeboard on fine mornings. The knifeboard’s a mistake now, 
though. It's too warm up there, and there’s a little too much tobacco. 
' I smell of it myself, I admit, for a young fellow that sits near me— 
junior partner in a Colonial house—has what he calls his “ morning 
whiffs,” they’re cigars about the size of a stumpy lead-pencil, and last | 
' just ten minutes; but the flavour of ’em gets into your hair somehow, 
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_and makes you so particularly pale-ale-ish that if you only had 
| twopence to spare—which you may have, but I haven’t—you'd goin | 
| for u refresher at the very first Public, in spite of the science of social 
| economy and all that. ‘* A glass of ale a day, sir, is a shilling a week, 
| two pound twelve a year, and for that sum you might insure your life 
for above a hundred pounds in a mutual office,’”’ said a man to me —he 
was an agent for the Mutual Office himself—and my reply was, 
| “Thonkee—yes, but as I’m as much interested in preserving my own 
| life as in insuring it for the benefit of somebody else—I'll have another | 
| bitter, please.” I’m really afraid that we're an awfully selfish lot in | 
the City ; but what other rule are we to go by, when we find that 
nobody gives us half a chance that we don’t snatch for ourselves? I | 
wonder whether the old woman will have finished dusting the office | 
before I get there. I wonder whether she lives in the cellars, and if | 
she ever sces the ghosts of the Carthusian Friars. I wonder if there's | 
anything in the paper that I’ve wasted a penny on and not read. I 
wonder if the red Turkish bottle at the office can be cleaned so that | 
there shan’t be quite so much green slime about it. I wonder whether 
| { shall be able to afford a holiday next quarter; and whether, weather | 
permitting, the governor will permit also, and give me one. I wonder | 
| I'm such a fool as to expect it. I wonder whether I’ve put the three- | 
‘ penny piece for my fare in my left-hand waistcoat pocket, because ifI | 
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have I can’t get at it, and if it’s in my trousers pocket I shall be half 
an hour getting my hand in. I wonder whether the cad would trust | 
meifI asked him. J don’t think I'll try. There goes nine of ’em, 
and I shall be five minutes late. Good morning ! 


== ———————_—_—_—_—_—_— 
| LINES. 


Bx Wimertipon Camp-sett. 


You gentlemen of England, 
Who live secure from damp ; 
Ah, little do you think upon 
The dangers of the Camp. 
Give ear unto the Rifles 
And they will plainly show, 
Oh, how wet oft they get 
When the stormy winds do blow! 


Though nobody supposes 

That we shall suffer scars ; 
» When cats and dogs it’s raining 

We're subject to catarrhs. 

We had not dug our trenches, 
It was so fine, you know, 

So wet through were a few 
When the stormy winds did blow! 


But courage, all brave marksmen, 
And never be afraid : — 
And let your preparations 
In any case be made. 
Our climate is uncertain,— 
Then trust it not, and so 
There'll be drains if it rains 
When the stormy winds do blow. 


eee 


Curious Custom in Brittany. 


Tue writer of a paper upon Brittany in Temple Bar gives a curious 
revelation of the manners and customs of the natives:— 

“In most of the inns also there is a copper vessel filled with water, and attaehed 
to the wall in some conspicuous plave. To this vessel there is annexed a pipe, 
through which, on its being turned outward, runs a small stream of water into a 
basin beneath. Any traveller, therefore, who so wishes, may thus wash his hands 
without the trouble of calling for water or of going te a bedehamber.”’ 

The writer does not tell us the mode of washing: pursued by the 
natives. We are led to conjecture, however, that it is by rubbing a 
piece of soap smartly between the hands; using friction to the latter 
by means of the one applied to the other; immersing the shampooed 
extremities in clean water so as to remove from them ali particles of 
the soap, and then drying them thoroughly with a towel. 

Travellers certainly sce strange sights. But the traveller in question 
might have seen this process performed at home; and he would 
doubtless be able to see water laid on for the toilette in most civilized 
parts of the world besides Brittany. After this exhibition of innocence 
we must never indulge in the old British jest about the Frenchman 
being surprised at a washhand basin in his bedroom, and inquiring 
its use ! 





The Bulwarks of the Constitution. 

Lorp Sranizy has, we are glad to learn, appointed Mr. James 
Hannay to the vacant consulship of Brest. Mx. Hannay has done 
the state—at any rate “the Church and State ” party—excellent service, 
and therefore fully merits the post. It is just possible, however, that 
the Government, in anticipation of an attack after the new elections, 
have sent him where he will be in a position to supply them with 
Brest-works. 





Tie Bear Idea! 


We do not know whether Cowbridge is famous for its bulls, but we 
venture to think that the following advertisement, clipt from a Welsh 
paper, shows traces of the Bos Hiberntcus :— 

BFAR HOTEL LIVERY STABLES.—Families and Gentlemen visiting Cowbridge 
and the neighbourhood will find good Stabling, Coach-houses, Post Horses, 
Careful Drivers, Dog Carts, Phetons, Flys, Clarence, Brougham, Waggonette. 
Private Omnibus, Hearse and Mourning Coaches to all parts of the Country. John 
homas, Auctioneer and Proprietor. 
The offer of hearse and mourning coaches to all parts of the country is, 
we must say, burial-uring. 





GOOD THING FOR THE MINISTERIAL WHITEBAIT DINNER, 


Wuy must the inmates of Greenwich Hospital be illiterate men ?— 
ecause they are pert-shunners. 
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Tue Dramatic Féte at the Crystal Palace was—to put it plainly—a 
miserable failure. The reasons for this are two :—first, the unsatis- 
factory state of the accounts, as shown at the meeting of the Council; 
and, second, the want of novelty in the programme. To the former of 
these causes must be attributed the absence and the withdrawal of the 
support and aid of the majority of our leading,aetors and actresses. | 
They withhold their countenance from a charity which begins so 
decidedly at home that very little is known of its movements. I most | 
eincerely hope that the Council who, of course, only desire the benefit | 
of the College, will sce the necessity of reform, and retrenchment. If 
between now and next year they can: show-usa promising balance- 
sheet, and a more decided promotion ofthe objects of the charity, I | 
feel sure they will receive warm support'and substantial aid to ensure 
a great success for the fete. If not, the fete is.doomed! The only 
defence for it—so damaging is such an, affair to the prestige and 
dignity of the theatrical profession — is, that it largely assists a 
deserving charity. But unless the charity be-proved really deserving, 
and unless the assistance be solidly shown, there:can be-no question 
about the desirability of abandoning it. 

The stalls, this year, were few in number, and by no means so 
closely—or profitably— besieged as they have been on former occasions. 
The shows were, for the most part, repetitions pf theshows of previous 
years. ‘The White Lilies of the Prairie’ zealously sacrificed them- 
selves—not to mention the minor considerations.of: time and tune—for 
a good cause. The Richardsonian drama, thrilled;, killed, and got 
through a host of other “ills” in ten minutes; andi there were con- 

jering booths and Chinese exhibitions. Amact fromthe Grand Duchess, 
a scene from No Thoroughfare, and other. dramatic snatches, or com- 
plete farces, were performed in: the theatre, but did not: very 
attractive to those who had: witnessed—or: might aitheniediian more | 
comfortably in the regular theatres. Mn. Toozm's show wasy.as usual, | | 
the best: patronised. His entertainment, which by this timemust be | 
acknowledged to be susceptible of variety, waesupplemented by-some 
amusing performances, in: which: Mz. Liowzn Brovcu, among,ottiers, 
did some clever fooling. It: would be unfdinm to close our notice 
without a word of praise for the legitimate-drama, ably represented as 
it was by a:capital Paath-end-J udy show. 


i 

HERE THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. ! | | 
| 
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Answers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return wnaceepted MSS. or Sketches, uniess they are 


stamped and direeted envelope; but we do not hold 


accompanied by 4 
ourselves responsible for loss. ] 

F. G. (Holly-place, Birmingham) writes “Even ACHILLES was not quite 
invulnerable, nor was SAMPSON perfectly strong. I have read with great 
pleasure several strictures on the too common use of ‘ and which,’ but didn’t 
at all expect to find you falling into this error’’—and he then instances the 
following passage as incorrect:—‘‘A story in which there is an interest 
beyond mere aquatics, and which is no doubt intended for general readers. 
This happens to be a case where “and which ”’ is not merely admissible, but 
absolutely necessary ;—where both relatives belong to one antecedent, the 
second must have the conjunction. Considering his profound ignorance of 
grammar, it is hard to see what pleasure F. G. can derive from reading 
strictures on the improper use of “and which’’—or what profit either! 

F. A. R. (Essex-street) sends us some lines, and ‘‘ should we deem them 
worth anything deycnd insertion,’ would be, etc. We deem them F. A. R. 
beyond insertion. 

IPPER.— You are talking about things you don’t understand, and like 
F. G., ef Birmingham, eke out your ignorance with impertinence. Go and 
buy a grammar, do !—and let F. G. have a peep. : 

E. W. 8. (Camberwell New-road.)—By no means suitable. 

G. P. (Marylebone-road.)—The case of the dogs will not be improved by 
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your doggerel. : 
Cavz CanEM.—The sorry tale of the dogs doesn’t want such a wag as you. 


HEALTH evidently does not possess the mens sana as well as the corpus 
sanum. 

Dic#0PoLis.—The London letters of the provincial press, 

E. G. 8. (Hants) wouldn’t Hantser our purpose. ; 

W. R. (Blandford).—One of your jokes is not funny—the other is not 
suited for publication. 

SLoPER.—Your joke about grocers is worthy of a co-operatively stored 
mind. Your wit is little credit—but it is not the ready. ae 

F. B. (Notting-hill.)—Had you sent us more than mere initials, your 
MS. might pass. 

Declined vith thanks:—J. M. E., Dorchester; J. A,, Farndon ; 
J.C. A. B.C.; W. Y. B.; Student, Belfast; E. R. M.; Ri; J. H. A, 
Waterloo-road; Jacko; O. H., Hyde-park; W. G., Islington; A Lunatic 
on the Banks of the Severn; “Go’t Again,” Preston; H. N., Kew; 
E. J. 8., Birmingham; G. A.; Dan; Meteorologist; Stupid; No. 95, 
Bristol; E. C., Dalston; B. A. B. B. ¥.; H. W., Newington-green ; 
Free Trade; C. H. L.; A. M., Aberdeen; A Radical; W. S. W., Bromp- 
ton; P. P.; Xi; Nemo; C. M., Liverpool; A Whim-bledon; Q in a 
Corner; J., Glasgow; N. Y., Islington; Z.; Peterkin; A Nobody ; L. L.; 
B., Kingston; V. R. 


————— 
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THE DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 72. 


Tuere’'s nothing can e’er be more pleasant 
Than either my first or my second ; 
Though early the time just at present 
For one or the other is reckon'd. 







1.—It sometimes makes the traveller turn 
To see a reptile ’mid the fern ; 
Sometimes if he be weak of heart 
It makes an actor spoil his part. 







2.—To knights within the lists it stands reveal d, 
A glorious blazon on an honour’d shield: 
Sometimes its presence you may chance to know 
By martlets following in a single row. 








3.—From South America in ancient days 
They came, I fancy ; and now ladies praise 
Their introduction, for we must confess 
The stuff looks pretty fora morning dress. 







4.—Its flag hangeth out where the streamlet 
Runs down to the kiss of the sea ; 
Fair flower for ever thy gleam let 
Remembrance bring brightly to me. 






5.—A mystic city where of old 
Great fibs in classic tongues were told. 






6.—He eyes the soda with an eager glance, 
A thirsty look upon his countenance ; 
‘Tis early morning; and, poor man, no doubt 
He spent last night in liquoring about. 
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7.—This may be of several kinds, 
By a bright ceremonial invited ; 
Or used by bucolical minds, 
Or felt in the state stvled united. 
Sotvtions To Acrostic No. 70.—Litel, Paper.—Lapp, | 
Ida, Bishop, Educate, Lover. 


Correct SoivtTions or Acrostic No. 70, RECEIVED Lith Jury :— 
Clonglocketty ; W. M. 
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NO FLIES! 


“ It is currently reported that, as soon as the Police have cleared the stre:ts of | 
stray dogs, Sx Ricuarp Mayng will find them other and similar employment.” | 


A Rainy Prospect. 

A HORTICULTURITUALIST Of our acquaintance declares 
that he shall strike Sr. Swirnrn out of his calendar | 
unless it rains (s)within the period allotted to the | 
saint. 




















Horticultural Notes. | 
A poomatic gardener of our acquaintance asserts that the dog-rose, | 
if planted any time between July and September, will become a dog- 
day-sy. 
A anaes may be considered a hardy perennial, as one setting of it 
suffices. If you want to substitute a clock for it, it will best be done by | 


striking. +3 | 
Wyse and Generous. 

Mr. F. Wysz, a wealthy distiller of Cork, has given the two thousand 

pounds required to complete the twelve thousand necessary for the 


restoration of Cork Cathedral. We trust our teetotal friends will 
not take it amiss if we advise them to go and do like Wyse. 


Co-opera-tion. 

TB papers have s> frequently announced the approaching marriage 
of a certain fair singer and a young French nobleman, that we may 
fairly enquire when we may really expect the establishment of the 
partnership of the firm of Patri and Cavx. 





Simply Bars-aric. 
A sporTiING barber has made the discovery that the more a horse 
| me at the post the less likely it is to make a close shave of it at the 
| nisn. 





‘*He’th an Ath!” 

CHATTERBY, who will always ask such stupid questions, has written 
| to Notes and Queries and wishes to be told if, when a man has 4 
weather-eye, he must necessarily also have a ‘‘ whether or no’s.”’ 





Rations, and Preparations. 
Tue spirited management of the Italian Opera, Covent Garden, | 
caters so well for the public, by going frequently over the round of | 
operas, that no one can fairly complain of his Gye-rations. “HIS COURAGE TO EVINCE.’? | 
iii, Taig lee emma A CORRESPONDENT—€evidently colour blind—has the impertinence to | 
OPTICAL ILLUSION. put to us the following query. Is the ‘sauve-ais quart d’heure ” 
Ir is a remarkable fact that the people who most frequently gladden | tantamount to a blue look-out + 
their eyes with the sight of golden coins of the realm are those to 
whom money is not an object. 


Ss. 





TrRovusLED WatEers.—The Marshal-sea. 


BOYS’ SUITS, 16 TO 45. 


IN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, aT 


LUDGATE HILL. 
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‘The Second-Floor” is a pair of sisters. Their figures are lean, 
their aspects depressed, their incomes inconsiderable. They are 
teachers of music. The distressed gentlewomen are the daughters of 
one who fell a victim to the frauds of a pious 
banking-swindler, who read prayers in the count- 
ing-house to the clerks morning and evening, but 
preyed on—and not for—the widows, orphans, and 
other unhappy folk he robbed. 

These poor girls, who had learnt music as an 
accomplishment and an amusement, have now 
only that to look to as a means of living. They 
spend their humble, sunless lives in the weary task 
of teaching children to play on the piano—and a 
more tedious and unsatisfactory toil does not 
exist. They get but little credit, too, for their 
labours. Nota few of the Hebrew grandees of the 
quarter, with all their ostentation, know how to 
screw, so they employ these poor gentlewomen at 
low salaries to teach their dark-haired daughters 
to perform on the piano. When the governess 
has done all she can, half a dozen lessons from an eminent master do 
all that is needed. When Miss Racuet rises from the piano anon, 
amid the murmured applause of all Russell-square, her gratified parent 
will say, “‘ Yes! she plays nicely—she was taught by Signor Strum, 
you know!” All that our patient little music-mistress gets is her 
wages ; unless, perhaps, at parting, Miss Racne. gives her a little 
keepsake—a mosaic brooch, value two-and-six sterling. 

Poor, industrious, ill-requited souls! Their lives are so cheerless, 
their state so unprotected, that it is almost enough to mike a kind- 
hearted, respectable man think not unfavourably of Mormonism, and 


LIFE IN LODGINGS. 
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V.—LODGERS (continued). 
mu | a ae in ew. HE next style of lodgings 
agement nn NR | ~=may be described as the | 
{ shabby-genteel, as dis. | 
tinguished from q 
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Mayfair lodgings so gen- 
teel as to be almost en- 
titled to the designa- 
ticn “fashionable.” The 
shabby-genteel lodging- 
house is to be found in 
the immediate neigh- 
bourhood of the Blooms- 
bury squares—at times, 
in the squares them- 
selves. 

The Bloomsburial re- 
gion has long been left 
high and dry by the tide 
of fashion, which sets ever westward. But it still contrives to retain 
something of its old grandeur—a pinchbeck or mosaic semblance of it. 
For itis largely inhabited by rich parvenus, who, by a lavish and vulgar 
display of wealth, arrogate an importance which neither their birth 
nor their breeding warrants. They buy the right (or acquire it by 
more questionable means) to hang on to the extreme fringe of society, 
and cling to it as dying men cling to straws. And so the shabby 
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“The Third-Floor”’ is in the occupation of Mr. Tarsnircu—*“ The 
Drawing-Rooms’’—and is used as a nursery for the young Tap- 
By this arrangement the urchins are removed one story 
from the peace of Tapsnitcu, 


a threadbare coat is still a gentleman, so a snob in a velvet waistcoat is 
stilla shabby snob, and the gentility he confers on his guartier is a 


shabby gentility. SNITCHES. 


Infinitely more respectable than the shabby gentility of this osten- 
tatious vulgarian is the shabby gentility of the lodging-house we are 
about to inspect. 

“The Parlours” is an old maiden lady, who has a nice little sum in 
the Funds, and may be seen in the neighbourhood of Threadneedle- 
street on Dividend days. She isa warm-hearted old soul, and on such 
occasions does not return straizht home, but visits her married sister at 
Dalston—said married sister having a family longer than her purse. 
Our kindly old maiden carries to the long family a vast lot of toys and 
‘good things in her queer old reticule ; and is, in fact, a sort of guardian 
angel, whose periodical visits are regulated by the Bank of England. 


| 
gentility of this quarter commences with them; for as a gentleman in goes near to persuading him to make a Batcuam Youne of himself 
| 


a fit of the tantrums, the sound is anything but agreeable. 
is said to have composed Zhe Harmonrons 
real smith at work. 


and inflict their noise on the 
music-mistresses instead of their 
parents. Sentimental people 
talk abont ‘the patter of little 
feet,’ but when that patter is 
the devil’s 





tattoo of young 


Hopeful (the youngest Tarsnitcu but three at this present writing) in 


FLANDEL 
Mlacksmith utter hearing a 
If our mu-sic-mistresses were given to c «mposi- 





She may be supposed to have had a disappointment in her younger | tion, they have had every chance of writing Lie Inharinovious 
days, and is very fond of Mr. Trottore’s novels, comfort, and a cup 
of good tea. 


Tapsnitches, with twiddles in the treble representing the buby’s early 
essays in walking, and bumps in the bass for the nurse, who is 4 heavy 
country girl. 

i Here you have the landlady 
in a small way. He is| in her attic. She lives there 
cashier to Messrs. Oxrr, | because the kitchen is required 


| 
“The Drawing-Rooms” 
Fumsy, AND CoMPANY, a | for the TapsniTcH domestics. 


is “a City man ’’—but only 


house which is described in | She is depicted in the act of 
the City as being as safe a8 | dictating the TapanitcH ac- 
the Bank of England. Our | count to her daughter, who 
friend has been cashier | goes to a Ladies’ College, and 
twenty years, and was never | writes quite a fashionable hand, 
five seconds late in his life re. tandem- whips, fly-rods, and 
except once, when his ‘bus | zig.zags, all as sharp as needles 
upset, and shot him through | at the angles. 








the plate-glass front of a 
large mantle warehouse. 


their clocks if they show 
any dis- 
crepan- 
cy with 
the mo- 
ment of the cashier's appearance. “Dear me!” 
Says next-door, ‘my watch is five minutes fast 
(or slow, as the case may be)—‘‘there goes 
AP8NITCH !”’ 
Tarsnitcu has a large family, for his children 
copy their parent, and are as punctual in their 
annual as he is in his daily appearance. When 
he leaves for the City there is quite a tableau at 
the drawing-room window, whence the youngsters, _ 
from the baby upward, affectionately gaze after = 
the vanishing back of ‘‘an exemplary husband, 
an affectionate parent, and a sincere friend ’’—as 
Tapsnircn will be described when he takes his 
departure for another sphere than the City. 





VOL. VII. 


| keeps her accounts by double 
His neighbours time them- | entry—at least, she generally charges for a thing twice over, which it 
selves by him, and correct | may be presumed is much the same thing. And yet one is almost 
inclined to iorgive her (especially if one does not happe. to be her 


The shabby-genteel landla*y 





| lodger), since she does all for the sake of her daughter, tu whom she is 
| devotedly attached. She is as fond of her young asa vulture—like 
| the vulture, commits ravages on others to find food for the brood. 








On a Debated Poem. 
Sarp Mortey, “‘ Miiton’s lines are these!" 
Said Wivcuitsga, *‘ They’re not the cheese!" 
Said Mor.ry, * Lo! these lines are Mriton !"’ 
Said Brit. Mus. Bonn, “ They're not the Stilton!” 
But Morey plunges in the fight— 
To prove it is the cheese he shows his mite ' 


Awful Effects of the Hot Weather. 
{r will scarcely be credited—but it is a fact, nevertheless—that the 


Illustrated London News of the week before last did not containa single 
ship. This unusual occurrence must be put down tothe long drought. 
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UNDER: A SPELL. 


First Local Magnate :-—’Twern You ASD ME, OUR *¥RIRWD THERE AINT BUCH'A FOOL 


AS HB LOOKS. IN MY OPINION HE'S *moREYN THAN Ff” 
Second ditto :-~““I pon’t Twic, BXACKE®.”” 


First ditto :—“ Wuy, Not To PUT TOO FINE A P’INT ON IT—MORE knave THAN fool !” 





OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


a 


Ot incautious man, who tries to throw a 
boomerang the first time he sees one, is very 
likely to learn that the first principle of that 
simple -but mystical implement is to fly bavk 
and cit its thrower over the shins. Sir 
CHarneeRvussett is in something like this 
unenvidble position. He has thrown a po- 
| ory: pOOmereng in the shape of a question 
| at récoils on its proposer rather smartly. 
Sirt'Omanres “wishes to know” # good deal about Mr. James Panes, 
With a view to damaging Mx. Gtanstonr, by proving that the man the 
Leaderef the Opposition’ received at his house as spokesman of a 
deputation *‘ was recently a paid‘advocate ata place in Leicester-square, 
called the JudgeandJu iety, where obscene trials were conducted ; 
and that he was dismissed“éven ‘from that employment as unworthy 
of his associates.’’ I have ‘often’ expressed my opinion of the Ex- 
Coal-Hole Counsel, whose political sentiments may be Joud, but whose 
parental feelings are so dormant that the parochial authorities have to 
rouse them by a summons for neglecting to support his children. 
Denounce this sort of “ working-man”’ if you please, Str Cuaruzs, but 
don't say too much about his expulsion from the Judge and J ury. Is 
it judicious to draw attention to the fact that one of the last strongholds 
of Conservatism is a vile institution which is dying a natural death, 
expiring before the spread of education, social reform, and other Liberal 
movements? Gently with that boomerang, Sim CuarLes—gently ! 
An instance of the elevating and humanizing influence of Sir 
ae a a oo — the mind of the active and intelligent 
officer wi ound in the police reports. A 
ond fives for Guana A po constable was brought up 
‘On the morning of the 1 
plainant let out bis dog, a oar caren arene cree i ‘we 
road, the defendant threw a stone, reprerented to be the size of an orange, at the 
dog. The dog retreated towards bis master’s house, and the defendant struck iten 
the head with his truncheon at the complainant’s door. ‘The animal never rose again 
and was in great agony until Mr. Williams drowned itin atubof watera few 


minutes afterwards. The case was clearly mad 
Williams and two other witnesses.’’ ’ - 


The brute (who, of course, was supported by the testimony of another 





out by the evidence of Mr. 


iy f 





[Avcust 1, 1868. 


OFFICE MUSINGS. 


Tue heat is so intense, it makes 
The atmosphere quite torrid ; 

And as my parboiled frame it bakes, 
I vote the weather horrid. 

It is in vain, myself to cheer, 
I think of sew and shingle ; 

And beer of Bass and ginger beer 
In ‘vair, too, I commingle ! 


I long to change for country joys 
This hideous-roar and rattle ; 
\ ¥ Ané 'stead of all this Whitehall noise, 
To muse ’midstmeads and cattle. 
Tédawdle summerdays away 
Down where theea is foaming ; 
To fldat about the ‘bay; 
In evening's igloaming ! 


I long to smoke a qtiet'weed ; 
In some green meadow lying, 

To suck sweet cider through a reed— 
Some Hibe me supplying. 

To wander down the leafy lane, 
’Neath moonlight’s silver shiver ; 

To walk my-fav'rite walk again 
With Minnie by the riv+r! 


It’s very pleasant to design 
And build these castles airy 
But Government, as'I opirie, 
Of* leave” is very chary. 
So I perforce from ten till ‘four, 
Must haunt this eae dwelling. 
When I shall hear the billows roar 
There really is no telling. 





Morro ror THE Curer ‘SeoreTary For [xe- 
LAND.—“ Nunquam’ dor-Haye.” 
Tre Gourmann’s WEAKNEES.~~A Table dote. 





. 
| policeman) was very properly fined; ond was severely reprimanded 
| also by Mr. Benson, the sitting magistrate. 


The case also affords an 


instance of the curious ignorance under which persons of presumed 
education are labouring with regard to hydrophobia and the dog-days. 
Mr. Cuartes Youn, the solicitor for the defence, either was utterly 
in the dark on this point, or in his professional zeal mis-stated fact, for 
he said :— 

‘‘One of the most wholesome regulations ever known was'the order of Sir Richard 
Mayne, the chief eommissjoner of police, for the muzzling of dogs: 1t had saved 
many from the horrors of bydrophobia in the course of the present sult: y season.”’ 

Had Mr. Youne consulted authority instead of his-client’s interests 
he would have learnt that the horrors of hydrophobia are to be feared 
less in hot weather than in cold, and that-the regulation for choking 
the thirsty animals with muzzles is anything but ‘wholesome. Far be 
it from me to seem guilty of the wish to consign him to-a warm’ place, 
but, really, if he would go to Constantinople he would find heat-and 
plenty of dogs—but no hydrophobia ! 

Tinsleys’' Magazine for August opens’with a new novel fromthe pen 
of “Guy Livingstone” ; which, if that Manomerof fleshand muscle can 
only refrain from preaching his principlestoo”plainly ‘and too'tre- 
quently, may be areadable story enough. His grossnessstends-in need 
of some of the treatment which Mr. Swinpurne gets in ‘ Criticisms 
on Contemporaries.” The paper is perhaps a triflé too severe, although 
it gives Mz. Swinpurne full credit for the poetic qualities he possesses. 
The young man as he grows older will shake off the nastiness which 
he would have done better to leave behind him, as most boys do, on 
quitting s¢hool. We have another instalment of ‘The Hon. Avice 
Branp’s “ Cefrespondence,” a serial utterly unworthy of — the 
magazine} and more “English Photographs’ by the American 
who is*such a bungler at photography that he is_ hardly fit 
to stand®utside the shop and tout for customers. The illustrations 
are thrée in number this month. The artist who illustrates “ Breaking 
a B * has hardly done himself justice. Mn. Watsons 
“‘ Septitated” is finely and broadly drawn, and the cut to “ Turf and 
Turfites* is only noticeable for the extravagantly long-legg¢d weeds 


that Miss’ Bowers passes off on the long-suffering public as horses ' 
Ar the time when lucky people are planning their seaside and con- 
tinental trips; and when unlucky ones are wishing they had the time 
and meausfor arouting, Mr. Coox's Tourist and Season Ticket P:ogramm 
is a weléette publication. It suggests routes, points out the best at 
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) portfolio for any collector, and:amornament to any drawing-room. 
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-rangements, and is generally an invaluable guide to the intending 
traveller; 7 or man kde = be.a.traveller if he could -will find HERE, THERE, ‘AND EVERYWHERE. 
ithe little pink Grochure a pleasan means ovemploy in what Poscalls| “A pay at Wimbledon i ings wi i 
«the delicious pains of self-torture, for:he.can’ read about the various | gentleman’s life for the oh a guess Gaia thes 7 the 
laces to which he cannot go, and wish shevwas there. The Tourist- | best.times for visiting the camp is the day of the Lords’ and Commons’ 
Tickets, to afford pepbqrania about whith is. the original object of the | match,-~when the public—all theworld and his wife, not to mentiomhis 
ide-book, must bn an immense boon to:mexperienced trippers;.and | daughtor attired in the height of fashion—assemble to .swell ‘the 
to those, too, who like to have everything'done for. them. gathering-on the common, making it something beyond thewommon. 
CuroMOLITHOGRAPHY has seldom turned ontianything-as good.as—| ‘Although'Thursday, the 16th J uly, was one of the hottestdays of Hh, 
never anything better than—the facssimileso€M.” Doni's illustrations | season, there was a pleasant breeze at Wimbledon, which coupled:wit}, 
of Elaine prepared for presentation to subscribersto:the Dor Art- | plenty.f ico—not rough ice,‘ though it: forms a clicf mgredient o ¢ 
Union at the Crystal Palace. They reprdducotthecoriginalsworks | “roughing it” at'Wimblédon—maderexistence bearable. 4A “wigit: to 
most commendably ; and as only nine-of'the »subscribers can ‘be <so [-the various shooting parties was renderéd - possible by the-tramway: 
fortunate as to win an original, ‘these: adnrirable: works of art are }\which has this year been laid in superior style. “Fheélevelling»was 
the best “consolation”’ prizes that:oould: possibly: be.offered in the |\done,-wd believe, by a civil engineer, and conse yuently the truiniddess 
t-art-sweep. A guinea laid ont on the’ ticket is:azguinea -well | likely:to give. you an unceremonious tarn-ont than: it-msed tobe. 
t, since if purchases the whole:scries:of chromos—a valuable | In theidevoted riflemen who lay themselvesont—to-winprizesyarid on 
|| the pitsof theirstomachs—are found the sthelebkineasuaceetlos men 
ewho verily rongh it. The others whodo the lookingombavea pleasant 
“holiday, and:are well off, sleeping in cool tents imsteddeofvhot roome, 

















Ivon’t like to be severeon first numbers, so [ shall» susperid my 
judgmentoniDie Quarterly; @magazine “for young gentlemen,” pab- 


‘ished by Minesrs..Crarke & Co., of _Garrick-street. ‘Bat Inmay goiso arid availing themselves of the “roughing it” plea tovwearalmost as 
far as’towsay that unless. Number 'Two is a decided :advance upon | little:clothing:as a lady drest in the height of fashion. 
‘Nomber(One in almost’ every-respect, [can see little chanee for the 


. A visit to the shooting-points»will ba found produttive:ofsathealthy 
perid@ieal. The “young gentlemeri”’ should at least be-supplied with | appetite, and the “ cease firing ’’ signal is: generally»welcamdd py the 
@EHaglish, and that is -seareely the name for the following extract | hungry visitant, especially if he be fortunate enough’to havexa! friend 


the camp, are ‘tantalising and provocative. ‘Oommmerid us ‘to~ the 


stati alone, and-we are confident thatimgenninenesswe shall be found | the ca 
Victorias for meal times. Their deal tables, tin platespandaron forks 


equillly so.” YWee.must keep a sharp -eyeven javenile literature just 


unchalienged. 

Tur “ RoyaliGame of Goosé”’shasxa'limeal descendant, it would 
appear. [:have: received: the announcement: ofa newrround game— | other corps are wecangetanywhereevery day, but the Victoria 
“The GamexdfMiP; ; xor,“Governmentand Opposition.” It proceeds | mess is unique,eharacteristicpand appropriate. _ As for the “grog ’— 
by divisionsyvotes taxes, and I supposeincludes ‘a general election.” {which is camp language for ‘sa little anusic¢ ’’"—~itis infinitely more jolly 
The idea seems a good one. Has it been devised»by some artful | ~and more musieal—thamhalf the concerts for which one hasto pay a 
opponent of Mr. Mitt who hopes to amusaianid ‘distract the attention | guinea a stall. a v 
of the ladies from the real game of politics’? ‘The only drawbaektoza: visit to’ Wimbledon is to be found: in the 

-| fact that the Souths Western! Raibway is the-means of transit toand fro. 
‘Phat_line is so notorious for its wantdfpunctuality, civility—in short, 
-ofeverything one-expects from a railway, thatiits infamy can hardly 
be increased by arecord of what took place-on the evening of the 16th 
at Patney. People were kept waiting’ from «a few-minutes afterten 
till a few minutes after eleven, between which times three trains were 
due, and their intending passengers were accumulated to struggle for 
places in one. To make matters more creditable, the station-master 
and the porters got quictly out of the way; and that no lives were 
lost in the crush at the arrival of the first train was due to the good 
nature of the public and not in the least to the railway officials. There 
was nothing like room enough for all in the train, and naturally each 
person made for the nearest carriage to him, first-class passengers 
getting into third-class carriages and so on. When Vauxhall], how- 
ever, was reached, the tickets were scrutinised, and (though we believe 
the excess of fare was not returned to first-class passengers compelled 
by the company’s mismanagement to travel third,) those who wero 
travelling in superior classes had to pay the difference ! 

It really seemed as if the delay was studied with a view to the 
making of this. questionable bit of profit—for the purpose of wringing 
a few more pence from the public. If the company wants money so 
badly, why does it not economise at Putney by dispensing with the 
station-master and the porters? Thestation looked after itself so well 
without them under the extra pressure of the 16th, that it could surely 
do so with the ordinary traffic. 

Ir is a difficult matter to go on ringing the changes on entertain- 
ments of the necessary Gallery of Illustration stamp, but we cannot 
help thinking that something better might have been done than Jnguire 
Within. An exaggerated plot is forgiven at the Gallery for the sake 
of the fun of the characters and the cleverness of the songs. But Mr. 
Burnanp has not studied his characters, and has been needlessly par- 
simonious in the matter of songs. We fear, too, he has not taken much 
pains with his work. A so-called rhyming song on “ Cheltenham” 
would have been forgiven as an impromptu effusion on a race-course, 
but to see it boldly put into print makes one shudder. The public is 
informed that “The words and music are copyright, and cannot be 
sung in public without written permission.”” We very much doubt 
whether such permission will ever be sought. Miss ANnig SIncuLain 
has been added to the company for the sake of playing broken-hearted 
maidens and singing soprano ballads without much regard for tune. 
However, Inquire Within, with all its shortcomings, is forgiven when 
one goes home crying with laughter after the Public Dinner. 


Se reneeeneeeneneeneneeeee 
The Weather and Wimbledon. 


No wonder the thermometer should stand at 100 in the shade and 
the volunteers complain of the heat, when they have kept up so much 
firing during the last two weeks! 





DOUBLE AGROSTIC—ANo. “73. 


THROUGH all the sultry weather 
They stoutly stood together, 
And shoulder still to shoulder 
(No phalanx could be bolder), 
They fought the Opposition— 
Accomplishing their mission. 
The rhymes below record 

What things are their reward. 


1.—Had folks known how to make it, 
At the show at Sydenham lately 
Of aéronauts, I take it, 
It would have.answered greatly. 
2.—Well, along of this hot weather, 
This is useless altogether! 


°3.—Of this some chap who made a blonder 
Said, “‘ Abscess makes the heart grow fonder.” 


4.—From Cocker you this word will get, 
Or from a City merchant busy. 
We'll couple it with the ‘‘ Marquizzy,” 
Who (Eccles says) was badly “ tret.” 
5.—It’s not a round dozen, but when it has ‘ won,” 
That somebody's beaten is clear as.the sun. 
6.—He only said, “ This guide, my query 
It answers not,” he said. 
He said, “I am a-weary—a-weary 
Of time-tables I’ve read!” 
7.— Beneath the same meridian they dwelt— 
From the equator equally remote ; 
But when they called each other this, I felt 
It was a swell appellative to quote. 
8.—A bout this ‘‘ passion” you will say 
T here’s more of “hip”’ than of “hooray!” 


9,—Although you opined it 
An exquisite note, , 
You'd scarce care to find it 
Was stuck in your throat. 
Sotvtion or Acrostic No. 71.—Shower, Wantecl: Saw, Havanna, 
rion, Wut, Excessive, Reed. 
Correct Sotutions or Acrostic No, 71, RECEIVED JuLY 22ND :—Enna; T. D.H.3 








—with such eapital cookery !—have a novelty that. gives: zest to the | 
meal. The rusy black waiters, snowy damask, china andialbita of 


among the ‘Vies,:whose cosking operations, carriedboniin-themidst of | 
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EXPERIENCE TEACHES. 


Fireman No. 1:—“ Loox attve, Bity! 


Fireman No, 2:—“* WHERE'S THE USE 0’ ’ 
NEVER FEAR; THEY SAY IT’S THE DAIRY FARM.” 


Fireman No. 1 :—“* No Water ! 


THE MILTONIAN CONTROVERSY. 


TO THE EDITOR OF “ FUN.” 


Srn,—The mortuary jew d’esprit which I lately discovered at the | 
British Museum, Great Russell-street, W.C., is undoubtedly inthe hand- 
writing of the late Miron, author of “‘ Paradise Lost.’’ The humour of 
the production consists in a confusion of the first and third persons 
singular. I found the verses written on a fly-leaf of Mr. Mixton’s 
very own poems, and signed with his very own initials, which are 
J. M. The style is unmistakable. I should like a statue, please, for 
this discovery. Your obedient servant, 
Proressok MAawLtey. 


TO THE EDITOR OF ‘ FUN,’’ 


Sin,—The Milton business is a dead swindle, and the J. is a P. 
Everybody knows that P. M. stands for Pall Mall. The verses in 
question are evidently copied from a Gazetie of the period, written by 
gents for gents. Look at the Cockney rhymes, too; Mr. Mitton 
surely never committed such rubbish, What is the meaning of | 
“ cetific?’”’ Thyme never grows in a wood, and “plenteously’’ is | 
utter nonsense. J. M.couldn’t have done it, Sir, unless he was off | 
his chump. 

Don’t go giving Maw ey a statue. Give me one, if you like, for 
finding him out in his trick. | Your obedient servant, 

WInKLESBA. | 
TO THE EDITOR OF “FUN,” 

Sin,—Hang Winklesea' I'll swear the P. isa J. Do you think I 
don't know Mixron’s pothooks-and-hangers by this time? He was 
constantly doing Cockney rhymes; I should call “compare” and 
“sepulchre” exquisitely melodious. “ (Etific” is obviously meant for 


Ivr’LL NEVER DO TO BE THERE LAST!”’ 


URRYIN’; THERE WON'T BE NO WATER!” 


(Goodness only knows why !), and always crossed an / to make it look 
like a ¢. Thyme grows in all sorts of places, and “‘ plenteously’’ means 
a jolly lot. ‘Off his chump”’ is vulgar. How about that statue ? 
Yours obediently, 
Pro-fessor (more Miltonico C4-fessor) 
Maw ey. 


[Verpict.—Not unlike Mixron, but possibly some one else. Initials 
undoubtedly O.C., and the entire poem somewhat in CroMWELL’s 
manner. Khymes excruciating; probably intended for blank verse. 
Nothing doing in statues at present.—Fvn. ] 


Charity Begins at Home. 


Ir seems that the great Finuen, ex-barrister of “The Judge and 
Jury,” has waited with others on Mr. GLapsTonE and expressed his 
readiness to ‘‘support’”’ the Liberal leader. Unless our memory mis- 
leads us as to the facts of a case brought against the great FiNLEN 
recently by the parochial authorities, we venture to hope that his 
‘support’ of Mr. GLapsToneE will not be of the same kind as that 
which he extends to his family. 


Epigram. 
WRITTEN AT WIMBLEDON BY A RAD NIGGER. 
Tue times are sadly out of joint— 
The joint’s in want of eintment: 
When Peers beat Commons by a point 
It "pears as dis-a-point-meant. 


Right to a Shade. 
Who should have suffered least from the late tropical heat ?—Those 





“prolific.” Miron always used a diphthong instead of “pro’’ | who are on the “shady side”’ of thirty. 
i cence 





E’ 0) N .—Acersr 1, 1868. 

















, = a ~— i | | 
on. —< . NP Zo Ss _ - — 4 } her - - a ~ ng ee ; ; 
~~! - : i LL een — i “ Jf 7-~ - ; ' 


—_ P 7 : 7 “as _— 
YT ee le et LAA S /7 \ WN 


\ . Vs \ . 
— LN I — Ny " —— om y \ 44 \ —— 
eS SN. fr I % e ’ - 
- XS SSA eS . = - 
WN ee —— = a Sr ‘ iY 
YP SSSA DON AR Se 7 —r Shee. L= 
P P oe Som aN NP ao : . 


Cee. ~ lint > LP NN 4 - - ae 
[i S>- —— SSeS i= s 1 4 os 











Ti ae OSS ~ ently ats I ¢ 








S15 AP Ss oS LSTA ati ™ ~ ’ 
. ¥ SASS —— > SS <a 4 yA med YS) a 
i? 
ity 
= ——_ 
\ | - 
| | 
4, 
Af 
% & 
Be - sete 
HY LY = 
yiur / im ie 
han ee = 
’ ! “¥, 
thd a 
M |! | 









a pasate ears ’ 
i cemelerntbinenerenmaymnpnannnertean 
i 
\ 


———aai7E en 


A a ae 


ISVAI SASLYd OHONYS 


— eg LO -— --# 


int de ae ae 4 


uTMUIIGVOM ,, IGE Tnrp,, wy que ,,uowsss~ JswR slp, “© 





6 
* 
\ 
\ 
i 
‘ 
\ 





| 
— Lae goo es ee : QZ | 
SESE EES eh Or Yy YY — : - | 
gc acceded empty Uy; YW WY, | | - — 
Pe a - wy Yeh | 
a i alt tt fA A 











tet: 
Se a sii 
om ~ eee 


— — 











ai 
oem 
——— 


FUN. 





AN (AS!)NINTH MUSE-ING. 


LT ee 
_-— 





a + - << Se 
—-— 


SOME people fancy I’m mad— 






tp OWS 
by . 


2 o> 


hate 





THE ENGLISH REVOLUTION. 
(A PROPHECY, By T——s C——e.) 





Boox I.—Tue Becinnine or THE END. 


too significant message. 


| Téthis, then, hasit all come. So much is tangible, patent, intelligible | 


to the stupidest earth-clod in these three millions of patient and long- 
suffering.cockney souls. (Over that, slight 
rized census.of London mortals be any wa dible in- 
Deputy BrapLaucu (somewhat impatient of a divinity), incorruptible 
seagreen Finnrn—these two, at least, will no more be vassal to Lord 
orCommon: Shifty Beaes, Magister Artium, of torn coat and pil- 
fered chronometer celebrity since the Hyde-park period, is yet more 
denunciatory. Ji a humé les formuies. Pucker thy brows as thou wilt, 
ENJAMIN ; anarchy and culbute géncrale are at thy very gates. Asian 
mystery and Buckinghamshire pastorals are all useless. _Look to it, 
Bensamin, and speedily ; for Hibernian ecclesiastical business may be 
nobaltogether unproductive of tumult. Something ominous in these 
ell gatherings and fevered utterances of a truth all to thee 


unknown. ut were still with us ; all might 
nell Oh that Mrraneau Bricu alageonlped Fea pr 


But Mrraseav Bricut has done gh 

eople and Irish Church Disendowment. He sleeps now . he 

Pantheon, after “ obsequics the like of which were never seen before. 
ira in quite a fashion of its own presently. 


Boox II.—Tue First Brow. 


Much beating of drums and hurrying to a 


Patriotism in the Faubourg Saint Sepulchre on this May sneretng . 
1869. Deft Fix.en is early awake ; and BrapLaven, believing for ¢ 
BrEAes, all watchless, 


€in something, is unshaven but alert. L Tuc , 
ad in untearable Macintosh suit, means mischief. No child 8 play, 
this. Sansculottism cries “'To Newgate. We will go to Newgate. 
Not, perhaps, without unconsciously ironical truth. | scala 
stronghold of Newgate, deemed impregnable since the No- agate 
Gorpon ebullition of ’80, is held at present by stout Governor « — 
and a small force of metropolitan constabulary. Rumours from Smith- 
field are neither few nor encouraging. ‘Toward noon, 
(whose division and numeral we grasp for a moment, 
ee 


y credible in these days.) 


ESE 


and then dismiss 


ever into the limbo of things forgotten) comes in breathless wi 








f unwashed | 
me Pe, 8 | Tumult there is, of the quite ungovernable sort ; Bratzs’s bell for the 


ly—if Jaborious and autho- | 


And some people fancy I'm stupid. 
The reason—if that must be had— 

Is—J’m terribly hit by Don Curmn. 
Tler hair is like gold, and her eyes 

Are touching — though some call ’em squinny ; 
Tler chignon’s of notable size, 

And her sweet Christian name it-is Jinny. 
The birds and the beasts all agree, 

And lkewise the tribes that are finny— 
As once they loved Winow Macurer— 

‘To be desperate spoons upon Jinny. 
Each Sunday two sermons I hear 

Delivered by popular Binney ; 

3ut only go—sadly I fear— 

In search of a rhyme for my Jinyy! 
I met the dear girl at a ball, 

With music of Coote and of Tinney. 
Her waist was exceedingly small, 

And I wasted my sighs upon Jinny! 
We waltzed till my brain was a-whirl, 

And my head going round in a spinney ; 
She was such a peari of a girl, 

That I tumbled in love with my Jinny! 
I danced with her more than I ought, 

And behaved, I’ve no doubt, like a ninny. 
Said Tom, “In a trap yoware caaght !”’ 

And I answered, unheedingly, “ Jinny !”’ 
I lost both.my heart and my head, 

And therefore, although it seemed silly, 
Bareheaded I walked home to bed 

At my lodgings along Piccadiliy. 
A peeler addressed me, of course,— 

“Young fellow, you’re drunk, for a guinea 
You're winey!”” I answered the force 

With the simple dissyllable “ Jrnny !” 
Well! some people say I’m an ass :— 

So be it—but while I can whinny 
(Which, I pray, for a bray you'll let pass’, 

I will utter the praises of Jinwy! 


Sooo 
Hardly is it communicated -when the ad- 


vanced guard of petriotism surges upon the Old Bailey. Cannon is 
not wanting amongst the unwashed ; and Guepatta, skilled in these 
matters, will fire the first shot. Stout Governor Jenas is pale but 
resolute upon the walls. For five mertal hours the assault goes bravely 
on; but Newgate is not Olympus, and here is a very war of Titans. 
3efore sunset the great gate goes down bodily, and Patriotism is 
master of Newgate. 

For Jonas there is littlechance. Brates and Brap.LavcGu use every 
endeavour to save him; but Sansculottism will hear no reason. Stern 
and uncompromising to the last, he quits Governorship and Life never 
to return to either any more. 

One prisoner (committed, they say, for a burglary) sheds tears on 
being released, and begs to be taken back to the cells. Another, fear- 
fully mutilated by the rack, faints away and is only revived by con- 
tinuous brandy. 

Boox III.—Commitrer or Pusiic Sarety. 

Something is done, therefore, but by no means all that rests with us 
to do. With Royalty at Osborne and the Household Brigade faithful 
to the cause of effete Monarchy, how to act? Seagreen FINLEN is or 
the strongest measures, and thunders accordingly from the tribune. 


We must have a Committee of Public Safety and the heads of ten 


thousand aristocrats. Brapiavau, believing at length in much, is 
equally in earnest. DPEa.es, with resolute modesty, has declined the 
cflice of perpetual Dictatorship in vain. Some have honour thrust 
upon them. He will yield in time, not without tears. 

Here, then, in the Salle Saint Jacques, Patriotism holds Committee. 


most part inaudible. Mutual denunciations by no means the excep- 


and | tion. Royalty and St. Helena more than once coupled ominously. 


This proposition, however, fails to be adopted, Patriotism being un- 
aware of the island’s precise position. Emigration of Royalists univer- 


| sally probibited, and a list of proscribed aristocrats read with accla- 


th a | at the Salle Saint Jacques. 


mation. A small section leans towards mercy, but the voice of the 
seagreen drowns opposition. ‘Silence, you thirty members!”’ 


Royalty may be permitted, thinks our Committee, to exist for awhile, 


Policeman 299 A | though in fear and trembling. Is not that business of the Lords and 


Bishops more urgent? Ofa truth, T'yranny seems in bad‘case to-night 
(Left sitting.) 


ON ceceneeete AO AAT 
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ABROAD THOUGHTS, FROM HOME. 


[Mr. Browntneo will, we trust, pardon the impudence of the parody, 
when he reflects that “ anything for coo/ness !”’ is the maxim in suc 


weather. | 





On, to be in Iceland 
Out of this fierce glare, 
For whoever wakes in Iceland 


| Sees each blessed morning there 


Round the lowest boughs and the brushwood stems 

Hang the icicle’s cool, pellucid gems ; 

While the snowflake sleeps on the mountain’s brow 
In Iceland—now! 


And the frozen pools in the chilly hollows 
Are worth all the summer drinks one swallows! 


| 


| 


FUN. 
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CROQUET. 
By Ovr Enercetic Contrrrvtor. 


| ‘'Tarere is only one way of overcoming the terrible lassitude which 
many people seem to experience as the result of the present magnificent 

_ weather, and that is thoroughly to identify one’s self with one or other 

| of the noble athletic sports which have made England and Englishmen 

| what they are. Cricketing, boating, rifle practice—even the gym- 

| nasium, when the trapeze and climbing frame are in the open air; 
billiards I will not say much about, except at very dull country 
houses, where there are no pretty girls and no lawn to speak of, and 
the host has not heard of that superb combinative, intellectual, in- 
vigorating, suggestive, and I was almost about to say devotional 
amusement, adapted alike to the serious spinster, the pensive widow, 
the administrative matron, the ferocious flirt, the demure ingénue, and 
the fair cynic of society. Need I say that I refer to croquet ? 

To occupy the comfortably cushioned seat at the end of a well-built 
wherry, where I could devote myself to mingling the proper ingredients 
for shandygaff, as the athletic rowers ploughed their silvery furrows, 
and the light breeze wafted beneath the shadow of the overhanging 
trees and stirred the scented tresses of our fair companions, has been to 
me the blissful occupation of many an hour when I have sought in 
such strenuous efforts to banish the ennui and dissipate the enfeebling 
influences of the slothful life passed in great towns. 
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See where the blooming peasant drives his sledge 
Skimming the fields—and look beyond the rover, 
Across the ocean, at th’ horizon’s edge— 

That's an ice-berg, that’s almost toppled over! 
Oh, such a cool delight could we but capture 
Here, ’twould indeed be rapture ! 

For though the fishmonger’s rough ice will do, 
And Wenham Lake will satisfy a few ; 

Yet Nature’s “ cup’’—refrigerative showers— 

Is better than e’en ‘‘ice cream soda’’—powers ! 


Cut it Short! 
Somenopy has discovered a means of cutting glass by the employ- 


ment of hot air. 
form to adopt the coolest air where “ cutting’’ is the object. 





It is usual with the glass of fashion and the mould of 
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To sit, easily clad, and airily balanced on a camp stool beneath the © 


wind-flapped canopy of a commodious tent, and there with the 
inevitable accompaniments of a‘ Henry Clay’”’ and a purling tankard of 
‘“‘Bass” newly released from the ice chest, to calculate the score pulled off 
by the athletic team who go in for the honour of winning in one of the 
most stirring contests that the world can produce, has not seldom 
fallen to my happy lot, when, in the free and untrammelled exercise 
of that activity which is the common gift of Nature to us all, I have 
retired from the stifl‘ng atmosphere of drawing-rooms to feel myself 
once more a child of nature. 7 
To stand, or what is better, to lie down, reasonably attired in thin 
flannel and canvas shoes, on the green sward, and take the part of a 
connoisseur and critic in those feats of muscular force and trained 
agility for which the golden youth of our seminaries of learning are 
now so proudly distinguished :—to watch the gyrations of the trapezist, 
the admirable endurance of the hurdle racer, the hardy determination 
of the performer on the horizontal bar, have brought to my mind 4 
sense of serene and exqnisite enjoyment which the more ignoble 
struggles of a giddy world of fashion and frivolity never could afford. 
But there yet remains a higher and a more delightful pursuit—one 
in which the claims of muscularity are abated though not enervate 
by the presence of beauty: where the pleasing arts are united with 
the art of pleasing, and Hercuzzs Jays aside his club (precious hot 
the clubs are this weather!) for the mallet and the hoop of VENTS. 
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| mere literature. |, This is how J like to play it. 
Caprain Mayne Kerb, or anybody else may have his way, bat this 


Avaust I, 1868. | 


Rather dreamy, I admit, but the exertion of a simile is a little too 


| much with the thermometer at a quart of iced drink in the shade , 


pesides which, I am too much interested in the game to give way to 
Mr. Rovrrepes, or 


‘3 mine. Choose a pleasant house where they have a de 

contract for their Wenham ali through the julilaar and iaeeaeeady: 
quiet, confidential man-servant who knows his business. Let there he 
a smooth lawn surrounded on three sides by good spreading trees not 
too thick in foliage, but open to the cool aspect. Let there also be 
several kinds of iron, straw, and wooden garden chairs, especially 


| those of iron, made like a rocking-chair, and backed and seated only 
| with grass cloth. Let there be a summer-house fitted with external 
| canvas on which the garden enginc has played an hour-or two before 


the game begins. Let there be a large china bowl, two bottles of 
prime claret, a freshly cut cucumber, a decanter of P.B., a liqueur flask of 
Curagoa, soda-water, a few fresh lemons, a basin of sugar, a dozen crystal 
wedges of Wenham. Mix. Take a “Flor Havannah” from a box 
artfully secreted somewhere in the woodwork. Then you can enter 
into the game and enjoy in the unrestricted exercise of your physical 
power the magnificent beauty of an English summer. 








American Notions of Honour. 


Honour to whom honour! Ina recent number we mentioned that 
an article, pirated from Fun by Frank Leslie's Budget, was published 
as the original production of a Dr. S. Mackenziz. The Cosmopolitan, 
an American organ published in London, quotes our paragraph, and 
adds this note concerning Mackrnziz :— 

“A very respectable person. A London literary Bohemian, who migrated to 
America some twenty years since, and who has been ‘sub’-sisting on the Phila- 
delphia press for the last ten years. ‘Frank Leslie’ is also the alias of an English- 
man who took ‘ French leave’ of his native land some ycars ago under his assumed 
name.’ : oe ra aan +. ae 
Some time ago we spoke in condemnation of a proféssedly piratical 
paper advertised to appear in America under the title of the Magpie ; 
and we were told by an anonymous American correspondent that the 
Magpie was projected by migrated Englishmen. By all‘means let the 
saddle be put on the right nag—let the discredit of these thievish 
practices fall to the fugitives from this country. But isn’t itiodd that 
such characters should gravitate towards America, and take such 
prominent positions in journalism there? We trust that in the matter 
of rascality America does not bear the relation to England which 
England bore to Denmark with regard to insanity. When the Danish 
gravedigger was asked why Hamlet was sent to [inglaad, he answered 
smartly enough, “Why, because he was mad; he shall recover his 
wits there; or, if he do not, ’tis no great matter there. “T'will not be 


seen in him there ; there the men are as mad as he.” 








‘¢ As like as two Murphies.” 


Oncg a Murpuy there was, who was wont to declare 
If tbe weather ’d be foul, or the weather ’d be fair ; 
He flourished about eighteen thirty. — 
But the Muxruy who now gives us warnings about 
“The signs of the times’’ has a nasty look-out, 
For his utterance always is “ dirty. 


ee le 





The Weather and the Parks. 


Tue heat has been really trying for some days; if it continues trying 
it must ultimately succeed. ‘Thermometer and butchers meat so high 
that nobody can eat either of them. Atmosphere charged with elec- 
tricity and acquitted. Flies are abundant, but the drivers insist on 
cool drinks in addition to the ordinary fares. Hops are popes OK 
cularly the can-can. Rain is in demand amongst the one ere a 


and vegetable marrows. [French beans are improving, 
i Swedish turnips are much better 


speak English fluently just yet; ; 

linguists. ’ Live —o is flourishing throughout the country, more 

especially in beds. , 1. ' 

1 fine crop of nursemaids in St. Jamess er __ ee 
3 ‘6 wone out of season. 

Coking better since green peas bare 206 a Gach oes 





music is turned on every morning. ithe 
Cow, and caraway biscuits that came 1 with the venga Bi 
m the want of moisture; Hyde Par 


Sreen Park has turned brown fro re; Hy 
is drying up rapidly, and Mungo Park dried up some years ago. 


Morleying a Poet. 


Prorg — Tniversity College has sent to the Zimes an 
ROFESSOR Moxey of University a ae eee at the British 


unpublished poem of Mivron’s, which ~— 
useum. The poem is proved to_be Mirrox’s—morely or lessly—by 
internal evidence —but especially lessly. 








i i a ps echi-avelian one. 
Tue Pouicy rok THE FARMING INTEREST. A Mechi 
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AN INSPIRATION, 
From Batu. 


I’m longing for the lapping waves, 

; _Dhe boatmen very brown’d and tarry, 

Tie mornings spent in sandy caves, 
The evenings spoonified and starry. 


the breakfasts and their ruddy prawns, 
The cliff suggesting sleep and Tupper, 
The lunch provocative of yawns, 
The lobsters freshly caught for supper. 


The circulating library, 

The broken-backed Crartssa Harwowe ; 
The ceaseless organ melody, 

Arrived at last at Wittiam Bantow. 


The beadle and his dreadful bell, 

Stuck in his blue expanding pockets, 
Proclaiming death to dogs, as well 

As loss of maiden’s cherished lockets. 


The pretty girls with yellow hair, 

Who, when they come from bathing, sun it, 
The depth of ALGERNON’s despair, 

Who longs, and smirks, and thinks he’s done it. 


The cordial bond of sympathy, 

Which round the small oasis stretches; 
The funny man who, all agree, 

Is smitten with the maid who sketches. 


The chaffing girl who lives on wit, 

And knows that every Wednesday's Fun diy ; 
The folks who come for air, but sit 

And sing religious songs on Sunday. 


The lively niggers on the sands, 
The miserable soldier target ; 
‘The man with brandy-balls, the bands 
Which roam from Scarborough to Margate :— 


I long for these and many more, 
Although in London I am hid, man ; 
I cannot wander on the shore,— 
And so I fill my bath with Tipmawn! 


Answers to Correspond-<nts. 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Shetches, unless they are 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope; but we do not kold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 

Not JoxinG (Southampton-row).—Not under our control. 

R. N. (Denbigh-street) sends us some poor trash in the form of an attack 
on GOVERNOR EyrgE, stating that he encloses a stamp, but omitting to do 
so. His MS. was so bad he will not be surprised that it is past recovery. 

A PHRENOLOGIST.—We don’t ay prove at all of “The Girl of the 
Period’’ nonsense. We have a better opinion of English girls. 

W. G. (Goswell-road) will not allow either THEoDoRE or the defunct 
“joke” about the-odour to rest in the grave. The best bit of his contribution 
is this—‘*[Horrid! Ep.]” We feel that is just what we should have 


written. 
E. M. (Cirencester.)—Though the subject of your lines be “‘ Beer,” they 


should flow, and not hop. .o 

MATERFAMILIAS.—It is very un* eling of you to talk about the kitchen, 
with the thermometer at 86 in the -hade, when we are sv roasted that but 
for the providential propinquity of au “ice crexm soda” establishment, we 
should loug ago have closed the oflive and gone to Hecla. The cards to 


which you refer are published by }}BMRosE. 
N. J. F. (Dalston.) ~—It was—for which we tender you our thanks. 


AnaAs.—A-nas-ty idea. 
Tue Rr. Hon. C. L. (Buxton).—We take no notice of anonymous 





communications. ; 
J. H. A.—Our correspondence is heavy, our spave limited—hence the 
delay. 


Linpa Princess.—Our rules are strict, and do not allow more than one 


ess. 
BO. H. (Hyde-park) might after such a rejection have saved himself the 
trouble of sending to us. 

E. R. (Tunbridge-wells.)—We fear it is no use. 

J. E. (Bolton-road.)—Thank you! 

Declined with thanks:—W. S. R., Downham-road; C. P., Deptford ; 
E. C.; E. @., Warminster; E. W., Old Jewry; W., Chelmsford; h. M.0O., 
Plymouth ; Smerlap, Cornwall; W.M.S.,Dublin; J. B., Camden Town; 
P. Jones; H., Golden-square; S. W.D., LL.B., Caius Coll.; W. M., 
Belfast; M. R. P.; K., Arbour-street; R.S., Norwich; C. N. C., Wal- 
worth; J. G., Mint; L. M. N., Sunderland; Notyalch, Erith; W.H. P., 
Birkenhead; J. RK. McN., Bristol; R. M.; Leo; R. R., Liverpool; J., 
Glasgow; Q. ; Nobody’s Child; Exeter; A.; Beta; An Ancient Sub- 
scriber. 
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GIVE A DOG A BAD NAME, AND—HAND HIM OVER TO SIR R. MAYNE. 


| Active and Intelligent :—-‘ Ox, THIS 18 THB LITTLE BEGGAR AS WOULD MAKE SUCH A ROW WHEN I CAME DOWN THE HAIREY-STEPS FOR 
| THAT BIT O COLD PIB, I8 IT? Wet, cook, I’LL TAKE HIM IN CHARGE WITH PLEASURE, AS BEIN’ AT LARGE WITHOUT A MUZZLE. WE 
| SHALL HAVE PEACE AND QUIETNESS ONE NIGHT, ANYHOW!” 








FROM WIMBLEDON DIRECT. Art—very Artful. 

Wuen I became a Rifleman, TuE Atheneum states that Mr. F. R. Lex has proposed to the Royal 
I dreamt of war's alarms, Academy to exchange his diploma picture for a more modern specimen 

And thought it strange we all began of his style. Our contemporary urges the act as worthy of imitation 


To march without our arms. by other R.A.’s! We cannot second the proposal. We do not know 
But since I left the awkward what Mr. Leer’s diplema picture is like, but we trust, for the credit of 
squad, the Academy, that he was elected at atime when he painted a good deal 


The ladies all confess 
.s better than he does now. As for the other R.A.’s, we know that as a 
Etat Gough soy gait pamenhes odd, rule their decline in art dates from the time of their election. Mr. 
Wh : y , ; Mituais is so evidently convinced of this, that he has painted his 
bap on parade I’m much admired, diploma picture (playfully called ‘‘ A Recollection of Velasquez ’’) in 
H n sentry still more yet ; the style to which he imagines he may descend under the influence of 
| ow many female hearts I’ve fired, his R. A.-ship—a ship he seems to suppose likely to make a good deal 
Whilst playing at piguet! of Lez-way. | : 
| Still, rude street-boys will often laugh, Ce 
And ladies often tease, ‘‘Come into the Garden, Maude.”’ : 


Ear.y one morning, a week or two since, the residence of Mr.Mavupr, 


*Till what with aageee, what with ohaff, 
the police magistrate, was entered by burglars, who, after helping 


Tis hard to stand at ease. 


as TLL to join “ Fun’s”” staf, themselves to a plentiful supper, decamped with the plate, and have up 

And onestecth an to this date escaped detection. Talk about committing a robbery under 

tn al oe to make folks laugh, one’s very nose! Why, this burglary was carried to a successful issue 
column and in line. under Justice’s own “beak ’’! 
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| THE MODEST COUPLE. 






eye, 


aa of the shy. 
|" ['malso fond of bashfulness, and sitting down on thorns, : 
And modesty’s a quality that womankind adorns. 


| Whenever I am introduced to any pretty maid, 

| My knees they knock together, just as it I were afraid ; 

| [ flutter, and I stammer, and I turn a pleasing red, 

| For to laugh, and flirt, and ogle I consider most ill-bred. 


Some persons when they’re introduced to maidens young and fair, 

Begin at once by begging for a littte lock of hair; 

Or when they meet a strange young girl they'll take her round the 
waist ; 

Perhaps I am old-fashioned, but it argues want of taste. 

But still in all these matters, as in other things below, 

There is a proper medium, as I’m about to show. 


1 do not recommend a newly-married pair to try 
To carry on as Peter carried on with Saran Buicu. 


Betrothed they were when very young—before they'd learnt to speaks, 
| (For Saran was but six hours old and Perer was a week) 

Though little more than babies at those early ages, yet 

| They bashfully would faint when they occasionally met. 


They blushed and flushed and fainted till they reached the age of nine, 
When Peter’s good papa (he was a Baron of the Rhin-), 

Determined to endeavour some sound argument to find 

To bring these shy young people to a proper frame of mind. 


He told them that as Sarau was to be his PereEr’s bride 

They might at least consent to sit at table side by side— 

He begged that they would now and then shake hands, till he was 
hoarse, 

Which Sarau thought indelicate, and Peter, very coarse. 


And Peter in a tremble to the blushing maid would say, 

“You must excuse papa, Miss Biicu,—it is his mountain way " — 
Says Saran, “ His behaviour I 1] endeavour to forget, 

But your pa’s the coarsest persor that I ever met. 


“He plighted us without our leave, when we were very young. 
Before we had begun articulating with the tongue. 

His underbred suggestions fill your Saraw with alarm, 

Why gracious me, he’ll ask us next to walk out arm in arm!" 


At length when Saran reached the legal age of { wenty-one, 

The Baron he determined to unite her to his son, 

And Saran in a fainting fit for weeks unconscious lay, _ 

And Perer blushed so hard you might have heard him miles away. 
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And when the time arrived for taking Sarax to his heart, 
They were married in two churches half a dozen miles 
Intending to escape al! public ridicule and chaff), 
nd the service was conducted by electric telegraph. 
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I alwrys droop | 
my own —[ | And Peter's over-sensitive and high'y-polished mind 
am the shyest | Wouldn’t suffer him to sanction a proceeding of the kind ; 


| 
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And when it was concluded, and the priest had said his say— 
Until the time arrived when they were both to drive away, 


and maiden | For he waited in the attic, and she waited on the lawn. 


meet, I like to ' At length when four o'clock arrived, and it was time to go, 
see a drooping | The carriage was announced, but decent Sanan answered “ No— 


W HEN man They never spoke or offered for to fondle or to fawn, 


Upon my word, I'd rather sleep my everlasting rap, 
Than go and ride alone with Mr. Perer in a trap.” 


And further he declared he suffered overwhelming shocks 
At the bare idea of having any coachman on the box. 


So Peter in one chariot incontinently rusted, 

While Saran in a second trap sat modestly, and blushed ; 
And Mr. Newman's coachman, on authority I've heard, 
Deposited himself upon the coachbox of a third. 


Now, though this modest couple in the matter of the car 
Were very likely carrying a principle too far, 

I hold their shy behaviour was more laudable in them, 
Than that of Peter's brother with Miss Saran’s sister For, 





ALPHONSO, who in cool assurance all creation licks, 

He up and said to Emmre (who had impudence for six), 
‘¢Miss Emrty I love you—will you marry? Say the word!" 
And Emrty said, * Certainly, ALPHonso, like a bird !”’ 


I do not recommend a newly-married pair to try 


| To carry on as Ptter carried on with Saran Buieu, 


But still their sly behaviour was more laudable in them 
Than that of Perer’s brother with Miss Saran's sister Em. 


The Cosmopolitan Ticket. 


Tue Pall Mall Gazette the other day chaffed the Cosmopolitan, “a 
journal of New York views printed in London,” for allowing its 
columns to be flooded by the weak, warm-water wanderings of the 
poor creature Train; and it laughed at the latter’s addressing the 
editor as “‘CuNNLE,” suggesting that he ought to use “the rapier 
instead of the scissors.”” Hereupon the Cosmopolitan remarks, “ if the 
anonymous snob who wrote the article will reveal himself in propria 
persona, and if he prove to be a foeman worthy of our steel, we have 
no objection to introducing him to the instrument he names.”’ Does 
the Cosmepolitan CUNNLE mean the scissors or the rapier? If the latter. 
it is aa well that he should be told that the barbarous practice of duel- 
ling is abandoned in civilized countries. ‘The irate CuNNLE goes on to 
use such terms as “literary costermongers,” “hacks,” “ sneakingly,”’ 
‘“ vellow-faced contemporary,” etc., etc. Finally, he complains that 
‘‘g journal with New York views” is not to be tolerated, seemingly, 
in London. Well! if New York views of journalism regard with 
favour such language as he uses, and threats of a challenge—or of a 
violent assault with the editorial scissors—we must admit we don’t 
think the journal is likely to be more than tolerated in London, where 
toleration is extended to a great many nuisances—to organs less har- 
monious, even, than the Cosmopolitan. 

Up and Down. 

A cast of the proposed statue for the Albert memorial in Hyde 
Park was put in position some time ago, and wascondemned. It was 
stated by certain journals that the design broke down upon trial. Ona 


the contrary—it was broken up. 
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A DAY’S WORK IN THE CITY. 


By ong OF THE UNDERPAID. 





No. IL—10 O’CLOCK AM. “ON THE BROAD AND 

| BOUNDING RIVER.” 

| Lorren envy the chaps that live West, and come in to business by 
| the penny steamers. 
have to sit onthe knifeboard, that ought to be called the threepenny 
steamers, and espeeially in damp, 
flavour of gingham umbrellas and warm waterproofs. 
Thames is cleansed, and the water gets more and more sparkling every 
day, and the Embankment’s partly finished, and little boys are beginning 


' to make up their minds that when they're men they'll go and fish off 


the Temple Gardens, I often wish that I lodged at Battersea, for the 
express purpose of coming up every morning by the boat. It’s like a 


| recurring holiday, and the chaps in solicitors’ offices, that have to go 


backward and forward to Westminster; have a fine time of it. The 
only drawback to a man who wants undisturbed quiet—and I think I’ve 
observed before that we're precious selfish in the City—is, that there's 
sueh a precious lot of babies always on board. 

_ There's plenty to meditate about on the penny steamers. First, how 

is it that there's something 60 particularly shabby genteel in the looks of 

the general company: secondly, the way the bright light on the river 

accounts for it by bringing out the worst and most worn parts of your 

toggery into prominence, and showing up the seams where you ve tried 

reviver, and the false shininess of your hat where you've tried 

to renovate it with stale beer and a soft brush, and the want of sud- 

stance in your paper collar,—and the mosaicness of your ecarf pin, 
and the general bagginess of your trousers at the knees, and their 
corresponding skimpiness at the ankles, These are all against the 
enjoyments of the penny steamers, but you have the satisfaction of 
seeing must of the people about you shown up equally. There are a 
good many of 'em pitiably broken down. They've been more or less 
under the wheels of Mammon all their lives, their day's work in the 
City’s been going on for long dreary years, and they are like the rest 
of us, perhaps, struggling for the bare life with the rent and 
taxes of a little house taking up about a quarter of their salary, and 
hungry children obliged to go half their time on bread-and-dripping and 
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| not too much of that, and a wife that began by being bright and hope- 


| ful and ended by growing into a weary, sharp-faced drudge with a 
temper soured with much nursing— perpetual confusion of a household 
like a littery rabbit-hutch, and a continual sense of having to make 
| sevenpence-halfpenny look like a shilling. It's easy to ask why can't 
| aman deny himself, and how is it that he don’t adopt this, that, and 
the other plan, but let your moralisers and your professed philan- 


It's we who come on the buses, and generally | thropists try it, and see how they'll come out after about eleven years 


of that sort of striving. Eleven years of patched boots and threadbare 


muggy weather, when there's a full | clothes and half meals, and a wearing pain at the heart to know that 
Now that the | the girl that was once so fresh and young and confiding had had to be 


the partner of so many sorrows and so few joys; and was now at home 
with only the worst end of a neck of mutton in the house to feed half 
a dozen hungry little mouths and still keep a little bit for your supper— 
going herself on the heel of a Dutch cheese and a slice of stale bread 
put into the oven to make it eat like a new loaf. I say that when five 
men out of eight have a chance, they'll begin to take a drop of some- 


—_———- -- - ——-- 





thing at somebody elee’s expense when they have a chance—and that 
by the time they’re worn out old fellows, they'll be so shabby and s0 
du'l and dogged that there's little chance of a rise for them, especially 
as the’ve dropped inte the habit of taking as much as they can get: or 
even taking the half-pence from the mantel-piece at home to spend in 
their quarterns of consolation. It's very dreadful, no doubt, and very 
selfish, and very immoral, but the City’s nét exactly the place for 
morals, where money is concerned. We don’t expect you to notice 
trifles there. ‘‘ Live and let live” is our motto,—which means, get as 
much as you can out of everybody you come across, and don't trouble 
your head with people's affuirs. Mind your own business, and if you 
have to pay other people to mind it with yousget them on the cheap. 
There’s a Jarge supply of the human raw material. Work it up. Buy 
it in the cheapest market and use it in proportiom to the prive you pay 
for it. The figure’s low enough to make it worth your while to have 
it fresh and fresh. Tarn your old cherks inte messengers and your 
messengers into happy and contented paupers. ‘That's the sort of 
superannuation to suit the times. But there, I've beon dawdling here 
at the steamboat-pier till I've forgotten all about the other passengers, 
the smart shop-girls and the costers, the Jew salesman, the Jewess 
crockery-dealers and the reeking fish-porters. I'm due at Capel-court 
at eleven, so good-day ! 
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HE LORD MAYOR seems to have set a 
laudable purpose before himself! Finding that 
it would be useless to attempt to be the most 
popular Mayor on record, he has deter- 
mined to make himself the most unpopular 
—and he is certainly getting on Capitally. 
| > and will mo doubt achieve the object of his 
eee . ambition, First of all he meddled with 
politics im a partizan spirit incompatible with the dignity of the 
Mayoralty ;—then he had the petty spite to try toexclade the Daily 
| News reporter from the Napier banquet ;—next, after promising to 
| preside at the dinner of a certain benevolent society, he withdrew 
| because the price charged for dinner-tickets was not sufficiently 
high to accord with his idea of dignity ;—and, lastly, he misconducted 
bimselfeo grossly with regard to the distribution of prizes at the City 
of London School that he has been in hot water ever since. To 
suppose this a series of blunders is to credit him with a supernatural 
aptitude for blundering which is almost genius. I prefer therefore to 
attribute it to a deliberate intention to become unpopular, which does 
not demand any great talent. The worst of it is that although most 
of his indiscretions are due to his zeal in politics, and his strong Con- 
servative bias, the Conservative papers not only do not support him, but 
even go 80 far as to condemna him. One of them winds up a severe 
censure with “ for our own part we heartily wish he would go over to 
the other side.”” Poor fellow! well may he fly to the stock quotation 
‘\“Dwas all very well to dissemble your love; but why did you kick 
is the Cornhité thin ma ctare, 
nhiti this month there are two fairl d pi but 
the literary portion is a trifle dull. ‘The ro saaiieie well, 
“Avonhoe’’ containing ore very touching chapter. ‘‘ Great Solar 










Mr. Tuomas's story becomes, if pos:ible, more absorbing, and there are 
capital tales and papers by Mr Dutron Coox, Ma. James GukENWwoop, 
and Mr. Finn, and a particularly good narrative, ‘* No. 07,482,’’ by 
Ma. Du Terkravx. ‘lhe verse contributed by Messrs. Oxgnrokp, 
Criarxe, Rourz, and Barr is better than usual. If the magazine be 
but kept up to this high standard of excellence there is not one of tho 
dearer magezines that can be compared with itin merit. But then it 
has &@ capital editor, who has gathered round him a staff of our best 
writers. 

I por’t think—bad as some of the Argosy blocks have been—that 
worse drawing and engraving have ever appeared in that magazine 
than the illustration for this month. A wax figure from Mapame 
Tuseaup's appears to have eloped with a cotton dress on a dummy 
from a cheap linendraper’s. It is not better cat than it deserves to be. 
Of the literary contents, the best to my thinking is the “‘Hunt by 
Moonlight,” one of the ‘Johnny Ludlow" series—a very good serics 
asawhole. ‘The verse is fair enough with the exception of “‘ Wind,” 
which is simply windy nonsense. 

Me. Mituais’ illustration to “Phineas Finn,” in this month's 
number of St. Paul's is not satisfactory—there is one good figure in it, 
but the whvle is we1k, and does not tell its story. ‘I he literatare is as 
good asever. ‘Shere is the usual sound politica! article, this time on 
“The Electoral Out-Look.” A paper on “Cricket” will attract 
attention. as will a sound critique upon The Spanish Gipsy. A memoir 
of Lord Palmerston and a shurt tale complete the list of prose. The 
verse is good—a blank verse sketch entitled ** Plato.” 

Rutledge’s Mayazine for Boys is a good average number this month. 
“Recollections of Marlborouzh” is a more than ordinasily good in- 
stalment, a “A Week in Paris’’ is amusing, and “Galvanism”’ is 
instructive. “Ferns and Ferneries” gives some usefal information, 
but would, I fancy, be more popular in a magazine for girls than in one 
for boys. The two serial stories run on well; bot in the ‘ Puzzle 
Pages,’ Mr Ross’s drawings seem to grow worse than ever. After 
such a specimen as he gives us this month he should abandcn “art” 
alt gether, or place his artistic powers at the service of the halfpeany- 
ballad publishers. Mx. Ross can write a good novel—it isa pity he 
ever exchanges the pen for the pencil. 

—_—_—_—_— —— Se 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC-—No. 74 


It stretches o'er the country right and left, 

We u-e it, of one solace oft bereft, 

That comfort which a good law now declares 
Shall still be ours; and hang the railway shares! 


1.—They lurk at street corners, 
They ll blacken your eye, 
From law, savage scorners, 
They turn and they fly. 
2.—He viewed it with extreme delight ; 
He fuund it useful in the fight ; 
’T was sometimes made of silver eeas. 
Sometimes of branches of huge trees. 
3.—A Scandinavian name of gallant sonnd, 
If you some goodly bookshelves look around 
You'll find in Hanwar's novels, known to fame, 
It f.rms his fiuest hero's second name. 
4.—It rose amid the dew ; 
And with two men I knew, 
A shameful deed for them, 
It stopped at four P.M. 
5.—The name of a certain composer is here 
Whose works are not bad nor too good it is clear. 
6.—The lady said, and ber speech caused a laugh, 
‘‘ More clever he than authors all, by halt.” 
And although very clever he might be, 
‘was plain, I said, that cot a name had he. 
7.—My mind goes back with pleasure to the days, 
’T'is ever usual in one’s rhyme to praise, 
When we were happy; and no thoughts of night 
Like his, had come to mar our gay delight. 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 72.—Hvliday, Seaside. — Hiss, Orle, 
Llama, Iris, Delphi, Arid, Yoke. 
Correct SoLuTions or Acsostic No. 72, rnecervap [9th Juty:—Sledger and 
Tiney. 
————— 
Word-torch-ering. 


Tue critic of the Atheneum in his notice of a recent novel declared 
himself to bave been utterly perplexed and puzzled about it. Surely 


inferior—one i al at page 217. from which both artist and | he did not need to be so surprised at finding himself in a dense fog 
engraver have withheld their initials, The literary matter is excellent. | when it was a case of *‘ a lost link, 











































Eelipees”’ comes seasonably when we are all thinking of the ecli 
promised for the 15th instant, and there is much te datecosh an ia 
“A Prussian Soldier's Notes on the Prussian Army,” and “The 
.’ It is a!most time, I fancy, that Alu. Matrrazw Axnono’s 
long-winded utterance upon “Anarchy and Authority” came to an 
end. It has run for some months, and as it is not a novel, and is 
devoid of plot therefore, it’s continuance is a bit of a bore. ‘ Coast 
Defence’ contains some valuable information on a greatly vexed 
question. Mr. Patcrave's lecture, ‘‘ How to Forma Good ‘laste in 
Art,” contains much that is true, if not much that is new, and is fairly 
put together. It is odd that the writer should have so far overlooked 
“good tas:e in the art’”’ of writing, as to repeat a blunder for which one 
would think he got sufficiently whipt at the time of the 62 Exhibition 
—I allude to his absurd over-estimate of a fellow-lodger and tolerable 
sculptor. Tais passage in the lecture under notice, “the majestic 
truth of a Purpras, and the poetical invention and power of a F.taxman 
anda Wootner,” is avery unfair utterance. It is unfair to poor, 
worthy Mr. Wootner—a passable workman, but not the genius his 
friend's fancy paints him; and it is most un‘air to the many sculptors 
who have claims as good as, and better than, any which Mx. Wootnae 
possesses—beyond the merit of having dwelt under the same roof with 
the apostle of ‘good taste in art.’ The paper of most interest in 
Temple Bar this month is a brief memoir of the late Samuzt Lovgr. 
“ Adventures on the Mosquito,”’ too, is thoroughly readab!e and enjoy- 
able, and so is “A Popular Swiss Tour,” showing how the writer 
made a pleasant trip under the auspices of the Coox, who, if he has not 
circumnavigated the globe hims-If, has assisted others to do something 
very like it. An essay ‘‘ About Goody Children,” by Francis Jacox, 
18 a pitch-into goodiness which I heartily commend to the perusal and 
careful study of the editor of the Quever. 
I nave received the publications of Messrs. CasseLL, Petter, AND 
Ga.rin for the current month. Of the Popular Educator I can only 
| Say what I have said before, that there is a vast amount ef information 
| init forthe money. Whether it be as accurate as it is extensive { have no 
| pretence to say, as a judgment on that point could be delivered only 
after long and careful examination. In the Quiver the pictures are of 
all classea, good, bad, and indifferent, but chiefly the last. The best 
illustrations are by Miss Evwanps, Monsigur Srraszyss«kl, and 
‘Ma. J. G. Pinwect—not ‘G. J. Pinws1t,” as the Quiver has it. 
One of the most noticeable features about the Cassell publications is 
their supreme contempt for accuracy in regard to the initials and nemes 
of authors or artists. A poem by Muss Fyvix. and a story by 
Me. G. M. Fenn redeem this number of the Quiver from its usual dead 
level of slipshod and twaddle. Cuasseli's Megazine 13 an_ admirable 
number. I don’t care for the frontispiece, but the illustrations to the 
Principal story are good, and have a special interest now that we—and 
Art—have so lately had to deplore the loss of the gifted artist who 
drew them, Mr. G. H. Tuomas. Of the other cuts some are very 
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‘“OH NIGHTS AND SUPPERS,” ETC. 


Fate grant us again such a meeting 
Of music, and wisdom, and wit— 
Where Mirth may make sure of a greeting, 
And Care of a notice to quit. 
With our long and yet fast-flying nights, 
And with six clever dogs for a quorum— 
We still may revive the delights 
Of our Noctes caoneque deorum. 


Long nights, to be long recollected ; 
Short nights, can I shortly forget, 

How punning went mad, and infected 
The soberest brains in our set ;— 

How the quips and the cranks running round 
Put a stopper to mental decorum ;— 

How Laughter was monarch, and crowned, 
At our Noctes caenegque deorum ? 


Not always in lightness, however, 

Our nights and our suppers were spent ;— 
At times we could cease to be clever, 

Could speak with a nobler intent. 


_And an eloquence fresh from the heart 


(Not unworthy the Senate or Forum) 
Bore often a prominent part 
In our Noctes cenaque deorum, 


Our circle was rarely completed 
Without one musician at least, 

So Melody came to be treated 
As welcomest fare at the feast. 


— 


AWFUL EFFECT OF THE HEAT. 
Scene :—WMarine Tea-garden. 


Nice Young Man at small tea party :—“I say, WAITER! THESE SHRIMPS ARE UNCOMMONLY SMALL !”’ 
Waiter :-—“ Smart, stn! Yes, sin! WERRY SORRY, 8IR; BUT IT’S ALL ALONG 0’ THE WANT’O RAIN. NOTHING WON'T GROW THIS WEATHER!” 


From the breathings of Italy’s lyre 
Up to fugues a la mode Germanorum, 
We'd plenty to hear and admire 
At our Noctes cenaeque deorum. 


THE LATE HEAT. 


TO THE EDITOR OF ‘ FUN.’’ 


Srr,—I think the world should be made aware, through your widely 
circulated columns, that I discovered three inches of boiling water in 


| my ewer this morning. I also found seven mosquitoes in my left boot, 


and the bristles of my tooth-brush were singed in several places. 

A worthy and intelligent friend of mine informs me that he went the 
other evening to the Haymarket Theatre, but found it impossible to sit 
through the whole of Mr. Pennineron’s performance in Othello. I 
need scarcely tell you that he attributes this fact entirely to the severity 
of the weather. 

My own brother was attacked by sun-stroke last week at the moment 
of emerging from one of the wine vaults in St. Katharine Docks, 
where he had been engaged for some hours in tasting ports and sherries. 
He suddenly became so confused that it was found necessary to put 
him into a cab and convey him to his residence. For a considerable 
period he was almost speechless. 

Allow me to suggest, as the surest way of evading this intense heat, 
that the inhabitants of London and the suburbs should retire to bed at 
nine o'clock in the morning and remain there until six p.m. during the 
months of August and September. By these means the most rigorous 
hours of the twenty-four will be spent in the happy unconsciousness of 
slumber. Policemen will of course be excepted from the general 
practice, as their presence will be necessary in the streets to scare the 
noonday burglar. This invention is copyright. 

I am, your obedient Servant, 
Mounruy WEATHEREYE. 


re 
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BOMBASTES SPURIOSO. 


Bombastes :—“‘ BEGONE, MY BRAVE ARMY, AND DO-KICK UP A ROW.”. 


| 
| 
| 
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THE LIVELY ACROBAT. 


UMBLE? Why? I must 
for bread— 
['m too often hungry 
after— 
While I’m starving on my 
head ' 
You sit full of beef and 
laughter. 


Oh ! it’s such a jolly life, 
Mirth and sorrow seem 

a jumble, 
Round the corner lies my 


wif 
So I tumble! 


I've been lucky in my 
way, 
Never strained a Tim) or 


sinew ; 
Never broke a boneyou 


may 
When you've aot a 
morsel in you. 





I could blubdber when I see 
Yokels in their pockets famble, 
ing comes to me, 
"Uos I tambie. 
T’ve to bellow till I’m hoarse, 
Just to wheedle out a copper, 
“ Gome and see the speckled horse, 
None can ridé without a cropper!”’ 
More I gag, the more you troop 
In; who cares if out you grumble ? 
Baby’s dying for some soup, 
I must tumble ! 


Tumble! bless your heart alive! 

Iam muscular and strapping, 
Weakly little bones of five 

Have to bend to cellar flapping. 
Till I’m—call a spade a spade,— 

Till I'm tottery, and mumble, 
Till I'm summoned off parade, 

I shall tumble! 


— 


LOOKS INTO BOOKS. 


Tue name of Mx. THomas Wricnut on the title-page of any work of 
antiquarian researeh is a sufficient guarantee of the care and correct- 
ness with which it has been compiled, and the name of Mr. Horren in 
a similar position is an assurance that all that can be done by good 
paper and printing to make a book elegent has been done. We make 
this remark aproyos of a most amusing and most instructive work by 
Mr. Wxuicut just published by Mr. Hoiren, and entitled Caricature 
History of the Georges. The period indicated includes the times of 
Hocarts, GittRay, and Row.Lanpson, whose caricatures were not 
mere squibs to amuse the public—the object of the caricature of our 
day—but were: real political weapons, with which public characters 
were belaboured to some purpose—with which at times reputations 
were stabbed in the back. A work treating of the art of caricature 
requires illustrations, which in this case are supplied in the shape 
of woodeuts and steel plates drawn and engraved by the late Mr. 
Farruoit, a most careful and conscientious reproducer of interesting 
artistic relics. 

There are 80 manv curious things to note in this colleetion of odds 
and ends that it is difficult to select any for especial notice. But it is 
a strange thing to find in the caricatures of Napo.zon, “ the Little 
Corporal,’”’ who is always associated in our minds with the queer, 
diminutive, plumeless cocked-hat, represented a8 wearing a huge one, 
ranged fore and aft, with immense feathers. Some of the single 
figures are remarkably clever, telling much with a few lines—for 
instance, the ** Genius of Avarivce,’’ at page 571, is a wonderful realisa- 
tion and embodiment. The mest laboured canvas could not give us a 
better idea of greed. Among the most amusing caricatures will be 
found those which ridicule the fashions of the various reigns. If the 
artists were at all near the truth, our present extravagant modes’ are 
modesty compared with the eccentricities of our ancestors’ attire. At 
the same time it is worthy of note that “‘ nothing new under the sun” 
applies most unmistalLably to Fashion. The tight walking-robe and 
towering chignon of the present day are but revivals of similar 
absurdities which were buried with our great grandmothers. 








FUN. 





The funniest thing, however, in the whele volume is, to our mind, 
the little vignette which has been selected with its inscription for the 
adornment of the title page. We cannot help thinking that Mr. Horrsn, 
inspired by the theme of the work, has made a little appropriate fun 
out of the author of a-work on squibs. For the title as it stands reads 
“Caricature History, etc., etc. By Tuomas Wuicut, Ese, F.8.A,, 
A brandy drinker,” the italicised words being the explanatory insctip- 
tion of the vignette, a little leering head of Suzripaw from oneof Gtat- 
RAY’s caricatures. 

Mrssks. Hooo ann Son publish a very seasonable work, Zhe Tosrist's 
Annual, which isa guide to intending trippera, and contains : 
written papers (occasionally in narrative form) about the’ various 
resorts of the traveller at home and abroad. We have'tested the valac 
of these articles by a perusal of those which describe places. with 
which we are intimately acquainted, and tke little book comes well out 
of the trial. The portion styled “The Foreign Tourist” is very 
copious and minute in its directions as to the best and cheapest. way of 
travelling, and altogether the annual is one whose. yearly appearance 
will be looked for by those fortunate human swallows who can onder 
their wings .and be off for a change of aig every: autumn, 


See eee 


PLASTIC PRINCIPLES. 


TuEre was a police case at Worsbip+street the otber day, when two 
or three men were charged with “‘sharping” an Amenican atskittles. 
The unsophisticated. Yankee stated: that he made the a intaniee 
of one prisoner in the street, that they went to a public-heuse and 
played’ at skittles :— 


‘‘ Mr. Newton»—And you played too t 

** Witness.—I guess 1 did a fow: they imduced me, and betted a little te make it 
mote mteresting, afd I betted too, worse lack. 

‘Mr? Newten.—And lost ! 

‘* Witness.— Yes, worse luek. And then, look you, Webster shammed that he ffid 
not know how to-play, and I had to show him, and put the balk in his Hand~d’ye 
see; jigt all sham. Well, then we got to a big bet that I would lick him at skittles 
neat night, and when we met'l found he could khock down all the akitties at one 
blow, although the night before he had shanimed be could not'play. 

‘* Mr. Newton —And you lost your money ? 

* Witness.— Yes, worse luck. 

‘“Mr. Newton.—How much ¢’ 

* Witness:—I guces in the two nights I lost £250) 

‘* Mr. Newton.—And is that all? 

*« Witness.— Yes. 

“Mr. Newton.—Then I don’t think there is any change against them. 

‘* Witness.— Bat. I lost my money. 

‘* Mr. Newton.— You made your bets with your eyes open, aad yor lost. 

‘* Witnesa—Yes, worse luck. 

“ Mr. Newton.—And you-would have taken their money: if you had wom 

‘* 'Witners.— Look here, judge, it’s against my, princfples to bet. 

“Mr. Newton.—Im this country’ we ave‘nov addressed as' judge, and I am not 
going to argue the matter with yo. You' foolishly jost your money, arid the 
prisoners are discharged.”’ 


Of course, if Wexstzr really had been a novice at the game, and the 
Yankee made a big’ bet that he could beat the man whom he had 
actually had to teach to hold the bull, that would have been all fair. 
But the cream of the matter is a bit of trae American humour. ‘There 
is something nationally characteristic in the guileless vietiu's protest, 
“It's against my principles te bet!’’ When the betting was begun 
“to make it a little more interesting,’ when the big bet was made that 
seemed a certainty for our American cousin he forgot all about his 
principles; He only remembered them when his money was gone. 
‘Then, says our genuine Yankee, “ It’s against my principles to ” 
What he meant was, “It’s against my principles to bet—and lose.” 





A la Carte. 
As our friend Swanrttrer was looking into a photograph shop the 


other day with a friend, the latter drew his attention to a portraitof | 


Miss Msxken as Mazeppa. 

“Don’t you think, 8.’ said his friend, “that she has rather a 
masculine appearance f”’ 

“ Well, perhaps,” said Suarrersr, “at-amy rate she looks very like 
a strip-ling.”’ 





Too Clever by Half. 
In an abstract of the expences of the candidates at the late Bristol 
electicn the following item is set Cown to Mu. Monriey’s account :— 
Moiety of Sheriff's expenses, £353 lés. 8d. 
All we can tay is that it appears to us to be a moightg deal too much. 





Platoonic Affection in High Places. 

Tr is reported /n circles likely to be misinformed, that the infant son 
—that is. of course to bé—ot Puinet Humpeet and the Preenss 
Maxcvenrtre will find a sponsor in the Kirc or |taty, and that in 
compliment to the militas y character of his Royal grand and godéather 
the child will be named Vieror Em-manvat and PLatoon, 
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LIFE IN LODGINGS. 


—— -> —_a 
VI.—LODGERS (concluded). 
Tue style of lodgings and the class of lodgers which now come 





under notice may be said to be of a fitful, or intermittent kind. “Sea- | 


side Lodgings” break out like a fever in early summer, and rage 
uninterruptedly until nearly the beginning of winter. What becomes 
of the lodging-houses during the winter it is impossible to say, since 
no Livinestonr has been hand to explore the terra incognita of a 
watering-place in the dead season. ‘Those who have not feared to 
encounter the burning solitudes and fe:ocious wild beasts of Central 
Africa, have shrunk from facing the depressing desert of Mudbath 
during the winter, or from coming into collision with the sea-side 
landlady at a time when she must be positively ravenous, having been 
compelled for a time to go without her accustomed prey. 

It is believed by some that the little marine villas, with their green 
verandahs and bow-windows, are on artfully concealed wheels, and are 
stabled in out-of-the-way nooks and corners during the winter months. 
By others it is conjectured that they take to pieces, and are packed 
away in boxes in the Assembly Rooms. 
large bathing machines, and their apparent aptitude for being taken to 
pieces like a box of toy bricks, we sre inclined to believe that they are 
really permanent ection uite as permanent, at any rate, as many 
“modern villas’’ in Lathandplasteravia. 

We have a theory that during the winter the landladies emerge from 
the mysterious and impenetrable fastnesses which they occupy while 
the bathing season is at its height. They come upstairs, and sit in the 
parlours and drawing-rooms, visit one another, and give card parties. 
And we doubt not there are as many degrees among them as in ordi- 
nary society, and that Belle- Vue Parade thinks Beach Terrace not quite 
“style,” while Cliff Cottages hold Marina Villas to be pretentious 
and stuck-up. 


I)espite their similarity to— 
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no encouragement; for although she likes admiration—and what girl 
does not ?—she is a good, sensible girl, and would as soon think of 
finding 2 diamond on the sands as of picking up a husband there, She 
is guilty of heartless cruelty in one respect—she will romp with the 
children on the beach—digs castles with them and excavates lakes. 
This puts her full-grown admirers to exquisite torture, and makes 
them wish themselves in knickerbockers and pinafores again, when 
they see Master Tommy with his arm round her waist or little CHARLIE 
sitting on her knee. 





“The Drawing rooms” (with a considerable share of the bedrooms 


| all over the house) are the temporary property of Paterfamilias, his 


All this is, however, purely conjectural; and therefore perhaps we | 


had better lose no time in shifting from the quicksand foundations of 
theory to the solid clay basis of fact. We have to treat not of the 
landladies as portrayed by a vivid fancy, but of the lodgers at the 
seaside as noted down from actual observation. 

We will take one lodging house as a sample, for all seaside lodging 
houses are much alike. They have bow-windows, green verandahs, 
balconies to the drawing-room windows, and boast only three floors, 
including the ground floor. Of the mysteries of the basement nothing 
is known, the landladies performing therein wrongs (in the shape of 
boning) which, like the rites of Bona Dea, ure not revealed to mortal 
eye. It will be noticed that seaside lodgings have almost invariably a 
lane in their rear, with back-doors, through which the provisions of 
the lodgers are received, in order that those victims may not see what 
the joints, etc., are like when they arrive, and so may be unable to 
make odious comparisons when the articles come to table. 

The population of the seaside lodgings is so fleeting and variable, 
that it is almost impossible to give anything like an all-embracing 
type of it. The classes of lodgers of whom we have written in previous 
papers all become at various times and for uncertain periods “ seaside 
lodgers,’’ and undergo little change beyond the tinge of local 
colour which seaside lodgings confer upon all. 
take examples of the most prevalent classes ; and here they are. 

“The Parlours” are a 
being a widow who has been 
left tairly provided-for. 
is able to tyke her sea-air 
annually, and we _ believe 
reads through all the books 


every time she comes. Luckily, 


was ’’—a mode of expression 
which bears the same re- 
ference to a presupposed state 
of happiness, which “ having 
seen better days’’ bears toa 





perusal of 

Secret, all she said was, that ‘she was sure she had read a story like 
that somewhere before.”’ 

The daughter gives her mind to tatting. She bathes in the morning, 


and spends the noon in walking about with her hair down in order to | under the mistaken impression that the fascination is mutual. 


convince the male sex generally that the chignon she wears of an 
afternoon is nota sham. She breaks noend of hearts, and has volumes 
of nonsense written to her in pencil on the woodwork of the pavilion 
at the end of the pier. This amuses her, but she gives the scribblers 


We can, however, | 


motherand daughter; Mamma | 


She | 


in the Circulating Library | 


her memory is ‘‘not what it | 


presupposed state of wealth. | 
Even on her twelfth visit to | 
Mudbath, and after hertwelfth | 
Lady Audley's | 


| Paterfamilias’s son and heir. 


wife,“and children. They are depicted as watching the sunset from 
the baleony. On the right of Paterfamilias is “ Ma.” She has drawn 
her shawl over her head to guard against neuralgia, which is frequently 
produced by the sea-breeze whistling through the interstices of fulse 
sets of teeth. On her right is ’T1Lpa, the second daughter, who has 
only just gone into “long frocks,’’ and is very dignified and grown-up 
in consequence. Beyond 'Titpa stands the hope of the family, 
His parents consider him a very well- 
conducted lad; and certainly if he does not merit the character they 
know nothing of that. He is fond of a game of billiards and a pipe, 


which there is not much harm in; and occasionally he walks along the 











pier or jetty arm-in-arm with three or four other “ jolly dogs,” and joins 
in music-hall choruses with more noise than harmony. In that we fear 
there is something to be deprecated. On the left of Paterfamilias, and 
entwined by his paternal arm. is ‘Metta, eldest daughter of the said 
Paterfamilias. She is fond of a big chignon and sentiment, and 1s 
engaged to a rising young drysalter. If we could divine her thoughts 
we should probably find that, reminded of him by the briny ocean, she 


‘is far away in fancy, threading with her beloved the mazes of St. 


Mary Axe. On her left is her you~ gest sister, Hemmy, a child with 
large feet and small intellectual powers. If she could go through life 
on her head, and her brains got into her 
boots, her mental powers might have a 
chance of enlarging and improving. Such 
a reversal of the order of nature is, how- 
ever, to say the least, improbable. On 
Hemity’s left will be observed ’Gustvs, 
the youngest of the family, a hopeless 
young cub, whom pa, ma, sisters and 
brother conspire to spoil. He is allowed 
to do whatever he pleases, and to have 
whatever he asks for, and his whims and 
fancies are humoured with an indulgence 
for which the proverb de ’Gustibus non est 
disputandum is the only excuse. 

Here you behold the occupant of “the 
Second Floor.” He is represented as en- 
joying the view, after his usual fashion, on 
his favourite seat, the railings in front of 
his lodgings. It will be observed that his 
back is to the sea, and that the prospect 
he enjoys is “the Parlours ’’—at the open 
window of which Rosey (of whom we 
spoke at the commencement of the article) is seated tatting. He is 
much fascinated by that young lady, and we believe that he me 

e 
feeds his passion on pale ale and tobacco. At dusk, when the window 
is closed and the blind drawn down, he will adjourn to the billiard 
rooms or the Assembly Rooms. He may also, we regret to state, be 
found in the number of those who march up and down the jetty, 
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howling out that {heir name is Champagne Charlie, from which it is 
evident that they do not consider themselves small beer. At night, 
when he returns to his lodgings, he will see his charmer's little bottines 
outside her door, and will worship them, flat-candlestick in hand, as he 
retires to rest on tiptoe for fear of breaking her slumbers. 

With this romantic youth we ascend the creaking stairs to his abode 
on the second floor. When he puts out his candle, and bids the werld 
‘‘good night,” we bring the extinguisher down on this series of ** Life 
in Lodgings,” and make our bow, and say our “adieu” to an indul- 
gent public. 





DREAMS BY THE SEA. 


THEBE is no such place for dreaming as where restless waves are 
gleaming, 
With the blue horizon circle for a background to the seene, 
And the surges roll for ever with a strenuous endeavour, 
As it seems, to reach the far hills where the lady-ferns are green. 


I can dream of classic faces, when our Horace sang the graces 
Of his Lydias and his Pyrrhas in the old immortal tongue; 

'lo his brightest ly rie lending power and beauty far transcending 
All the rhymes of modern poets on whatever theme they've sung. 


Untann’s weird and wayward singing, in my ears with ocean ringing, 
Brings a vision of the students who once hied them o’er the Rhine; 

And there’s Scu1LL8r’s punch-bow! lyric that’s half jovial half satiric ; 
And great GéeTus brings a phantom of his Faust and fiery wine. 


Or to come to times far nearer and to heroines still dearer, 

Let the Laureate’s lovely ladies pass in bright review to day, 
Adeline, and Lady Clara, who was quite an ‘‘avis rara”’ ; 

Or the maidens of the dead muse that sang“sweet of Duchess May. 


And there’s not a poet’s verses that my fancy now rehearses 
With a fonder love than Brown1inG’s with his strange and rugged 
rhymes ; 
His creations rise before me,—The Last Duchess bendeth o’ex me,— 
With his tales of mighty paintings in the old Italian times. 


So I wander from the real to the realms of the ideal, 
I have faithful friends in dreamland, and they come from lands afar ; 
And when all my visions perish, there’s one earthly friend I cherish, 
And I find my surest comfort in a casual cigar. 








The Quality of Murphy is not Strained. 


Tue Rochdale magistrates decided—and their decision has been 
confirmed on appeal to the Sessions—that Muxpny’s obecene pamphlet 
is an indecent publication, and ordered the copies on the premises of 
Mr. Dicxin, where they were first found and seized, to be destroyed. 
We trust that magistrates in all parts of the country will play 
the Dioxins with any bookseller found in possession of Murpuy's 





Alarming! 

Ir we may believe the Shropshire News, the astounding feat of 
Lilvwhite Sand, recorded in the well-known ballad, has been eclipsed 
by some one residing “ t'other sice o’ the water.’ ‘The News describes 
an inquest on a poor creature who committed suicide while insane, and 
it informs us that— 

“ He walked up to a cat’s-meat man’s barrow and tried to stab himself with it. 
As it was rather blunt, he took up another knife and piunged it into his bedy seven 
t.mes.’’ 





Word-painting. 
Awone the new novels, we see an announcement of Dower House. It 
comes rather too late in the season :—we have had (d)our house painted 
long since—early in the spring, in fact. 
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WHY-—BUT NOT WISE! 


TO THE EDITOR oF “‘ FuN.”’ 


Str,—Do you ever read the advertisements in the ers? Id 
0, 
and find they afford “instruction combined with cainneeh” and 
what can one want more? But why does “ The Artieans’, Labourers’, 
and General Dwellings Company (Limited)” ask sueh a silly question ? 
It heads its announcement in large letters with the query :— 
WHY PAY RENT? 


The answer is 80 obvious! Why pay rent? Why, I never “do pa 
rent if I can avoid doing so. Why pay rent, indeed! because oa is 
compelled to do so—occasionally. ¥ ; 





FLyBYNIGHT. 





‘¢ Music!” 


_We have heard of instramentalists whe performed om combs, but 
hitherto we have never had thegood fortune te meet with a musician who 
could play on a pomatum-pot, extract sweet sounds fram bear's grease, 
or give us a dair on hairesl. Bat then our sphereis limited. We 
don’t move in such exalted cireles as the Palé Mali gazetteer, and, among 
— things, a not ty in Spain, or wemight havesecen in a Posada 
what appears to us simply a Poser. Here's the passage—io iti 
on Ma. Dasmar.i's aval — — 


“tm ether portions of the tragedy we are taken te*a ted by bravos, 
im an obscure quarter of Burgos’—with pietu we of ruffiams drinki 
gambling, and on the bamdélines-wadbe aieey éance fin front.’’ — 


We have heard of very odd musical instrumemts—thceorbos, spinets, 
dualcimers, and even sendeleme,—bat to the best of our i we 
never saw “ bandoline’” im amy other connection tham that of @ bottle 
of semi-transparent fluid, pour frer les cheveum! 


**Gh Sun and Moon, but this is wondrous strange!” 

Horzrut j announce that the wheat crop this year will be 
“one of the ever known, om account of the quantity of sunshine 
to which it has been " We trust thie may prove the 
case; but as rain has not im with our expectations, we fear that 
much of the effect of the sunshine may prove moonshine. 





Answers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return wnaceepted MSS. or Sketshes, uniess they are 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope; but we do not held 
ourselves responsible for loss. | 

T. G. M. (Chester.)—Your lines to ‘‘ My Uncle” are not worthy of the 
euhiost, since even in these days cf Penny Readings, they would not do to 
spout. 

_ Hore has told a flattering tale, as usual ; at least if imitation really be a 
ener form of flattery, the artist whose drawing Hore has copied ought to 
ink so. 

Tyro.— We cannot consent to be party to a suicide, and so do not print 
your lines. You'd hang yourself with them when you saw them in type. 

‘ z 1. C. (Birkenhead) is melanchely enough to be the original T. I. C. 
oloureux. 

TurK.—We speak a language you understand when we describe your 
copy as ‘* Pah-psha!”’ 

A SALAMANDER.— We have placed you where yon will feel more at home 
than in our columns—to wit, in the fire. 

B. N. (Bayswater.)—Can’t you find something better to do than making 
bad jokes about your neighbour's belief? Wedon’t care what his faith is, 
but it couldn’t be worse than your works, if the scraps you send us are 
extracts from them. 

Any-Si_Lian.— We have heard that joke before—indeed, on every side. 

T. R. (Islington.)— Your stanzas are too long and heavy, and as for their 
refrain addressed to the House of Commons, “‘ Why do you go to the 
country ?’’ the answer is obvious—because the country is not such a flat as 
to come to them. 

E. M. (Cirencester.)—Your idea about the skeleton may be original, but 
we have an impression it is boned. 

C.T. W.—Your “ tragedy ”’ is not halfcomic enough. We have laughed 
infinitely more at a real tragedy—Alarces for instance, which wil} prove 
a-lark without the ’oss even, at Astley’s. 

H. H. (Exminster )—Oar acrostic department is fully supplied. 

Decency should have indicated what he supposes to be wrong. If he 
will show us bis mare’s nest we shall have great pleasure in sitting on it. 

Declined with thanks :—Popkins; A., Glasgow; Fusty; G. L. H., Upper 
Tooting; A. L.; C. G. W. W.; F., Stourbridge; D. the D.; Allen; 
J. H. W., Leeds; W. A. G.; J. B., Birmingham; A. R. L.; A. W. K.; 
D. R. C., Bootle; 8.D.L.L.B; W. B. R.; G. R.; L. B., Hatton- 

rden; J. 8.; A. L., Huddersfield; S. L.; H. E.C., Dublin; J. 0. A.; 

. S., Sydenham; J. R. M., Rochdale; W.; A Constant Subscriber ; 
B., Liverpool; C. M.; Billycock; J. T.; X.; Verax; A Regular Reader; 
Nullies Filius; W. L., Brighton; Amicus; Old Seldier; Who's Dar; 
Uncle Sam; R. M. T., York; C. C., Oxford; Romamy; Toots; A Yank; 
V. V.; Martha; One on’Em; Wiggles; B. 
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i : | Energetic Constable (to our friend Blank, who is taking his pets for an airing) :—“ Hi! Here! You str! THem HANIMAL8 HOUGHT TO BE* 
Ba MUZZLED, YE KNOW!”’ 
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The Glass of Fashion. 
ALL TO PI ECES. Tue Judge of the County Court at Mold, Flintshire, has given notice 
Go, bid the autumn-stricken rose that he will not hear any advocate who does not appear in legal cos- 
Put forth again its petals ; tume—wig and gown if he be a barrister, and if a solicitor or attorney, 
Request the page to disclose black dress with white tie and a plain gown without bands. The 
A haunt of precious metals. learned Judge’s insistance on the wearing of gowns may look like a 
Go, bid the dying swan retain weakness for ‘stuff ’’—and nonsense; but bis strict attention to the 


} 
The freshness of its feather ; ceremonials of legal etiquette is quite in keeping with the Mold of f 
But ask—oh ask me not again form. 
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To ‘ pull myself together.”’ 


I'm in the sere and yellow leaf— 
Too old for being funny ;— 
I've altogether come to grief 
In talents and in money. 
I’m out of pocket, out of brain, 
And sickened at the weather ; 
So ask—oh ask me not again 
To “pull myself together.”’ 


‘‘Ne Sutor ultra Crepidam.”’ 

Tue critical world has been very severe upon the feeble twaddle of a 
recently published song, “‘God Bless our Sailor Prince."” When we 
consider that a carpenter wrote the lines, and a glover composed the 
music, there is little reason to be surprised at their complete failure. 
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Sic. 
Tue papers state that eight persons have been successively poisoned 
| at Geneva by ‘a sick nurse,’’ who had them under her care. Surely 
| this is a misnomer, she was ‘‘an ill nurse!’’ but we trust she has been 
| treated to something of which her tribe are reported to be inordinately 
fond—the “drop’’ of Geneva. 
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| Appropriately Illustrated. 
We see announced The Great Stone Book of Nature, which is adver- | 
tised as illustrated. Of course the illustrations are lithographs! Wood | —- 
neither could nor should be as appropriately used. | Wuat To po with THe Unepucatep Ciasses.— Bring ’em to book. 
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WHEN the welcome month can count 
Days to the exact amount, 

Hie away! 

Your skill display, 
For it is your opening day : 
It will task your nerve to bring 
Down a bird upon the wing: 
But when you bring braces down 
Don’t forget your friends in town. 


1.—I had a pig 
Not very big ; 
Some friends of mine 
Would call it ‘ swine,” 
I did not take their jeers amiss 
And always called the crittur this. 


2.—A subject always of much conversation 
But now the cause of general admiration. 


THE DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No, 75. | 


3.—When Cromwett and HaMppEN 
Found England a cramp’d den, 
And wished to abandon the island, 
W hat a precious mistake 
Did His Masgsty make 
When with this he confined them to dry land. 


4.—If somebody arrives 
When some one else expected is 
The change, which he contrives, 
By being in this effected is. 


5.—They are not wife, children, or friends, 
Or money or rank—never doubt ’em : 
Yet so very much on them depends 
That one asks, ‘“‘ What would life be without ’em?”’ 


6.—It is taken at partings and meetings 
And signifies farewells and greetings: 
It’s a subject of frequent exchange 
Between friend, lover, sister, and brother: 
But though ’tis meant kindly ’tis strange 
That each presents arms at the other. 
Sotvution oF Acrostic No. 73.— Whitebait, Greenwich : 
Wing, Hygrometer, Imposthume, Tare, Eleven, Brad- 
shaw, Antoeci, Iochiadic, Thrush. 


Sotvtions oF Acrostic No. 73, RECEIVED 5TH Avcust.—None 
correct. 


) 
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** Tue Deserted VILLAGE.” —Just now, London. 





THE DEATH’S HEAD MOTH. 


A Romance or Rea Lire. 
& * a a +. 


Tue laziest clock in the neighbourhood was busily engaged in 
striking midnight when I awoke and shook myself. The poems of 
CoLERIDGE, open at the second page of Christabel, were lying as I left 
them on the table. All was hushed, save the cats upon the housetop 
and the crickets in the kitchen: I cared little for such as these. 

The opiate now asserted itself in terrific forms. My brain felt 
overflowing with an inert energy. I experienced a dull desire to 
crush this guilty world by the overwhelming weight of my utter in- 
difference to things in general. Had I been placed at that moment 
on the summit of Caucasus, with an effervescent bowl of Tinct. opii in 
my tremulous but sinewy grasp, I could have changed the destiny of 
nations, methought, by bursts of idle eloquence. Oh, it was bitter, 
passing bitter, to remain fettered thus—this arm-chair —that picture— 
those pen and ink! Everything was bitter ! 


* * * * 


Suddenly, amidst a mighty rushing of wings and the wild whirr of 
Earth's congregated grindstones, it came upon me. To shut my eyes 
and gasp was the work of a moment or less; to open them and ungasp 
appeared a labour of centuries. At last I became conscious of the 
Shape, if shape it could be called that shape had none. A mass of 
silvery whiteness, that contradicted the fundamental rule of gravity by 
suspending itself in the gas-laden atmosphere, shimmered above me ; 
and—oh, horror of horrors!—I dimly traced in that spectral outline 
some vague resemblance to a human skull. 

Paralysed for one moment I regained my power of action in the 

| next, and sought a lethal weapon. An antimacassar, stealthily but 
| firmly twisted into knots, provided me with a deadly instrument of 
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A HINT FOR GIRLS OF THE PERIOD. 


Laura :—“ Wuy, HarrigT, WHAT A QUEER WAY OF DOING YOUR HAIR— 
JUST LIKE A SNAIL !”’ 

Harriet :—“ Wet, My LovE, I DON’T THINK ANYONE CAN CALL THAT A 
‘‘pasT’’ HEAD-DRESS. 


vengeance. Grasping it with both hands I resolutely left my arm- 
chair and sallied forth against the foe. 
* * * o * 

On recovering consciousness I found that I had fallen with the back 
of my head against the edge of the fender. A feeling of sickness and 
an enormous contusion on the injured part were the only results of 
this accident. The enemy, still untouched, shimmered above me as 
before. I sprang to the attack with renewed fury. 

. * . ° . 

The destruction of the lamp-glasses gave me little concern, for one 
of the three had been fractured previously. ‘The intense pain in my 
left elbow, however, gave me reason to fear that one of the bones had 
been fractured by its collision with my pianoforte. I resolved on 
pursuing the fight single-handed. Auz armes, citoyens! Le jour de 
gloire est arrive! Houpla! 

. * . « * 

The acute pain which accompanied my fall told me that the right 
ankle was sprained. The grazing of the left hip against my chiffonter 
might have seemed serious at a period of less excitement; but now 
that my adversary still shimmered I gave no heed to it. Sons of the 
Greeks, arise ! 

* * e * * 

My groans and maledictions had aroused the landlady. Finding 
me prostrate on the ground, writhing from the agony of a broken leg, 
the good creature sent straightway for a surgeon and threw open the 
window to give me air. The latter action, I firmly believe, aided the 
escape of my bitterest enemy. 

I am better now, and the fever has almost left me. Still my con- 
versation is not altogether unmingled with skulls, war-cries, COLERIDGE, 
and Tinct. opit. 


Tue Youne Inpian’s Deticut.—Looking cut for squaws. 
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A LAMENT. 
By tue Last Man in Town. 
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in new 
Yellow slippers 
And it’s:not:all 
my fault 
That in London 
Stead eteten 
, 0 ‘fi i 
And-hebatay 
Z a nautical costume,— ' 4 
rousers’plentiful in room 
And hatewhieh, I presume, 
neces Should be shiny : 

But the faet is that I can’t 

To the seasside slope or slant, 

Since my governors won't grant 

A»vacation ; 
a a other clerks:have hied 
o the ocean's: margin-wide, 
Or todake ormountain«side— 
Botheration ! 


What is a chap to do, 

Whom such destinies pursue, 

Who dare not hope to view 
Ocean’s margin ? 

Sadly turning to my rifle, 

With the trigger oft I trifle— 

But the crazy thought I stifle! 
There’s no charge in. 


No! I will not raise a rif- 

Le, a pistol, or a knife 

Against my hapless life 
If I know it. 

Though I'd like to have a blow 

By the sea—yet not for Joz 

Are explosives—oh, dear, no ! 
Powder? Blow it! 


I will seek the Serpentine, 
I'll believe I smell the brine, 
And of ocean's white cliff-line 
On the brink stand. 
But I ponder with régret 
That the only dip I get 
Is when my pen I wet 
In the ink-stand ! 





Odd Fact. 


Over contemporary, the Orchestra, has given notice that “‘ no person 
named Joun Txoemson, or Jounson is, or ever has been, connected 
with that journal.” The circumstance is curious, and we are obliged 
to the editor for mentioning it. Probably few establishments in this 
country could say as much ; though we once knew a very extensive 
printing-office which was long believed to have no SwiruH or JoNES 
among its numerous employcs. Subsequent investigations, however, 
led to the diseovery that the office really did contain both a SmirH and 
a Jones, in the persons of two clerks who had been induced to drop 
those humble patronymics for the more striking cognomens of Puan- 
TAGENET and Ds Monrmorgncy. Of course, our contemporary’s case, 
if genuine, would prove little :—odd things of this kind will occur. We 
are not going to jump to the conclusion that there is any general 
oe in the numbers of two great English families, if that's what 

e means. 



















SSS ar atic) OW gladly would 
—_— : <3 ® Ibe 


Where the mur- 
murs of the 


glee 
-Ofthe dippers: 
At Ramsgate, 
where the Jew 
Is:the opposite 
of fow ; 
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THE RAILWAY ROBBERS. 


Tue mistaken clemency which has allowed railway companies that 
are really bankrupt to continue to trade under protection has borne its 
fruit. The mercy shown to these reckless speculations for the public 
benefit has been wrested to the public loss. This‘was no more than 
might be expected. Men do not gather figs of thorns; and it was 
scarcely to be hoped that companies, which had reduced themselves to 
beggary by extravagance, which had obtained confidence and money 
by cooked accounts, and which had been guilty of all the petty jobbery 
that the ingenuity of the contracting mind could devise, should become 
suddenly honest, public-spirited, and wise. As lost to shame after the 
exposure as they were regardless of honesty before it, they have | 
availed themselves of their protection-order to rob the public more | 
openly and more unscrupulously. 

The Southern Confederacy—the railways south of the Thames, that 
is—attempted to smuggle through Parliament, disguised as a measure 
for increasing the public convenience, an organized scheme of extor- 
tionand robbery. The Commons, consisting chiefly of sympathetic 
@irettors, passed the bill; but the Peers fortunately stopped it. By 
their refusal to sanction the extortion-clauses of the measure, they 
compelled the companies to reveal their true object. The Railways 

withdrew their bill, thus refusing to carry out the plans for improved | 
train service, unless the projected system of robbery were legalised. | 
{Woiled in the House, they have vindictively turned on their customers, | 
‘who have come to reside in the suburbs, tempted by fares which were 
Ot:perhaps low, but, at all events, reasonable. 

‘Now the companies disregard the honourable understanding, the | 
lied contract, which has placed the residents in the suburbs in | 
ir power. Qn the first of this month they have raised their fares | 
‘fifty —and even a hundred—per cent. : 

Whe result of such a step is that they have disgusted the public and 


eet 
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‘|(@eamaged themselves. They have reaped more unpopularity in one 


‘week than they will be able to outlive in half acentury. All confi- 


‘}adence in them is gone. They have proved themselves to be prepared 
‘Fito sacrifice everything for money ; and they will suffer for the character 
‘hithey have taken such pains to earn whenever a jury is called upon to 


is blundering. If their old rate of fares would not induce the public 


ifito travel, the temptation will not increase in the same ratio as the 


prices. On the contrary, many who used to travel by rail will cease to 
doso. Fora timea business man, especially if he has a season-ticket, 
will continue to travel, but his wife and family will abstain from visits 
to town; and as soon as they can make arrangements the family will 
remove to places where the means of transit are not in the hands of 
plunderers-on-principle. ; 

The directorial geniuses who have devised this precious scheme had 
better return to the obscurity from which they have been small-tooth- 
combed by the exigencies of railway extravagance. A committee of 
station-masters, men acquainted with the practical working of the line, 
would in a day draw up a scheme that would bring more prosperity to | 
the railways than all the shifts and dodges to which the Boards have | 
had recourse for the last two or three years. 

Active measures are, however, being taken to fight the Boardroom | 
Brigands. Before a year is over we shall have tramways, on better 
principles than Trarn’s, to compete with the Companies. Meanwhile, 
means have been adopted to get coaches and omnibuses on the road, | 

| 


| 
| 
assess damages against them. But the policy is not only dishonest, it: 


and until they are running all travellers are advised to go by third 
class. 
The season-ticket-holders are wisely giving support to the move- 
ment. In a short time the prices of. season-tickets will be largely 
augmented, and therefore to make one good fight of it ticket holders 
and non-ticket holders must join forces at once, instead of dividing 
them over two fields of battle. Like reckless spendthrifts the com- 
panies will give anything for a little ready money. First-class annual 
tickets are to be had for the cost of twelve weeks’ daily tickets. Like 
reckless spendthrifts, when the money they have bought at sucha | 
price, when the means they have thus anticipated are gone, they will | 
be in greater need than ever. Then, up go season tickets! a 
The public may legally eombine to break this railway combination | 
which is unlawful. ‘These lines were sanctioned by Parliament because 
their competition would benefit the public. When in defiance of this, 
they come to an agreement for which the public have to pay so dearly, | 
they are simply obtaining money under false pretences. a 
‘The remedy for this state of things is in the hands of the public. 
They must combine now to resist fraud and extortion; and at the 
next election they must take care that the new House of Commons is not a 


House of Raitway Directors. 





The Hot Weather. | 


Tue milkmen, on the plea of the prevailing drought, are raising the 
price of milk. Of course, everyone can see that the result of the 
‘“‘cow with the iron tail’’ running dry is to lessen the quantity of milk. | 


' 
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THE LANCASHIRE LASS. 


ACT I. Scensz 1.— Exterior of Kirpy’s Farm, 
Rosert REDBURN Giscovered, painting. 
Rupsvrn.—I am here, closely disguised as an artist, to win the love 


of Ruth Kirby. 
Enter Kate Garston. 
Karr— You are. And I,ka! ha! am your ally! I hate her, be-: 
eause Ned Olayton, whom I love,is going to marry her, and so I assist 
you. She-shall consentito fly with you to-night! 
RzepsvEn.—No ! 
Kate.—Fact ! 
Repsven.—Then ‘this rimg-shall be yours! 
Semen 2.—Jnterior of Kinex's Howe. Enter Roru. 


Rown.— How insignifieant is Ned Clayton compared with shiny Mr. | 


i Redborn! 
: Tiitter Furr. 
Reffburn ttoznightt— he willmarry you! 


Kate.— 


Ruse. —I will! I willl! "(Fnite) “I will @y with yon to-night, 


Oh, Robert Reitburn, Hixquire !” 
Kats. —Give-me the mute. 
inter Onp Kirsy. 
Osp Kievy.—iia!! A Jetter’! Hand it heme, gwl! Although I 
. cannot read, itis gildin tthat itis from my daughterito Redburn. 
Nepv.— What's all ‘this? | 
i Oup ‘Kirpy.—Rtth thas been detected writing .a letter to Redburn. 
3 Here it is—read it’! — ee ican 
& NED ing it tohimself):—Agony ! mis-read it. (Alo 
: “ Dear Sa along, you bad man, what would your poor mother 
Fi think of your endeavouring to entice a poor girl.away from home with 
‘ wieked-stories? Go and read Anantias and Sappuma, do, for gracious 
oodness’ sake, and reform while there is yet time. I enclose a bundle 
of tracts suitable to your present condition of mind, and a letter of in- 
troduction to Lord Townshend, who will probably procure your 
admission into a Male Home. Yours, respectfully, Ruru Krrey.” 
‘Oup Kirsy (looking at letter).—And is all that said in six words? 
Nep.—It is—it is! [Au faint. 
ACT II.—Repgurn's Offices. 
Repsvrn.—A commercial crisis is at hand, and unless I marry 
Fanny Danville, the daughter of the Richest Man in the World, I 
must go smash. But somehow her father does not seem to see it. 


Enter a party by the name of JOHNSON. 
Jounsow.— Youshall marry her. 
Repsurn.—Ha! By what right say you that ? 
Jounson.—No matter. Give me £5,000 on the day of your marriage 


and the gyurl is yourn. . 
Repsunn.—Agreed! Ha! ha! But how will you manage this? 


Jounson.—I have a power over old Danville, and will exercise it in 
your behalf. 

Repsurn.—My own fond Johnson! 

Scene 2.—Mnr. Danvitte's Drawing-Room. Enter Mr. Danviiue. 


DanvILLE.—Gracious, how respectable I am! 
Enter Repsvurn. 
Repptrn.—Mr. Danville, I love your daughter, and would marry 
! 
ag, ee ! Adventurer! 
Enter JOHNSON. 
Jounson.—I.am a party by the name of Johnson. 


DanvILLE.—Ha! that name! 
Jounson.—You once seduced a party by the name of Nellie, rom- 


mitted a forgery, and got me menagoried for it. Marry your daughter 
to Redburn and I forgive you. fuse, and I hand you over to the 
olice. 
. Danvittz.—Agony! But I consent! 
ACT ITI. Landing -stage at Eyremont. 
Enter Kare Garstone. 

Kats.—Suicide! One plunge,and then—but stay, here is the late 
boat approaching, I will wait till she has discharged her passengers, 
and then——. [ Crouches. 
Enter Late Boat, unfolding itself, telescopically, as it advances. It is 

attended with much dust. There are taco passengers on board—JOuN- 
son and Nep CuaytTon. They land. Late Boat shuts itself up and 
backs off. 

Jounson (on pier).—Brish conshushon! _ 

Nev.—He is very drunk—I will fetch a policeman. [Pxit. 


[ Takes st. 
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[ They embrace. 
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Enter a Cloaked Figure, who pushes JOuNSON into the water. Then exit 











| Here then the Professor and the 


——$———$— 


@ Cloaked Figure. 
Enter Nev Crarton with Policemen, 
Nep.—Johnson! Where are you? Here is his hat. Ah, he has 


fallen into the water! 


Enter Repsurn, in small boat. 
Repsurn.—Seize that fellow—he pushed the man over. 
Negp (in a fine burst of eloquence).—I didn't. 
Reprorn.—He did. I saw him! 
Kater (suddenly appearing).—Liar! It was—. [ Dies. 
AtuL.— Dead! 


| ACT T¥.—Station House. TeuttcKk (an old lover of Rutu’s) discovered. 
[ TeGitoc. | 


Jattiex.—So Ned Clayton, my rival, is in my custody. I should 


like to let him go. 


Enter Rove. 
Rurn.—Mr. Jellick, you have my lover here for murder, let him go 


and I will be yours! 


ee h, certainly. ae Nep Orarton.) Away! Escape ! 
zp.— Joy ! abott-to savape, when REDBURN @ppears. 
Repsven.—Ha ! Newer 
(Repsunw end OCiayton etruggle. Ciavron escapes, and Repsurn is 
recognised as acrimmal who is “wanted.” Hieds ameordingly hand- 
ouffed. Tableau. 
ACT Vi—An Australian Bieep Farm. Naw Oxaetomond Ruta 
discovered. 


BRoru.— We have escaped hither and are married. 
Diuter Postman with letter for Rom. 

Betu (reading). deathbed confession from Mr. Danville, that he 
was the ae ‘by the nameof Johnson! Three cheers 
for Danville. Hip! Hip! Hurrah. 

Nze—Then I-can go out for a watk. [Erit. 

inter Rapsvurn, much the worse for wear, and wownded. 

Repsern.—Brandy! Iam hunted by bushrangers! How fine are 
the distinctions that some people draw. Nothing would induce them 
to injure a Robin Redbreast, but a Robert Redburn is the object of 
their direst animosities. | 

Rutu.—Rebert Redburn! Is it indeed you? 

Repspurn.—Ruth! Can I believe my eyes? 

Ruta (weakly showing paper).—Here is Danville’s confession, which 
—— may not) convince a jury of my husband’s ini.ocence. 

RgepsurN.—Give me that paper. 

Rutu (natwrally).—Never! [ They struggle. 

Enter Nep CLayton. 

Nep.—Redburn ene with my wife, and unarmed? Take this 
revolver, Redburn, and defend yourself. [Gives him a revolver. 

Repsvrn.—Ha! Have at thee, O mine enemy, with thine own 
weapon! 

(Is about to fire at CLAYTON, when.somebody.shoots RepBuEn through the 
head, He falis dead.) 
Enter BuSHRANGERS, 

Nep.—Who shot that man? 

Frast Rancer.—I did. 

‘Nep.—And who are you? 

Frest Rancer.—“ A party by fhe name of Johnson!” 

Tableau. 

OvrsgLvs8s.—A quantityof well-wern sensational effects cleverly dished 
up. Dialogue not remarkable, but perhaps good enough for the oe 
ants cutting. Like all five-act dramas, it might easily be cut down 
to.three. Miss Moors and Mr. Emery are, as the ways. are, ad- 
mirable. Mr. Invine Mr. WxynpHAM both, good, but with a little 
tendency to over-elaboration. The piece is of bad small parts, 
which, however, are cleverly played, particularly by Miss Hopson, 
Mr. Broveu, Mr. Srepuens, Mr. Crayton, Mr. einelie and 
Mr. nasa Scenery rather poorly painted, but the “‘sets”’ are cleverly 
contrived. 





P.8. 


Tx ‘a postscript to his letter, a correspondent, who si 
man of letters,” suggests that Proressorn Montiey and 


himself “a 
Wrveur- 


| SEA may find a common ground on which to settle their dispute about 


the British Museum Epitaph. His lordship says that Mitton could 
only have written it in his old age. Pxoresson Moxey says he-wrote 


it, but the Museum people say the signature is P. M. and not J. M. 
Lord It is evident that the 


poet wrote them when past the meridian of life, and put P. M. toshow 
the fact. This is quite as good as most of the “srguments”’ on the 
question, so we print it. 


Twims.—Rtiver Pirates,— Pike.—Land Pirates,—’Pikes. 
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Short dialogue overheard by J n S——un (who really ts a clever and witty fellow) in an interval of half a minute, which he allows himself for 
refreshment, after half an hour's exertions—in spite of the state of the thermometer—for the amusement of the young lady, his neighbour. 


Her other newghbour :—“ Don't you HATE FELLOWS WHO ARE ALWAYS TWYING TO BE FUNNY ?” 
Ungrateful young lady :—“‘O, yEs! 80 MUCH; DON’T you ?”’ 
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' Bs AN ADDRESS. twelve 0 cent. goq days after the fares were increased fifty per 
ay ; se cent. Do you wish to have a representative who shall represent not 1 | 
f To the siteral aiaster sof only your political opinions but your sincerity, your honesty, your | 
‘ NEWARK, WICK BURGHS, S fOCKPORT, NORTHAMPTON, | Superiority to meanness and misrepresentation? If such is your wish, | 
AND MAIDSTONE. | do you consider Mr. Laine a fitting representative ? | 
GENTLEMEN,—A general election is at hand, and you will no doubt | (Signed) Fun, | 
before long have the pleasure of seeing your respective representatives. on | 


If they seldom visit you at other times, you may depend upon their | 
kee you a call when their own interests cans it. They will Babbage to the Rescue. | 
arnive, cap in hand, to solicit your votes; and, with a view to obtain- Tue ignorance of some persons in the matter of simple arithmetic is 
ing a renewal of your confidence, they will give you a sketch of their | perfectly astounding. We know a man who has been engaged his 
| Parliamentary career during the last session, and urge the service they | whole life long in “looking out for number one!” 
have done to the Liberal cause. SALT | | 
It is, however, just possible, gentlemen, that the modesty of A Pach-yderm. | | 
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MESSRS. G. HODGKINSON, 8. LAING, E. W. WATKIN, | — Pincuer is anything but thin-skinned; he rents a moor and sends 
C. GILPIN, and J. WHATMAN may induce them to overlook one | all its produce to Leadenhall-street, excusing himself for never making : 
act, which at once shows the nature of their Liberalism, end the up a parcel of grouse for a friend, on the ground that after a while the | 
sincerity of their Liberal professions. They have this month, as soon _ birds will “ pack’’ themselves. | 
as Parliament was closed, and therefore no appeal could be made to it— | 
this month, in times of almost unprecedented want and pressure— 
displayed their sincere regard for the interests of the working-classes, 
by raising fifty and even a hundred per cent. the fares on the railways 
of which they are directors, and by which immense numbers of work- 
ing-men have to proceed to and from their labours. at . ere 
When these gentlemen come before you, then, to solicit your | —hyper-criticism—and viper-criticism. 
eer reflect b: fore you accord them; and should there be other a 
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Degrees of Comparisons. 
Our friend F. E. Buss, who has just published a volume of 
‘‘ poetry ’’ that has been widely reviewed favourably and unfavourably, 
declares that there are three degrees of critical expression :—Criticism 





candidates in the field, you will do wisely to support them, instead of A Biting Remark 


men whose sincerity in the Liberal cause has made itself suspected— : ; 
who are rather representatives of the railways they direct than of you | A screntiric Benepict of our acquaintance was told that Parliament 
who elect them—who are too busily engaged in wringing from the | Wa considering the question of the property of married women. He 
workers their hardly-earned shillings to attend to your interests or the | immediately replied that there was no question about it:—the chief 
interests of the nation. | property of married women was acidity! 

Electors of the Wick Burghs! Your representative, Mr. Lara, as 
chairman of the London, Brighton, and South Coast Railway, declared WHAT YOU WILL NEVER HBAR A GARIBALDIAN sAY.—“ Forget-Me- | 
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recently at a meeting that the fares on that line would be raised about | not-(ti).” 
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“NEVER SAY DIE! 


Private J. Bull :-—“ COME! COME! MY LAD! DON'T BE DOWN IN THE MOUTH, AND TALK RUBBISH ABOUT THROWING 
UP THE WHOLE CONCERN, ON ACCOUNT OF A LITTLE MISMANAGEMENT, OR A FEW HARD WORDS, THOUGH YOU 
MAY FEEL YOU DON’T DESERVE THEM. WHATEVER YOU DO, HOWEVER, J MEAN TO STICK TO IT AS LONG AS I 
HAVE A MAN TO STAND BY ME.” 
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OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 
——— 
Ay in long is the barbarous dog edict to remain 
&) in force? I suppose Sir Ricwarp Mayne 


will stick to the old ignorant superstition, 
and withdraw it when the Dog-days are over. 






the police intensely unpopular—a most un- 


keep order by violence and terror rather than 
by moral force. The poor man and his dog 
are very fa-t friends, and the interference of the constable has involved 
him in a feud that will not easily die out. But besides this—besides 
the ignorance he displayed—an ignorance so gross, that if he were not 
as impervious to ridicule as he is to reason, poor Sir Richarp MayNE 


would long ago have been laughed out of his blunder :—besides these, | 
there is the cruelty he has taught and encouraged in a body of men | 


whose humanity and good temper rather need developing. Dogs 
know those that know them, and poijicemen are not of that number. 
There's a natural antipathy between dog and constable that does not 
exist between constable and cat—perhaps because the latter is a good 
scapegoat for larder-losses. Possibly the superiority, both as watch- 
oo tg detective, of the dog over the Dogberry may account for the 
islike. 
the result is that when you tell him to take stray curs to the station, 
you set him avery difficult task, which he solves by a tap of his 
truncheon. One word for the alleged benefit of clearing the street of 
stray curs: the farmers who shot small birds alleged that that was 
beneficial in the same way, and found out their mistake. Let us hope 
we shall not discover Sir Ricuwarp’s error in the shape of disease 
arising from decaying matter, which the canine scavengers would have 
remored. One thing is very certain, Sin Ricuarp Mayne should 
retire into the private life which he cannot but grace better than he 
has public office. He has long shown that age has qualified him for 
immediate retirement; now that he has added ignorance and ob- 
stinacy as further qualifications, he should be compelled to resign. 

LiTERATURE has every right to be proud of the Premier. Let us all 
take off our hats to him with profound respect, and acknowledge that 
his ‘‘ Queen’s speech ”’ is a masterpiece of composition. It really isa 
wonder—for two reasons. First of all it is almost—I might even 
venture to say very—grammatical. That’s a novelty in “ Queen's 
speeches.”’ Secondly, itis a royal utterance admirably framed as an 
electioneering address. That’s a novelty—an unprecedented one— 
only let us hope (as the Zimes naively remarked once) that “it will 
always remain so,’ by which I mean that it will never be copied. 

Tue Spectator and the Daily News have very properly called the 
Saturday Review to order for an article called ‘ Descending to the 
Gutter.” The Sa/urday has always been shrill, scolding, and shrewish, 
but it has been at least ladylike. The article in question was;worthy 
of a fish- fag ; now we have much of the feminine element in the Satur- 
day in the shape of fair and clerical writers—in fact the tone of the 
paper is due to that element—but no one ever thought that a Billings- 
gate belle had joined the other old women. It is to be sincerely hoped 
that the Superfiie will not repeat the error. Everybody abuses it, but 
everybody reads and likes it; and universal regret would be felt if for 
party purposes it fell into the lamentable mistake of thinking. that 


. brilliant which is only blackguardly. 





In Belyravia we have four illustrations this month. That to “ John 
Company” is unsatisfactory, the faces so lack life and expression. 
‘Morning Dreams”’ is an excellent example of M. PannEMAKER’s 
engraving, but it is a pity the lady’s-maid’s legs are such attenuated 
spindles ; and what is the meaning of the pair of doll’s shoes in the 
foreground? Surely the dreaming lady could never dream of getting 
them ‘on her fect. ‘* The Trooper’s Story’’ does more credit to its 
artist's memory than to his invention, being a reproduction of the 
last picture exhibited at the Academy by the late T. Morten. The 
best picture in the number is that to “‘ Habet,”’ best both in drawing 
and engraving: but I protest against the verses accompanying it, for two 
reisons; firstly, because it reminds one too much of the “Twa Corbies,”’ 
and secondly, for the idea of the wounded knight’s two hounds 
following their master and lapping up his flowing lifeblood! The 
lines accompanying “ ‘The Trooper's Story ” are good, telling their tale 
well, and Mr. Mortmer Corrins’s “ Under the Limes”’ is as musical 
and pretty as his lyrics usually are. Mr. Tuornpury has been parti- 
cularly happy in his version of Horace’s Ode, which, by the way, 
begins “ Mzcenas atavis”’ not ‘* Meczenas,”’ as the Belgravia has it. 
‘‘ Letters from Lilliput,”’ “Tins,” ‘ Whitebait,’ “ Daylight,” and 
‘‘ London Clubs” are other readable and amusing papers; but I think 
‘“‘ Marriage versus Celibacy ”’ is a subject that has been worn threadbare 
hy thistime. ‘* The Scotch Tour” is scarcely remarkable except for 
the * Young Oxford’’ tone in which it sneers about “ tradesmen”’ and 
‘‘duns,”’ and for its passing over entirely anything about Scotland. 





FUN. 


He may congratulate himself on having made | 


desirable object, unless they are interded to | 
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| In the Atlantic Monthly there is a paper which will be read with 
interest, for it embodies the views of a cultivated American on Copy- 
right. It is entitled “‘Tdeal Property,’’ which is intended to indicate 
_the property of invention and creation as distinct from “ Real’”’ 
or ‘‘ Personal’’—but in another sense it unhappily represents, too 
truly, the intangible and imaginary nature of the tenure! “Out on 
the Reef” is a charming sketch, and there are several other very 
capital articles, but the gem of the number to my thinking is “‘ The 
_ Footpath ’—a poetical protest against the too scientific and realistic 
_ tendencies of the age. 
In Our Young Folks is a little notice which shows curioasly enough 
how general is the intense heat from which we are now suffering :— 
‘*The coloured supplement intended to accompany this number of Our Foung 
Folks is printed and ready for « is:ribution, but the publishers have resolved to 
postpone its issue, fearing that the great heat of the weather may affect the colours 
and mar the picture.’’ 
The contents of this excellent juvenile magazine are as varied and 
pleasant as usual. It is a pity that the engraving is not more worthy 
of the periodical, but I suppose the art of wood-engraving is in a 
' somewhat primitive state on the other side of the Atlantic. At least I 
_ have never seen an American woodcut that was not very inferior. 


| AN UNKNOWN POEM BY JOHN MUGGINS. 


Srr,—The other day, whilst looking over a little “‘ Hymn-Book” as 
| poor Jack, soon after he got into trouble, asked the chaplin’s leave to 


At any rate, the policeman does not understand the dog, and | send me, as it might do me good, I was much surprised to find 


the following Poim on a fly-leaf, in poor’s Jack's own writing :— 


AN EPIC-CHAFF. 
He whom his Motty sent away, 
Through peaching of that burglaray, 
Has sent in this here book of her’n 
A solemn pledge of his returne. 
Meanwhile you, Missus, doe deplore 
The losse of me, your paramour ; 
With whom you used to booze all day, 
Before the Beak sent him away. 
In here, I leaves my wicious ways, 
And puts on canvas, and obeys ; 
My sister’s in for stealing quills, 
We climbs respectively our mills ; 
And whilst our doom we thinks upon 
We takes our grool—our Helicon ; 
Trying the no-topt stairs to climb, 
It’s turn and turn, first hers, then mine. 
Forget you, Morty! no, I’m blest! 
Not till sleeping im my chest, 
Then where my ashes do lie hid 
Maybe you'll build a pyramid. 
If a full “jug’’ makes happy then, 
I am the happiest of men. 
Whilst busy in here splitting wood 
I'm fetter’d, but it’s for my good ; 
In chapel, too, behold poor me 
Distilling tears so pleateously ; 
For so this artful little Elfe 
A “ticket”? means to earn hisself. 
In fact, compared to what I wer’, 
I'm quite a whitewashed sepulchre. 
Whilst in the‘ jug’’ it’s you I trust, 
My darling Mo tty, with the dust, 
Whilst my most pure and noble heart 
Sincerely trusts you will not part, 
But whilst my absence you do mourne, 
Deem part js mine, and part is your’n. 
Although I'm forced here to remaine, 
A love of rrigging I retaine ; 
A taste for trade within the deeps 
Of this little kiddy sleeps. 
The thread of life so twisted is, 
It’s sometimes skilley, sometimes fiz. 
Human nature confined here, 
In false colours must appeare ; 
The “plant” that earned for us the dust, 
For to enjoy delay we must, 
Until, sweet Mouty, I acquire 
The ticket which rewards the.liar, 
And in my fost’ring armes enfold 
You, Motty, and—those bags of gold. 
Then as I am, I'll be no more, 
But bloome and blossome as before. 

There’s two more lines, sir, but I can't make no sense’on ‘em ; and 


then comes ’is signature, ‘J. M.,’’ which is as plain as a bull's-foot. 
>< Motty, her mark. 
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A DAY'S WORK IN THi CITY. 


By ong or THE UNDERPAID. 





No. IIL—ELEVEN O'CLOCK. CAPEL 
STOCK EXCHANGE. 
It's quite likely that a good many serious pesple—who, mind you, 
are about as keen hands at a bargain as anybody I know — it's 
quite likely, I say, that if they were to take a moral walk about 
London City they would talk about the frivolity and thoughtlessness 
of the passengers by the river steamboats, and would speak of the 
Stock Exchange as the Temple of Mammon—but there, if I go on 
and on and on like this I shan’t get to Capel Court till 11.15, and then 
there'll be a wigging from the Governor, who’s pretty certain to be 
waiting on the step of “‘the house” at 11 precisely. Temple of 
Mammon indeed! Change the M to a Gand there you have it. Way, 
to begin with, the mystery that’s made of the'place itself (not much of 
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a place, either, with its dingy pillars?an1 grimy walls, and its ugly 
domes that are only equalled by South Kensington), as though it was 
a kind of palace instead of being more like a coach factory turned into 
a seed market than anything else! Of course, it’s the “operations” 
that are the mystery, and very nice operations some of ‘em are. 
Surgical ones are nothing to'em, not half so dangerous, so deadly, 
nor so uncertain; and as to medical jargon that we've all heard so 
much about, I'll back the slang of finance, the jargon of the City, 
against anything I know. You've only to read the City Article and 
the Markets to find that out, and the man that has mastered the 
meaning of “Contangos,” and can talk about “prefs” and all the 
rest of it, may hold his tongue about other people's nonsense. I don't 
know what makes me savage whenever I have to meet the Governor 
at Capel Court, except that the only little bit of money I ever had—it 
was only a legacy of twenty guineas—I speculated with, which means 
that I put it on a Stock Exchange card, and some other card turned 
up, as everybody could have told me it would, if I'd only asked them — 
so they said afterwards. There are chaps there, too, that have put 
their money on cards that Aave turned up ono after another, and there 
are others worse off than me—poor, broken-down old snuffy gin-and- 
watery beggars, that daren't show their poor, napless hats inside the 
door without having them knocked off, and their poor old legs kicked 
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OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


—— 


Q(X OW long is the barbarous dog edict to remain 
a) in force? I euppose Sir Ricwarp Mayne 

will stick to the old ignorant superstiticn 
and withdraw it when the Dog-days are over. 
He may congratulate himself on having made 
the police intensely unpopular—a most un- 






keep order by violence and terror rather than 


by roral force. The poor man and his dog | 


y fat friends, and the interference of the ecnstable has involved 


a feud that will not easily die out. But besides this—besides | 
orance he displayed—an ignorance so gross, that if he were not | 


rvious to ridicule as he is to reason, poor Str Ricnarp Mayne 
ong ago have been Janghed out of his blunder :—besides these 
5 ’ 


‘the cruelty he has taught and encouraged ina body of men | 


humanity and good temper rather need de veloping. Dogs 
hose that know them, and poiicemen are not of that number 
a natural antipathy between dog and constable that does not 
tween constable and cat—perhaps Lecause the latter is a good 
at for larder-losses. ’ossibly the superiority, both as eae 
d detective, of the dog over the Dogberry may account for the 


At any rate, the pol ceman does not understand the dog, and | 


It is that when you tell him to take stray curs i 
him avery difficult task, which he alee aie a ‘his 
on. One word for the alleged benefit of clearing the street of 
rs : the farmers who shot small birds alleged that that was 
al in the same way, and found out their mistake. Let us hope 
1 not discover Sir JticHArp’s error in the shape of disease 
from decaying matter, which the canine scavengers would have 
l. One thing is very certain, Sin Ricnarp Mayne should 
to the private life waich he cannot but grace better than he 
lic office. He has long shown that age has qualified him for 
ite retirement; now that he has added ignorance and ob- 
as further qualifications, he should be compelled to resign. 
ATURE has every riy! t to be proud of the Premier. Let us all 
our hats to him with profound respect, and acknowledge that 
een’s speech ”’ is a masterpiece of composition. It really isa 
—for two reasons. First of all it is almost—I might even 
to say very—grammatical. That's a novelty in “Queen's 
.”’ Secondly, it is « royal utterance admirably framed as an 
ering address. Th:t’s a novelty—an unprecedented one— 
us hope (as the Zi#-s naively remarked cnee) that “it will 
emain so,’ by whic: I mean that it will never be copied. 
Spectator and the J/aily News have very properly called the 
)Revtew to order fur an article called “ Descending to the 
The Sa/urday has o'ways been shrill, scolding, and shrewish, 
8s been at least ladyl.ke. ‘The article in question was,;worthy 
fag ; now we have much of the feminine element in the Satur- 
oe shape of fair and clerical writers—in fact the tone of the 
due to that element—but no one ever thought that a Billings- 
6 had joined the other old women. It is to be sincerely hoped 
Superfire will not repeat the error. Everybody abuses it, but 
ly reads and likes it; and universal regret would be felt if for 
rposes it fell into the lamentable mistake of thinking that 
which is only blackguardly. 
yravia we have four illustrations this month. That to “John 
>” ig unsatisfactory, the faces so lack life and expression. 
ig Dreams”’ is an excellent example of M. PanyeMAKER’s 
cr, but it is a pity the lady’s-maid’s legs are such attenuated 
- and what is the meaning of the pair of deoll’s shoes in the 
1d? Surely the dreaming lady could never dream of getting 
her fect. “The Trooper's Story does more credit to its 
nemory than to his invention, being a reproduction of the 
ire exhibited at the Academy by the late T. Morten. The 
ure in the number is that to “ Habet,”’ best both in drawing 
aving : but I protest against the verses accompanying it, for two 
firstly, because it reminds one too much of the “Twa Corbies,”’ 
ndly, for the idea of the wounded knight’s two hounds 
‘their master 2nd lapping up his flowing lifeblood! | The 
mpany ing “ The Tiowper's Story ” are g 0K d, te lling their tale 
Mr. Mortmer Cornixs’s “ Under the Limes” 13 a8 mus‘cal 
y as his lyrics usually are. Mar. Tuornpury has been parti- 
1appy in his version of Horace’s Ode, which, by the way, 
Miecenas atavis” not  Mecsenas,” as the Belgravia has it. 
from Lilliput,” “Tins,” “ Whitebait,’ “Daylight,” and 
. Clubs” are other readable and amusing papers ; but I think 
re versus Celibacy ” is a subject that has been worn threadbare 
me. “The Scotch Tour” is scarcely remarkable except for 
ung Oxford’’ tone in which it sneers about “ trad smen'’ and 
and for its passing over entirely anything about Scotland. | 
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desirible object, unless they are interded to | 
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| 
| In the Atlantic Monthly there is a paper which will be read with 


aan at it embodies the views of a cultivated American on Copy- 
se is entitled “Ideal Property,” which is intended to indicate 
| he of invention and creation as distinct from “ Real”’ 
i ay —but in another sense it unhappily represents, too 
a 1 the intangible and imaginary nature of the tenure! “Out on 
@ : _ 1s a charming sketch, and there are several other very 
ro | tr at gem of the number to my thinking is “‘ The 
h *’—a poetical protest agains ienti isti 
tendencies of the age. p gainst the too scientific and realistic 
‘ In Our Young Foiks is a little notice which shows curiously enough 
— ee is the intense heat from which we are now suffering :— 
“The coloured supplement intended to acco thi: ber of Our Fr 
— is printed and ready for « is:ribution, but the. pttblishers have renolved o 
| po _ = wae that the great heat of the weather may affect the colours 
_ The contents of this excellent juvenile magazine are as varied and 
— as usual. It is a pity that the engraving is not more worthy 
of the periodical, but I suppose the art of wood-engraving is in a 
somewhat primitive state on the other side of the Atlantic. At least I 
have never seen an American woodcut that was not very inferior. 


AN UNKNOWN POEM BY JOHN MUGGINS. 
Str,—The other day, whilst looking over a little “‘ Hymn-Book” as 
| poor Jack, soon after he got into trouble, asked the chaplin’s leave to 
send me, as it might do me good, I was much surprised to find 
the following Poim on a fly-leaf, in poor’s Jack's own writing :— 


AN EPIC-CHAFF. 
He whom his Motty sent away, 
Through peaching of that burg)aray, 
Has sent in this here book of her’n 
A solemn pledge of his returne. 
Meanwhile you, Missus, doe deplore 
The losse of me, your paramour ; 
With whom you used to booze all day, 
Before the Beak sent him away. 
In here, I leaves my wicious ways, 
And puts on canvas, and obeys ; 
My sister’s in for stealing quills, 
We climbs respectively our mills ; 
And whilst our doom we thinks ujon 
We takes our grool—our Helicon ; 
Trying the no-topt stairs to climb, 
It’s turn and turn, first hers, then mine. 
Forget you, Morty! no, I’m blest! 
Not till sleeping in my chest, 
Then where my ashes do lie hid 
Maybe you'll build a pyramid. 
If a full “jug” makes happy then, 
I am the happiest of men. 
Whilst busy in here splitting wood 
I'm fetter’d, but it’s for my good ; 
In chapel, too, behold poor me 
Distilling tears so pleateously ; 
For so this artful little Elfe 
A “ticket”? means to earn hisself. 
In fact, compared to what I wer’, 
I'm quite a whitewashed sepulchre. 
Whilst in the“ jug’’ it’s you I trust, 
My darling Motty, with the dust, 
Whilst my most pure and noble heart 
Sincerely trusts you will not part, 
But whilst my absence you do mourne, 
Deem part js mine, and part is your’n. 
Although I’m forced here to remaine, 
A love of rrigging I retaine ; 
A taste for trade within the deeps 
Of this little kiddy sleeps. 
The thread of life so twisted is, 
It's sometimes skilley, sometimes fiz. 
Human nature confined here, 
In false colours must appeare ; 
The “plant” that earned for us the dust, 
For to enjoy delay we must, 
Until, sweet Moxy, I acquire 
The ticket which rewards the-liar, 
And in my fost’ring armes enfold 
You, Morry, and—those bags of gold. 
Then as I am, I'll be no more, 
But bloome and blossome as before. 

There’s two more lines, sir, but I can’t make no sense’on ’em; and 


then comes ’is signature, ‘J. M.,”’ which is as plain as a bull's-foot. 
>< Mottry, her mark. 
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A DAY'S WORK IN THi CITY. 


By oNE OF THE UNDERPAID. 





No. 
STOCK EXCHANGE. 

Ir’s quite likely that a good many serious people—who, mind you, 
are about as keen hands at a bargain as anybody I know — it’s 
quite likely, I say, that if they were to take a moral walk about 
London City they would talk about the frivolity and thoughtlessness 
of the passengers by the river steamboats, and would speak of the 
Stock Exchange as the Temple of Mammon—but there, if I go on 
and on and on like this I shan’t get to Capel Court till 11.15, and then 
there'll be a wigging from the Governor, who’s pretty certain to be 
waiting on the step of “the house”’ 
Mammon indeed! Change the M to a Gand there you have it. Way, 
to begin with, the mystery that’s made of the place itself (not much of 


a place, either, with its dingy pillars?an1 grimy walls, and its ugl 

domes that are only equalled by South ei ted as ‘though it ~ 
a kind of palace instead of being more like a coach factory turned into 
Of course, it’s the “operations "’ 
that are the mystery, and very nice operations some of "em are. 
Surgical ones are nothing to 'em, not half so dangerous, so deadly, 
nor so uncertain; and as to medical jargon that we've all heard so 
much about, I'll back the slang of finance, the jargon of the City, 
against anything I know. You've only to read the City Article and 
the Markets to find that out, and the man that has mastered the 
meaning of ‘Contangos,” and can talk about “ prefs’’ and all the 
rest of it, may hold his tongue about other people's nonsense. I don't 
know what makes me savage whenever I have to meet the Governor 
at Capel Court, except that the only little bit of money I ever had—it 
was only a legacy of twenty guineas—I speculated with, which means 
that I put it on a Stock Exchange card, and some other card turned 
up, a8 ever body could have told me it would, if I'd only asked them — 
so they said afterwards. There are chaps there, too, that have put 
their money on cards that have turned up ono after another, and there 
are others worse off than me—poor, broken-down old snuffy gin-and- 
watery beggars, that daren’t show their poor, napless hats inside the 
door without having them knocked off, and their poor old legs kicked 
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from under ’em, men whose names were good once, but who came 
down, and backed the wrong horse till the only place to see their 
names was in that black list against the wall there—the “ protested” 
wretches who couldn’t pay when the time came for them to meet their 


III.—ELEVEN O'CLOCK. CAPEL COURT AND THE | engagements. Perhaps asa mere show, if anybody outside was allowed 


to see it, which they generally ain’t, without they like to run the risk 
of bonneting and flouring and hustling and hooting, though I’m bound 
to say these things are not encouraged by the best men in “ the house.” 
Perhaps as a mere show the Stock Exchange is about as lively an 
exhibition as anything in the City can be —and that’s not saying much, 
for we're deadly dull in the City. At all events, it begins lively 
enough at 11 o'clock, when the beadle suddenly leaps up in a pulpit, 
like a magnified Jack-in-the-Box, and begins to spring a diabolical 
rattle as though he was the raving mad mechanical apparition 


at 11 precisely. Temple of | of a departed watchman. They begin business with a rattle,.and 


they keep it up much the same way pretty often. There's a good 
deal more cry than wool, I can tell you, and if you want anything 


promoted that’s the place to go to. Not but what there are promoters 
to be found outside. Way, I've known men—some of those I’ve 
spoken of already—whose names were good for anything they liked 
to name, but who broke down in that merry go-round of a game by 
backing the wrong card and m2aning to winall the time,—I’ve known 
men, I say, who used to lurk about Capel Court, and dine off a biscuit 
and cheese that they took out of their hat, and half-a-pint of warm 
porter at the “tap” under the old Auction Mart,—that would have 
sworn by all they held sacred (and that wasn’t much) to make your 
fortune for fifty shillings by an investment that they alone knew of. 
and would have undertaken to get up a company and bring the 50,000 
ten-pound shares to ninety premium, if anybody could only be induced 
to advanze the necessary five-and-twenty pounds to take an office and 
pay for the printing of a prospectus. This they’d urfold to anybody 
who'd listen to ’em and stand a pint, poor old chaps; and years before 
they’d drank champagne out of silver cups, and gone down to Epsom 
in their own drags. This is what the Stock Exchange had done for 
them ; and this is what it might have done for me if I’d let it—or, at 
least, if I’d had any more money. Don't I wish [ hadalittle now? I 
think I should know where to place it:—for after all, we chaps don't 
go about the City for nothing, and then you're not always bound to 
lose, even in Capel Court. 
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LOOKS INTO BOOKS, A TRIUMPHAL. MARCH. 





The Fresh and Salt Water Aquarium (Rovturp 
da id. G. Wo oD, © hav ‘ an amusing ar yt andrew a Depicatep To tue Directors or Tue L. C. ann D. Ramway. 
h ives Fe information as 
oy best a of stocking them. The iter ce ‘aus Gs tun road from London peals again ! 
simple, and the descriptions lightly touched on and enlivened by anec- With itti po ee a 
dote and illustration. The book is a capital one to give to any lad eee nae ae ee y vedi ' 
whom you may wish to send to study the book of nature—a The whole community think nit fa _ 
far better book than any he has in his school box, provided he has To see a greed r ae Sue a a! 
such a little guide to its language as Mr. Woop’s treatise. Mr. For we all feel ay, ‘re're paliaeaaldaliching home! 


Epuunp Evans supplies eleven colour-printed illustrations in hi 

pest style, which are useful in the first place and decidedly oven 
_jnthe seeond. Messrs. Routence also publish the adventures of our 
| oldfriend Mrs. Brown at the Seaside, wherein that revered female displays 

her usual ingenuity by getting into all conceivable kinds of scrapes. 

The same publishers also issue Turf Frauds and Turf Practices, by the 
| author of Bubbles of Finance. At this time such a book will be widely 
| read and will be found full of interest. We regret that our valued 
- prophet, the respected Nicuoxas, is still prevented by circumstances 
_ over which he has no control, from giving the public his opinions on 
| this publication and the subject of which it treats. On the Road, a 
_ series of tales of a commercial traveller, will be found acceptable by 
those who have a taste for the wild and sensational; and no doubta 
_ small work with the rather alarming title Pickles in a Hundred Different 
| Ways, will be welcome to materfamilias, whether it treata of making 
relishes, or of the management of children—those veritable young 


pickles. 


We warrant the company shakes in its shoes, 
Hurrah! Hurrah! 


"Twill be well for the owners of well-stock’d mews, 
Hurrah! Hurrah’! 


We left the rail by twos and. twos, 
The Government clerks with the cautious. Jews; 


But we all feel gay, we’re passengers:marching home ! 


The empty carriages pass our doors, 
Hurrah! Hurrah! 


Our laughter shakes the suburban floors, 
Hurrah! Hurrah ! 


We left the rail by fours and: fours,. 
The Dulwich dogs and the Brixtom bores; 


But we all walk gay, we're passengers marching home! 
"Tis a way that we have to get out of our fixes, 
Hurrah! Hurrah! 



























TEMPORISING. 
TO THE EDITOR oF “FUN.” 
| §m,—I observe that Lonp Wincutrsza in criticising the epitaph 
| erroneously attributed to Mitton says you never find thyme in a wood. 
Ifhe will take the trouble to go to Bagley Wood and look, he may 
perhaps succeed in finding; for I know, I lost several hours there last. 


hunting season waiting for a fox that did not turn up. 
Yours, OXoONIANS 


Revenge with our exercise happily mixes, 
Hurrah! Hurrah! 
We left the rail by sixes by sixes, 
The gentlemen with the makers ef kicksies ; 
And we all. walk smart, we’re passengers marching home! 
The puzzled. officials scratch their pates, 
Hurrah! Hurrah! 
And curse their somewhat monotonous fates, 
We left the rail by — — 
e left the rail by eights by ei ; 
The working on wa his hundred mates ; 
And they feel gay when joliily marching home! 
Directors discuss in doubtful dens, 
Hurrah! Hurrah! 
And scratch their noses with favourite pens, 
Hurrah! Hurrah! 
We left the rail by tens and tens, 
A party well worth a photographer's lens, 
For we all feel gay, we’re passengers marching home ! 


[And so on, until the directors consent to reduce the fares again. | 


Very Small Beer. 

In presenting the massive ‘‘ China Cup” to its fortunate winners 
Lorp Narigr remarked that the English community there “ never did 
things by halves.”” We could wish that the same remark would apply 
tothe mother country. Unfortunately—especially at election times— 
many things that won’t bearday light are done here by “ half-and- 





Utrum horum mavis, accipe. 
_ Tur Kine or Swepen has recently placed some of his loyal subjects 
ina very queer position. He has sent four landscapes to the Fine Arts 
Exhibition at Stockholm; and the managers of the gallery are in this 
:—to reject His Maszstx would be disloyal—to hang him 


would be treasonable. 


Thereby Hangs, etc. 


An Irishman, who has been committed to prison on suspicion of 


treason-felony, writes to a Dublin paper to say that he has been kept 
in doubt and in prison so long that he wishes that the authorities would 


put him out of suspense at once—by hanging him. Is the suggested 
care a.case of Hibernicism or of Homeopathy ? 





Answers to Correspondents. 


We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, wnlese they are 
skate by a stamped and directed envelope; but we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 

A; H., IoproSovy Poad:—We fail to understand the meaning of your 
communication—that is, if it have any, 

Fit Porra.—We cannot find room for your lines—we do not think 
“Morley ” rhymes with “poorly.” Such “rhymes” may do for epitaphs 
by P. M., but they don’t suit us. 


TENACITY displays enough ass-ity for ten. 
Boxes sends = 7 lot of elaborate jokes about “‘peas,’’ but they are so 


soft that he must have takem the liberty to boil them, like PinpAk’s 


ilgrim. 
LD SUBSCRIBER.—Not yet, we fear. 


MaxrxsMAN has not hit it this time. as 
G. S. (Norwich.)—There may be something in what you say. The 


t of condensing to save space. . nae 
re O'S. (Bitkenhead.)—To joke on the names of private individuals is 


not F. A. 5. 
VILuiK1N8s.—Thanks, 
RigpuM.—We don’t expect your verses to be reason, but they must be 











What’s in a Name? 

Mr. Barturme Cocurane is unremitting in his efforts to get the site 
of the New Law Courts changed from the north of the Strand to the 
banks ‘of the Thames; so saith an evening paper. One may reason- 
SL, Ys therefore, that he prefers ‘A Water-house’’ to “The 





A National Calamity. 


Tat much-dreaded event, the exhaustion of our coal-fields,.is, we 
fear, about to become a fait accompli. We observe that the offices of 
_ of the largest firms in the coal trade are placarded with the 


rhyme. 
” rd. an NN t uite. Tr i e 
announcement, “Coals are now at the lowest. B. L. (Oxford.) 2 q R on a T. C., Old Kent-road; 


jined with thanks :—KH., 
B st G., Knightsbridge ; S. M.; A. M. M., Manchester; F.N.L.; K.T., 
Ripley; Bristol; W. G., Victoria-park; C., Bootle; F. M., Dublin; 
W. W., Brompton; W., Sydenham; G.W.; H. D., John-street-road ; 
R. S. C., Wharton-street; W. J., Dalston; Veritas; A Victim; J. W.; 
Two Blackbeetles; W. H. M., Liverpool ; D., Liverpool; Rustibus; G. G., 
ech aeaiiae Kew; Hopeless) An Old oo crmer; Muses; Poster He M.; B. Le 

: hi duly $ _L., Notting-hill; Q in a Corner; ; .M.; BL, 
Tur best thing to: have about you this hot weather. A “ Cool aS 7 ton Growler; 8. 8.; T., Brompton. 


Hundred.” 
DOE 





Scientific Note. 
a appearance of the mosquito in this country may be regarded as 
* immediate effect of a gnat-mospheric change. 

























a sean 
a eee er ee 


a ea a a a en meemenee amen 























| 


| 


| 


; 


| 









{ 


| Y44 









a 


eee tt te tt LL LL LLL LLL LOL L LLL 






, «ft 1} errr | 
E BOG SC UH 
Be ILS. 


( bs 





3 & AVA i? fF | 


——- - 






ft 
LS TMEAT SIE! { 


vet 
ve 


! i 
DO 
} 'y 
if 
j ' ‘ 


' ae 


7 TSA ! 
> WRAY 5 


{= 


et at 


a — 


Cal 
Caw 2 
dled 
ae 


A a ae 
Se 


i 


ee es 
et. fs 


le 
| 


“2 r 
i dees, ee 


} 


ag a ae 


—— . 
— 


Policeman :—“ You MUST PUT THAT DOG’S MUZZLB ON, SIR!” 


Wide-awake Party :—“ Excuse mt, RopFrt, You’RB MISTAKEN. 
without A MUZZLE, 


The Penalties of Royalty. 


“ BRITANNIA,” as we all know, “rules the waves,”’ but that can be no 
reason why certain of her subjects should waive the rules of courtesy 
and good breeding by mobbing the heir-apparent and suite at Good- 
wood. Such vulgar and snobbish ebtrusiveness deserves to be re- 
warded by the sight—not of their R’'yle—but of their Ri/ed Highnesses. 


Pat(ti) to the occasion. 


Ax que celebrity met a dramatic celebrity in the neighbourhood 
of the Catholic Chapel, in the Clapham-park-road, on the last Wednes- 
day in July. Seeing a bridal party driving away, Opera asked Drama 
woe was. Drama replied, “It is the Caux—it is the Caux, my 

ul! 





Diplomatic News. 
THE youngest of our consuls, Mr. James Hannay, has already been 
weaned. He has been removed from Brest to Barcelona ; the reason 


of the change is nut specified, but we are glad to hear that salary is 
shelled out more liberally at the latter aa . 





Foun Pray.—Steali tory fr ing i 
ociatea, ing a story from the French and selling it as 











DOG AND DODGE. 


As you PERCEIVE, HE HAS GOT A MUZZLE, BUT PREFERS CARRYING IT 
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THE ORDER IS THAT NO DOG SHALL BE ALLOWED IN THB STREETS 


'? 





Personal. 


There has been some difficulty about the right definition of “ personal 
luggage,’ a term invented by the railway companies. We should 
think a trunk that refused to shut up when you sat upon it an 
irritating baggage, but the offence does not involve personalities. We 
see, however, that there is a travelling bag advertised as “answering 
all purposes.” It would depend of course on the nature of the replies 
whether such luggage would be personal. 





They must Grumble. 
A Desvonsurre farmer, whose orchards are laden with fruit, was 
heard to say the other day that he had never witnessed such a falling 
off in the apple crop—when you shake the trees, 


No Go. 

Oxp Bisszr tries to make his friends believe that the depth and fre- 
quency of his potations arise from the fact of his having been in his 
youth so often placed in a “ go”’-cart. 








NOTICE.—Any of the back numbers of Fun, from the commencement of 
the New Series, may be obtained of all Newsagents throughout the 
kingdom, or direct from the Office, 80, Fleet Street. 





—_——— nee 


BOYS’ SUITS, 16: TO 45s. 


IN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Pheonix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Dootore’ Commons, and publiched (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: August 15, 1865. 


50 
LUDGATE HILL. 





tt 


[Avcust 15, 1868, 















ee 
oe ee 








Avaust 22, 1868.] 


THE PEOPLE’S PLEASURES. 
Tue Wetcu Harp at HeEnpon. 


Wuenever I hear the tune of “ Poor Mary Ann” my thoughts turn 
quite natural like to the Welch Harp, at Hendon, where me and 
¥ Ann first met. She being, as I may say, the sister of a shop- 
mate of mine by the name of Joz, though it would be more genteel 
tocall him Joszrpu Twitter. It was one of those warm easy spring 
days, about Whitsuntide, when the natural taste for the country that’s 
in every man seems somehow to bud out of him like the blossoms on 
the trees, and he feels as though the very palings and the bushes at 
the road side and the pink May, to say nothing of the birds and the 
flowers and the milestones, was his brothers and sisters. To aman that 
doesn’t have above perhaps three holidays a year it’s something, mind 
you, to get acquainted with one of the loveliest places in England to 
spend it at; or if not quite the loveliest, at all events one of the plea- 
santest, and especially if it’s the lovelier and the pleasanter through 
his having made the acquaintance of a young womaa at the same 
time that’s been to him all that a woman ought and can for years 
since, and has followed out the marriage service, for richer, which there 
wasn't much of, and for poorer, that there was a good deal of, and for 
better, thank God, than if we'd kept single, in spite of what your super- 
fine political economists say, and for worse, than if I'd been in regular 
Work always and could have taken a little place of our own just outside 
the houses and the strects, which was always what I'd looked forward 
, and may manage yet before I die. Any way, if I can’t there's the 


Welch Harp, and it was here I met Mary Ann, now my wife and the 
mother of three, not but what I'd noticed her as we stopped,—it was a 
Crown at Cricklewood for a 


ght van and shay cart party—at the ( 
glass of beer, but I hadn't Site introduced to her properly till we got 
Hendon, where Mr. WarneR—as it always does my heart good to 
8¢¢—was standing in that lovely front parlour of his a-pointing out the 
Monsters of the deep, and the wild spoonbills and herons, and other 
ge fowls that live in them parts, that he’d got in glass cases. It’s 
® wonderful place mind you for natural history, 18 this Welch i 
and what with the lakes full of fish, and the meadows with the in get 
Cows, that reminds you of the presents that Esau took to Jacos, an 
ihe cuckoos, and the wild cat in the tree close to the great pooguates 
hall,—and the dogs about the place all as friendly as possible, an e 


Y 


VoL. vm. 


so it seems to me. 
the place, if Mary Ann was agreeable, and the money would run to it, 


which I’m afraid it mightn’t. ‘The fact is I'm just now more than 
ever sweet upon the Harp, for it was only last week as ever 
was that me and all my mates (if a man can call such a 
lot of chaps his mates) went to hold our annual dinner there. 
Four hundred and fifty of us, or five hundred before we was all told 
for I'm a tailor by trade, and we all work in what’s called a Labour 
Agency, where the customers have the workman’s receipted bill sent 
home in the pocket of their new trousers, or their coat, or what not. It’s 
a kind of a co-operative affair of labour and capital, and the customer's 
let into the secret of profits. But that’s neither here nor there: our 
five hundred—and there might be a poem wrote about us—went to 
Hendon to dine, as we'd done before, and knew pretty well 
what we was up to, for if there’s anything that the Welch Harp can 
do, it’s a big dinner in that big Dining Hall, which I call baronial] - 
and if there’s another thing that the Welch Harp can do after a bie 
dinner, it’s a big tea, or big quoits, or bows, or cricket, or skittles, 


or donkey rides. 
lamp in front, like a rural watchbox with a bull’s-eye lantern hung 


outside. 





| flies somehow with more colour and less sting than other flies, or 


I fancy I could spend a good week roaming about 


There’s arbours, too, each with its Separate gas- 


There’s a tune been composed about the Welch Harp, and 
somehow, when we was all coming along the road—for, mind you, we 
did the thing to rights, in coaches-and-fours, with spanking greys 
which if Mr. Tituine@ isn’t the man to set a-going, who is ?—when 
the band struck up I felt my heart come into my mouth, as the saying 
is. But lor bless you, there was plenty else to goin there presently 
and what was more, everything hot, except the wines—for, mind you, 
we do it up to that extent even just once a-year, and it’s a poor Harp 


—heart, I mean—that never rejoices. 


Buffalo Boys. 
Tue Fenian leaders in the United States are holding secret meetings 
in a locality which shows how strong are the influences of nationality. 
They meet at Buffalo—of course, because it is the best substitute they 


can get in America for their native “ bull.” 





An Ecuo rrom Carpirr.—“ A thing of Bu-re is a joy for ever.” 
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“To which of us her loving may 
Be due, I'll thus detect— 

Upon the fiddle I can play 
With singular effect. 


‘¢To-morrow, with its graceful aid, 
Her moments I'll beguile, 

That maiden I will serenade 
In Joacurm’s finest style.’ 


And so he did, that gallant boy, 
But never came the maid: 

He, hoping she was only coy, 
Still sang to her and played. 


BEETHOVEN, Guivuck, Piccini, Spour, 
He gave her for a while, 

And other masters, even more, 
‘¢ Dot-touch-and-go”’ in style. 


For hours that patient boy he played 
At Father CoitEer’s farm— 

Behind his noble shoulder-blade, 
And underneath his arm: 


Below his leg—-behind his back 
He played till he was red— 
Between his knees, with dainty knack, 
And then above his head, 


With musico-gymnastic tricks 
He warbled forth her name: 

From half-past nine till half-past six, 
But, ah! no maiden came. 


(For Mary had been sent away 
To Weston-super-Mare— 

A fact of which that minstrel gay 
Was wholly unaware.) 





















THE ‘‘BANDOLINE” PLAYER. 


y A TROUBADOUR, young, 






brave, and tall, 
One morning might be 
seen, 
A singing under Cotten’s hall 
Upon the village green, 


He went through all the usual 
forms, 

And rolled his eyes of blue, 

As dying ducks in thunder- 


storms 
Are often said to do. 


For CoittTEer had a daughter, 
she 
Was barely twenty-two. 
Why.;,sang that minstrel 
party? He 
Adored her—so would you. 


He played upon a what’s-it’s-name— 
You know the thing I mean— 

The Pali Mali critics call the same 
A “dainty bandoline.”’ 


But Fatuer Cotter rose at nine, 
His wrath it also rised, 
For fiddle, voice, and bandoline | 
He equally despised. | 


**T have,” said he, “‘ some bellows /ere— 
A fine young noddle there— 

It would but be politeness mere 
To introduce the pair !”’ 


No sooner was it said than done, 
And as above I’ve shown, 

Upon the sconce he fetched him one— 
One for himself alone! 


‘Ah, Mary,”’ said the simple lad, 
“*T know thy gentle touch, | 

Upon my word this is too bad, | 
I feel it very much. 





And Cotrer’s daughter, wrapt in joy 
(A sweet, romantic maid), 

She smiled upon that guileless boy 
As gracefully he played. 


**Oh, person in the crimson legs,” 
She modestly exclaimed, 

**A bashful maiden coyly begs 
You'll tell her how you’re named. 


‘For, oh, you feed a tender flame 
In playing on the green, 

And, oh, she loves what critics name 
The dainty bandoline!”’ 


That troubadour he tore his hair 
And sent a sigh above, 

To think his bandoline should share 
That maiden’s wealth of love. 


He hied him to his village shed, 
Wept village tears in quarts, 
Then laid him on his village bed, 
And thought these village thoughts: 


“‘T must be worshipped all in all, 





“That you don’t care for me ai all 
Is easy to be seen— 

You love what Pall Mali critics 
My dainty bandoline !”’ 


(But Mary had been sent away 
To Weston-super-Mare— 


For what I’ve always been— 
And not for what the critics call A fact of which that minstrel gay 
My dainty bandoline. Was wholly unaware.) 
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“oo of the shareholders of the London, 
atham, and Dover Railway is announced 
for the 28th instant. I trust that they will 
insist on a change of policy, and the with- 
drawal of the increased scale of fares, which 
18 80 injurious to their interests. They will 
do well to watch with jealousy the movements 
of that Board of Directors which, having 
; ; squandered their money, seems now desirous 
of destroying their property. It would be madness to let the goose 
with the golden eggs be killed to satisfy their creditors, when patience 
and good management will ultimately bring matters right. Let the 
shareliolders remember that the indignation the “revision of fares ”’ 
has cused will make the public warm supporters of the only scheme 
that can permanently rival the rail for suburban traftic—I mean the 
Tramway. Great improvements have been made upon the system 
which a crazy Yankee endeavoured to establish some years ago; and 
the new House of Commons will not be disinclined to pass Tramway 
Bills. Let the shareholders be warned in time, then, and let them 
insist on a change of policy. The public should be the friends and 
patrons of railways, but the directors seem inclined to regard them as 
enemies and slaves. If the shareholders will but enforce a policy of 
consijeration and conciliation, they will profit by it even more than 
the public. 

A AB-STRIKE would certainly be a calamity, but for all that, I must 
admit that cabby has the right on his side. The Railway Companies 
have served him just as they serve the public. They have tried to get 
as much money as they can out of him, and when he murmurs they 
treat him with indifference and contempt. Unfortunately the public, 
always hard upon cabby, is likely to be unjust to him in this matter 
because it is likely to be put to inconvenience. I don’t think itis fair 
that the system of privileged cabs should be upheld because the free- 
cab system breaks down at the Waterloo Station. Every system breaks 
down that is worked by the South Western Railway, which would 
supply arguments equally sound against railroads even. It is not 
necessary because the monopoly is abolished that the companies should 
not take care to exclude bad cabs and bad horses. If this care can 
only be exercised at some cost, what then? Cabby offers to pay a toll 
which ought to suffice! We have had lessons enough lately to teach 
us the desirability of doing away with all monopolies. I trust the 
New House of Commons will apply itself to the abolition of the 
nuisances. 

Tue illustrations in London Society this month are scarcely as good 
asusual. “The Waltz” is feeble, “ For Charity’s sake’”’ is lacking 
in grace, and the illustration to ‘‘ The Light on Gwyneth’s Head ”’ has 
hardly had justice done to it. The cut to ‘Men I knew at Oxford” 
is capital, but with regard to the “ Opera” cuts, or at least the one of 
the rehearsal, I am quite at a loss to know what the white scratches 
mean close to the prima donna. Of the literary matter I think “Two 
Hours in Gaol” about the most interesting, but there is much that is 
good besides, including of course the always readable and amusing 
“Piccadilly Papers.’ The number opens with ‘“Every-day 
Adventures’’ which contains two stock quotations—‘‘ Compound for 
Sins, etc.”’ and “Full many a Flower, etc.”’ This looks very much as 
if the writer, Mr. Haturpay, had really been studying the ro/e of future 
M.P. for Aberdeen University. ; ; 

In Good Words there isa very funny story capitally illustrated, en- 
titled “ How it all happened.” “The Narrative of the Fire of London 
is a humble imitation of WHATELY’s “‘ Doubts about Napoleon.” In 
“ Pensées,” though some are good, Mr. Masszy seems to have been 
somewhat under the influence of the Tupperian muse. On the whole, 
with regard both to illustrations and letter-press, the number is a good 
one, The Sunday Magazine is rich in illustrations. Those to the “Sea- 
board Parish” are admirable—the finding of the shipwrecked girl and 
the putting out of the life-boat are really fine. The story increases in 
grave interest, and so does theother serial ‘‘ The Occupations of a Quiet 
Life” which is also well illustrated. Itis astonishing how living an 
interest one comes to have in stories with well—that is to say consistently 
as well as vividly, designed illustrations. 

Tue last sixpenny number of the Broadway lies before me, and a 


mighty poor si ‘orth it is in quantity—and in quality too for the 
ree haere on 5 n it of which three are no great 


most part. There are only five articles i 
matter. I thought ‘“ Brakespeare”’ ended last month, but here we 
have another instalment, in which the hero performs prodigies that 
make him more than ever a medieval mixture of Faublas and Mun- 
chausen. I don’t think many will take the trouble to read “The 
American Literati at Home” by a gentleman who may make a capital 
consul of Nantes but makes an inferior author. Those who take the 
ill have wasted time. 


trouble to read “A Secret of the Confessional” w ev : 
“‘ How we started the Unicorn” is a laughable paper, describing, I fancy, 
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the starting of areal journal ; and “The Last of Lilian” is musical and 
rythmical verse. The frontispiece is pretty, and the title page neat. 
And so endsa sixpenny magazine which, with a competent editor, &c., 
favoured by certain circumstances, that give it a great chance, migh 
have achieved a wide success. Now it retires into the ruck of shilling 

magazines, with which it cannot hope to vie. | 

I am almost inclined to pronounce the illustration in this month’s 
number of Woman's World the best illustration of the month. The 
girl’s figure is admirable. It is to be regretted that the name of 
neither artist nor engraver appears to reap the credit due to each. The 
literary matter is capital—with the exception of the continued tales, 
which no doubt will be replaced by better ones as sdon as they have 
run out. There is a literary tone about the articles which is healthy 
aud will do much to cultivate the tastes of the readers of the perio- 
dical. ‘Our special Butterfly” is a pleasant feature, and will be 
popular for its chatty gossip and comments on things in general— 
among other things it prophesies that Sir Ricuarp Mayne will be 
reminded of his dog-edict by a ‘‘ Bow-wow-wow’” from the mob when 
next he makes a public appearance, and I should think such a recep- 
tion is not improbable. 

In the Gardener's Magazine there is a novelty in the way of 
propagating roses that will attract attention among the lovers of those 
exquisite flowers. It consists in making cuttings of budded shoots, 
but I must refer the curious to the magazine itself for the modus 
operandi. Le Follet contains some pretty fashions, and continues 
pictorially to record the downfall of the chignon. ‘The fact that it is 
no longer the mode will flash upon the English mind, I suppose, 
within the next few years, when Paris, the mother of fashions, has 
forgotten all about the unsightly bulb. 

A new class journal, Zhe Broad Arrow, “‘a paper for the services,”’ 
including of course the Civil service, has made its appearance, and 
seems smartly writtenand generally well managed. The only fault I 
can see in it is that at times its tone is almost too familiar, which may 
injure it by depriving its articles of the weight they would otherwise 
have with its readers. 

I HAVE received a curt—not to say courteous—letter from the 
editor of the Quiver, alleging that he was right about Mr. PiInwgiu’s 
name, and I find I made a mistake in this instance. With regard, 
however, to the frequent errors of this kind in Casseiu’s publications 
I was not wrong—the names of Mrssrs. WrsGanp, THompson, Hvut, 
Ewes, and Barnarp, having figured with various initials more or 


less incorrect to my certain knowledge. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 76. 


Drrecrors upon southern lines 
Have taken to extortion : 

The public to resist combines— 
The plan is an abortion. 

No penny profit will they reap 
From their insatiate greed. 

‘If they would make but travel cheap 
How soon they would succeed ! 


1.—You put your feet upon it by the fire, 
Your pipe between your lips, 


And yet it’s something mariners require 
Amid the crowded ships. 


2.—Hokey Pokey Wankey Fum 
Did from this favoured nation come 


3.—If railway directors 
Of schemes are projectors 
The public for money to squeeze, 
And the public refuse 
To fall in with their views. 
They'll bring the shareholders to these. 


s-seb 


4.—Those who begin with ferret all concur, 
That reaching this they would not go too “ fur.” 


5.—Because this is over 
All London turns rover, 
And hurries to Dover, 
And various ports ; 
Or, the time to beguile, 
Remains in the isle 
And pays visits a while 
At all fashion’s resorts, 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 74.—Railway, Smoking : Roughs, Arm, 


Ivo, Lark, Wehli, Anon, Young. 
Correct SotvTions or Acrostic No. 74, RECEIVED 12th Aveust :—None correct. 








Tux best thing to do with a glass of bitter beer.—“ Put it down.” 
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i RAILWAY VICTIMS. 


Txe victims of the Southern Confederation of Railways have but 
one course open to them, and that is War! War is not carried on for 
nothing, however, and they must be prepared to pay in cash, in 
comfort, in convenience, for a short time, in order to defeat the enemy. 
They are in the position of colonists in a country which means to tax 
them heavily. If they tax themselves for a time, to overthrow their 
oppressors, the expense of their war will be true economy. 

What the tax is which the railway intends to exact in perpetuity 
has been very simply defined as an additional shilling of income-tax 
on every man with a hundred a-year, travelling third-class to his 
daily work. 

And for what is this tax levied ? For greater care and closer at- 
tention to the safety of the passenger? No! The railway servants 
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| « Philip Drunk”? to “Philip Sober” until we have deprived him of 
the extra fares which so intoxicate him. 

The returns are already declining. A little longer resistance and 
we shall succeed. Let the public continue to travel by third-class 
only, and for the shortest distances possible, and only travel when 
absolutely compelled. Omnibuses have been started in some districts, 
and will no doubt be started in others before long. 

In the meantime let the public study the new “ Railway Regulation 
Act.” The railways oppress them by Act of Parliament, and they 
should retort. When they find the companies disregardinjx the 
provisions of the new Act they should lay informations against them— 
and it is very likely that some will endeavour to evade the regulation 
about smoking carriages. 

It has been suggested that the opponents of railway extortion 
should wear some badge, and we believe Messrs, WHEELER and Co., 











A SLIGHTING REMARK. 


Driver of private vehicle :—“ Now, THEN, WHY DIDN'T YER WAIT AT THE HEND? You MUST HA’ SEEN ME HERE!”’ 


Cabby :—Szxn You!. ’Ow covtp I, wHEN you ’ELD 


YOUR WHIP UP BEFORE you ?”’ 








are as underpaid and overworked as ever. Is it for increased speed ? 
The Chatham and Dover still crawls its seven miles in forty minutes. 
Is it for improved carriages ? The third-class carriages on the Brighton 
line are trucks no humane farmer would send his cattle in, and their 
first-class carriages are so filthy that they afford to insects supposed 
to be peculiar to London lodgings the means of transporting their 
“— to er: seaside. 

}@ are being taxed to pay for old extravagance—old litigation— 
old jobbery—to pay for the gold leaf that ne Chatham aad Dover 
Company laid 680 lavishly on the railings at Ludgate-hill, at a time 
when so far from being gilded they scarcely deserved to be white- 
washed. We are taxed, in short, to support the sons of the horseleech. 
SoLoMon was acquainted only with the horseleech’s three daughters. 
Had he lived in railway times he would have learnt that the horse- 
leech has a large family of grown-up sons, who have fixed upon the 
railway interest, and suck the blood of the public. 

It is useless to appeal to the companies. We cannot appeal from 


al eden 





of the Poultry, Regent-street, and Lombard-street, are preparing 4 
small, quiet, and inexpensive knot of ribbon, with the significant in- 
scription O.P. The old O.P. agitation was successful, and led toa 
return to the Oxp Prices. Let us hope the new combination will do 


the same. 





Stamped Out. 

Srr Row1tanp H111, since his retirement from active duties, has been 
employing his leisure in compiling a history of the Post Office. We 
presume he will treat his subject under various “heads.” The 
projected work will be a post octavo, we understand, and in cloth, 


lettered. 





Literary. 


THERE is no ground, we believe, for the rumours that CapTarn SHAW 


of the Fire Brigade is engaged in editing a work to be entitled 


“ Nights with Burns.” 
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THE NEW DRAGONADES ; 


Or, How to Squeese Money out of the @orking-atlan. 
Dedicated to ‘‘ Liberal”’-minded Directors. 
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RAILWAY VICTIMS. 


Tre victims of the Southern Confederation of Railways have but 
one course open to them, and that is War! War is not carried on for 
nothing, however, and they must be prepared to pay in cash, in 
comfort, in convenience, for a short time, in order to defeat the enemy. 
They are in the position of colonists in a country which means to tax 
them heavily. If they tax themselves for a time, to overthrow their 
oppressors, the expense of their war wil] be true economy. 

What the tax is which the railway intends to exact in perpetuity 
has been very simply defined as an additional shilling of income-tax 
on every man with a hundred a-year, travelling third-class to his 
daily work. 

And for what is this tax levied? For greater care and closer at- 
tention to the safety of the passenger? No! The railway servants 
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Cabby :—“Sesn You! ’Ow covip I, wHEN you ’ELD 
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are as underpaid and overworked as ever. Is it for increased speed ? 
The Chatham and Dover still crawls its seven miles in forty minutes. 
| Is it for improved carriages ? The third-class carriages on the Brighton 
| line are trucks no humane farmer would send his cattle in, and their 
first-class carriages are so filthy that they afford to insects supposed 
to be peculiar to London lodgings the means of transporting their 
families to the seaside. 
We are being taxed to pay for old extravagance—old litigation— 
old jobbery—to pay for the gold leaf that the Chatham and Dover 





Company laid so lavishly on the railings at Ludgate-hill, at a time 
when so far from being gilded they scarcely deserved to be white- 
washed. We are taxed, in short, to support the sons of the horseleech. 
SOLOMON was acquainted only with the horseleech’s three daughters. 
Had he lived in railway times he would have learnt that the horse- 
leech has a large family of grown-up sons, who have fixed upon the 
railway interest, and suck the blood of the public. 

It is useless to appeal to the companies. We cannot appeal from 


tenets 


——— 
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“Philip Drunk” to “Philip Sober” until we have deprived him of 
| the extra fares which so intoxicate him. 

| The returns are already declining. A little longer resistance and 
| we shall succeed. Let the public continue to travel by third-class 
only, and for the shortest distances possible, and only travel when 
absolutely compelled. Omnibuses have been started in some districts, 
| and will no doubt be started in others before long. 

In the meantime let the public study the new “ Railway Regulation 
Act.’’ The railways oppress them by Act of Parliament, and they 
should retort. When they find the companies disregardin;y the 
| provisions of the new Act they should lay informations against them— 
and it is very likely that some will endeavour to evade the regulation 
| about smoking carriages. 

It has been suggested that the opponents of railway extortion 
should wear some badge, and we believe Mzssrs, WHEELER and Co., 
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A SLIGHTING REMARK. 


Driver of private vehicle :—‘* Now, THEN, WHY DIDN'T YER WAIT AT THE HEND ? 


You MusT HA’ SEEN ME HERE!”’ 
YOUR WHIP UP BEFORE you ?”’ 








of the Poultry, Regent-street, and Lombard-street, are preparing 4 
small, quiet, and inexpensive knot of ribbon, with the significant in- 
scription O.P. The old O.P. agitation was successful, and led toa 
return to the Op Prices. Let us hope the new combination will do 


the same. 


Stamped Out. 

Srr Rowtanp H111, since his retirement from active duties, has been 
employing his leisure in compiling a history of the Post Office. We 
presume he will treat his subject under various “heads.” The 
projected work will be a post octavo, we understand, and in cloth, 


lettered. 





Literary. 
TueErz is no ground, we believe, for the rumours that CarTarn SHAW 
of the Fire Brigade is engaged in editing a work to be entitled 
“ Nights with Burns.” 
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THE NEW DRAGONADES; 
Or, Bow to Squeese Money out of the Wdlorking-atan. 
‘2 Dedicated to ‘ Liberal” -minded Directors. 
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THE SWORD AND THE PEN. 
NTMI Eee | : a 
| ANN uaa us ICTO 7 IOUS Generals 
ANSE gt Resi. return 

AN NN Y _ TONE And conquered children 

) }b BH rv too, 
ays, io take a Crystal Palace 

turn, 


‘\s lions always do; 
Ovations are, let me re- 
cord, 
Convenient in 
way, 
Well, let them brag about 
the sword, 
sut— take the pen 
away ! 


their 


Mence Gitrorr with the 
heart of steel, 
Do let us be at 
peace, 
We won't say, Mrrcuett, 
what we feel— 
Apologies for geese. 
The poet Pragp has had 
his fling 
At swords before to- 
day, 
Unhesitatingly we sing 
Do take the pen 
away. 


The holder or the greasy quill 
From clerky fingers slips, 

Engrossers in their garrets grill, 
The portly merchant drips. 

The weary clerk of Government 
Is far too hot to play, 

Kinc Sou a flag of truce has sent, 
Pray take the pen away! 


Turnovers very great at case— 
Whoever they may be— 

Are melting for a minute's grace, 
And drinking scalding tea. 

Pray who has energy to read 
What leader-writers say | 

The world would still go on indeed— 
Bosh! take the penaway ! 


Let charitable diners-out 
Be seen and never heard, 
Let Messns. BeaLes and BrapLavGu shout 
And no one catch a word ; 
Let Finien, Onerr, and their crew 
All unreported bray — 
Hurrah! for the unlettered few— 
Pray take the pen away. 


Let magazines te fools enough 
On gratis work to live, . 
Let publishers reward with “stuff ! 
The horse-leech cry of ** Give”! 
Let tradesmen never render bills 
And no one ever pay, ; 
There’s limit to a pace that kills, 
So take the pen away! 
———— — ae 
Going Ahead! 


c . : . 6b 7 ‘ ” 
We are always accusing the Americans cf being a very 5° ones, : 
nation, and the following paragraph would seem at first slg 
support the charge :— Lan express 
“A short time since a gang of robbers ran off with a locomotive ee 
Car on a railroad in Indiana. When they attempted to open the cat a miplonciot 
on by the guards, and one of them dangerously wounded, the ae a. adda 
hree of them were subsequently captured, anda fortnight ago, a soa neat tha 
veyed to Seymour, a mob stopped the train, overpowered the guare, 
robbers, and hanged them. 
On mature reflection, 
Were stopped on two occasions, 
Sensation paragraph is due less 


the slowness of the railways! 





: hen we see with wha 
howev Saas led to the conclusion that the 


to the rapidity of the nation than to 


Tue Boox ror THE ILLITERATE.— Lhe A. B.C. Guide. 





HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


ont eo se Mr. Boveicavtt's new drama, A fier Dark, 

P a e Princess’s. After his usual custom, he has bor- 
rowcd the plot—this time from the French ; while the title is appro- 
priated from a Story by Mr. Winkie Cotitrss—an act of ann xation 
which comes with peculiar grace from the dramatic Harrer Twe.ve- 
TREES, who puffed his “ vermin-powder for piratical playwrights ”’ at 
such length in his letters to the press! The piece is one in which a 
regard for the unities has been carried so far as almost to endanger the 
success of the play: there is one scene in it that is well painted—one 
scene in it that is well written—and one actor in it who acts well. 
‘ Blackfriars-bridge on Crutches” is a gem of scenic art, that justified 
the enthusiastic call for Mr. Lioyps. The carden-gate scene in the 
third act is cleverly constructed and smartly written, and stands out in 
strong contrast to the absurdly violent situations, and strangely weak 
dialogue of the rest of the piece. Mr. Vinina’s performance of a 
drunken boardman who had seen better days, was excellent. Of all 
his recent assumptions the character of Badger was the best drawn, 
but his Old Tom is a better still. hat in realising thoroughly the 
broken-down toping tramp he gives little touches of nature, which 


_ hardly accord with his subsequent appearance as an old officer of whom 


ey th eet em 
SS esses ees 


- Murray could not make much of the Jew. 


any club bow-window might be proud, is due to the improbability of 
the adapter’s conception, and is not the fault of the actor. A little bit in 
the dry arches scene was finely done. 

The story is one of low life. Weare in an almost constant atmo- 
sphere of vice, poverty, and debauchery ; and when for a brief space we 
are introduced to what we suppose must be called decent society at 
= The Lilacs,” we find Str Gzeorce Mepuvrsr and his future bride 
living there together, apparently without servants, and even without 
an old eunt to play propriety. This eccentricity in fashionable life is 
perhaps due to the exceptional nature of “ the summer of 1868,”’ which 
Mr. Bovucicautt gives us as the period of the drama. To the extra- 
ordinary heat of that season we must attribute, we presume, the 
botanical phenomenon that the lilacs, from which the baronet’s abode 
takes its name, are represented as in full and profuse bloom; and the 
unprecedented drought is of course accountable for the fact that the 
underground railway is running night expresses through Westminster ; 
and that the brickwork of the tunnels on that line crumble at a touch. 

The plot, as we have hinted,is wildly improbable. We have a baronet 
who has committed a forgery and who conceals himself from justice on 
the driving-seat of a night-cab. We have a young dragoon officer so 
confoundedly virtuous that the vendors of cakes and ale would tremble 
at the sight of him. We have a Jew with a false nose and an Irish 
brogue, a cabman’s wife, who, finding her husband wants to marry 
some one else, throws herself into the river to enable him to do so, but 
being picked up, lives to compound the bigamy ; and a young lady of 
good birth who puts her wedding-dress and ornaments on her new lady’s- 
maid for no better reason, seemingly, than that the same interesting 
young person has been trying to commit suicide, and nothing is known 
about her antecedents. It is not surprising that Mr. Montacue could 
make nothing out of the cabby baronet, that Alu. Suore failed to 
rescue the peerless “ plunger’’ trom insipidity, and that Mr. Dominick 
Miss Rose LecLerce was 


not happily suited: and Miss Marston is apparently a débutante. 


‘ to an unworthy purpose. 
' Theatre v. Music-hall.’”’ 


Mr. Bovcricautt has turned one scene, * ‘The Elysium Music Hall,” 
It is a “foul blow ”’ struck in the battle of 
3ut to exercise great ingenuity to make 


' the representation of the music-hall more dull even than the original 


what ease trains | 


is not only unfair to music-halls, but is also a cruelty to the audience. 
A crowded house, even for a first night, awarded loud and frequent 


| applause to performers and scenic-artists, and at the fall of the curtain 


called for the author, an honour which that gertleman apparently so 
little expected that he had gone, Mr. Vin1no said, to Brighton. 

Although the piece is both in construction and in writing inferior to 
Mr. Bovcicavutt’s usual standard, and less adapted fora West End 
theatre than for one “in the neighbourhood of the parks,” as 
Mr. Bovcrcavtt euphemistically calls the Transpontine region ; it will 
no doubt have a good run. ‘The British public will flock to the 
theatre to see pictures of Victoria Station, Temple Bar, Blackfriars 
Bridge and other places, that they can see real any day for nothing. 
We are glad to think this is the case for the sake of the management 
which has been s0 liberal in putting the piece on the stage. 








Cutting the Connection. 
It is a mistake to suppose that the Atlantic Cable of 1866 has been 
severed by an iceberg; it must have been a nasty—a very nasty berg 
indeed—that caused the mischief. 





SCOTCH VERDICT. 
Wuewn Firz-Sr1nt's gun bursts in his hands on the moors.— (Picked 


it up, sir, cheap as dirt !)—“ Not Proven.” 
‘ 
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LIFE IN LODGINGS. 
—— 
No. VII.—LODGINGS. 
cS ID our revered public think we were 


really serious in putting out our 
candle a little while ago? Of course 
not. The public knew it was only 
our fun! But we have been rather 
severely punished for thus trifling 
with the feelings of millions. Depu- 
tations have arrived at the oflice in 
such numbers to implore the resump- 
tion of the series that the traffic of 
Fleet-street has been impeded, and 
- our respected editor has been taken 
into custody for causing an obstruc- 
tion. The promptitude with which 
he was bailed out by a Royal Duke, 
, alone saved London from a revolu- 
tion. 
. We propose now to visit a few 
lodgings which have national cha- 
_ racteristics. ‘There are colonies of 
Scotch lodgers in Pentonville—of 
Irish lodgers in St. Giles’s, of 
foreign lodgers in Svho. We will 
treat of the last in this paper. 
In Soho, that mysterious quarter, 
; in which fine linen and conspiracies 
are got up, where the Petit Journal, 
7 : Patriotism, and pot au feu are 
the palladiums of the population, there are many poor but populous 
lodgings. Swarms of children who converse in polyglot overflow from 
them into the streets. An odour of garlic hangs about them, mingled 
with the perfume of Caporal and other coarse tobaccos. Men who are 
ragged and dirty but polite hang about the doors. If you inquire your 
way of them, they inform you carefully, lifting their hats when they 
speak to you. One of the peculiarities of the quarter is that the women 
on different floors carry on conversations with one another in high 
harsh voices that are distinctly audible in the street. VALENTINE 
shrieks to To1nztre, and Tornetrts shrieks to ’ Lisz, and they talk over 
their family matters quite publicly. 
This is Tornettre. She is lean, 
brown, and leathery. Her hair is 
thin, except on her upper lip. She 
has many children, and resides in the 
kitchen. Her lifelong occupation 
appears to be the manufacture of a 
strengthening and invigorating soup 
from a pot of water, a pinch of salt, 
a dust cf pepper, and one or two 
herbs. Whether she drags a scrap 
of meat through it at times, to give 
it a flavour, we cannot positively 
state. Her husband works at a 
cabinet-maker’s during the day, and 
plans revolutions and assassinations 
of an evening at a grimy little café 
where the mysterious society to which he belongs holds its meetings. 
The ground floor which looks as if it had once been a small shop, is 
occupied by a 
French laundress. 
The foreign wash- 
erwoman of real 
life in Soho is a 
very different 
being from the 
pretty  dlanchis- 
seuse of the poet 
and the painter. 
She is often old 
and snuffy; and 
when she is young 
she is not beauti- 
ful. And how the 
tongues do run! 
When Lorp 
MatMEsBuRY sug- 
gested that the best 
way to teach Eton 
boys the French 
language would 
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be to engage Jonnes for them, he had evidently never seen a Soho 
blanchisserie. If you put an Eton boy into one, he would either learn 
French, or be talked deaf and blind, in less than a week. 

As for the linen which is washed in this grimy quarter, if is of 
snowy whiteness, and tolerably sweet, considering the atmosphere. 
The frills and furbelows are goffered with amazing neatness, and pleats 
folded with geometrical exactness. It is impossible to dissociate the 
notion of washing from the idea of drops of something. The English 
washerwoman tends to gin, we believe; but we have been unable to 
discover whether the Jdlanchisseuse inclines to absinthe, cognac, or 
liqueur. The philosopher who pens this essay once attempted to learn 
what the favourite beverage was, but after waiting for three-quarters 
of an hour for a flash of silence in which to put his question he was 
compelled to beat a retreat. 
Toiling up the dark and creaking staircase 
to the first-floor, we find ourselves on a dingy 
landing, where the spectacle shown in the 
margin meets our view. A pair of feminine 
boots—their heels are high, their toes are 
small, they have tassells in front and rosettes 
on the insteps. It is a chaussure we remem- 
ber to have seen tolerably—or rather intoler- 
ably—often in Regent-street, in the priv- 
Dolbyite period, in connection with a display 
: pink silk stockings. We will not knock at this door, but will mount 

igher. 

Ascending the ricketty stairs, we hear the whirr of a lathe and the 
sound of a man’s voice humming a monotonous air. May we enter? 
‘Oh, certainly, M’sieur!’’ The room has two occupants. This is 
Francois, and yonder 
sits Max. They are en- 
gaged in cutting and 
turning meerschaum 
pipes. It isa fair enough 
trade, enabling Francois 
to earn his daily bread— 
in long three-foot rolls— 
his bottle of thin wine 
and his tobacco. Max 
is able to make enough at 
it to enable him to have an occasional debauch of saur kraut. 








They 
don’t talk much, but when they do they talk politics and sedition. But 
like a good deal of the sedition of Soho it is of a flatulent nature and is 
not likely to win the name of action. Francors will never arrive at the 
dignity of throwing a bomb at the Emperor, nor will Max ever achieve 
to the glory of shooting at Count Bismarck. 

The attic is as crazy and ramshackle as might be expected of a hewse 


The roof is leaky, the floor full of holes. The 
window is for the most part innocent of glass. In hot weather it re- 
sembles the leads of the Inquisition at Venice. In cold weather it is 
like the top of aniceberg. In rainy weather it is a sort of bath-room. 
And it is in this cheerful apartment that a 
hero of cheap romance exists. The gentle- 
man whose portrait we give is a French 
polisher. But though French by profession 
he is of English extraction, and was possibly 
born in Whitechapel. He is never known 
to French polish anything, but is in occasional 
possession of watches and articles of plate, 
which he disposes of speedily at very low 
prices. He lives in a constant state of terror, 
and hears in every footstep on the creaking 
stair the tread of his pursuer and natural 
: enemy, the policeman. ‘The money he makes 
is quickly wasted in debauchery, although it 
is very hard to make. He sleeps badly, and feeds poorly, and even the 
drink which is his chief luxury is poisonous and deleterious. And this 
is the thief whom the scribblers of ‘‘ blood and thunder’’ romance in 
penny numbers would elevate into an enviable hero! Poor scamp. 

It is a curious feature of the foreign lodging-house that he is suffered 
to have his abode there. He could not rob his fellow-lodgers of much, 
tobe sure. Yet English people would not put up with him: but then 
we have not had to climb to the attic to learn that foreigners are not 
so scrupulous. Among them honest labour and struggling poverty do 
not seem to mind being mixed up with vice and crime. 


so old and ruinous. 





We should Think Not. 


THERE is not a shadow of truth, a correspondent tells us, in the 
report that the owner of a yacht that “‘ forged ahead” ina late match, 
has been arrested for counterfeiting postage stamps. 


Wuy Sxovtp tue Letter S Brine Joy To THE SrortTsMANn ?— 
Because it’s the first of September. 
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LOST IN LONDON. 


Far, far away my friends and foes 
Have been and gone and flown; 

So I, like summer’s latest rose, 
Am left to bloom alone. 

In street, or square, or anywhere, 
I maunder up and down: 

But squares are empty, streets are bare— 
The world is out of town. 





Yes, many are upon the Rhine, 
And some upon the Spree, 

Who late were by the Serpentine 
Or else beside the Lea. 

Upon my presence row by row 
Of blind and shutter frown; 
They only tell me what I know— 

The world is out of town. 


Afflicted by the bitter truth, 
I murmur in despair ; 
“‘ Ah, where are all the friends of youth ? 
_ And echo answers ‘‘ Where ?”’ 
I ask for Smiru—lI ask for Jonzs, 
And Rosrnson and Brown. 
The breeze repeats in hollow tones— 
The world is out of town. 


No hand that gives a kindly grip, 
Or waves a “ How d’ye do?” 
No hand that rises to the lip 
To blow a kiss or two; 
No hand to do a little bill, 
To lend me half-a-crown, 
Or soothe me if I tumble ill ;— 
The world is out of town. 


No remedy and no relief! 
This weary weight of care— 
This burden of a lonely grief 
Is more than I can bear. 
Were I to die in London here, 
To starve, or hang, or drown— 
What eye is near to drop a tear? 
The world is out of town. 


——————————O 


Ha-ha!—but don’t Laugh. 

INTELLIGENCE has been received from Megador of the assassination 
of Seip Mounammep, uncle of the Caid of Haha, in whose absence he 
had been appointed Vice-Caid. It is evident from this that the 
divinity which “doth hedge a king”’—or Cadi—in those parts is not a 
ha-ha! 





Rolling Stones. 

‘“Forwarp!” is the cry of the age, and in the publishing world a 
well-known firm act up to that motto. A little while since they 
published the travels of that bold explorer, Sir Samuzt Baker. Now, 
we observe, they announce the Story of a Boulder. 





Sound Advice. 
Ou, yes! have The Laws of Thought from Messrs. LONGMAN AND Co., 
by all means if you like :—but don’t—don’t!—have any thoughts of 
the law. 





Irish Geography. 

Tue ordinary definition of an island is ‘a portion of land entirely 
surrounded by water.’ A Hibernian of our acquaintance declares that 
this does not meet the case of Ireland, which, considering the position 
of the State Church, is best described as “a portion of land entirely 
over-run by the sees.” 





New-laid. 
WueEn we read of storms with hailstones as large as pigeons’ eges, 
we are always inclined to think that the better comparison would be 


the eggs of the eanard. 





Literary Note. 

“Ty is a wise child who knows his own father,” said some early 
Tupper of antiquity. We suppose that we may assume that all readers 
of Macmillan’s Magazine are wise since at least they are acquainted 


with their “ Real-mah.”’ 
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ANOTHER POEM DISCOVERED. 


TO THE EDITOR uF “FUN.” 


by the discovery of a poem attributable to Mitton, I venture to make 
known the fact of my having found the rough draft of SuELtiey’s 
famous Ode to a Skylark. It is written on the fly-leaf of a copy of 
Queen Mab, and is evidently in the handwriting of the poet. Being 
desirous of publishing the entire effusion in one of our monthly 
magazines, I cannot favour you with more than the first verse. : 

You will observe that Suexiey did not, in the first instance, con- 
template addressing his poem to the common skylark, but to a rarer 
A of the same family. The first line he has left as it reads 
elow :— 

ODE TO A MUDLARK. 


Hatt to thee, blythe spirit ! 
(Clean thou never wert, ) 
At Bankside, or near it, 
Wallowing unhurt 
In profuse plains of unsophisticated dirt. 
_ The foregoing rhymes are decidedly better than those which appear 
in the altered and printed version. In fact, the originally fine ear of 
SHELLEY must have deteriorated sadly before he could place before the 
public such rhymes as wert, heart, and art. 

I consider myself particularly fortunate in having discovered this 
treasure so opportunely. Before another century has rolled over 
London, the Thames Embankment will probably be completed, and 
the mudlark will have become an extinct bird. 


I am, sir, your obedient servant, 
CoLtumBpus MAREsNES8®. 


The Weather and the Wight. 

A rrienp of ours who has just returned from the Isle of Wight 
assures us that during the warmest weather the island was far from 
being the Isle of White Heat, which some people have represented it 
to be. With regard to Ventnor, especially, he declares that such a 
statement is purely an in- Ventnor-n of the enemy. 


The Literary Season. 
Our critical friend StasHeEr says that the heat has affected the crop 
of novels this season. Some of them are uncommonly dry, although 
they show evident signs of having been copiously watered. 








Answers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return ted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold 
ourselves responsible for loss.) 

F. the F.—We really do not see anything fanny in an epitaph on a wit 
who died of ulcers. 

Post MERIDIAN.—A little too late, of course. 

W. A. (Southampton.)—We should prefer something more unmistakably 

riginal. 
' W. D. A.—As you remark—“try to learn grammar instead of teaching 
it!’? You don’t understand your own meaning—much less ours. 

“A FrrM OF ADVERTISERS.’—We will reserve our remarks for a fitting 
opportunity. ; . ; 

B. (Bromley.)—We shall spare no opportunity of exposing the dishonesty 
and extortionate greed of the company. 

D.—“ Manly Sports” is unsportsmanly. 

J. B. (Doxncaster).—The paper has seemingly miscarried. 

J. T. K.—Your lines on “ Marriage or Celibacy”’ to hand, with their 
inscription, “ gratuitous, if considered worthy.” Unfortunately, we cannot 
think them good for nothing, even. 

A. W. K. (Upper Norwood).—Your MS., “I'll have your hat,” is of 
no use to us. What good would our hat be to you? Fur you seem to 
have lost your head. 

FoMKYN.—Some of the lines in your ode to the Long-dunned, Cheat’em, 
and Bowledover Railway are bad enough to belong to the Southern Amal- 

mation. 

" READER.—The account of the inquest you send us contains no mis- 
take. You overlooked a comma which makes sense of the passage. 

Nat (Glasgow).—Thanks. 

Declined with thanks:—A wepxrur $n; E. M., Marylebone; F. B., 
Chelsea; A. X., Worsley; M. W., Sheffield; J. C. E., Stoke Newington ; 
C. J. W., Harp-lane; S. C.; B., Campden; J.C. E.; Pip; T., Rendles- 
ham-road; C. H., Weymouth; A. W. J., Bouverie-street ; Auber; 
J. K. D., Mildmay-park; G. F. W., Walsall; J. L., Buckingham-street ; 
W. McG., Islington; C. W. M.; S. W. D. L. L. B., Caius Coll. ; 
H. R. W.; E.G.; R. H. G., Custom House; J. G. P., St. Albans; 
G. H., Glasgow; G. B., Gipsy-hill; A Victim ; R., Liverpool ; M. T., 
Exeter ; Silly Billy; A Maundering Magpie; An Old Subscriber ; X. Y. Z. ; 
“That’s Me!”; Werry Civil; J. L. T.; Z., Islington; Q. Q., Bayswater. 








EE LLL LLL Sse aeeesscssssessssssssssssesttentnsssesesmnnseeereneeeeeeereeeoeseneeeress..., 
FUN. 253 
Te | 


Sir,—As the curiosity of the reading public has lately been aroused | 
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THE COOL OF THE DAY. 
Was not this an admirable notion of ALGERNON Foop.’s during the hot weather 2 And didn’t people less strong-minded envy him ! 





AN ODE TO NOBLE PIGEON -SHOOTERS. 





Sport’s only cruel in the low ;— 
Though they for birds to Barber go, | 
That sport’s not barbarous, you know, 


By a Low Psrson. 


Come hither, lords and ladies all, 
And to this cove resort, 
And I will show you what we call 
Uncommon noble sport! 
Oh, mains of cocks, and pits of rats, 
And baited bulls, and worried cats, 
Are sport that’s low and brutal—that’s 
Against the law, you know. 
But sending harmless doves from traps 
And blowing them to bits—(perhaps, 
Because not done by vulgar chaps), 
Is reckoned cum ill fo! 


Some say it’s cruel! How absurd, 
Such nonsense let them cease :— 
Of peace the dove was aye the bird, 


Which prince and peer support. 


And ladies like it, too, perhaps ! 
And scarce are seen to frown 
When wounded birds drop into laps, 
And spot a bran-new gown. 
Oh, fighting cocks, and killing rats, 
And baiting bulls, and worrying cats, 
Are sports that only utter flats 
Would bid the fair sex view. 
But shooting pigeons is an art ; 
And now that money rules the heart 
And Hymen only keeps a mart— 
Since doves with loves no more bear part 
Let’s shoot the fluttering crew! 


Full o’ Mistakes. 


Tue editor of the Cosmopolitan fancies because the other day we pro- 


Of baited badgers—Shrovetide cocks— tested against his language and threats, in the interests of journalism 
The very thought our nature shocks— and for the credit of literature, we are connected with the paper he 
It doesn’t split upon blue rocks. was quarreling with. Itisa pity Cotonzn Funier does not possess 

I'll tell you why, in short— fuller information. 


BOYS’ SUITS, 16s. TO 465s. 


IN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, upcate wie: 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phosnix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: August 22, 1568. 


That is of fowling-piece. 
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Ts is Sir Barnany Bampton Boo, 














Last of a noble race. 
Barnasy Bampton, coming to 
woo, 
All at a deuce of a pace. 
Barnaby Bampton Boo, 
: Here is a health to you: 
Here is wishing you luck, you 
elderly bueck— 
Lg Barnaby Bampton Boo! 


The excellent women of Tup- 
tonvee 
Knew Sir Barnary Boo, 
One of them surely his bride 
would be, 
But dickens a soul knew who. 
Women of Tuptonvee, 
Here is a health to ye; 
For a Baronet, dears, you would 
cut off your ears. 
Women of Tuptonvee! 





“Now NExty’s the prettier, p'raps, of my gals, 
But, oh, she’s a wayward chit, 
She dresses herself in her showy fal-lals, 
And doesn’t read Turrsn a bit!” 
Oh, Tupper, philosopher true, 
How do vou happen to do? 
A publisher looks with respect on your books, 
For they do sell, philosopher true ! 


The Bart. (I'll be hanged if I drink him again, 
Or care if he’s ill or well), 
He sneered at the goodness of Minty THE Puan, 
And cottoned to Carrorry Netu! 
Oh, Carrnotry Neity pe P.! 
Be hanged if I'll empty to thee, 
I like worthy maids, not mere frivolous jades, 
Carrotry Newiy pg P.! 


They bolted, the Bart. and his frivolous dear, 
And Mitty was left to pout ; 
For years they've got on very well, as I hear, 
But soon he will rue it, no doubt. 
Oh, excellent Mitty pz PLow, 
I really can’t drink to you now ; 
Mv head isn’t strong, and the song has been long, 
Excellent Mitty pz PLow! 


Here are old Mr. and Mrs. pz PLow 
(Peter his Christian name), 
They kept seven oxen, a pig, and a cow— 
Farming it was their game— 
Worthy old Petzr pz Prow, 
Here is a health to thou: 
Your race isn’t run, though you're seventy-one, 
Worthy old Peter pg PLow! 
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To excellent Mx. and Mrs. pe PLow 
Came Sir Barnasy Boo, 
He asked for their daughter, and told’em how 
He was as rich as a Jew! 
BarnaBy Bampton’s wealth, 
Here is your jolly good health, 
I'd never repine if you came to be mine, 
Barnasy Bampton’s wealth ! 
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“ Oh great Sin Barnany Bamrton Boo” 
(Said PLow to that titled swell), 





“My missus has given me daughters two— ~ 
Ameia and Carrotry NELL! : - 
Ame.ia and Carrottry NELL, | 
I hope you’re uncommonly well, — —————— | 
You two pretty pearls—you eaeemeey 270° girls— Under a Cloud. | 
ARROTTY NELL! 
Austra and © A PARAGRAPH has been going the rounds to the effect that— 
“There are AMELIA and CarroTry NELL— & ‘A thick cloud of white butterflies descended three days back on Port Louis 
MILty is good but plain, | (Morbihan), ~~ oer - Bay Sees. They were - numerous that they 
: ’ | resembled a heavy fall of snow, and for some minutes the town and fields were 
The other is pretty, as I've heard tell, quite white. A strong wind at last blew tbem into the roadstead, where they a 
But terribly pert and vain. i a | drowned.” 
LLEN DE PLow ae ‘ ; 
I eink bo you willingly now ; — 18 oe every way an sent aneeene = the Ce eat Gower of 
ILLY THE Gvuop rogs, and may serve as another llustration of the thread-bare sayin | 
But, ob, dots, 7s eee ee te pd ' : “They manage these things better in France.” 6 | ; 
: | | 
: | 
« ° E 
Aueansa is yoeveple, ony 2 Medical Query. | 
Su : f oh, 6 tls like < 7 orald —_ A CORRESPONDENT wishes to know whether a confirmed drunkard 
The hi — fab “ted Ear! oS can be styled a dipsomaniac. Of course he can; for if he drinks till 
ae oe he sees double it will probably prove to him that he is beside himself. | 
P yP 


Morality, heavenly link, 

To you I'll eternally drink, 
I'm awfully fond of that heavenly bond, 

Morality, heavenly link! 


Wuat Musicians SHouLp BE DervuTep To PERFORM on THE THAMES | 
| EMBANKMENT P—Th’wait(e)s. 
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CARL. 


LASSICAL CARL in the jolly 
old days 
Of Hzrpetzexe’s folly and 
filthy beer, 
We fought life’s battle in dif- 
ferent ways, 
/ For I wrote Latin and love- 
4 sick lays, 
And all you did was, I 
think, to sneer. 






ee“ if I talked in a practical manner 
} Mi you'll own, 
You moaned, as I fancied, 
zesthetical stuff, 
Like two little doggies con- 
testing a bone, 
You'd an uppish, offens.ve, 
pragmatical tone, 
And thought me—in Ger- 
man—an obstinate muff! 


We thought the old world decidedly wrong, 

’ Neath a bushel to hide such peculiar lights, 
For argument never a night was too long, 
Intermingled with chorus, and zitter, and song, 

As a prelude to seratches— Teutonicé— fights! 
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Grave questions in music and art were dismissed, 
With remarks which were not supercilious—then 
I vowed to support my poor cause I'd enlist 
The prettiest Madchen that ever was kissed, 
You pretended your advocate lay in your pen! 


Your noddle with dreamy philosophy stuffed, 
Which was pretty to look at, but scarcely to go; 

You travelled to England decidedly huffed 

To find your pet geist that you raved about, snuffed 
Quite out by eur islander's obstinate blow! 


To the turbulent London I loved I came back, 

To its dirt and its absence of “ sweetness and light.” 
But, Car. I was glad I had studied the knack 
Of giving Miss Fancy politely “ the sack” 

When I saw Mas. Fortruns was hoving in sight. 


Fanciful Cart you have addled your brains 
With fumes of tobacco and draughts of beer. 
The hand that could paint in your pocket remains, 
Where it jingles some coppers, the pitiful gains 
Of an average German philosopher's year. 








OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 
—— 

is a great pity, I think, that “tho picturesque 

reporter’ was admitted to the private ex- 

ecution at Maidstone. Let us hope that it 
was only because it was the first private ex- 
ecution that his graphic pen was allowed to 
gambol through two or three columns. Let 
me not for one moment be understood to 
decry the picturesque reporter, for he is a 
writer to whom the world is greatly indebted. 
The class to which Dr. Russert and Mx. Nrcuoras Woops belong, 
not to mention the array of talent that supplies other columns than 
those of the Times, holds too high a position in my regard for that. 
The picturesque reporter is generally a man who would be an orna- 
ment to general literature had not journalism monopolised him; and 
if now and then -he is betra into sensationalism, sometimes of an 
actionable character, it is less his fault than the fault of his paper, 
which—since it will play with fire—must expect to burn its fingers 
now and then. But to my mind, the picturesque reporter was out of 
place at Maidstone jail. If there be any reason for the private ex- 
‘ ecution of eriminels, it is rather too bad that we should have a 
photograph of the Maidstone hanging supplied at breakfast time with 
our daily paper. In one case, the report inspired one with angry 
disgust. A poor wretch who stands on the scaffuld is as good as dead, 
and should be protected from mere abuse by the old maxia, de mortuis, 
Why should he be pelted with remarks about his “ great flat, motion- 
lees face,”’ described as “a monstrous figure with a scarecrow mask ?” 
It does not hurt him now; but he has parents and friends whose 
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| feelings are insulted by this sort of writing. I think, by the way, 
that the prison authorities were somewhat to blame for allowing 
Wetts to be executed in his porter’s dress. It is no great honour at 
any time to wear the uniform of the bankrupt Chatham and Dover 
Company, but many respectable and honest fellows wear it, and for 
their sakes it should have been kept from the gallows. Even the 
railway authorities might have found time to see to that, had they not 
been too busily engaged in squeezing moncy out of the working-man. 

Wuar an extraordinary people the Irish are! A Mr. Scuniy has 
been serving notices of ejection on his tenants. Whether in so doing 
he is dealing harshly with them, or not, does not affect the case. ‘T'wo 
men who follow him in the execution of their undoubted duty —the 
one his steward, the other a constable told off to assist him—are shot 
by the recalcitrant tenants; and an inquest is held on their bodies. 
‘The jury append to their verdict a cendemnation of Mr. ScuLiy’s 
treatment of his tenants! Had Mr. Scuniy been shot, and had the 
inquest been held upon him, his conduct to his tenants might or might 
not have been considered. But it has nothing on earth to do with the 
murder cf these two men, who were merely doing their duties. Such 
a verdict is an approval of assassination, and every juryman who 
agreed to it asserts that a landlord’s exercise of his undoubted legal 
rights is a justification for the murder of two innocent servants of the 
law. He does more—at atime when the earnest friends of Ireland 
are straining every nerve for her benefit, he puts weapons into the 
hands of her enemies. ‘‘What but the strong arm—what but a 
species of military law—can avail in a country where lawlessness is 80 
rampant that juries can be found not only to connive at it, but to defend 
it openly?” Thisis what they say. And how is it to be answered ? 

Tux Crystal Palace Company have made a grave mistake. ‘The best 
supporters of the Palace are the residents in the district surrounding 
it. They counted on the co-operation of the Company, when the 
Southern Railways drove them into opposition by their extortionate 
charges. But the Company made terms with the common enemy, 
and though the Palace was available for a political purpose like the 
Protestant Demonstration, it was not to be had for a meeting to 
discuss a social grievance affecting the district. ‘The Company should 
not forget that the Palace at Muswell Hill will soon be holding out 
rival attractions. Is it wise to allow the railways to drive people to 
the north of London? By the way, «propos of railways, 1t was 
jestingly said at the time when the fares were increased, that an 
accident which happened on the very day of the rise seemed to show 
that the safety of the passenger was endangered by the new policy. 
It had not been in force a fortnight before a second accident, in which 
several passengers were seriously hurt, occurred at Herne Hill! The 
L. C. and D. R. had better be careful. Should they be sued for 
damages, and have a jury composed of residents in the southern 
district, [ am inclined to think that they would find the doctrine of 
high rates, which they have been preaching, carried out somewhat 
inconveniently. 

I pip not see the St. James’s for last month ; and this month I hardly 
recognised it in its new cover, which is coarse, tawdry and common. 
It appears to have passed into the hands of new publishers, being now 
issued by Messxs. WAkNE AND Co. Unfortunately the vulgarising of 
the cover is not the only result; the magazine, besides its one original 
illustration (that to “ Hirell’”) which is inferior, has three pictures, 
printed from blocks that have already seen good service, and show its 
scars. Now this is not fair to the other magazines which do not con- 
descend to hash up old blocks, nor is it fair to the public, upon whom 
they are tacitly passed off as new engravings. Finally it is not fair to 
either artist or engraver:—the former gets the credit or discredit of 
repeating himself, while the latter finds his name put to old and worn 
cuts, that are generally but poorly brought up, owing to the cheap 
printing which is a result of the same economy that betakes itself to 
ancient blocks. I am sorry to see these errors of management in the 
magazine, of which Mrs. Rippeit conducts the literary portion 80 
admirably, and which so thoroughly deserves support and success. Few 
magazines boast of two novels as good as those that have been running 
in this for some months past ; and now a story from Mx. Hannay s pen 
is added to them as a further attraction. The short papers are all 
eminently readable, and fresh ; and the verse ison the whole improved. 
The “In Memoriam” lines are but a poor imitation, however, of the 
Laureate, and abound in blunders.‘ Here are a few of them. 

The Speedwell folds ber leaves.of blue, 
In tears that each dark petal gem, 
The petals of the Speedwell are not dark—its blue is a very light blue. 
Then, again, we have “reedy flags,’ which is about the same thing as 
“elmy oaks’’ or ‘‘ beechy poplars””—in other words, nonsense. 
Slowly stealing up the vale, 
O’er banks and dells and mossy crags. 
‘ Dells’ in a ‘ vale’ bear some resemblance to wheels within a wheel. It 
is not the fault of the writer, however, that the light described as peering 
through a dark fir copse is peering in the illustration through a copse 
where there is not a single fir tree to be seen. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. WIDOW BLUE-BEARD. | 
(A Torsy-Tunrvy). | | 





Wercome to the g lien grain, 





Weleome to the groaning wain | | 
Gade the cicklo-heoks ; As a token of respect for her deceased lord, Fatima sent all the w | 
, 4 0 . a ' . | 
Welcome to th i af atook 0 Paris for mourning-dresses, and staunched her tears with only t | | 
3 FO e rows of stvoks : most expensive ¢ brie ‘The 2] : i | | 
Heteur ertitade be creat » OXpensive Cam ric. he gossips of the neighbourh od assert 
mae ; : a : aa: ba that all this extravagance arose trom vanity, and honted thas La | 
ur plenteous sixty-eig > hb. ’ . 
I Xty-elgnt » Bb. B. had found Jit:le cause to lament the death of her husband. | | | 
1.—Man is discontented olf, | that as It may, &e strictly performed the conventional duties of wido: 
And though he boasts his worldly pelf hood. ‘The contents: of the Bluy Clos+t were taken away and laid | | 
He'll think his riches are not this the mausoleum of the dead Bar: n; and then—but not wuati/ thoa—m 
Of what is needful for his bliss lady thought sorously of getting married again. ; | 
Yet multiply it hy itself, 0 In the turmer part of « ur narrative we made no mention of a certa’ 
And it grows smaller still I wis! | Count Coauuiteor, his young nobleman, however, hid formeri. 
been amongst Fatra’s warmest admirers; and his nose, which ha 


been temporarily put out of joiut by the late lamented, svon led it 
owner to our heroine’s casile, now that another chance turnec 
up. His reception was encouraging, and he was not the man to neglect 


2.—The captain’s wife upon the strand, 
| Sighed this and waved her lily hand. 








| 3.—It's a step I admit ‘ 
That eau a good bit an opportunity. In fact, he had barely paid hilf ad.zen visita: before 
° ; } 3 Te it i i oO » , ” ; 2 } ‘ 
Of skill and of nerve to go through it, ina = widow informed he r two brothers and her devoted sister ANN# | i 
had yet cent own = rhe vo tu become Countess CoqveticvT in a few days. It was | 
| Tit datiedeers knows = early, at z 7) quite respectiul, maybe, te Blue | | 
| To be pretty well certain to do it earl sinemory., But he had scarcely been a model husband, after | 
. all; in sprte of his many virtues there were glaring faults im his || 
| 4—He is the man who when long yarns are spun character. He was haughty—morose—overbeariny ; aud the sooner || 
*“Shoalders: his crutch and shows how ficlds are he could be forgotten the better. (| | 
won.” Pane very little pomp about the wedding. No cards. Justa | | 
; uiet little déjewner and a few speeches; then the happy pair departed 
5.—An excellent herb, never doubt oF tor Castle Chameliauts anual be the faithful oo pa Ss | | | 
Pray what is a salad without it: brothers were left in charge of her former house and grounls, 
6.—If you've this, when you're taking an aim with permission to smoke cigars in every apartment oxvept tne Blue | 
At an object, you’re certain to strike it. Closet. ; ee 
For at least a month Fatima was happy. The Count, if not clever, | 
For there's nothing at all succeeds like it! : ; 
- litile that he could neither sing nor play on the guitar. His young 





wife consoled herself by these reflections during the entire honeymoon. 
But, when that-period had passed, achange gradually came over the 
But if fated to forego them spirit of her dream. She could not but contess that, with ail his 
You are tempted then to “ blow them.” failings, her first husband had been an accomplished and courtly gen- 
Sotution or Acrostic No. 75.—Zwelve, Grouse: Tig, Weather, | tieman. He ———— 7 it is — but now de wy nad | 
Embargo, Lieu, Victuals, Embrace. he paid for the in a aes Seesrers., Sineeatey, 
Coanrer Sorurions or Acrostic No. 75, received 19TH Avoust.—Jack were not the only shortcomings in — ag eae eee . — _ 
Solved it; D. E. H. quisitive and suspicious; on one occasion he had been detccted in 
trying to open the writing-desk in which I’atima treasured up all 
Blue Beard’s love-letters and a lock of his hair. Such meanness was 
A Sorry Apology. intolerable. Sne began to fancy, too, that he paid much more than 
WE all know the story of the man who, being called on to apologise | proper attention to sister ANNE. Every day brought some new action 
for saying someone wos “a bigger fool than he looked,” made the to excite his wife's anger or contempt. Before lung she was utterly 
amende by saying that the gentleman was not a bigger fool than he miscrable; her proud soul could acmit no solace but one—and that 
looked. The Daily Review, an Edinburgh journal, has been doing One bold step, and she would be released tor ever from 
; One deadly blow, and—! It should ba so. 
| 


7.—If you have them in your hand, 


It’s the best way of winning your game, ‘ { 
was unquestionably amiable; so long as he kept his temper it matiered | 
Your opponents cannot stand. | 





was Levenye ! 


something of the same kind. A little while since it inserted, under the | her tormentor. é 
“Deaths.” the demise of Mx. W. W——, of R—— Street, whereas “ Dear Anne,” said the Countess, on the day after forming her wicked 
Mr. W. eat was alive, and objected to be killed in print. So this resolution: ‘‘ pray go and see how those brothers of Ours are this 

afternoon. I am quite anxious about them. Besides, « good long 


week we have the following odd cvrrection :— 5 gs | . ve eS re 
“ We regret to find that the announcement of the death of Mr. W. W——, of walk will do you good, an you C6n PeeeEn nh Se Ow igat atter 
R—~ Street, is a malicious fabrication.” dining at our dear old house.” ‘Thus did this designing woman clear 
“ You’ dead. Mr. W..” says the Review the way for her cruel intentions and secure secrecy for her meditated 
ou’re deac x. W.,” 8 » Review. 
ee ’ alla : ” erime. oe ; 
: No, I’m not,” says MR. W.; “I -_ = and “ The innocent ANNzg, little suspecting her sister's motive in sending 
I'm sorry to hear it,” answers the amiable journal, her away, shortly set forth; but, strange to say, she had hardly walked 
————— three miles when she met her brothers, who were actually on their way 
Not such a Calves’-headed Idea. to Castle Coquelicot. “ Tura, back with us, and wo will now nia 
Apropos of the practice of slowly bleeding calves to death in order on Sat a pleasant surprise,” they suid. So the ree Walked on 
it moet hich has been very properly denounced Be ° 255s ; ; ; 
a oe at cael one—we tate hint to certain | | ANN ‘4 ro th ale I ae oy arg nee oe private 
railway directors that the policy of slowly bleeding the pockets of ee ce _ etl s — . “a : e wl vOr Was 
° f, E ae a re . ; l , | S > ’ ; 5 . 
is coer nero magennen 5 pees se ee a ae ae Dinner was over, and CuqugLicotT—overcome by the potency of 
ong run a paying one. JOH many wines—sat asleep and snoring, with his head upon the table. 
calves as to stand that sort of treatment. And behind him—with flashing eye and uplifted arm—grasping con- 
EE vulsively the handle of an enormous carving-kuife—stood his wretched 
Only Fair. Countess, prepenion ye rele eg terete ae 
. : "6 i 31 . brieked and fainted. ‘The brothers dashed into the room: 
Tur Southern Railway Companies have well increased their fares ANNE 8 and | me om ; 
tly paid them fare-well! and Fatima, crying ‘‘ Lost, lost!’’ plunged the immense weapon into 
4 grest many pessongers have consequently P Ler own black heart and fell dead upon the carpet! 





; Marriage with a deceased wile’s sister was not open remark in 
Motto for the Cardiff Liberals. those days. The faithful Anns became Countess Coqur.icor; and 
For daily papers writing on the Marquis or Bure and his use (or | her brothers inherited Bluc Beard’s castle and went home to smoke 
abuse) of parliamentary influence at Cardiff :— cigars in the Blue Closet. | 
‘Quousque tandem a-Burz-ere !” SSS | 
ete enea THE QUESTION OF THE DAY. | 
Way does not our Turrer write a cradle-song or lullaby ?—Ho | 


Andi he Navy and able- 
A Horztzes Toast.—Able-bodied seamen for the y has proved himself to de “‘ the poet’”’ of the Ruck, 


headed Lords for the Admiralty. 
a entice 
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lst Railway Guard :—‘‘ Now, you FIRST-CLASS CHAPS, BUSTLE 
me 3" 


RAILWAY REFORM. 


Tue South London Press has made an admirable suggestion. It pro- 
poses that a *‘ Railway Passengers Protection Society” should be 
formed. It is not a bit too soon. The railways are banded together 


_ to rob and oppress the public, and the public should organize a resis- 


ee enteenennsenmmmnsie 


tance. The papers teem with complaints against railway mismanage- 
ment; but the railways take not the slightest notice of them. If, as 
was said dpropos of the policy of the southern lines “ the directors 
might buy brains of their butterman,” their under strappers might pur- 
chase manners of a charity boy. They treat the public with contemp- 
tuous silence, and if addressed by letter do not condescend to acknow- 
ledge the receipt of the communication. 

There are plenty of cases within the last week or ten days to prove 
the necessity of a Passengers Protection Society. A gentleman 
who was going to fetch a doctor to his dying wife, and who had succeeded 
in catching a train just starting, is hauled out neck and crop by a 
porter, and then punished, as if the incurring of danger was not due 
rath¢r to the latter than to him. Within our own experience we know 
of a passenger who was threatened by the guard for getting into a 
train while in motion. It was of great importance that he should go 
by that particular train, and he would have been in ample time for it 
had the ticket-clerk been less attentive to the paring of his nails or 
some such important occupation. Another reason for the Society will 
be found in the doubtless intentional confusion about charges—as in 
the case (mentioned in the papers) of tickets from Clapham Junction 
to the Palace. Delays and overcharges are the rule in railway matters ; 
and could be better investigated and resisted by a society than by 
individuals. Another thing such a society might do would be to 
inquire into suspension of trains. For instance, the branch between 
Bow and Fenchurch-street is about to be closed by ihe main line, 

because the railway system of overworking and unc erpaying a staff 
has led to a costly accident. ‘This is done vindictively—the company 
won't carry people who decline to be maimed for life for nothing! 
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IT MUST COME TO. 


2nd Railway Guard :—“ VERY SORRY, SIR, NO ROOM—’FRAID 
I sHALL HAVE TO PUT YOU INTO A FIRST-CLASS.” 





Such a society as is here indicated would be able to supply the machi- 
nery for one object which is of vital importance to the public—the 
expulsion of the overwhelming railway influence from the House of 
Commons. When that is got rid of we may hope to have the Legisla- 
ture passing the only law that will prevent reckless railway massacres 
—a law holding the directors criminally responsible for accidents. 
They are really guilty of causing them, not the servants, whom they 
pay at starvation rates and work at high pressure. 

The interests such a society would represent are universal. 

Landed proprietors and owners of house property would support it. 
They will see from the serious way in which the policy of the southern 
lines has affected such property in Surrey and Kent how needful is 
some protection. 

Tenants would support it. The rise of fares on the southern lines 
has been such a heavy increase of rent to many in the district, that 
oer have been driven to the expense and discomfort of a change of 
abode. 

Ladies would support it. There is not one of the bread-winners 
travelling to.town daily who does not wish to earn a little butter to 
that bread, in the form of holiday trips for wife and children. The 
southern lines have laid their rapacious talons on these earnings, which, 
instead of buying pleasure and renewed health for the worker and his 
household, are now going to pay for railway financing! 

We are glad to see that whether such a society as this be started or 
no, railways—people’s railways—are about to be started. They are 
made not to give contractors work, but to supply a publicneed. They 
will be cheaply made and economically conducted. They are being 
pushed with spirit. We know of two such that have been surveyed 
already and are being rapidly promoted—one from Brighton, the other 
from Croydon to London. Let the Southern Confederacy be prepared! 
Buses and vans are temporary reliefs—people’s railways are a per- 
manent remedy. 


Tue BEVERAGE For Turrsty Sovits.—FPail ale. 





| 


‘ 














a <3 —ebascneaiainaceneaeeetinane ea ge 
ie = ene —? ~ po = 
” a ae aaa — 
EZ ZS SSFZEZE 
<a Cele a —— 
Dd gl LAS DAN A Aig 
ae tO A Ara 
PATIL el aa th ts 
oie. A P hilet cls 
rs cl - — YY 
— aera bbe ee 
y seaaete® 
St is oe ; 
thi 4 ee 
LAE mm 
; ; 


Ae Ns 








44d -4-a—tt : 
. al , - 4 4 1. 

= >< qr 3 joa U2 

Sn) ieee a— Sansa 2k be 


we a ae 


ee 


lt a 


- Fi 
eee 








ee 2 OO eee 
a ~~ 
— a - 


) a ~ 





4 = tee 7 


oT It 


uae 


my 


rf 


<_< were. 


if 





HI 
lh 


Hit 
il 
Hl 


Hil 
| 


pty eta beth dy I} 
C1 Hi AM 
|} 





oe ee 


Aveust 29, 1868, ] 


a 


I pon’r think as I ever did ’ave sich a ’cad-ache as that arter we'd 
been to ’Ampton:Court, as I do believe a-settin’ on the grass ’ad struck 
to me, and cold weal and ’am pie and cowcumber is wittles as along 
with lobster salad and red currant tart you did ‘ought to be cautious 
‘ow you takes, and not ’urry thro’ it with all that confusion, and you 
don’t know what you are a-takin. And young ’AWKINSs as were 
attentive to me kep’ a-fillin’ up my plate and glass every time as I 
turned my ’ead away a minit, as ’ave know’d ’im from a child, and 
what with the confusion at the train a-gettin’ back, I were that dizzy 
as I got into the wrong cab, as thro’ a mistake drove me werry near to 
Nottin’-’ill afore I could make the stupid feller understand as I wanted 
South Lambeth, and then to stand me out as I said Bayswater. 

It was past one in the mornin’ when I got ’ome, and ’ad to knock 
Brown up, as were that savage, and all his own fault thro’ not 
a-lookin’ arter me at the Waterloo Station, thro’ avin’ got out at 
Waoxhall, as is certingly nearest, thro’ bein’ not five minits from our 
door, yet ’ow was I to know as we'd got parted a-gettin’ into the 
train, and me that dead beat as to fall asleep the werry moment as I 
were in the train, and never opened my eyes til) the man come for the 
ticket, and a nice trouble I ’ad to find mine and every one in the car- 
riage, a-goin’ on at me as is their larkin’ ways of a Sunday night. 

Well, as I said afore never did I ’ave sich a ’eadache, as were 
downright splittin’, and openin’ and a-shettin’ jest like water-works. 
I ’adn't took no dinner, so was a-thinkin’ as I'd ‘ave a early cup of 
tea, and was a-settin’ quiet in my front parlour with the blinds 
drawed down, a-thinkin’ as I might geta nap and be fresh for 
my tea. 

I'd put my feet up on the sofy, as is’nt a thing as I do one time ina 
thousand, and was a-droppin’ off, when of all the ’owlin’, gruntin’ 
and squeakin’ noises as ever you ’eard it broke out in ourstreet. I says, 
‘they must be lunatics broke loose, a-makin’ free with them hinstru- 
ments, as wouldn’t never make that noise left to theirselves or used 

roper.” 

, te up and goes to the winder, and I see about four of them 
German boys a-playin’ away on trombones, like mad, and one on ’em 
a-tryin’ our gate. 

So I knocks at the winder, and shakes my ’ead at’im, he opens 
the gate and.comes in up to the winder as I opens, and says, ‘Go | 
along. I don’t want no more of your noise.”’ 

He goes on with ’is gibberish rubbish, and I only says to ’im 


MRS. BROWN AND THE GERMAN BAND. 


“Get out!” and shets down the winder. 

Well, them young waggerbones kep’ on a-blowin’ and ’owlin’, 
like‘any one in tortures till I couldn’t stand it no longer, so I opens 
the winder ag’in, and ’olds up a jug of water, as the gal ’ad brought 
me up for the plants, a-making believe to throw it over ’em, when one 
of them ‘Opwoops as lives next door, comes cut and tells ’em to go on 
playin’, and give ’em money. ; 

The row-as they kicked up, then, a-blowin’ right at me with them 
big ’orns of theirn did so aggravate me that I took and chucked all 
the water slap among ’em, and if one of them young wretches didn’t 
a up 2 big stone and shiver a pane of glass in my front parlour in a | 

iffey. 
’ T vouldn’t’stand that, so ketches up the fust thing as come to, and as — 
proved to be the ’arth broom as ’angs with the kitt'e ’older, and out of | 
the ’ouse I rushes. ; 

Well them boys took to their ’eels, when they see me comin’ out | 
of the door, and run a little way, and then stopped and picked up | 
stones, and sent a reg’lar wolley at me. 

I ducked my ’ead in course, as they all went over right into old 
Orwoop’s Green-’ouse, as he jest ’ad put up ag’in ’is parlour. ; 

I never ’eard sich a crash, nor yet sich a roar as old Orwoopn give 
like demented lions, and out he ccme on the doorstep, jest as them 
boys sent.a second wolley of stones, and one ketched ’im slap in the 
mouth, and down he went like a dead un, and them young scoundrels | 
was off like the dust afore the wind as the sayin’ is. 

If all them Opwoops didn’t come out on the doorstep, and give me 
their Billinsgate, for the old feller’s got two reg’Jar brimstones of 
daughters, besides.’is old wife as is a reg’Jar old dragon of Wantage. | 

They all yells at me “’ow dare you set them boys on to destroy our | 
property. © mag 

I says, ‘‘ Me set the boys on? I was a-drivin’ them away with their 

y noise a-distractin’ any one, as you’ve been encouragin’.”’ 

“They was playin’ beautiful,” says one of them Miss Orpwoops, 
““my favourite Waltz.’ = 

I says, “So I should think, jest the music fit for you to dance to, 
for she’s forty-five, and gota ’ump back, and as ugly as she’s wicious. 

“ Oh, you old cat,” she says to me, a-gnashin’ ’er teeth, “ ’ow I should 
like to tear your old wig off.” 

I says, “ No doubt, for I’m sure you wants one bad enough.” 
‘Come in Julia,” says the old mother, ‘“‘ Don't talk to that low old 





w . 
“Yes,” I says, “Go in Julia, and ’elp your ma skin the cat.” 
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Down the steps come the old woman, and says, ‘* you audacious false- 
hood ; I'll punish you.” , ; . 

I'd got to my gate by that time. SoI says to ‘er “Stand off you wile 
filthy old wretch, don't dare cross my doorstep!"’ and ’olds up the ‘arth 
broom at ’er. 

Her two daughters, a-secin’ me threatenin’ ’er come up, and says 
‘* Ma, dear, come in.”’ 

“Yes,” I says, “ Ma, dear, do, or else the police may come by, and 
you may get give in charge ag’in as you was the week afore last,” for 
the old man ’ad been ’ad up for cruelty to animals twice. 

They was all a-goin’ to fly out when a bobby come round the corner, 
and as soon as they sce ‘im, they made faces at me, and was a- 
goin’ off. 

I says, ‘Oh, pray don’t ’urry, here is the police.” 

I says to the perliceman, “’ave you ’ad any one up lately here- 
abouts for cruelty to animals ;’’ and in they goes and bangs their dcors ; 
and well they might, for that wicked old wretch had been destroyin’ 
of cats brutally, and they'd fined ’im for it; and I do believe as the 
old woman did use to skin cats, for she wore a tur tippet in the winter 
as was cats’ skins all over. 

But law, ’ow singler things do come ‘ome to parties scmetimes, 
to besure ; for it was’nt but the next Sunday evenin’ arter, as I were 
alone in the ’ouse, and went out in the front jest to look at some 
stocks as Brown ’ad planted the night afore, when I thought as I 
’eard groans from next door, as is Opwoop’s. 

I listens, and gays to myself, “ That’s some one in pain or I’ma 
Dutchman.”’ So I goes closer to their wall and ears them groans and 
smells burnin’. 

So knowin’ as somethink were wrong I ’urries to their door and 
knocks, but no one a-comin’, I says, “ ‘Lhey’re all gone out,” and was 
a-goin’ away, for I did’nt ’ear no more groans, but 1 smelt the burnin’ ; 
£0 I says, “‘ No doubt I shall only get insults for my pains, but I’)1 try 
and go in and see what’s amiss.’”’ So I makes my way round to their 
back door, as were only on the latch, and in I goes, and the smell of 
burnin’ was downright sickenin’ ; I goes straight into the front 
kitchen, and there was old Orwoop a-layin’ in the fender a-roastin’ as 
’ad fell out of ’is chair in a fit. 

I ’auls ’im up, and never did see sich a sight as one side of ’is face 
and all ’is neck and shoulder. The boy jest then come round with the 
eight o’clock beer, so I ’ollers to ‘im to run for a doctor, and I got old 
Oxrwoop some ’ow into ’is chair, as was quite insensible. 

As luck would ’ave it, the doctor jest round the corner were at ’ome, 
and ccme at once, and we got the old man’s burns dressed, as I con- 
siders there’s pothink finer than whitin’, as the doctor agreed to. 

If you'd seen that o'd Mother Orwoon’s face and ’er daughters, 
when they ccme in jest on ten and found me a-lookin’ arter that old 
man, as we'd got up cn to a sofy in the front parlour. 

She begun to scream and holler at fust, and then said as I’d been 
and done it. 

I wasn’t the least put out with ’er, but only says to’er daughters, 


“ Keep ’er quiet ;”’ which they did by draggin’ on ’er up-stairs, where © 


they kep’ ’er, and I must say as they spoke werry ’andsome to me, as 
stopped along with the old man till jest on twelve. 

1 didn’t think as the old man would ‘ave lived thro’ it, but he did, 
and ’ad his senses back, and able for to talk by the end of the week, 
and told us ashe remembered a-pitchin’ forard agin the bars a-tryin’ to 


| get a light fur ’is pipe. 


He never will be the same man as he were, but it’s been a lesson to 
’im and to them, too, nct to leave him alone, nor yet to be that insultin’ 
to a neighbour «s they have been to me, a-doin’ everythink to annoy 
me, and turnin’ me into every redicule as the "uman ‘art can 
think on. ; 

But they’ll never encourage them orgins and bands as they did use 
to, and ’ave them inside their gardin to play when I’d sent them 
away, and no doubt we should get on better for the future to come, 
but i’m glad as we're a-guin to move away, and all as I wants is to 
part friends, for as to livin’ friendly next door to them I never could. 








‘‘ Who, busy in the Thymy Wood.”’ 


To those critics who take exception to the above line in a poem it 
is needless to particularize, we would submit the following familiar 


words— 
‘* Sage beneath the aged oak.” 


And pray, why, in the name of common sense, not thyme? 





If t’were Well Done, when ’tis Done. 


A rrienp of ours, who is a stickler for neat and appropriate titles, 
says that after reading Not Wisely but too Well, he felt convinced the 
name should have been Not Wisely but one Pump ! 





How a Trwe-waitcr SHovtp Waite.—In a flowing hand. 
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A DAY’S WORK IN THE CITY. 
By ong or THE UNpdERPAID 
No. IV. 12 O°CLOCK.—LUNCH AT CROSBY HALL. 


Ir doesn't much matter whether a man drinks the best of champagne 
out of his own silver cup and drives into the city from Kensington in 
his own brougham and pair, or whether he gets jolted from his second 
floor 1 gs to Cornhill in a twopenny bus and has to be contented 


with a pint of four ale,—the great necessities of eating and drinking 
lay hold of both of us, and it’s doubtful to me (we're an uncommonly 
doubtful lot in the city) whether the poor old chaps that I’ve always 
mentioned,—the broken-down old speculators who hang about Capel 
Court on the chance of somebody standing a glass of stout and a hot 
sausage ain't as happy when they can get that refreshment as when 
they owed their wine merchants, and felt as though the wheels of the 







trap that were never paid for would break down with ’em and send 
’em headlong to the deuce. 

We must all eat and drink, and the question is how to do it for the 
money. It was to state as some sort of answer to this inquiry that we 
put up with all the slap-bang eating-houses and dingy fly-blown 
coffee-houses, and chop-houses with every sort of inconvenience, in the 
shape of sawdusty floors, hard benches, want of elbow-room, and no 
ventilation,—the proprietors of which made a very tidy thing out of 
us, and (many of them) kept their four-wheelers and their saddle-horses, 
and their little villas at Fulham, and al] the rest of it, out of the penny 
to the waiter. They were quite right to do it, and the high rents in the 
city, where elbow room is paid for by the square inch answered every 
complaint, till somebody began to reckon up that our eightpences and 
shillings might be taken a little more account of. The consequence 
bas been that as the poet,—though I'm hanged if I remember what 
poet,—has observed, ‘‘A change” has “come o’er the spirit of our 
dream.” If that remark originated with SHAKESPEARE 80 much the 
better, for if there's one place more than another that gives a notion of 

hat may be’done in the city (and mind you we're precious conserva- 
ve in the city, and stick to our sawdust and our flabby hot sausage, 
ad our pale mutton broth, supped with a pewter spoon), I say if 
&ything can show what may be done, it’s the Luncheon Bar at what 
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was once the house of call of that immortal poet, when Sir Joun Spencer 
lived there, or some other awful city swell in the times when Lord 
Mayors knew what was what, and entertained royalty as a regular 
thing. I really don’t think that half of us had a notion that there was 
much poetry in the city (for we're a prosaic lot, mind you, round the 
Royal Exchange) till we found that old Banqueting Hall spread out with 
tables laid for dinner, and ate our plate of roast and boiled, and drank our 
bitter or our claret, or our sherry, and watched the young ladies that 
wait on us flitting about,—and looked up at the grand old oak roof, 
and blinked at the stained glass, and lost ourselves in the great bay 
window, and dreamed of RicHAarD THE TuIrp and Sir Tuomas More 
and all the rest of the swells that had dined there before us, and paid 
our shilling, including a penny for the attendants, and went out after,— 
well after a better dinner than many of us get of a Sunday. There's 
some satisfaction, too, in thinking that if the governor’s having his 
go-in upstairs in the throne room, it’s off the same joint, even though he 
may be washing it down with moselle asyou've been washing it down with 
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bitter beer or claret, and it’s something to reflect upon that cheap and 
nasty don’t always go together, even in the City. To see the luncheon 
bar at twelve, that is what may be called having a peep at a repre- 
sentative institution; and Mr. Guiapstong might do worse than look 
in to get a notion of the effect of the taking off the duty from light 
wines. There’s something soothing, mind you, to a chap like me in 
being able to go in and ask for a tumbler of number one or number 
two claret, or a glass of number five sherry, and eat a whole six 
courses of sandwiches, beginning with sardine or salmon or lobster, and 
going right through with ham, beef, fowl, and all the rest of it right 
down to marmalade or cheese, for about the usual eightpence ; it’s what 
I call elevating to the refined sentiments of humanity, and if an occa- 
sional soda cream or a claret cup can be stretched to when we take our 
wives and sisters to have a bit of dinner with us so much the better. 
There seems to me to be a sort of jovial influence hanging about the 
old place that has come down to it from the times when the great long 
raised table stretched across the great hall and the serving-men waited 
on the floor below. ‘There are no serving-men now but, was it 
Byron said in one of his poems? (I’ve got a pocket edition at home 
and used to admire him as a boy), at all events, as somebody says some- 
where, “‘fair-haired” (some of them have dark hair, but that’s the worst 
of poetical quotations), ‘‘ fair-haired girls offering flewers.’’ They don’t 
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exactly offer flowers, but mostly things of 
when not of an eminently drinkable nature, a 
again. What woulu be the use of flowers in th 
You're too hungry for sentiment at that tim 
the young ladics at the luncheon bar 
‘“‘toffs’”’ that try to stand there 
They're youthful ha!f-pay ¢l-1ks 
elbows of their eighteen shilling coats into thei 
better in a cay or two, and find out that at Cro 
ness of the hour 
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€ city at twelve o’clock ? 
e I can tell you, and even 
ar are too busy to talk to the young 
with their elbows on the counter. 


r plates; but they learn 
sby Hall at 12 the dusi- 


A HUNTING SONG. 


Wuen warm South wind and welkin dark 
Proclaim a hunting morn, 
Bold Nimron’s stirring with the lark ; 
Lhe hounds proclaim their joy—and hark! 
Lhe twanging of the horn. 
The taste is very general 
Throvghout the human raco— 
For Man's a hunting anima), 
His instinct is the chase. — 


The startled hare may tax her speed— 
The cunning fox his s\ill— 
The hunter on his flying steed 
O’er hill and dule, through wood and mead 
Will follow closely still. 
The taste is very general 
Throughout the human race. - 
For man’s a hunting animal, 
His instinct is the ehase. 


And office—money—pleasure too. 
Will men, untiring, hunt. 
A thousand objects they pursue 
With bated breath, or loud halloo, 
iach pressing to the front. 
‘The taste is very general 
Throughout the human race— 
For man’s a hunting animal, 
His instinct is the chase. 


But, ah, though fierce be the pursuit 
Of joy, of wealth, of fame— 
Or hunting of the flying brute— 
All these are truly nothing to’t, 
When Royalty’s the game! 
The taste is very general, 
Throughout the human race— 
For man’s a hunting animal, 
His instinct is the chase. 
The crowd of females and of males 
The Royal group beset— 
They follow yelping on their trails, 
Nor even give the Prince or WALES 
The law a heir would get. 
For though the taste is general 
Throughout the human race, 
And man’s a hunting animal, 
The cad best loves the chase, 
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Going a Krupper! 


TE Pall Mall alleges that the Russian Artillery Commission ap- 
pointed to report on the Krupp ordinance had for their object the 
establishing of that system of ordnance, not the breaking down of it, 
in consequence of the large orders that had been given for the supply 
of guns. If this be true the Commission was guilty of Kruppt 
practices. 


A Windfall. 

Tue Rev. F. Lowr, who created some excitement in fashionable 
circles a few years ago, by eloping with Lapy ADELAIDE VANE-TEMpest, 
has just been presented by Mr. Disraewt with one of the best livings 
in the gift of the crown. He will no doubt thoroughly realise the 
truth of the old saw—* It is an ill wind that blows no man any good.” 
That can hardly be rightly desciibed as a vain tempest which blew nim 
a good living. 





A STIFF ONE FOR THE FIELD. 
Way is a man who rides a good fencer to hounds like Miss YonGE’s 
latest novel ?—Because he’s a chap-let-off purls (Chaplet of Pearis). 
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HINTS ON PERSONAL APPEARANCE. 
A sinGuran brilliancy may be given to the eyes by allowing a small 


quantity of soapsuds to enter those organs while washing the face. 
but, according to the French pro- 


| 


| This will be found painful at first ; 
| verb, Il faut souffi ir pour etre beau, 
| The hair should be cut with eciesors and not carved with a knife 
and foik or mutilated with a saw. Gold hair is more valuabie than 
| Silver; the latter never grows ubove the crown. Baldness may be 
| prevented by ;inning the huir securely at the roots, or by dying at the 
age of eightcen. 

The operation of shaving is attended with considerable danger, as 
the razor frequently inflicts a wound upon the epidermis. Care should 
consequently be tiken to select an instrument so blunt as to be quite 
incapable of cutting the skin. In ease of an accidental gash, a smal! 
piece of cobweb—exsily procured at any of the wine vaults in the 
London Docks—should be applied as quickly as possible to the injured 
spot. 

The nails should be cut or bitten tolorably short. Painters and 
caricaturists frequently permit the left thumbnail to remain long, as it 
serves them to take sketches of life and manners upon, and saves the 
expense of paper. Indian fanatics have been occasionally known to 
remain with their hands closed until the nails have penetrated them 
through and through. ‘This, however, is a practice that gives little 
satisfaction to themselves and nonce whatever to anybody else. 

The human elbow is a beautifully-constructed fabric, but it should 
never be visibly obtruded through a hole in the coat. The knee-pan 
also—or pate/la—though equally curious in formation, should remain a 
mystery for the general public. 

The boot, as at present constituted, is a torture worthy of the In- 
quisition in its most geniul times. From this horrible instrument we 
proceed by degrees to a state of comparative comfort ; the shoe—the 
slipper—the golosh! Goloshes are objected to by meny on the.ecore 
of drawing the feet ; but a well-drawn foot is a rare and a charming 
spectacle. 

Hats should be worn more on the back of the head than at present, 
80 that they may exhibit the frontal development and keep the brain- 
pan in a state of pleasant warmth. The custem of sleeping in.a hat 
is injurious to health, as it prevents the head from reposing flat mpon 
the pillow and gives rise to disturbing dreams. 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Stetches, unless they are 
accompanied dy @ stomped and directed envelope, and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for (oss. | 

W. B. (Ventnor).—The paper you send us, “ The Phunny Phellow’’— 
whose fun seems to consist in putting ‘‘ ph”’ for ‘“‘f’’—it is an American 
journal, and like its fellows lives by stealing from the English papers. 

Petrr PickLe.—Oh, pickles! ware. 

W.H. J. (Glasgow).— Have you never met with the following lines :— 

**So they went and told the sexton, 
And the sexton tolled the bell’’ ? 

“Our REesmpenT MAN1ac reminds us less of a maney ’ack than of a more 
patient quadruped not gifted with a flowing mane. en 

B. (Southwark-bridge).—It is impossible for us to notice it. — 

F. E. H. (Long-lan).—Well, if you have Long Lain you might have got 
up something better. 

R. B. (Bolton-road) —See answer to “'B.,”’ and be answered. 

G. C. (Brecon).—Your “ invention’’ was anticipated many a long year 6go. 

PasH.—Pish! 

J. O.—Oh, dear, no! Notforus,J.O. | ; 

W. T. (Briston).—Your joke about shooting stars is unshootable, we 
don’t think it would go off well. me 

A. M. (Wandsworth-road).—Cannot you strike out an original line fur 
yourself? athe 

8. F. (Twickenham).—Your seal is evidently agem. We 
say as much for your enclosure. 

F. J. C. (Bermondsey).— Not worthy of a tanner. — 

M. T. (Clapham).—A captain may always be a skipper, but he must not 
use the ropes of the ship to skip with. ; ; 

CENsoRIoUs.—It was a breach of propriety on their part; but, then, 
surely they may trespass on their own mancers if they like! 

DRAGON.—We do not require acrostics :—a remark we have never made 
before! 

S. B. S. (Comberwoll).— Tot to-deg, thank you. 

E. G. (Knightsbridge).— Thanks, 

Destined with sate, — HL. W., Halifax; S. O., Dalston ; H. K. B. ; 
G. W., Hackney; W. S. B., Kentish-town; Leicester; Lb. S. it., Glazgow ; 
N.: A. J. R., Chelsea; C. F. B.; Hants; Query; T. H., Tynemouth ; 
G. B. M., Glasgow; A. N.B., Beverley; J. R., Pendleton ; Vernon de 3S. ; 
.B.C., Neere; Xiph; K., Arbour-eq.; Peter; Thank Q ; Vilikins; } 
iverpool; Moreton; H. L., Liverpool ; A Manchester Muffin ; M. J.; 
x; V. V. V., Norwood; P. L., Bayswater, Nobody’s Godfather ; An 
Old Subscriber; Ranunculus; W.R., Dublin; R.; Mixture as Betore ; 
R. §&., Leith; R. R., Swansea; J. L. K.; P.5S., Bi:kenhead. 
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Young Lady :—“ Don't GO THAT WAY, AUNTIE DEAR; THOSE YOUNG FELLOWS STARE AT ME 80!” 
Auntie :—* Poou, Nonsense! It’s your FANCY. THEY DON’T STARE AT me!” 











But, on my word, it seems to me 
A national disgrace, 

That ev’ry mortal work I see 
Is purely common-place. 


COMMON - PLACE. 


I’m weary of the dull remarks 
That occupy my time— 


About the weather or the parks ee ee 


Or politics or crime. 
I always listen with a frown 
Upon my manly face 


A verse or two of rhyme ; 
But only gnaw my precious pen 
And waste my precious time. 


When people pull my spirits down 
By talking common-place. 


When people play or people sing, 
(Because they think 3 sad) ; 

Or laugh or dance—or anything— 
They nearly drive me mad. 

They try to my gloom away— 
"l'is not for ¢hem to chase, 

For what they sing or dance or play 
Is always common-place. 


Perhaps I strive to skim a book, Contemptible. | 
An essay, or review ; FLIntskIn is a mean fellow,—he writes his love letters on his | 


Or, if a lyric comes to light, 
There never seems a trace 
Of poetry in what I write— 
But lots of common-place. 


All Moonshine. 


A canarp has been flying about to the effect that the authorities 
at Paris have seized the moon on account of its being the parish 
Lanterne. 


Perhaps I boldly try to look employer's invoices, and has the effrontery to term them “ di//-head- 
The latest novel through. woos I”? 








- BOYS’ SUITS, 16s. TO 45s. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. 78. 


Very little love of law prevails 

In that country ; now we bear sad tales 
Of Agrarian murders, landlords slain, 
And fresh tumults in the land again. 


| 1.—It had a happy place of rest, 

| It shone upon a maiden’s breast ; 
The face of some old classic swell, 
With cunning skill engraven well. 


2.—When playing at Homburg, the pitiful ninnies 
Have long rolls of paper containing their guineas 
Or else their napoleons: one would be pleasant, 
And two an exceedingly joy-giving present. 


3.—A very peculiar flavour 
It has, and to mutton gives savour. 


4.—He sang of English lakes, Italian hills, 
And like a dream his rhyming comes and fills : | 
My heart when thinking in some twilight gloom an BH me ih | : WI 
Of Bearrice Cenci and her doom. AN vet i k 
5.—Tom Incoxpssy tells us they use this identical TSS | | MON NY | 
Word in what cabalists now call a pentacle. ALAN eee h esta mh) (ar 


6.—A pot that often holds good ale; 
W hat shipwrights call a stout tree-nail ; 
To guess the word you cannot fail. 


i 
} 
| i 


enh 
PRET 
7.—He wrote an illegible letter, 

He spelt in maniacal ways, 

Knew nothing, nor got any better 

du all his illiterate days. 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 76.— Farcs, Risen :— 
Fender, Anthropophagi, Rags, Ermine, Season. 


Correct Sotuttons or Acrostic No. 76, RECEIVED 26th AucusT:— | 
Our Charlie; Girls of the Period. 


Latest Effect of the Heat. | a | , 
It is reported in city circles that an exceptionally ) | | i i Hl 
large number of “sweated” sovereigns has been re- | aI INDI Pm) A 


ceived this summer at the Bank of England. | WASH YER LITTLE GAME ? 





Ty Vino Veritas.—Tue Tuine tHat TeLts a TALE— “ How did it happen? Why we were shunted ona siding to let the express 
A “splitting ’’ headache. pass, and some energetic porter took us for an empty ccrriage and began to mop the 
oe te glass. The Governor opened the window to explain—and you may guess the rest.” 

An Earty Provers.—More Hastings, less speed. |  ~ Extract from a Letter. 








-_— ee ti— 


‘‘ Pick-me-up,” Indeed! | Answers to Correspondents, 


A TuHrrsty soul hearing that some of our fast trains, in order to 
economise time, pick up their water on the road, suggests that an 
adaptation of this plan might be carried out so that passengers could at | ourselves responsible for loss.] 
certain points pick up a glass of brandy and water. The subject, we | L'Esperance.—Your lines “My Nelly,” are a nellymentary essay. 
think, is worth consideration. | With regard to rhyme, they are a decided frost. 

ND | H.H. (Uttoxeter.)—You seem so anxious to eee yourself in print that 
| we will gratify your ambition by publishing the first four lines of your 
| letter— more eepecially as they afford excellent examples of several forms of 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold 





A Hint to Game Preservers. 

Ir you wish to prevent your keepers from kuocking over an | },4 grammar :— 
occasional head of game for their own benefit, eee that they shoot only ‘‘ Having already sent an M.S.to your paper, but which was returned, would 
with ‘‘ Vermin Powder.” (After this we expect to find the approaches | yoy inform me,” eic. 


to 80, F'leet-street blocked with hampers of game.) First of all, H. H. (and other writers) “ having sent,’’ should refer to the 
— | pominative of the main sentence. But you don’t mean ‘ will you, having 
A Matter of Taste already sent, etc., inform me.” In the next place, *‘but which”’ is not 


. Ths ‘ ” . . - | English; and as you wri'e it, ‘‘which”’ refers to ‘‘ paper,”’ not ‘* MS.,”’ as 
" Tue D ashing W hite Sergeant,’ a Fantasia for the pianoforte, as | ee intend it to ae There! , There's a leszon in grammar for you--all for 
described by its publishers us being an “elegant work’’—to our | the small sum of one penny ! 

thinking, there can be but little elegance about an officer who has an| g§ ¢, Hoven (Chicago).—An American correspondent with this sig- 

expletive constantly on his lips. | nature falls foul of us for a paragraph in our Jast number joking abc 

eS robbers seizing a railway train. = ones ae rn to * slowmé 

of the railway. He says we shall ‘‘ admit our dulness of com 

The Long and Short of it. | hension hia’ be tells us the train was captured at a station’! 

ApaitTINnG that long sermons are, as a rule, injudicious, we should | that didn’t make it ten times worse. In conclusion, he refera to 
be sorry to see the extreme in the opposite direction carried out. How | terrible accident at Abergele, and says that he shall be pleased to fu 
painful must it be to hear of a clergyman constantly having “a few | the press < coe + ow yore ied cot es = bl — 
, ”? wi i | quite a credit to his coun e can fin e al 
Wyre ae ee ee | Declined with thauke:—W. W. H., Old Trafford; W., Chelsea: G. 
. Edinburgh; T. G. P., St. Albans; Yorkshire Elector; J.M.H., Hawie 
A Thought on a Sympathetic Plant. | A. E. F., Deptford; M. R., Peterncetesoe 5 A. H. Eos Tooquay ; is 
i _ 'Dumblane; Hop-o’-my-Thumb; T. T., Mildmay-park; K., Manches 
_ Canpacrs have been sold this summer at threepence each.— Hard | ig nei F ate Chee: WP aes Bioware Fw Dl 
lines for the cigar trade! | Squ'ffy, Exeter; Dunoon; H. J., Forest Gate; Dicwopolis; Bea; M. C, 
; : 'Newnham; H. S., Portobello; Ida P.; R. T. V., Worcester; Fuimus; 
SurpPinG InteLLicence.—Insuring at Lloyd's. _C. H., Savoy-street. 
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A NEW VIEW OF 


Crowning the Edifice. 


Tue next time you hear an idiot 
shout “I'll have your hat!’’ let 
him have it, and one for his nob into 
the bargain, for here is a piece of 
good news: | atent has been 
granted to a Mr. J. WueAriey for 
“an improved construction of chim- 
ney Pee J. vat Re reyes | — 
on su ing ® long felt want, an 
has eat beat wishes for his success. 
Whatéver shape his improvement — 
may take, it certainly can:ot be thore 
hideows than our picsént héead- 


gear. AM 
& Billy-wet.. 

Orb Maontit—just for the fun of 
the thing= likeness taken 
the other day on board the: Hampton 
Court boat. So cleverly did the 
artist—believed to be the last of his 
race—catch the expression, that 
everyone who has seen the portrait 
declares it must have been produced | 
by the Jolly - Dog - uerreotype | 
process. 


a 


FOR 8MALL TEA PARTIES. 


Wuart is the difference between 
the cup that cheers, and the flowing 
bowl ?—One is a-musing, the other 
be-musing. 


THE GRAMMAR OF THE FUTURE. 


Ir is most desirable that the Pali Mali Gazette should lose no more 
time in issuing its edition of the English Grammar. That the talented 
organ in question is establishing new ee rules for the English 
language ne one who has ever read a dozen columnsof it can possibly 
doubt. But until it gives to the world the laws which govern its 
composition, and so long, therefore, as we have only LinpieyY Murray 
to guide us, its writing will remain a mystery to those who have had 
the benefit of the old system of education. We take two instances of 
its style from a single number—that of Saturday the 15th ultimo. 

** But one cannot help foreseeing an endless series of difficulties in the way of the 
consolidation of the Austrian empire so long as its German portion insists upon 
parading its merits and its ‘ mission before the eyes of their fellow-subjects.’ ” 

Does the P. M. G. mean by “their fellow-subjects”’ the fellow- 
subjects of the merits and the mission? It cannot—by the old rules 
of g:iammar—mean the fellow-subjects of ‘the German portion’’ be- 
cause that is singular—the nominative of the singular verb “ insists.’’ 
We want the new grammar to show us what is meant by the pronoun 
“their.” Will it rule that * portion”’ as a noun of multitude can be 
both singular and plural in the same gentence? Our second instance 
is stranger still :— 

** Lines, in which the usual quiet eadency of the last part are replaced by two loud 
and emphatic triplet:.”’ , 

Blind followers of Lixptzy Murpay would have safd “ cadency is,” 
in the belief that a singular noun requires a verb in the singular. But 
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FUN. 


> RAFTY RE¥NARD one fine day 
_ Asked the 






Wily Reynards, that I know, 
Doing busineés in the city, 


antly as cork— 

Sink liké toad 

Eating s6tip witli Kitife and fork 
Is a thing you ¢afi’t do, neatly ! 


“COMPULSORY EDUCATION.” 


Our youngest, who has been reading the papers, says this is his notion of “ Compulsory education.” 


EE ES LN a 


(Surruwen 5, 1868, 








AN OLD FABLE. 


Well-intentioned folks, too, oft 


‘billed stork to dinner : Charity in vain expending, 


But con t to lay Nuts to those whose gums are soft, 
Out of ¥ plates, the sinner ! Coals to Africa are sending. 

And ha 6f the stork Schemes for feeding Jews on pork 
Was dissowtited tiius completel y— They consider framed discreetly — 

Eating soup with kitife and fork Eating soup with knife and fork 
Is a thing you caii’t do neatly. Is a thing you can't do neatly. 


Rogues or fools! ’tis much the sanie : 
Long-billed birds with shallow dishes 


Into partnership will go To supply is still their game, 
With poor stofké==the more’sthe pity. Heedless of their victims’ wishes ; 
They swim b Long-necked jug for long-billed stork 


Is the vessel chosen meetly — 
Eating soup with knife and fork 
Is a thing you can't do neatly. 


their partners fleetly. 
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then the new grammar may inform us that “are,” instead of being 


| governed by its ncminative, is plural to oblige the ‘loud and om- 


phatic triplets.” 

We repeat it is desirable that the P. M. G. should lose no time in 
publishing its new edition of the English langudge. One of the 
objects of its establishment was the abolition of penny-a-liner com- 
position; and it is very certain no penny-a-liner could have written 
such English as we quote. 





A Distressing Case. 


We read with the deepest interest and concern the following adver- 
tisement in the “agony” column of the Zimes :-— 

Five POUNDS REWARD,—DOG LOST.— White Poodle, #horn, with long hang- 
ing ears. Answers to the name of Bianca, Only understands German. Neck 
collar yellow leather, with a brass plate.—B——, owner, etc., etc. 

Poor Bianca! Inmagine her difficulty when she lost her way! Of 
course, as she only understands Germun, it was useless to inquire of 
other dogs, for we fear London street-curs are not acquainted with 
foreign tongues—unless they steal them from provision-dealers. ‘Ihe 
fact that some dogs spend a good deal of time in the kennel does not 
pee that they acquire a mastery of such a guttural language as 

erman. 





| AS. PAT WOULD SAY, 
Beavutirvt ror River.—The Thames Embankment. 
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OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


Oy policy of the Southern Railways appears 








to be to wait, in the hope that by-and-by the 





BAY as  \ public will get over its indignation at the in- 
w oe E creased fares, and that—as they say in the ad- 
ene vertisements in the ‘‘agony”’ column—“ all 


will be forgiven.”” Itrests with the public to 
disprove the expectations of the Directors. We 
must be as obstinate as our oppressors. I am 
glad to know that the new “ people’s lines” 
are finding support, and that active steps aré being taken to have their 
biils ready for next session. I hope that railway travellers have noted 
a case reported lately, in whith a railway company were sued in the 
County Court for damages for loss of time. They pleaded their 
announcement that “they were not responsible for delays,’ but 
judgment was given against them. It is not clearly proved yet that 
in the recent awful calamity at Abergele the locking of the carriage 
doors did not prevent the eseape of sone of the passengers. The 
practice is most dangerous, and is, I bélieve, illegal; for it has been 
urged that an action for impriso#ment of undue detention would lie. 
But on these and other questions I trust the public will be better 
informed before long, as it is proposéd to publish an abstract of the 
Acts (they are not many, thanks to the failway influence in Parliament), 
which have been passed for the protéetion of the public and the regu- 
lation of railways. 

I see Str Ricnarp Mayné ha§ extended the operation of the 
muzzling edict until further, notice. Obstinacy and ignorance could 
hardly go beyond this. When will this most incompetent though doubt- 
less worthy old gentleman retire ? Slippers and an easy chair would be 
more proper for him thafi the despotic throne of Scotland-yard. 
Cannot the Society for the prevention of Cruelty to Animals take him 
in hand, and instil a little knowledge of the natural history of the 
canine tribe into him ? 

Tue “poems” of the late Mus. Menxen, in a sealed packet with a 
deep black border, have reached me. The little volume is published b 
Mr. Horren, to whom it owes the livery of woe I have described. 
Nice paper, print, and binding, with pretty little cuts (occasionally 
calling to memory rather strongly some of Kenny Mgapows’s vignettes 
to SHAKrsreAre), deserve a word of commendation. Of the com- 

ositions it would be useless to speak critically now; it would have 
come difficult enough to speak were their author living, for one does 
not like to be hard on a woman’s writing. But it is not out of place 
to say that a glance at the book at once disproves the rumour afloat 
some time since that the “‘poems’’ were written for Mrs. Menxen— 
or at all events polished and remodelled. 

In Zinsley’s for September the “ Rock Ahead” is concluded, and 
“Breaking a Butterfly’? moves on a stage. Apropos of breaking 
butterflies, the critic of the Oswestry Advertiser has stuck a neat little 
pin through “ Guy Livingstone,’’ who has made one of his characters 
in this new novel declare Porz the chief of English poets for writing 
the line ‘‘God made the country, but man made the town’’—the line 
being Cowrer’s! “Criticisms on Contemporaries” takes up Mr. 
Matruew ArNo_tp this week, and handles him rather severely—in 
fact, shakes a good deal of the sawdust life-bleod out of him. ‘ Bob- 
bington,’’ with a pleasing picture, is an agreeable paper. ‘“ English 
Photographs” are as bad as usual, though their author admits that 
Englishmen are better hands at cricket and fox-hunting than the 
Americans! ‘Found Drowned,” with a clever but unpleasant illus- 
tration, is a straining after Brownine. It is full of violent figures, 
such as “Gloating water—a clot whose slow leaks are tattooing her 
cheeks.” How does water gloat? How can water (meaning a river) 
be aclot? And how do leaks tattoo? 

Tue August number of the Ipswich School Magazine, the Eiizabethan, 
comes late. It is calculated to satisfy those even who deprecate 
juvenile magazines for schools, for it is filled with the prize com- 
positions, a report of the speech day, and school intelligence. It con- 
tains an elegant translation of “Tithonus” into Latin Hexametcrs, 
some good Greek Iambics, and some musical Alcaics. 

In this number of Science Gossip there is a new amusement pro- 
pounded for those who have wearied of the old forms of vivara. A 
correspondent suggests a Formicary, in which the workings of a nest 
of ants may be watched. The notion is not a bad one, and the study 
would be full of interest. There is a capital illustration this month of 
the waxwing. 

In The Naturalist’s Note Book for August, there are numbers of most 
interesting memoranda of strange facts and freaks. I do not know 
any cheap periodical that one could give to a boy which would do him 
as much good as this little monthly. It will encourage habits of 
observaticn, and patient industry, which are invaluable. 

————=—=—=_————_————_— 
Wuat Ramway CHARGES ALWAYS AtE:—Fafe enough! 
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A CAPITAL NOTION. 


TO THE EDITOR oF “run.” 


Srr,—The service is going to the deuce, I don’t think that remark 
has been made before, and so I emphatically repeat it, the éervice is 
going tothedeuce. A lot of confounded amateurs ate interfering with the 
army. They are meddling with promotion by purchase, the palladium 
of British arms. They have attacked many items of military costume. 
The next thing they will do will be to attack thé beaf-skin! That 
sensible, commodious, light and pietutesque headdress is threatened ! 
I protest against tho iconoclastic tendencies of this age. ‘The Irish 
Church is threatened; and then, encouraged by thé success which 
attended that act of impiety, the popular patty aim a blow at the 
sacred bear-skin of our invincible grenadiers. 1 would attempt to 
stem the current. I beg you will allow me to give a sketch of a 
portion of the battlements of Windsor Castle, drawn by me two days 
ago. What eould add to the architectural beauty of the battlements 
like those two noble examples of a rational style of head.gear? Utility 
and beauty combine to make the bear-skin the very perfection of a 
military accoutrement. Should the Irish Church perish, it would be 
terrible enough, but when the hand of innovation is stretched out to 
the bear-skin, there only remains one thing to be attacked—I allude, 


sir, to the Throne. Yours, etc., 
An Ovp Burrerr. 





DOWN BY THE SEA. 


Wearx of working, and sick of society, 
Flying from fashion and tired of the town, 
Seeking for quiet, for rest, for variety, 
Here by the salt sea I’ve settled me down. 
Here in this quiet, this quaintest of villages, 
Touched not by tourists, to cockneys unknown ; 
Where not a lodging-house landlady pillages, 
Here from the bustle of London I’ve flown! 


Diff’ring from most other seaside localities, 
Here there’s no pump-room, no pier, and no bands ; 
No esplanade with its fussy formalities, 
Donkeys, nor bathing machines on the sands. 
No one to plague me with prosiest platitudes, 
Here I can smoke all the day if I please ; 
Here I can loaf in the laziest attitudes, 
Watching the breakers and sniffing the breeze. 


Splashing for hours ’midst the waves and the jelly fish, 
Looking for limpets and prying for prawns! 

Making my tea off the freshest of shelly fish, 
Tea, too, al fresco—on greenest of lawns. 

Sketching old fishermen, and their brown daughters, tuo, 
Washing their nets in the fresh rushing tarn ; 

Sailing for miles o’er the calm moonlit waters, tvo, 
Learning their lingo from many a “ yarn!” 


Oh! what a change from the mighty metropolis— 
Shingle and sea, ’stead of “ Ride” and of “ Row’ — 
Better—how far—than some seaside ‘“‘ Snobopolis,’’ 
Is this sweet spot where the pure breezes blow. 
Gladly I miss all the whirl and the weariness, 
Of that great city left lately by me; 
Think with disgust of its din and ite dreariness, 
In my sweet solitude “down by the sea!” 
Oe 
Wherz A STaBE®iray @PRkixe EmPioisent sxoutp 60.—To “Os-@ 
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‘*CANS’T THOU NOT MINISTER TO A MIND?” 


Fond Parent :—“ Wk DON'T FIND HE GETS ON WITH HIS LEARNING.” | 
Schoolmaster :—** Weit, I FEAR HE NEVER WILL DO MUCH. Her HAS—H'M—IN FACT—HE HAS NO CAPACITY !” | 
Fond Parent :—“* WEtL, WELL, MY GOOD 8IR, WE AIN’T PARTICKLER WHAT WE PAY. L&T HIM HAVE ONE AT ONCE!” 
| 

| 

| 











A REMINISCENCE OF WIMBLEDON. The Marylebone Westry. 
Arrn—The “ Arrow and the Song.” ae enone Deaneaae has issued on evens to his constituents, in 
| which he delicately insinuates a touch of westry language to prove how 
(AMasstoso.) -_ oe oT ar bade woe whee ; oreaeny, a represents them. We quote literally from the Zim-s of 


I searched in vain for it day and night, 
And the captain said that it served me right. 


(Con anima.)—I kicked the captain into the air, 
He was in plain clothes, so I did not care. 
With wax-end boots I was stoutly shod, 
So I told him to follow the flight of my rod. 


( Fortissimo.)—Long, long after my little joke, 
The captain lay with his clavis broke; : 
And the rod from beginning to end 
I found again in the leg of a friend. 

( Triomphante.)—And the rod from beginning to end 


‘*Three years ago I was most unexpectedly inwited by an influential party 
among you to becoine a candiiste for your suffrages.” 
Qf course the Marrowbones will prove cleavers to a candidate who 
thus wigorously windicates the walued werbal wirtues of the westry ! 





Order ! 


We have always thought that the railways, among their other 
monopolies, had the exclusive rizht of manufacturing cripples and 
invalids-for-life. To judge trom the following advertisement from a 
provincial paper this is not the case :— 


a ee 


I found again in the leg of a friend. PERAMBOLATORS! PERAMBULATORS!!—The Largest, Best, and Cheapest 
Stock of Perambulators ever seen is at ——’s Manufactory, —-- street, 
—— Newcastle-on-Tyne.—N.B.—Invalids Made to Order. 











Odd Rabbit it! haiti bt lca 
ie Sale t Son of cnaliinn.- indebted e Weather at Baden and Hombourg. 
aun Tine: to remerpeee Sona thane tvéd from th Tue heat at these fashionable spots has been so very great that in 


to it for the word “diocess.’’ As the word diocese is derived from the } 
Greek &o.xnois there seems no ground for the reduplication of the | 8°me instances people have actually burnt their fingers at the gaming 
“s’"—but the Zimes le veut! Last week it favoured us with another | tables! 


ovelty in a leader on the destruction of smal] birds :— 
" : ‘ En Suite. 


‘* The owl and the stoat live not only upon young rabits and partridges, but also, / 
* At the coming Westminster election should the friends of the Female 


and by preference, upon rats and mice. “ 
Hitherte, we did not think of applying the question two “b”’ or not | ranchise demand a poll, we trust their “pole’’ will net be a daton de 
two “b” to the rabbit, but we suppose that what the Zimes sets forth | 44e¢, as that is fated to end in a licking. 


in its leader columns is law; and, therefore, those frisky creatures 
must accept this new rule as the law of their ‘‘b ing. CH ERE Best “ Vest”? ror THE Season.—The Harvest. 
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UN would meet the new Parliament ! 

The good news was whispered far and wide. It flashed 
beneath the sea through a thousand cables, and careered over 
the land on a myriad posts, telegraphic as well as general! 

The public were delighted. Each separate elector, now 
or old, felt that his efforts at the late election were ratified by 
the recognition which Fun was about to bestow on the new 
Parliament. 

The members were in a great state of excitement. Some 
who were for the first time about to enter the Chamber of 
Legislature trembled to think how greatly the effect of such a 
new sensation would be enhanced by the presence of the great 
Fun, 

With the sensitiveness of great natures, Fun, who had 
walked to the House with the new Premier, waited for a moment 
at the door to exchange a few words with the yenerable door- 
keeper, in order that Mr. GLADSTONE’Ss reception might not be 
merged in the ovation certain to be offered to His Funship. 
But as soon as the cheers had somewhat subsided, he glided up 
the chamber, and slid his hand into the arm of his respected 
friend and coadjutor. 

When Fun was thus observed supporting the new Prime 
Minister the uproar became terrific ; cheer followed upon cheer ; 
and even the SPEAKER might have been observed throwing up 
his hat and wig with an air of delight, in which dignity was 

== eee||| blended with enthusiasm. 

| As soon as the QuEEN’s Speech had been delivered, Fun, 
at the special and urgent request of the Lower House, returned 
to the Commons, and with his accustomed urbanity consented 
to give them a little brief advice. 


Ew —— a THE ADDRESS. 
SS SS GENTLEMEN OF THE HovsE oF COMMONS :— 
The estimates for the coming year must be kept down. 
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The efficiency of the services must be kept up. The public pocket must be spared. With a view to this I shall send copies 

of my journal to you, gratis, feeling compelled to decline the honour you have expressed yourselyes so anxious to do me of 
taking it in at the public expense as ‘“‘ likely to exercise a beneficial effect over Her Majesty’s House of Commons.” 

Our relations with foreign Powers are friendly, and are likely to remain friendly as long as they continue so. But not 
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a minute longer. I think, however, that at any rate as far as Greece and Turkey are concerned; we shall haye no more 
trouble, 

With regard to our negotiations with America about the Alabama Treaty, I think we have goné quite half way to meet 
the United States. If they choose to decline our terms, I don’t think we need to trouble our heads any moro about them, but 
may leave them to their own tarnally catawampus’d devices. | | 

I regret that there are disturbances in New Zealand; but I think the colony is big enough to look after itself, Besides, 
if we send out an energetic and active man he will be prosecuted by the Jathaica Committee on his return, and then we should 
have t hang—the Jamaica Committee, which one does not want to dd; 

The condition of Ireland is the first thing you have to attend to, I need hot advise you on that point, for you ave in the 
new Premier the great master of the question, who will teach yoti. Only mind you do as he bids you. 

There has been a good deal of bribery and treating at the last election. You must look to it—and whilé you are doing it, 
you may as well extend the remedies to municipal elections, whith are always corruptly, venally, and disreputably con- 
ducted. 

Yoii will also be good enough to turn your attention to the question of Educatioh, A great matiy of you must know from 
personal experience how much it is required. 

The compound householder’s grievances, the control of county fates, and some miich=ideded amendments of the Bankruptey 
Law will be brought under your consideration. Be go0d enough to give them your best attetition. 

: Finally, don’t talk too inuch, and work too littl®: Try.to squabblé 48 séldom as possible; aad don’t call names. And for 
this session especially strive to divest yoursel¥és of bigotty and party spitit, Of Yeur conduet, and on that alone, depends the 
continuance of my ssteem. 


Once tiéte the House re-echoed to the shouts of its jtibilant members. 

But when the new Premier issued from the Palace of Westminster, carrying beneath his atm a volume Which assured the 
British public that he had been favourably received by the great Fun, and was about to study his teaching, a roar of 
delight went up that quite eclipsed the shouts of Uollective Wisdom. And no wonder, for the mighty work which the 
new Prime Minister bore was : 


Che Eighth Volume of the Hey Series of Fun. 
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MEMORIA TECHNICA 
ZODIACALIS. 


Lest January should be hot 
It boasts a Man with Water-pot. 
St. Val. in February wishes 
That love should swim like little 
Fishes. 
A Ram appears in March, nor 
scorns 

To take the winter by the horns, 
In April water-butts are full, 
And butts are dealt-in by a Bull. 
Cricket and boating start in May, 
And so the 7wins about it play. 
In June we've out-of-doors con- 

fab, 
And what are pic-nics sine Crab. 
The days of dogs proclaim July, 
And dogs before a Lion fly. 
Good corn and wine in August 

merge in, 
A month made happy by a Virgin. 
September 29th, inspect 
If your bank Balance is correct. 

en leaves in rich October fall, 
Then Scorpions and insects crawl. 
November’s Archer stands to try 
And shoot the meteors in the sky. 
December crawls in tattered coat, 
And P07 ag his grey-beard like a 

oat. 








| ‘ : 
5 
‘ ' ; 
S 
rs P i * “ 
: AN Y b , ' j 
Fe WS rise 
ye ‘ 
* 1 ‘ ' 
J SY "1 rn ‘ \ 
Ot as 
r | SS \ 
Pr 4h 
Oe ‘ AT - 
, WAH Tre | 
us GeAanil 





January xxxi Days. 
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GARDENING OPERATIONS. 

Hoe your parsnips; that is, if your father’s 
tai ors have been imprudent enough to give you 
credit. ' 

You may p'ant scar’et runners in the open now, 


' if you like—only ming we don’t advise you to 


do s0. 
Now is the time to roll the flower beds if you 
are anxious to do it. 





PREDICTIONS. 

THERE will be many dark hours during these 
months—many dark hours for England and the 
continent—especially between nine at night and 
three in the morning. 

The Emperor of the French may become 


seriously involved with the United States with | 


regard to the prohibitive duties on French 
mustard. But then, on the other hand, he may 
not. The revelations of the stars are not precise on 
this point.—About the second week of the second 
month there will be great troubles at the General 
Post-Office, but all will be well in the end. 


February, xxviii Days. § 










THIRTY days hath September, 
April, June, and November, 
All the rest have thirty-one, 
A line is wanted, Mr. Fun, 
Except in Leap Year, then’s the 
time 
February’s days refuse to rhyme. 
Ir March cometh in like a lion, 
Your hats and your caps have an 
eye on, 
As a lamb you are told it will 
vanish, 
But nonsense like this you must 
banish. 


ENCOURAGING. 

THE British public are not slow 
to reward even the humblest pro- 
fessor of the fine arts. Take a few 
coloured chalks, and portray a 
mackerel and a broken plate on the 
pavement, and see how quickly you 
will have a crowd “oollecting’’ 
around you. 





AMONG the fair sex a fancy fer 
the turf is happily the exception— 
not the rule. Zhey don’t want to 
be put up to “a wrinkle.”’ 
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Mamma :—“ MY DEAR CHILD, YOU REALLY MUST NOT TAKE NOTICE OF SUCH RUDE BOYS 
Eleanor (who has just been taiking to Butcher-boy) :—“ Ou, MAMMA, I’M SURE HE’S NOT 
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AS THAT. 


LET ME DRIVE HIS PIG ALL DOWN THE HIGH-STREET THE OTHER DAY !”’ 





| NEW SAWS BY AN 
OLD LUNATIC, 
Wuewn January chilly blows, 
Mayhap you'll have to blow 
| - your nose ; 
| If February comes in hot, 
You'll think it’s Leap Year, 
| though it’s nct. 
Look out, if lamblike comes in 
| March, 
. And mix some blue-bag with 
| your stare h; 
| When April veryshow’ ry falls, 
| The little ones may play with 
| balls ; 
| If crocuses appear in May, 
| Your fields are worth a lead 
of hay; 
WwW bed birds in June begin to 


The | bees will make their 
queen a king! 

Beware of cherries in July, 

Particularly in a pie! 

When August eighth in rank 


appears, 
You'd better crop your sheep 
with shears ; 
ne sportsmen never 
ai 


To salt the partridge on” the 
tail ° 


ry 

You'll know that staggerers 
ain’t sober ; 

Be careful of November fogs, 

And always muzzle all your 
dogs ; 

When fires are wanted, then 
remember, 

That Christmas cometh in 
December. 


| If leaves keep falling”in Ucto- 
| be 


How To Orrenpd A HAtt- 
INé Ruy MESTER.—Pity his 
‘* poor feet.”’ 


SS 





Tourist (slaking his thirst at hedge ale-house) :—‘‘ BEER RATHER NEW, EH?”’ 


Boniface :—“ WELL—NOo—I DOAN’] GIT; MOOCH COMPLENTS. LET ME ZEE! 
Tus 18 MONDAY—ISS— WELL, ’ TWHe RAS ow D JIST DREE WEEKS COM’ 
NEX’ VRIDAY VORTNIT!” eee ae | 
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RUDE, HE’S SUCH A KIND BOY,—WHY HE 





THE SILLY THING! 


NELLIE trembles for her 
hold on the affections of her 
darling Willy—as dapper a 
little clerk as ever asked you 
‘‘ Hard or soft?” at the Bank 
of England. She has heard 
that there are “ transfer days”’ 
at that establishment. 


THE DEVELOPMENT OF 
SPECIES. 
PRoresson DARWIN must 
read with intense satisfaction 
that the portfolio of the 
Minister of Public Works in 
the new Spanish Government 
has fallen to Senor Gorilla. 


A HOARSE WHISPER. 


It is astonishing how small 
a foundation rumour requires. 
It was reported the other day 
that there was a screw loose 
in Rawbone’s affairs, but it 
simply arose from the fact 
that he had turned his saddle- 
horse out to grass. 


WATCH YE UP TO? 


Wuat is the difference be- 
tween a Co. and a Chrono- 
meter ?—The former stops in 
order to take the benefit of 
the Winding-up Act, and the 
latter takes the benefit of the 
winding-up act in order not 
to stop. 





A Screw. — When _ the 
Money Market is suffering 
from the effects of a drain, it 
is not strange that it should 
be described as tight. 


ORNAMENTAL WATER.—A 
Bride’s Tears. 
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March, xxxi Days. April, xxx Days. 
1; M)st. David 17,W) st. Pate’ad 1) 1 Ail Fovols,17;8 
2 T 18 T Pri. Lou.} 2| F Cobden d.18 § 3S.af.Eas. 
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41! 20 8! 4 § Low Sun./20' T ey 
5 P| 2) Palm Sui] 5| M 21 W 5 
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7 § 48inLnt 23 T [18 -| 7 W Pr. Lepd,'23 F St.George 
s M! 24 W & T [b. 1853'24'S r 
OT |. 25 T!Lady day} ¥ F \|Ld.Bacon/25 § 4S.af.Eag. ‘ 
10 W [imp. 1842 26 F |Good FrJlo,S| [d. 162626 M. . 
11 T |tncome'l’. 27 8 11; § 2S.af.Eas.|27/T | 11789 6 
12 FY} 28 § Easter 8.12) 3! 128 W M Bounty ti 
13.3 | 29 M 13; T | Handel d,'20 T (fd. 1827 - 
14.§ 5SinbLnt. gu,T Sicilian J1i4)W L750 3 F Lond. Un. r 
15 Mj (b. 1856 31, W | Vsp.1282715 T | [den 1746) | ’ 
: , 16,1) Pri.lme.. | big! F UBL Cullo.! ri 
Ors : . é a = } 
Wy. : GARDENING OPERATIONS. - 


BARK your shins now if you intend doing it at 
all. Later in the season, when the sap begins to 
flow, such operations should be suspended. 

Beware of the Teetotaller about this time, he is 
inclined to sow-burrs. 

Look out for your grubs now. The best plan 
is to go carefully over the ground with a knife 
and fork. 

Never purchase a roller without trial. If you 
get someone to run it over your toes once or twice 
you will be able to judge approximately of its 
weight. 

If you wish to raise celery, you might see how 
a crane fixed at one of the top windows would 
answer. We don’t know. 


. ‘ ‘ 
Ae SOI or ewer s 


erences 


PREDICTIONS. 

SPAIN may or may not be in a disturbed state 
during these months. So may Italy. So, in 
short, may many countries, although May does 
not commence this year until after the 30th of ' 

April. 
Great events may be looked for during these sais, If they donot! There will be grave discussions in Parliament, if it happens te be 
up that is no fault of ours. | sitting, and violent speeches may possibly be made. 

The Queen will be in London or elsewhere at this time, and if the Con- There will be signs of great discontent among the cabmen. 

Servative Ministry still exists, Mr. Disraeli will govern the affairs of the —————— 
WHAT EVERY Britian SOLDIER SHOULD Possess.—An 4lma-hnace. 


country. 
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The Wetition of the Fairies to Father Christmas. 
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THE 
Petition of the Fairies 


HumBLy SHEWETH— 


May it please your Highness, 
We, the undersigned, 
Suffering from shyness, 
Difficulty find 
In our wish expressing, 
That you'll turn your mind 
To those wrongs ssing 
Under which we've pined 
Since the time 
When Pantomime, 
By Burlesque outshined, 
Has (the fact’s distressing) 
Constantly declined. 
Once we fairies sprightly 
Were the Lords of Yule, 
At the playhouse nightly 
Used the roast to rule. 
Then the children hailed us, 
Just returned from school ; 
Harlequin ne’er failed us— 
Clown aye played the fool— 
Pantaloon availed us 
For our ridicule. 
Columbine enchanting 
Tripped ’mid elfins; haunting 
Magic fount and pool, 
Cave and grotto cool. 
Now Burlesque the cunning, 
Wickedest of plagues, 
With incessant punning, 
And a show of legs, 
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Beats us many pegs, 


Not content with sipping 
At the cup of folly, 


Drains it to the dregs— 
Makes us melancholy ! 
Pantomime the jolly 

Utterly outstripping. 
In the Transformation 

Only we appear— 
(That denomination 

Is not very clear— 
Savé ‘tis occupation 

Of the very sphere 

Pantomime held dear) 
Fairies, intervening, 

Virtue aid no more, 
From all evil screening 

Good folks as of yore— 
Fairiés now no longer 


Wage 
fight, 


*gainst Vice 


Help in its des, tite, 
Weaker against stronger, 
Right, too, against might. 


Listét f6 our rhyme, 


Lord 6f mirth and chime! 


Honest Pantomime 

Of the olden time, 
Aid we pray 

Against grotesque 


opinjay 
~ Mad Buriscqué, 


And re tore his sway ! 
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Takes tip all the running— 
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the Established ( hurch to its foundation. 





FUN ALMANAC. 


_ Lhis 8 our commercial friend who imagines he is passing himself off as no end oy a swell, and so he is; but why, oh, why! did he leave his 
scissors in his pocket after cutting up his silks, thereby causing all the pretty girls to think hima tailor ? 


May, xxxi Days. June, xxx Days. 
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GARDENING OPERATIONS. 


ALways call a spade a spadé—but it won’t 
come any the sooner for that. If it continues in- 
exorable you had better fetch it yourself to avoid 
discomfort. 

Snails are a great nuisance, they do so much 
damage, and are so difficult to catch. We should 
think greyhounds might be trained to run them 
down, as the truffle-dogs do truffles. The canine 
instinct is so remarkable, it need not necessarily 
stick at truffles. Will some of our correspondents 
try this and report ? 

Mustard and cress may be grown on flannel, 
but it is as well not to wear the flannel while the 
crop is springing, the roots tickle you 80 as they 


w. 

It is perfectly useless to sow lettuce with a 
needle and thread—especially Cos lettuce, ’cos it 
won't stand it. 





PREDICTIONS. 
AnovT the 25th of the second of these months 
there will be great anxiety in the minds of tenants. 
Landlords will go through much tribulation, and 


will watch the moon attentively to see if she passes through the crisis un- | threatened with this, but it may be 


Ergland will be threatened with a grievous calamity, in the form of an | to learn to swim or to buy 
earthquake, which will destroy t! e credit of the Bank of England and shake | Those, however, who do not consi 
England is of course constantly dispense with these precautions. 
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28 
18 § $8. af. Tr. 20] T (1838 
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ly the earthquake’s fun, so we need not 
scathed. These disturbances, however, will have no political signification. alarm ourselves. Nevertheless, we should recommend our readers either 


a cork-jacket, especially if they go to the seaside. 
der themselves born to be crowned may 
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FUN ALMANAC. 
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A PROMISING CHILD 
| Or, Mother Cime’s Hew One. 


—— 








~~ 








—_— 


od ee 
Pl oe 
o, dé FE me ee 


Ae Ae” 


a7 
“SLT weed 


Tad 


a 


| 


FF ee 


_ 


SSS. 
ae aan er 


y Vad ‘fg 


; 
‘ 


Wes Sy . Sen See 
“ ee 
\ , \ —SS 
\S 


YY aN 

m \ \ \\ <= 
N\\\ «\\ 

S ™.\. 


\ << 


SS 


BERRY GREAT 


FUN ALMANAC. 


wre tw ee 
~~ 


I a 


o 


Pf ts fa 

tZ he <: OP o ~ = 

EIT 
. Lig PES. : Pa 
SPIER, 


VY 
44 
wee 


Y 


TEMPTATION |! 


~ 


yS SN \ \ XS 

RSS aa SS > = 

: > 
WS 


iy 
Y 


‘J s 
LL, 
VAI LON 


a 


a7 
Wy 
J (a 


TAS 4) 
aye 





| 
| a eemeaenia 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| Pa S 
| aN Sar HHT 
| oe ne iN 
| ~ SARIN 
Si K * a Be 
a7 
AW 
MN ; 
iy i Nh 


NN NIR ELTA: 
NN 
NTN 1) 
PHT 

ey 


NN 
\\ 


a) 
bi 
Z| 


yi Heit 
\ a nF 
A) UE a2 


Or, 


a DA \ RETR Ns 
(WS 
RR \S 
i ‘ A Aoi \) ty 
WY (4) 
\ + i 
ia\) \ 


FUN ALMANAC. 


ms b) 

i My TAY wy y 

/ TM ee SS 

i ae PSE 
Ai} He . sf 
a hb ~ cade 


" Ne 


SW 
yy i i nt 
DAN ee Kk iW NK 
POSS 
CEN 
‘ NN A I 


é 6. | ~~ 
Hs 


" 


» 
nN a 


. Ae ae 
SSS SS > 


Mother Cime’s Zev One. 
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Wuewn I was in my teens 
I loved dear Margate jetty, 
Its youths — so like marines, 
Its damsels young and pretty. 
true, were fast— 
The damsels were amazing! 
As they came sailing past 
One could not keep from gazing. 





MARGATE JETTY. 


( Chorus.) 


Oh, best 6f al 
My dearest 


1 other promenades 

Compared with thee look petty. 
te jetty! 
argate jetty! 
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Never allow a teke in your gatden while the 


argate jetty ; 
Margate ietty! 


August, xxxi Days. 
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We thought ourselves the cream— 


It was a snobbish folly ! 


We used to shout, and scream 
The songs of Nash the Jolly. 
We Charlie of Chimpugne 


Preferred to Donizetti; 


Pervaded Margate 





GARDENING OPERATIONS. 


In the hot season you should either muzzle 
your dog-roses, or turn the Mayne on them. We 
are acquainted With their bark, but have never met 
with their bite. oe 

lf you want to know when your hotbed is fit to 
you had better sleep in it for one 
u get up with a fever it is ready for 
ts. Lf with an agué yott had better put 
e plantifig, or the fruit will be no great 


young Vines ate making eyes. 


this time. 


freeloms ? 


PREDICTIONS. 


A TOTAL eclipse of the sun may be predicted at 
In the land of civil and 
religious liberty, who shall deny us astronomical 
The eclipse, however, may be put off 
in consequence of the necessary arrangements for 
its reception not having been made at Greenwich. 

All will be tranquil in the United States if they 
escape a disturbance, which is threatened about 
this date. 


———— ey - 


An‘, bellowing the strain 
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Though some affections cast 

On Jane or Liz or Betty— 
My first love and my last 

Is dearest Margate jetty. 
Margate jetty! 


Margate jetty! 
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Scene—REGENT STREET. 
Rather hard on the poor fellow closing the jeweller’s shop, to overhear Tomlinson give the following explanation to his Aunt from the country, to 


whom he ts showing the lions of the Metropolis :— 
Tomlinson (log.)—** THUS, MY DEAR AUNT, WE PUNISH OUR BURGLARS! d Ja TANTALUS, YOU SEE 
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| ‘STRANGE OPTICAL ILLUSION. 
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e | Mary :—“ Just LOOK THERE—SURELY, MAGGIE, YOUR ADMIRER CANNOT BE AW ARE WHAT A BEAST HE IS MAKING OF HIMSELF 
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The Game Laws will be much discussed at this time. 


which may have been ttoa greater or less 














September, xxx Days.| October, xxxi Days. 
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GARDENING OPERATIONS. 


Ir you have neglected to get in your spring 
potatoes and early peas, you had better lose no 
time now in plaznang them. A sewirg-machine 
or two would be useful. When peas are planted 
as late as this it is as well to put them in at night, 
and you should be very quiet, and wear list- 
slippers, and then they won’t know. If you have 
a turn for ventriloquism, and can imitate the 
quacking of ycang ducks, try it—it may induce 
the peas to come up quicker. 

Should you be out of swedes, a very good 
imitation of them may be achieved by cooking 
mangold-wurtzel whole and devouring them in a 


gnaw-way. 
PREDICTIONS. 


ENGLISHMEN will smell powder now, if they 
never did before. Great slaughter will be done, 
and armaments will be general. There will be 
some destruction of red-legged French, but the 
Emperor may be inclined to adopt the Zouave-iter 
tn modo. 

A good deal will be brewing in the second 
month of this period, and what must be, must. 
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: Serious railway disasters may be looked for now—and indeed at any time 
and Kaisers alike may begin to look for gloomy days. Trade, | throughout the year, unless railways are much better managed than they 


; throughout the | have .—The affairs of Germany will be more or less disturbed; it 
year, will receive a fresh impetus from the increased sale of umbrellas. is impossible to say which. 
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THE IDIOT DETECTIVE: | 
| THE TRACK! THE TRIAL!! AND THE TRIUMPH!!! 
a Dedicated without permission to Sir Richard Mayne. 


, 
i 


KS) \\ | 
lj ™ | 


> d 11.—On quitting the Halls of Justice, he perceives a divided duty. 
-—He immediately departs on the wrong scent. 12.—But he nobly secures the more formidable delinquent. 
13.—The ruffian showing signs of resistance. 


1.—The idiot detective is sent on his secret miss.on. 


$.—“ From information he has received’? as to the appearance of the culprit, 

4.—He is convinced that this individual can be no other than he. 14.—After a fearful struggle, he lays his stalwart opponent prone at 

5.—Having tracked him to his lair, and discovered his mistake, feet. 
15.—And takes him in triumph before the nearest magistrate. 


_ frequents the most unlikely places to obtain information. 
i While taking his ease at is Inn, a rural policeman produces the culprit, 16.—Who thinks it ** one of the most brutal and unmanly assaults ever committed 
Hie immediately handcuffs the wrong man, on the police.’ , , 
ae the prisoner a gratuity, and allows him to depart. 17.—And the idiot detective is pensioned for life “as he is entirely unftted for 
-~-The local magistrate informs him of his error, ‘‘ but no blame can possibly duty.” 
be attached to the police.’ 18.—Thereby showing Justice triumphant! 
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This Design sheweth the diffienlty or keeping one’s head above water ir these hard times. | | 
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GARDENING OPERATIONS. 


WHEN potatoes persist in being small and bad it 
is best to give them to the pigs; for they must 
clearly haye had a stye in their eyes from the frst. 

Now is the time to lay in annuals. We sh¢ 
advise you to purchase the annual which you 
see advertised below. It will be found rich in 
leaves, very ornamental, and quite a novelty, and 
the price is absurdly low. 





PREDICTIONS. 


Curistmas Day may be confidently expected 
to fall on the 25th of December, but, although 
there will be some difficulty in separating them, 
no injury will result to either. Many of those who 
observe the day will be seriously indisposed. 

Strange figures will be observed in the streets of 
London on the 5th day of the first month of this 
period, and fiery stars, and other meteoric displays 
will be visible on that night. ae 
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; On Monday, Noy. 23rd, Price 1s., ee — _ 
LOM HOOQD'S COMIC ANNUAL. 


° » he 8g 
A Novel in a Nutshell, by Six Authors, Numerous Contribufi oy lar Writers and Twenty-four Pages of Illustrations 
by the First Artists.-80) FLEE 
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VOL. VIII. 


THE MAID, THE MONARCH, AND THE MYRMIDON. 
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From the Old Chronicles. 


HE first English monarch called Peter, 
Was one whom the people revered. 
No king e’er in temper was sweeter— 
No king e’er in toilet was neater ; 
In fact, a superior creetur 
Was Perer THE Finest as I've heared. 


The king had a champion doughty, 

Str Coexrwax Roostsr by name. 
(In the cut he looks stumpy and stouty, 
His vizor too makes him seem snouty, 


While his knee-pieces make him seem gouty— 


But he was a hero of fame ) 


Your hist’ry (unless you have lent yours) 
Will tell he was bound as a lad 
To a builder of Railway Debentures, 
But when he was through his indentures, 
He started in quest of adventures: 
In those days the regular fad. 


With manners superbly defiant 
On his errand this warrior sped : 
And he challenged a twenty-foot giant, 
Who appeared en his height too reliant, 
For Sir Rooster was active and pliant, 
And cut off his obstinate head! 


This too-sanguine and blundering ogre 
With one, whom it is not polite 

To name, was what's styled a colloguer 

By Bovcicavutt, famed as a broguer 

(If { don’t about Arrah na Pogue err)— 
And boasted of magical might. 


Ife had built him a castle enchanted 
Befitting a giant of note, 

And there you may take it for granted 

‘I'ne monster at times gallivanted 

With damsels, whom captives he planted 
In dungeons down under the moat. 
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and twits him with being out of the fashion, 
as sixpences are most worn just now. 
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But Srr Rooster released them, delizhted, 
And then became captive in turn 

Of a damsel, whose beauty excited 

Such flames in his bosom benighted, 

That his faith to her promptly he pligkted— 
And she in exchange gave him hern. 


But, alas, for the hapless Sir Rooster! 
To Perer’s gay Court when he came 
To that monarch when he introdsoced 


her, 
And explained how from prison he loosed 


er, 
Her looks did the heart of the goose stir— 
Kino Persrs, the first of that name. 


And the monarch behaved rather meanly, 
For he tipped the fair damsel a wink, 
Who guessed what the meaning was 

keenly, 
And dazzled by prospects so queenly, 
Threw over Six Rooster serenely 
Who gave himself straightway to drink. 


MORAL. 


For a moral this but an excuse is 
(L have really no morals to spars) 
That to rival a king little use is— 
That inconstancy female the deuce is— 
That a true lover's knot a slip noose is— 
And that this is absurdity. There! 





Worthy of Mint-ion. 


SIMKINs sports a spade guinea at the end of 
ard. Tomx1ns is envious thereat, 
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OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 
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G~ HE contest between the cabs and the companies 

still continues, and “cabby”’ is hardly getting 

fair play at the hands of the press. He-has 

unfortunately adopted a policy which converts 

the public into a buffer between himeelf and 

the railways ; and ‘the public does not like 

the position, and consequently ‘there is a 

fecling against cabby, and his claims are not 

impartially considered. Great stress is laid 

on the fact that the companies are careful in seeing that the cabs they 

\ privilege are good. The statement has been received from the com- 

panies unquestioned ; but I will venture to say that were the evidence 

of railway travellers taken, it, would be found in a large number of cases 

that ‘the cab service was anything but.good. I can only say that last 

week I travelled in the slowest and worst-driven Hansom I ever entered 

—and it was a'privilegell cab. The fact is, that so long as the com- 

panies ct the money, they are not very particular how'the'public are 

| served. We know how'much they care'for the public! I think it is 

a pity cabby’cannot find out some policy by which he would gain the 

sympathies @f thepublic. What do the proprietors say to ‘carrying 

the war into’the enemy's country, by statting cheap conveyances: from 

the suburbs to compete with "the high fares on'the ‘railways? ‘They 

i | have undertaken to support the drivers on strike, and this would bea 

it | means of employing them. . Let the public keep one thing in mind— 

Hi | ifeabyas inconveniencing them, the companies nevereseruple to do 

, | thewame when it suits'‘them; so no sympathy and ‘support need be 
| Wasted on ‘them—the common enemies. | 

Ture @potheosis of the Railway Director isa very mild dffair after all. 
Mr. Waernin,of the South-Eastern Railway, has ashieved knightheod, 
bat it is wo-more than theqgrocer or other leading shopkeeper dha 
small town, ‘whereof he *to:-be Mayor when Royalty visitett,, 
has won times and often. theed has leng ceeased to ‘be an’ 
honour, #0 that it saffersmo@iminution of dignity*in being conferred 
on-a gentieman who has @one to deserve @istinction. For 
what hes Mx. Wark done? “Ge'has risen from an iiferior position 
) on a northern railway to the not very enviable notoriety of the chair- 
©} manship of the South-Eastern. He has made a fortune out of rail- 

" 7} ways to te sure—and that is what few have managed to do—at least, 
7 few except directors, contractors, -and promoters! Well, nobody 
grudges him the satisfaction of seeing ‘Sir’ before his name, if it be 
a satisfaction. To most people it would seem an insult to be offered a 
knighthood, but the directorial mind is no doubt differently constituted. 
I think it is probable that if one did not mind being indebted for 
wealth to those whom the South-Eastern chairman describes as “the 
poor shareholders who have made everybody's fortune but their own,”’ 
one would not be too proud to accept knighthood. I imagine the 
good people of Stockport are not overpleased at the news. They will 
no doubt guess the services for which the Tory Premier rewards their 
Liberal representative. They do not forget the amendment proposed 
by Mr. Wartxin on Mr. Grapstons’s Irish Church resolutions—an 
amendment with which, however, he was not so desperately enamoured 
that he could not withdraw it at their;wish. If the Stockport electors 
connect Sin E. Wartxin's knighthood with that abortive attempt to 
injure the Liberal party, they are not the men I take them to’be if he 
ever has the chance of injuring it again as their representative. 

Tus Broadway, at a shilling, must take the place of honour this 
month, even though the ep startled by a little honest eriticism 
on the Iast number, has declined to send it us. The new wrapper is 
telling, if not pleasing ; it will catch the eye, as Mr. Harry Roeers 
no doubt designed ; his instructions probably being to that. efteet, for 

| he can design admirably. The engravings are worse than they were 
_ in the sixpenny form. That to Mx. Kineexey’s story has had all.the 
character cut out of it. That to Mrs. Cupiir’s has been so badly en- 
graved that the engraver has suppressed one-third of the artist's initials, 

| and omitted his own entirely. And the printing of these and of Mr. 
| Hanrwison Wern's “ Partridge Shooting,” the only good block in the 
number, is execrable. The portrait of “Rouher” is good, .but no 

| better than—and very like, too—the portraits of favourite divines in 
| the Christian Times. The literary matter shows how sorely the maga- 
| gine needs competent editing. Mr. Krxosiey and Mr. James Hannay 
do well to sustain the first flight of the new venture, though the former 
falls into an odd jerky style not familiar to the readers of Macmilian, 

| Mr. Locxer has done himself an injustice in publishing his lines “ On 
an Old Buffer,” and the revered name of Barry CokNnwWaALt silences 
criticism about “‘ Verses in My Old Age.’’ ‘ Whispers of Heavenly 

Death,” by Wurrman, the ‘Transatlantic Turrer, though “ written 

expressly for this magazine,’ as the editor is careful to explain in a 

note, is hopeless and purposeless twaddle. The contribution of the 
Rev. Newman Hay may; pair off with Ma. Wunrman’s “ prose broken 
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have printed it. "What is'there left to criticise ? An article on the 
French Corps Legislatif, by an American, very interesting to English 
readers! A paper on partridge-shooting, over which, if they meet 
with it, partridge-shooters may spend a few minutes pleasantly before 
dropping into an after-dinner nap. ‘Two padding papers—one on the 
volunteer crisis and one on Lorp Narrer, which contains little more 
than the unpretentious but exhaustive Dssrerr has already told 
us—in quite as good English. Is there anything else? Yes! An 
editorial note—dpropos of nothing perceptible to the reader of this 


number—that ‘“‘Mrss A. B. Evwaxps ‘desires us to state that her 


Christian names are AMeLiA Buanprorp and mot Ame.ia Bretuam.” 
This may amuse readers in these. days when acrosticsand other puzzles 
are popular. As compared with the other shilling magazines in size, 
even taking its double columns into consideration it 1s meagre in 
quantity and in quality. Although asI have said it contains one 
or two excellent things it has been for want of competent editing 
overweighted by padding of an inferior description. As a sixpenny it 
had a geod start, and circumstances had of late given it a wider field ; 
as a shilling magazine it tails off terribly. ' 

London Soviety is excellent this month. The shortcomings of the 
first fullspage cut are overbalanced by the grace and :ehic of ‘the initial 
opposite, wherein shy Corypon is-giving’shyer Puyiiis a nudge , and 
the illustrations to “ Warriors.at Wimbiedon”’ and “ta ‘Militt ‘T'rain- 
— those'two articles) may -well:earry the rest of ‘tire number. 
*¢ ‘Pwo ‘Hours:in'Gadl ’* by Mr. Jawus Gueenwoop is an article that 
stirs the sympathies as Mx. GarEnwoon’s'writing always does. “‘!Lhe 
Voice behind the Shutter ” is neat and musical, and Mk. Sawyeas’ 
“Long Story” only wante one thing to make‘itypetfeét—and ‘he knows 
what that is as welbasilato ! 





ACROSTIC.—2o 779. 


Nowwzpontthe.list his name appears 
Who'ls*beenenubbed for many,»manysyears ; 
“‘Phey who've:bad the privilege-of old, 





for a ‘ 
Welcome:to'the:suffrage him~vho shares 
Maybe bat-allittle nook upstairs. 

1.—A dream of forcemeat and of lemon comes, 
When this appears in nicely ordered homes ; 
When cold all special taste you'll surely miss, 
I’ve heard it likened to a sister’s kiss. 


2.— Often has the mitre 
Towered above a smiter 
Of his foes; 
This man in the battle, 
Smote the Saxon cattle 
Well, one knows. 


3.—The deep-sea cable in some years, alack ! 
‘Was injured by this little thing’s attack ; 
It pierced and bored with never-ceasing skill, 
And in the end it had its wicked will. 


4.—Enough is as good as a feast, 
But I rather prefer, do you see, 
Some six, or a dozen at least, 
When I sit down to breakfast or tea. 


5.—The grass in the days of October, 
When leaves are all ashen anc sober, 
Is covered with this in the day-time, 
As white as the hedges in Maytime. 


6,—** And then he hitched his trousers up,” 
As is, l’1in told, their use ; 
It’s very odd that men like this 
Should wear those things so loose. 


Sotvtion or Acrostic No. 77.—Harvest, Fulness: Half, Adieu, 


Reel, Veteran, Endive, Success, Trumps. 


Correct SoLvTiIONs oF Acrostic No 77 :—Eliadarrob N; Sine Macula; Dagmar; 


Mrs. D. Lynmouth; Watts and Willes;-Gena H.; Frank and Maria; allis; Old 
Maid; A. Y. Z.; Old Mortality ; 2 Enterprising Earwigs; Perhaps ; W. S. B.; Tiny 
and Bill;'Tib; the Rock ; Tiny Di:ton ; Brown of Ours; H. R. ‘I’. ; Columbus ; the 
Braidiess Maiden; Derfla and Yeul; Pipehop; Clara and Annie; Seloc; Craw 
Castle; Betsy H.; Pompadour; Suffolk Dumpling; Bachelor's Buttons; Lively 
Bob; Martha 8. M.; Ruby’s Ghost; ‘Wee Pet; G. Tiverton; Totty; Sugar-dip; 
Towhit ; Gertrude and Blague; Llahtyrt; Con; Excelsior; Boy’s Mother, D. E. H.; 


Jacky; Bondellis ; Owdashus Cuss. 








Found at Last ! 
reason why the sapient directors of certain 


gers ! 
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WHAT RAILWAY DIRECTORS THINK OF THE 
PUBLIC. 


Ir the public will take the trouble to examine the speeches of the 
Directors at the Mectings of the Southern Railway Companies, they 
will find that the directoral estimate of them is not very flattering. 

‘The public have been petted too much—the carriages are too good 

for third-class travellers,’’ say the Directors. ‘The testimony of 
eminent medical men goes to prove that the “ joggle”’ of the third- 
class carriage is undoubtedly the frequent cause of injury to the spine 
in the case of a-regular traveller. But what do Directors care for 
that? ‘They smash and kill us by the niggardly policy that wants 
two men to do the work of six at less than the pay for one. Is it to be 
expected that. they will refrain from making uncomfortable carriages 
to drive -people to pay higher fares—especially when the injury they 
| will thus inflict is not of a.kind for which compensation can be 
| claimed ina lawecourt ? 
“The public grumble now, but they will do us justice by-and-by,” 
say the Directors; And what they ‘mean is. plain enough. If there 
had been no reporters present they would have said, ‘‘ The public are 
such fools thatiin spite of their present grumbling they will fall into 
their old habits and come back to us again at the increased fares.” 

Yes! The Directors have a profound contempt for the public! The 
public are fools soon parted from their money, according to the direc- 
torial view of human nature. Why the Directors must think them 
next door to idiots, if they hope to deceive them by the transparent 
twaddle about the increased advantages attached to return tickets. 
‘My dear public,” say. the Directors, ‘* we may have raised your fares 
slightly—but. consider! We have made return tickets taken on 
Friday, Saturday, or Sunday, available on the Monday!’’ And so 
they have; but in nine cases out of ten, where second and third class 
are concerned, the return ticket is exactly double the single fare. ‘They 
have taken back with one hand the advantage held out in the other— 
and they think the public are such egregious fools as not to detect the 
swindle. : 

It rests with the public to disprove the theory of the Directors or t 


accept it. 
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Whinnying, 

Tue Prince or WaALEs (says:a: contemporary) is-expected to stay 
with Srr Watkin Wannevat Wynnstay. He was, according to the 
journal we quote, “expected at Wynnstay on Saturday.’’” Of course, 
this was nonsense. His Royal Highness could not arrive at Wyann- 
stay till after ‘'uesday—obviously the week consists of Monday, ‘Tues- 
day, Wynnstay, Thursday, Friday, Saturday, Sunday. 








BOULOGNE. 


F all the snug places where hardworking races rush every summer, 
a crop of ’em, 
p I think you will own that delightful Boulogne may be said to 
stand quite at the top of ’em. 
It’s conveniently near, and it’s not over dear, so your purse won't want 
much re-imbursing ; 
You can sit on a bench and learn how to speak French, just from hear- 
ing the natives conversing. 7 
| It has balls and two piers, and plump British young dears, and sands, 
theatre, picnics and races ; 
| Then it’s clean and it’s bright, and, oh! different quite to our common- 
place watering-places ! 
| It was once two days’ sail, but the South-Eastern mail goes so quick 
that it isn’t thought, now, far. 
| You can say, too, you’ve been on the Continent seen—though, of 
course, yuu need never say how far! 
Though other towns can boast of crowns, 
I think you'll freely own, 
| For bathing rare, and breezy air, 
There's nothing like Boulogne! 





FUN. 


Hawking Club is broken up.’’ 
should think that hawking champagne was not a very remunerative 
trade—a hawkward business in fact. 
to be drunk on the premises seems better than such a hawker’s license. 
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] F you're French in your taste, | 

youcan pullin your waist, | 

and imbibe, till all con- 
sciousness ceases, 

Absinthe and Vermouth, with 
the Boulonnais youth, 
and play billiards like 
mad for franc pieces— 

You can sit in a café with | 
gents rather raffy—a weed | 
in your teeth you can 
make fast, 

And French training to show, 
take grapes, soup and 
Bourdeaux at twelve 
thirty, and call ita break- | 
fast ! 

Or, if you incline to tea rather | 
than wine (British dishes | 
your mind, perhaps, takes 
to), | 

You will find over here very | 
good bitter beer, and | 
chops, buns, and roast 
beef, and rump steaks, too! 

You can row, fish, or ride, or go bathing beside, in a dress rather given | 
to ripping, | 

Or sit down on the pier, which costs nothing (not dear), and talk out, | 
like a tar, on the shipping! | 

Though other towns can boasi of crowns,. Kc. 





. ND although it seems strange, and beyond British 
range, to behold in all decentish weather, 

Pretty modest young maids and tall strapping 
young blades. side by side im the water 
together ; 

Yet we soon get to see, though startling it be, 
we need find no important alarm in it— 
lor they manage it so that in couples they go, 
and there's sorrow a tittle of harm in it. 
Each. girl wears a dress that.a prude would 
confess is most proper to wear, and each 

fellow 

In a striped trowser-shirt, which fits: tight (but 
don't hurt) like a fisher’s in MasanixzLo. 

They splash and they plunge, and they dive 
and they: lunge, and they float and they 
jump, and they dance, they do ; 

For inall bathing matters they beat us to tatters— 
They manage them better in Irance, they 
do! 

Though other towns:can boast. of crowns, Xe. 





HE Etablissement balls, and the dresses: anid 
shawls, and the braudy—taey!ve always 
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Vv} OK the best of it; 
LENS : The marvellous dresses, the yellow dyed 
Vi tresses, vandyked petticoats, and the rest 

‘eh of it. 

; Those. old dogs of nineteen, who the world 
S must have seen, theyso puatronise, cherisb, 

SX and foster us ; 
\ SS Those reckless nerve-shockers, in gay knicker- 
ee alle bockers, and legs which are simply pre- 


posterous. 
Then the brave fisher gir)s, in their earrings and curls, and their 
smiles when you go to buy shrimps of ’em ; 


And their marvellous legs, like mahogany pegs, and their wonderful 


caps and the crimps of ’em! | 
sir singular talk ¢ € c—never linguist attaine 
And thei gular talk as together they walk—never linguist attained 
at the ease of them— 


And their jackets in stripes, and their crosses and pipes, and their 


petticoats down to the knees of them! 
Though other towns can boast of crowns, &c. 








Accips Hawk! * 


A CONTEMPORARY says, “‘ We are informed that the Champagne 
Weil, we don't wonder at it, for we 


A license to seil beer and ale 


® Qury by P. D.—Shoald not this be * uccipiter, hawk.” 
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ROAD v. RAIL. 


A Trip to SEVENOAKS. 


Wuo would not go to Sevenoaks such lovely weather as this? The 
glorious old park at Knole looks its best when Autumn commences 
to lay her palette with crimsons and russets, purples and ambers. If 
you cannot get as far as the yellow sands just now, you can get as far 
as the green beeches of Sevenoaks! It lies within reach of the busy 
Londoner who cannot snatch a long holiday. He can get a day in the 
fresh country air, and make his escape from Londcn smoke. It is to 
be done pleasantly in a day ! 

But the expense! Well, we don’t recommend him to try the rail. 
Sevenoaks is in the dominions of the Southern Railway Confederacy, 
and on their lines nothing is cheap—except the wages paid to an over- 
worked staff. The railways are a systematised highway robbery, so 
the traveller had better take to the road ! 

Hark! Do you hear the twanging of a horn? It sounds cheerfully 
in the clear morning air. And now, if you listen, there grows on the 
ear one of the most musical sounds you can hear—the rhythm of four 
horses going well together. Alas, for the good old coaching days that 
are gone '—the swing and rattle of « well-appvinted team are as rare in 
these days as any other good music. 

But here they come! Mr. Hoare’s Sevenoaks Coach is splendidly 
horsed. and admirably driven; and if you want to enjoy your day in 
Knole Park, there is no better way of taking it than in the form of a 
sandwich— with the Park between the drive down and the drive up. 
You'll go through as pretty scenery as you can get anywhere within 
the same distance from town ; and you'll bowl along over a good road 
on a well-steered and comfortable coach, instead of being shaken along 
in a stuffy first-class, or a jolting third-class railway carriage. And 
what ig more, you will get the greater enjoyment for the smaller cost, 
with the additional satisfaction of snapping your fingers at greedy 
railway directors. It is not everywhere that you will have the oppor- 
tunity of doing so, for there are few who have the pluck of Mr. 
Hoaxg to contend with railway monopoly, and fight the battle of road 
against rail. It is a pity there are not more who are willing to carry 
on the contest, for the generation that does not know the delights of 
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sitting on a coach, behind four good nags, will lose a real pleasure. 
Perhaps the greedy railway directors should get a share of our grati- 
tude, because their present policy, if they will but persist in, will bring 


back coaching-times. Why, Mr. Hoare’s coach would beat them into 
town now! ‘Talk of the rapidity of steam traffic!—eight miles an 
hour is as much as the London, Chatham, and Dover can manage, as 
arule, Yes, there is some good in greedy railway directors, just as 
there is some good even in the most loathsome reptiles. Like toads, 
they have something precious in their heads—a precious idea that they 
can screw any amount of money out of the public; and so they are 
likely to bring back coaching-times. 

Come and look how their trains are filling! A dozen carriages— 
and a dozen travellers. There are more porters than passengers, How 
the poor fellows will get through the winter it is impossible to say : for 
they cannot live on the pittance paid them by the companies, and there 
are no gratuities now. How they all rush when they see the one 
traveller come into the station! How the luggage-vans yawn, as if 
with hunger, for his portmanteau and hatbox! How delighted the 
guard looks, and how triumphantly the engine snorts, and how plenti- 
fully it strews the path with votive blacks, in utter defiance of the 
smoke-consuming clauses of the Consolidation Act of forty-five—a law 
which has become practically a dead letter, thanks to a Railway House 
of Commons. 

Let us quit the echoing stations, the solitary wastes whereon no 
creatures can exist save directors. We will go to the White Horse 
Cellar, and there, if we are not too late to get places, we will mount on 
the outside of the Sevenoaks coach, and have a glorious drive through 
Surrey and Kent. Better far the twanging horn than the ear-piercing 
steam whistle! Better the sway and swing of the coach than the 
joggle of the train! 
Mr. Hoare’s splendid cattle than the grunting, puffing, and rattling 
of the engine! Hurrah for the wide, white country roads, the plea- 
sant old inns, the hedgerow elms! And good bye to foul tunnels and 
dismal cuttings, to empty stations, and to monotonous telegraph posts! 
Hurrah for Road versus Rail. 

Now then, gentlemen, any more for the Sevenoaks coach? Up 
you go—a cheery note on the horn, and we’re off! 
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Better the ringing rhythm of the rapid hoofs of | 
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THE COUNTRY SCHOOL 


“OVER 


Fete li i che i be 


REFINED.” 


Query—“OVER EDUCATED” 
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{ Vide Mr. Disraeli’s Mansion llouse Speech. 
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SEPTEMBER 12, 1868. | 


MRS. BROWN AND THE FARMER. 


I can’t say as I'm partial to them country-people, as is a unfeelin’ 
lot, for I'm sure the way as some of them labourers is treated down 
Essex way is downright brutal, as is eat up with ague ; and there was 
a party as lived down that way, and owned a deal of property, a-rollin’ 
in riches, as the sayin’ is, if he didn’t take and joke over it, a-sayin’ 
as they did ought to drink a extra glass or two of port wine, as 
couldn't get ’ardly food, poor creeturs, let alone wine or beer, and ’im 
a-livin’ on the fat of the land, and a-lookin’ ready to bust with over- 
eatin’ and:drinkin’ ‘isself. 

It did ‘make my blood bile for to see the way as they treated them 
poor creatures:as.come a-haymakin’ down in the country where I was 
once a-stoppin’, as was took bad through want many on ’em, not asut 
were ‘want as give that man the small-pox as were left a-laying:on the 
pathway by'the workus door, where he'd fell down with tbe ermption 
out on *imas thick as ’ail, as the sayin’ is. 

I'd gone for to spend a few days with a old friend of mine, Mars. 
MALtne, as lives down there, and she took me for a walk the day -was 
a-goin’ ’ome for to see the place arter t+a, and we come on this ;poor 
feller, as I see were small-pox in a instant. Poor Mrs. Matis she 
’urried on, and small bleme:to ’er, for she’s got three small children 
- through the measles, as she’ve come out of town with for change 
of air. 

So I looks about me, and not seein’ no one near, I rings that 
workus bell wiolent, and rays tothe party as opened it, as scowled atme, 
I says, “Why ever don't yowtake this poor man in, and not lct’im lay’ere 
on the ground a-ragin’ with fever ?’’ The feller says, ‘“‘ Mind-yourown 
business,”’ and was a-goin’ ‘to slam the door, but I was too quick ‘for 
"im, and put my umbreller in afore he could shut it. He tried fer to 
kick it out, but only caught ’isself on the shin agin it, as-made ’im 
reg’ lar wild. 

Jest then up come a young-man as were the parish doctor, as-said it 
were disgraceful the way as the sick poor was treated. When that 
feller at the door see ’im he says, ‘The relivin’ officer is sent to, and 
as soon as ’is orders comes he’]l be moved to the small-pox ’ospital.”’ 
I says, “ Will he? Well, then,”’ I says, ‘he'll most likely die on the 
way ; and if you don’t pay for it, my name aint Brown.” Says the 
doctor, ‘* I only wish someone would appear and teach them guardians 
a lesson, as is a flinty ‘arted lot.” 

As we was talkin’ up come a cart and a order for that poor man to 
be took to the ’ospital. I says, “ You did ought to wrap ’im up ina 
blanket or somethink.” ‘ We aint goin’ to bring small-pox into the 
Union all along of a tramp,” says the porter. I says, “ And no 
blame neither; but why aint you got a place a-purpose for sich cases, 
as must ’appen frequent when ‘arvest is about ?”’ 

He didn’t say nothink, but they lifted that poor creetur into the 
cart; and it’s lucky as I'd got a orange or two in my redicule, as I’d 
brought for Mrs. Matins’s children, so I give ’em to ’im and off he 
went. I didn’t Jike to go back to Mrs. Matrns’s not direct, so 
thought I'd walk about for a bit till it was time for the train as was 
going ’ome that evening, and it was werry pleasant weather, and I’d 
’ad my tea. 

As I were a-walkin’ along I come upon a poor man and woman 
a-settin’ by the roadside, ani I never see anyone look wuss than ’er. 
So I stops and asks ’er what the matter was; she says as she was 
that weak and ill as she couldn’t stand. 

I says, ‘“‘ Why not go ome?” The man says, “ We've got no ’ome, 
as the landlord’s been and turned us out on three days ago.” ‘‘ Yes,” 
says the woman, ‘‘and we can’t get no relief from the parish without 
I'm a-goin into the ’ouse for work, as will be fourteenpence a-day, as 
won't keep life and soul together, and there’s many a beggar as can 
pick up five or six shillings aday.’’ Well, I give ’em a trifle, for I 
see as they looked reg’)ar bad. 

I walks on and comes to a farm’ouse as looked reg'lar comfortable, 
with a nice gardin as I couldn’t ’elp a-stoppin’ to look at, and pushed 
the gate the least bit, and jest then the farmer he come out at the 
door, with a grey ’ead and a ree’Jar copper nose. I'd got a flower or 
two in my ’and as Mus. Mauins had picked for me. So he hollers to 
me, ‘* What business ’ave you a-trespassin’ on my property and stealin’ 
my flowers?’’ I says, ‘I aint put my foot inside your property, nor 
touched your flowers.” 

“Why,” he says, “you've got ’em in your ’and now.” I says, “I 
pities your ignorance, as can't tell as these flowers ’»s been gathered 
a goodhour.” But,’’ I says, “you're a-getting old, and perhaps your 
eyes is a-goin’, but you might keep a civil tongue in your ead.” 

So he says, * None of your impidence, or I'll lock you up.’ I says, 
“Will you? Jest dare to, and I'll make you repent it the longest day 
as you lives, you old bully.” I says, ‘Don't think as you're a-talkin’ 
to one of them poor tramps as you'd see drop dead at your door and 
not give ’em a crumb.”’ 

He says, “If you don't go on I'll set the dogs at you.” Well. I 
didn't much like the idea of that, and know’d as them dogs is like 


wild beasts, as’]l worry anyone to death in no time, same as they've | 
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been know’d to do the sheep. But I wouldn't give in, so I says, “If 
one of your dogs touches me look out;’’ and on I walks, and jest 
then I ’eard a dog begin for to bark and growl, and that old ruflian 
began a-whistlin’ to ’im, so I walks off as quick as ever I could, and 
pretty soon ‘card the dog a-coming arter me. There wasn't a ‘ouse 
near, only the turnpike bar, as [ ’urries on to a-runnin’ as fast as I 
could, and that old feller bust out a-larfin’. The dog he were a-comin’ 
on full swing arter me, when that poor man as I'dweo a-setting by 
the roadside come in sight, and in a instant he picks up a big stone 
and sent it at that dog. Iwas that out of breath as I couldn’t speak, 
but ketched old of a post, and ’eard a ’ow! as wasn’t no dog, but that 
old brute as was a-coming ‘obbling’ on, and if the stone as that poor 
man shied ’udn’t missed the dog and ketched the old feller on the leg, 
ani down he went like a shot. So ways to the man, “ That's right, 
that'll atop his dog;’’ and so it ‘ad,for the beast didn’t seem to like 
the stones and stopped. 

_The old man he got up and come thunderin’ up, a-saying as he'd 
give us both in charge and a flourighin’ ’is stick. I'd got my umbreller 
grasped firm as he come up to me,#o I says, “‘ You look ere, if you 
touch me with that stick of your'n I'll give you sich a topper with my 
umbreller as you'll carry to your grave with you.” 

Jest then one of them mounted perlice.come by, and the old feller 
began to foam, and says he'd give this man and woman in charge. 
But, Jaw bless you, that perlice quite smiled, for he see what was up, 
and hesays, “ Really Mx. Grounps,”’ as were this old feller's name, 
‘“ You aiid ought to know better than towet your dog at anyone.” 
“O,” Iuays, “’is name’s Grounns isdt, and-you're a witness, perlice- 
man, to ‘is conduct, as ’ave been a weg'lar outrageous, and I'l 
punish ’im.” 

So the poor man he told me asthe were oneof the guardians. I 
says, “Ob, indeed;”’ and I says, “‘ You're a nice guardian of the 
poor, you are, as J’ll expose asaume as you live, you wile, wicked old 
man, @8 is ‘two-thirds in the grave a-ready, and a fit might take you 
any minit.’’ 

I see as I'd give ’ima turn, and he says, “* Perlice, stop this old 
woman.” [I says, ‘“ That’s not theyperlice’s business, as ave a right to 
speak.” Ile says, ‘“* You'll prowoke me to strike you.” I says, ‘* No 
I shan’t; you knows better than that, for I'd send you to prison, as 
wouldn’t quite suit you, as livestteo well.at ’ome for that. But,” | 
says, “ you'd better take care, forteo»much wittles is wuss than too 
little, and I can see a8 you've gout aéflying about you.” 

He was that wild as he ’obbled back to’is gate without another 
word, and that stone ’ad woke ’im upa bit. SoI give that poor man 
a shilllin’, as said he’d get back to town, and the perlice he rode on 
a-larfin’ at me a-talkin’ to old Grounps. 

I only called for my bag at Mus. Mauis’s gate, and wouldn’t wish 
the children good bye, and ’ome I went; but 1 must say as I do think 
as them farmers is someonem no better than the ’oggs as they fattens, 
though I ’ave knowed ’em werry good ‘arted, as shows as there’s good 
and bad of all sorts. 


IN THE STUBBLE. 


Away to the stubble, no trouble 
We grudge when there’s game to be won : 
The central-fire cartridge each partridge, 
Will rue, ere our shooting be done. 


They’ ve cut down the clover, moreover 
The turnips are shocking this year ; 
Though coveys we scatier, what matter 

We steadily fire in their rear. 


And surely some victim, we pick’d him, 
Who linger’d behind all the rest ; 

Will stop in his flying, and dying, 
Sink down with the blood on his breast. 


From morning till gloaming we're reaming, 
And pleasant the lunch by the hedge, 
With brandy diluted we're suited, 
For yonder's a stream mid the sedge. 


Then homeward well weary, yet cheery, 
With talk of the sport and the day ; 

Oh! pleasant September! Remember 
St. Partridge, and hasten away! 








Full Houses. 

Tue Surrey opens with a new piece by Mr. Warts Puuttirs, 
entitled Land Rats and Water Rats. The water rats, we presume, will 
be miced, but the land rats won't be dry, so the management will nd 
them (m)’ousers of the fullest description. Your rat doesn't like 
empty houses. 
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| A DOMESTIC INCIDENT. 
(In the Purely Natural Style.) 


I've a cousin—a sweet little innocent thing 
As was ever created, I'm sure; 

She has come to ten summers (when Life's in the spring, 
And when freshness alone is mature.) 


T’other day my dear cousin lay reading in bed 
With a view of enlarging her mind; 

It was “‘ Mary and Florence” the little one read, 
And what pleasanter tale can you find ? 


She was deep in her study, when, lo and behold! 
Came an insect and leapt on the page; 

He was nimble enough and sufficiently bold 
To appal any child of that age. 


His exertions were great though his body seemed small, 
As he wildly went hoppity ache 

And he did not respect punctuation at all, 
For he never could come to a stop. 

But the fears of my cousin gave way to her pride 
(Though she déd interjaculate “ ah!’’)— 

So she slammed up her book, with its tenant inside, 
And she handed that book to mamma. 

Then she said to her parent—who listened in fear, 
As ull parents would probably do: 

“Such a horrible wretch of a thing, mother dear, 
And I think it's at page thirty-two !" 


——oCCC____———————_—_—_—_—_—s 
A QUERY. 


it's a Rcppgxt that's given up. 








\QEte ar 
PEACE AND WAR. 


A TABLEAU. 
Guardsman :—“* WHAT THE DOOSE 18 THAT Bonsy AFTER, HANGING ABOUT Mary HAwnn’s GATE LIKE THIS HERE 
Policeman :—“ WHAT BUSINESS HAS THAT LONG IDIOT A-LEANIN’ AGAINST THE GATE WHERE MAnry HANN LIVES 


Wurx is this question like the late Recorder of Maidstone ?—Because | 
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A Fishy Knighthood. 


Mra. E. W. Wartxriy, M.P., the notorious chairman of the South 
, Eastern has been gazetted. He is to receive knighthood. Everybody 
_is surprised and the universal question is why should a Conservative 
Ministry confer knighthood on a Liberal whose public services are too 
small to be seen with the naked eye. The Yarmouth Bribery Com- 
mission supplies an answer. It stated that Mr. Watkin “largely 
contributed to the corruption of the borough in 1859,” and to “the 
degradation of the constituency in 1865." A Tory Government might 
fairly knight one who has been such a credit to Liberalism. 


Freshfields and Pastures New, 


Turee members of the Alpine Club, Messrs. Fresnrretp, Moore, 
anD TuckEeR have been doing more than “thinking of the icy 
Caucasus.” ‘They have visited the great chain and have ascended some 
of its loftiest peaks. They describe the inhabitants as “‘ lawless and 
rapacious’’—nay more, “lazy, lying, and extortionate.’ The three 
gentlemen may congratulate themselves that this is a free country. If 
we had French laws here they might have to suffer for speaking thus 
plainly—in fact, for making no “ Caucasian Mystery ’’—of the 
onaraster ef a people, whom the Prime Minister regards with 
aff: ction. 





For Auld Lang Syne. 


Mr. Larne has had a stormy meeting at Wick, and has been worsted 
in @ correspondence with Mr. McLennan, the Fisheries Secretary. 
| Nevertheless he believes that he will be again returned! The fact is 
| that he has plenty of confidence, but it is his own, not that of the 
| electors, whom he has failed to convince that his return is an Auld 
| Laing sine qué non, 
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LOOKS INTO BOOKS 


A noox so plentifully and pleasantly illustrated, and so handsomely 
got up as Zire Diamond on the Hearth (Messrs. Hoca anv Son) by 
Miss Martan James, could hardly fail to be read, even did it not possess, 
as it does, recommendations of its own. ‘The writing is easy and 
agreexble, and the tenor of the tale is natural and wholesome. We 
have no sensation incidents in it to thrill readers into an appropriate 
state of “‘ goose’s skin.” Yet the interest is sustained evenly through- 
out; and is the more pleasant for not being worked up by thrilling 
jerks alternated by the long levels of duiness with which the sensation 
story-teller obliges us. 

It is many years since we read Miss James's Ethel, but if our im- 
pression of that novel be correct, she is to be congratulated on maturity 
of style. She is especially: to be praised for the elegance of her 
English. She does not, like most lady writers, treat us toa solecism on 
every: page: and for that she deserves the very highest commendation. 
Slipshod English is the curse of the literature of the present day. 
Journals of high position and writers of great repute join in accus- 
toming the people to “ Housemaid’s grammar”’ and the result cannot 
but be the ultimate deterioration of English, and the degradation of 
literature. 

We have also received samples of Mrsszs. Hoviston AND WRIGHT'S 
Tourist’s Handy Maps. 'They are from the ordnance survey of the 
counties, cost but fourpence, and are of a size easily portable in the 
waistcoat pocket, though large enough to guide the pedestrian on his 
way. ‘At a time when everybody is on the tramp such a cheap and 
useful issue of maps eannot fail to receive the support it deserves. 





To be Sold. 

Suaps of Wilberforee! Lamented Memory of the Jamaica Com- 
mittee! What have-we here ? 

O be SOLD, a gentleman giving up his establishment, f C 
T HORSES nde DOUBLE BROUGHAM, onC perp * walle foe the. soogulabeel 
Lowest price £125. Apply to etc. 
Here is an offer not only of carriages, horses, and a brougham—a 
brougham, named after the great opponent of the slave trade—but 
also of a gentleman giving up his establishment! And to think that 
all these should go for the paltry sum of £125. It is adding insult to 
injury! An Ameriean abolitionist who went South before the war to 
examine into the state of the slaves began to preach abolition to the 
nigger waiter at his hotel. Darkey listened very quietly, but said 
nothing until the abolitionist referred to selling flesh and blood for 
dollars, and mentioned asum. Then Ebony drew himself up with an 
air of pride, and declined to be classed with “trash” that went so 
cheap. ‘‘ Dis hotel habben’t none of dem, I can tell ye. None o’ yer 
forty dollar niggers here!’’ We think the “ gentleman giving up his 
establishment” needs not to give up his position too. He should 
stand out for a better price. 





That’s Wat’s the Matter! 


WE wonld hint to the directors of the S. E. R. Company that they 
would find it greatly to their interest to adopt a policy towards the 


publie— 
** A little less of (Wat)kin and more of kind.” 





Hay day! 

Tue Americans have just started a novel trade with us. Hearing of 
our defective hay-crop, they have set to work compressing hay and 
have sent us large quantities from New York. The first instalment of 
several hundred trusses has been sold very profitably—of course for 
ready money, the motto being “no trussed!’’ They promise us still 
larger importations, to which we reply ‘“‘ Hay, men, so be it!” 


Professionally Called-in. 


Dr. NELATON, the celebrated surgeon, has been raised to senatorial 
honours by the Emperor of France. The Star thereupon remarks 
that the French have been beforehand with us, no such honour has 
ever been bestowed on either surgeon or. physician in England. All 
the better! It is a sign that our Constitution is so sound it does not 


require medical aid. 


Waking Him Up. 
The editor of the Revei/ has been sentenced and fined for “inciting 
to hatred and contempt of the Government.” This is rather too bad! 
What do they expect from the Revei? but reviling ? 


RIGHT—IN TOE-TOE. 
LEvONGING to the ‘Supperrfand lower) ten.’’—The gout. 


Sa ee 


ALL ALONE, 


My Brown has gone away to Grecce, 
My Roninson to Rome; 

My Jones was off to-day for Nice, 
And I am still at home. 

One friend is on the ‘Liber, 
Another on the Rhone, 

The third a dock-imbiber— 
And I am all alone. 


The Row is dull as dull can be, 
Deserted is the Drive ; 
The glass that stood at eighty-throo 
Stands now at sixty-five. 
The summer days are over; 
The town, ah, me! has flown 
Through Dover or to clever— 
And [am all alone. 


L hate the mention of Lucerne, 
Of Baden and.the Rhine ; 

I hate the Oberland of Bexne, 
And Alp and Apennine. 

I hate the wilds of Norway, 
As here I sit.and moan 

With none to cross my doorway— 
For I am all alone. 


Brick streets do not &?prisonmake, 
Nor hollow squares a cell ; 

And so, for Memory’s pleasant-sake, 
I'll bear my sorrows well. 

*My lyre may lose the gladness? 
That marked its former tone’; 

But, oh! respect my sadness— 
For I am all alone. 


= 


Literary Mem. 


Ir is rumoured that CatcrarT is engaged in compiling a history of 


hangings down to the date of the abolition of public executions. He 
intends to callit The Deeline of the British Hemp-ire. As the volume 
is likely to attract considerable attention we may expect to see in the 
advertisements long extracts from the ’pinions of the press (room). 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, wniess they are 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourse/ves 
responsible for loss. | 

J. R. L. (Leamington.)—A most Leamingtable attempt at wit.’ You 
clearly don’t sell by weight, or you would have asked more than tive 
shillings for your scrap of paper. 

A CORRESPONDENT at Shadwell describes himself as a railway director, 
and he probably speaks the truth, for his signature is illegible. Sucha 
crabbed fist could only be acquired by the grasping habits of railway 
Cnectertte. 

A. F. (Glasgow.)—We cannot divine your object in sending us the 
newspaper cutting. 

F. M. (Little Pulteney-street.)—Thanks. But we cannot seo our way to 
working it. 

RxetTLtaw Revrxo puts a modest request. After making two very bad 
jokes, he winds up with “let ne know what you think in Answers to Cor- 
respondents.” Why, it would take a thousand-volume encyclopedia to let 
him know that! We suppose he can’t mean what we “ think of’’ his jokes— 
they are too terrible to think of. 

C. D. (Harley-street.)— You are too young, and the joke is too old. 

Fercus.—New Series, Nos. 8, 35, 60, 73, 78, 164, 169. 

Decency.— You're a pretty grammarian! ‘‘ Slang and impertinence is 
not fun.’ Isn’t they? 

CLERICUS ARTICULATUS8.—Don’t be absurd. Try and understand what 
you talk about. 

H. B.—What is the use of sending us an *‘ August Reverie”’ 
tember? If it be written by a curate he is not ac-curate. 

J. D. 8.—Thanks. 

W. L. (Brierley-hill.)—We will comply with your request. 

I. O. S.—Indeed ! 

Declined with thanks :—E. H., Bangor; R. G., Warminster; W. J. M. ; 
C. A. M.; JiM. M., Canonbury; E.G., Knightsbridge; Cornu; J.C., 
New Cross: T. K.D., Sutton; H. P.; Queemstown; H. M., Congleton ; 
G.T.D.; T.; H.N., Kew; Tom Collier; A Fact; F. H. D., Duke- 
street; A Belle Savage ;:J.'R., Notting-hill; H. L., Hayward's-beath ; 
E. C. H., Glasgow; C. P., Hull; A. J. R., Ball’s Pond; William the 
Conqueror; A. L., Liverpool; R.M., Peebles; Ann T,;. J. A. S., Ross ; 





in Sep- 


Fould; DJ, H.L. C., Newcastieon Tyne; G.M.M., Lisburn; Old 


Beak; O. 
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BEB YOU WEAR ANY 


‘* Universally Admitted.” 


Some little while since we commented on the dishonesty of Frank 
Leslie's Budget of Fun, in which an article stolen from our columns was 
inserted with a few alterations as the work of “ Dr. S. Mackenzre.”’ 
It appears that the person bearing the alias Franx Lesvte had attached 
Du. Macksgyzie’s name to the plagiarism as a mild practical joke, and 
the Universe and Dr. Mackenzie are both very angry with us, as if we 
ought to have seen through the pleasantry. We do not understand the 
laws of American journalism, and no similar joke could be perpetrated 
in this country; so that seeing Dr. Mackenzie's name to the article 
we naturally enough had no suspicion but that it was attached by him 
or with his consent. The editor of the Universe says our charge “‘ was 
a stupid one—for of all men alive Dr. Mackenzie has no need of 
plagiarism,” and that we “should not be ignorant of a fact so uni- 
versally admitted.” The fact may be admitted by the Universe, but 
we must plead guilty tothe “ stupidity’ of never having heard of Dr. 
Mackenzie before. 





On ana Off. 

A tetrer from Paris states that “musical amateure are full of 
Hisson at present.'’ ‘They have met with their deserts then at last! 
From ovr experience of amateur concerts (not to mention amateur 
acting) they have deserved Hisson—or at least Hiss-off!—for a long 
time. 





| ‘‘ BONNET, a Covering for the Head.’’ 


SUITS, 16s. 
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Johnsoir. 
Inquisitive Parent (inspecting Mill/ner’s bill) :—“ By tur way, MY DEARS, I SEE THERE ARE BONNETS CHARGED FOR HERE. 


I NEVER 


-_-—- 
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Macon Fun of Them! 

Tur Academy of Macon has offered a gold medal of the value of 
three hundred francs to the author of the best work to be called a 
Manual of Practical Viticulture. A deputation from Mxcon waited on 
us the other day and presented us with the medal for our seventh 
volume, which, as our foreign friends declared, ‘vas the best practical 
manual of Vitty-culture’”’ they had met with. 


Spectrum Analysis. 

We read that the latest experiments with the Krupp great guns 
have been made with “prismatic powder.” Of course the explosive 
must be most destructive since it is calculated to make spectra of 
those at whom it is fired. 


A Treat FoR THE Carpsace Prayzer.—A week at Pegwell. 








Now ready, FUN, Vol. VII., Magenta cloth, 4s. 6d , or free by post, 5s. 
To be had of all Newsagents. 

All the back numbers of FUN (New Series) are in print, and may be 
obtained at the Office, or through any Bookseller. 

FUN may be proeured in Paris every Wednesday, of Mrsszs. W1LLinG 

AND Co., 25, Rue de la Michodiere. 


45s. 
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A DAY’S WORK IN THE CITY. 


By ONE OF THE UNDERPAID. 


No. 5. HIGH NOON.—LOOKING UP “CHEPE.” 


I suovxp like to know where there’s another country in the world 
where a fellow would be expected to work in the middle of the day 
with the thermometer where itis. When I say “where it is,’’ I mean 
where it is to-day, for goodness knows where it may be to-morrow. 
There may be a cutting east wind whirling the dust along the Poultry 
and pretty nigh taking your paper collar off as you turn round St. 
Paul's Churchyard, where, if there’s a bit of a breeze it reminds you 
of the song that calls upon “ bleak Boreas” to stay, in the character of 
a “blustering railer,” though for my part it could be well dispensed 
with in that character, since there’s plenty of blustering railers in the 
City ; and the water-carts don’t make much play after business hours, 
so that you go about with a mouthful of grit and a mark for the finger 
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of scorn pointed by the shoe-black brigade as you go across from the 
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Bank under the protection of the WeLUINGTON statue. At the present 
moment, however, the heat marks about 120 inthe sun. What it 
would mark in the shade I haven’t the least idea because there's no 
shade to go by (though in one sense we’re an uncommonly shady lot 
in the City), and it would be more to the point to find out where it 
would be in the ‘ Shades,’”’ which, if I had the price of a glass of 
Manzanilla sherry and a penn’orth of walnuts, ’'dtry. There's no 
greater bliss I should say just now than a dozen walnuts, a glass of 
dry sherry and the run of the saltcellar: not that I ever found the 


places they call shades anything but stuffy, and uncommonly close and | , 
|Macos. Then there's a little covered alley in Austin Friars where 
| there's always a thorough draught, and Alderman’s-walk isn’t bid it 


stifling. Why they’re called shades I can’t make out, except that a 
good many fellows get in the sun there. If this can be putin asa joke 
so much the better. I don’t see it myself but somebody else may, and 
whatever it is, it's the influence of the hot weather. We LLiInGTon 
himself couldn’t have stood it, and yet there’s a sort of melancholy 
pleasure in standing here to broil and watching the infatuated public 
apply to the drinking-fountain just in front of the Exchange. Have 
I made the remark before that if there was any public spirit in the 
City, they’d put a little of that spirit into the water and give us 
drinking-fountains iced, or at all events with a canopy over the marble 


basin that would keep the natural element from lukewarmness, and | 


VOL. VIII. 


_ you only know where to look for it. 








make it a little less muddy. The very figure on the Royal Exchange 
fountain looks used-up and the urn that she carries suggests hot coppers. 

There are iced things at Birch’s, mind you, and soup that makes 
glad the heart of man: at least, I suppose it does, for I see people 
that have made a good stroke of business, or drawn a dividend, 
or want to look as though they'd done one or the other, come out as 
bright as new pins wiping their lips. It’s a wonderful place too, the 
first thing in the morning. There's actually a big piece of plate like a 
Roman remain full of whey there, and I suppose it’s for some of the 
old millionaires that have got to second childhood, and gone in for a 
milk diet. The fountain’s doing a brisk trade, too, mind you, but it’s 
chiefly with young women and boys that haven't got over their first 
innocent taste for penny buns; for there’s something about a penny 
bun that’s satiating, not to say cloggy, this weather. The New River 
Tepid Tap must be a boon to these, and they show how they like it by 
sprinkling each other, the same as the shoe-black boys that look as 
though they wanted a whole fire-engine to put ’em out, they look so 


me 
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hot and grimy in their red uniforms. They must be a boon to the 
police this hot weather in giviag something to think of and take their 
minds off sunstroke and impossible half-and-half: for the brigade is 
the last remnant of Protection, and woe betide the ragged outsider 
that sets up a bit of a stand aud touts for customers round the Ex- 
change. It’s precious hot! I wonder what the Lord Mayor's got for 
lunch. Madeira and a cold grouse I should say, or he don’t know 
what's what. It’s cool somewhere in the Mansion House, I warrant ; 
and the fact is that there is a cool nook or two even now in the City, if 
The crypt under Guildhall 
would be one of ’em, and even the Hall itself under the shadow of 


you get into a deep doorway. I wish I was Lord Mayor or something, 
and I’d try —but then I don’t know that I should ;—I shouldn't take 
the trouble perhaps, any more than I feel inclined to go back to the 
office just yet before the dinner hour’s quite up. I know one cool 
pump at all events just round the corner, and if the water ever did 
come through a churchyard the churchyard’s been close1 many a day. 
I think they took it into the Bank of England; and so there the 
pump stands, without a chain to the handle and with a good big ladle ; 
that’s what comes of looking up “ Chepe.”’ , 
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; | The crew were but three but they holloa’d for nine, 








BR AVE A L U Mi B E 7 They howled and they blubbered with wail and with whine: 


The skipper he fainted away in the fore, 
Ii. big was the bosom of brave For he hadn’t the heart for to skip any more. 
» Dis & S 
ALUM Bry, 


“To. coward!” said Atum, “with heart of a child! 
And also the region that under Thou son of a party whose grave is defiled, 
it lay, Is Avo in terror? is ALum afeard ; 
In safety and peril remarkably Ho! ho! If you had one, I'd laugh at your beard. 
cool— ; bo 
re he banks of | His eyeball it gleamed like a fire of red coke ; 
a Be Ti : Steailionl. He baldly inflated his clothes as he spoke ; 
He daringly felt for the corks on his chest, 








Each morning he te to his And he recklessly tightened the belt at his breast. 
garden to cul r : : hat micht 
, e ; or he knew, the brave Atvm, that happen what might, 
- a ee With belts and eae he was re ow > 
oul, ° bi Though others might sink, he was certain to swim, 
And aie” — No Hareem whatever had terrors for him! 
To BACKsHEESH, the gue They begged him to spare from his personal store 
fy of Rawat Laxoum. A single cork raiment ao ad — ates ; 
re WV 6G OS . : : But he couldn’t, because of the number of oaths 
= bine ok No a saaty —_ a That he never—no never—would take off his clothes. 
2 a A kettle of kismet, or joint of The billows dash o’er them and topple around, 
| ny . tchibouk, They see they are pretty near sure to be drowned. 
As ALvm, brave fellow, sat pensively by, A terrible wave o’er the quarter deck breaks, 
With a bright, sympathetic ka-bob in his cye. And the vessel it sinks in a couple of shakes ! 
eee compelled him to ~ ae day— The dreadful Hareem, though a beggar to blow, 
v ship's supercargo was brave aan a Expends all its strength in a minute or 80; 
0 pretty young Bacxsurrsn he made a salaam, When the vessel had foundered, as I have detailed, 
And sailed to the isle of Seringapatam. The tempest subsided and quiet prevailed. 
es Aum,” said ~ Bm —_ ere * yo go— One collared a cork with a yelling “Ha! ha!” Ks 
Tenses meinen fos onhe eetasd Chk ie went” (ie Ser tak od kal ros I 
’ ° nother a ick—a’ er _ 
But Atum embraced her and spoke to her thus: “ Alas! it is saalanas ” said brave awd Bey. 


“Cease weeping, fair Bacnsuezsu, I willingly swear 
Cork jackets and trousers I always will wear, 

And I also throw in a large number of oaths 

That I never—no never—will take off my clothes!” 


7 . * * * 


They left Madagascar away on their right, 

And made Clapham Common the following night, 
Then lay on their oars for a fortnight or two. 
Becalmed in the ocean of Honolulu. 


One day Atvm saw, with alarm in his breast, 

A cloud on the nor-sow-sow-nor-sow-nor-west. 

‘The wind it arose and the crew gave a scream, 

Ber they knew it—they knew it !—the dreaded Harcem !! 


The mast it went over, and so did the saits, 
Brave ALvum threw over his casks and his bales— 
Phe billows arose as the weather grew thiek, 
And alLexecept ALum were terribly sick. 


— 





** To holloa and kick is a very bad plan, 
You'd best get it over as soon as you can ; 
You'd better get hold of a good lump of lead 
And collar it tightly until you are dead. 


“ Just raise your hands over your pretty heads—so— 
Right down to the bottom you're certain to go, 

Ta! ta! I’m afraid we shall not meet again’’— 

For the truly courageous are truly humane. 


as 


Brave Atum was picked up the very next day— 
A man-o’-war sighted him, smoking away; 

With hunger and cold he was ready to drop 

So they sent him below and they gave him a chop. 


Oh, reader, or readress, whichever you be, 

| You weep for the crew who have sunk in the sea ! 
Oh, reader, or readress, read further, and dry ie 
The bright sympathetic ka-bob in your eye. ae 
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That ship had a grapple with three iron spikes, ve 
It’s lowered, and ha! on a summut it strikes! 
They haul it aboard with a British “ heave-ho!” 
And what it has fished the initial will show. 


There was Wi1son, and Parker, and Tomurson too— 
(The first was the captain, the others the crew)— 

As lively and spry as a Malabar ape, 

Quite pleased and surprised at their happy escape 


pee. 
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And Atv, brave fellow, who stood in the fore, 
And never expected to look on them more, 
Was really delighted to see them again, 

For the truly courageous are truly humane. 
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HUN. 17 


Tue St. James’s has dropt its vulgar cover and has started afresh at new 
offices. Under these circumstances I suppose it may claim the mercy 
accorded to a first number, or I should protest against the insertion of un 
illustration to the novel “ Hirell”’ of which no instalment appears in 
the number. I think if the proprietors cannot give us better cuts 
hereafter they had better drop illustrations altogether. They might 
also with advantage substitute blank pages for such poor padding as 
*“* Asleep and Awake ” which is the work of very incoherent paste and 
scissors. ‘‘A Modern St. George”’ is good, as is also ‘At Home and 
Homeless.” But we must have better stuff than “ Silent Sympathy,” 
‘“‘ Preaching and Practice’? and “‘ Child-Suicides”’ if the magazine is 
to keep its place. The solitary bit of verse is better then much we 
have had in the St. James’s—but that is not high praise. I cannet help 
thinking that to be popular the magazine must cut adrift a certain 
affectation of scholarship which is always giving us chapter and verse 
in THucypipks and elsewhere—but especially ‘'uucypIDEs. 

Belgravia has one very bad illustration—“ Parting ’’—with meaning- 
less faces attached to figures twenty heads high. It has one good 
illustration, wherein Monstzuk PANNEMAKER has made much more out 
of Mr. Tuompson’s drawing than Mr. ‘Tuomas has done in another 
instance. The artist who draws the otherwise pretty picture (though 
“tint”? has played the dickens with his foliage) to ‘‘ Out in the 
Stream”’ should get his namesake, the experienced surgeon of the 

Hospital for Diseases of the Throat, to show him that the hip-joint 
and the shoulder blade are separated by something more than half a 
dozen ribs. The young gentleman in the punt has evidently got a 
heart—but where are his viscera ? Mn. Sawyer contributesa charming 
poem, and Mx. Lricn some elegant vers de sooiété. In “ How we Should 
Dine if we Could”? Mr. Sata is as amusingly chatty as usual, and 
Mr. THorn3vuRY discourses well of “ London Clubs.’ 

THE Argosy startles one a little with a picture of a ghost whose arm, 
judged by the laws of perspective, is only twice as long as the figure is 
high. As, however, the letterpress does not refer to this peculiarity, 
the hint of a ghost with a telescopic arm warranted to reach the leugth 
of a whole corridor is at the disposal of the sensation novelist. ‘ho | 
novels go on well, and there is a capital paper on “ Working Moen,” | 
by one of themselves, well worthy of attention and study. “ Major 
Parrifer’’ is deeply interesting—it makes one long for the first of 
October—I beg pardon the twenty-eighth of September—we are always 
a day or two before time in this rapid age. 
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“UR Welsh friends are very indignant if we 
J venture to smile at their Eisteddfodau; and 
Mr. Epmunp Yarrs has been vigorously 
abused beeause, having good-naturedly un- 
dertaken to waste his time in reading prize- 
Boy, poems, he found not one of the lot worthy 
bee of the prize. That he was right was proved 
ae this year when the prize was awarded—to a 
watery imitation of LoNcrEeLLow’s worst 
style, to which no English »provmeial paper would have given the 
cheap honours of its “ Poet's*Gorner.”” I have just received a Welsh 
paper, containing an account of an Histeddfod at Carmarthen, and I’ll 
defy anyone to refrain frcm Jaughing at it. The Eisteddfod was pre- 
sided over by some one with the very English name of Buck Ley. 
There was a prize of three shilli for the best impromptu speech! 
There was a prize of a pound for the best essay on “ Beauty,” but 
there was a level of merit (?) among four competitors! And 
there was a prize of five shillings for the best “love letter!’’ But 
the funniest thing of ail is that the winners.are described as “ in- 
vested’’ with the prize—generally by a female, presumably young 
and lovely! Fancy being “invested’’ with two-and-fourpence by 
the girl of your heart ! 

Tue Saturday Review appears to be in no possible way affected by 
the loss of its late editor. It xbounds still in sneers and misrepre- 
semfations, and is still graced ‘by the same charms of composition 
which prove the superiority of its writers, who leisurely indite their 
lofty essays in their studies, over%the common scribes of the press, who 
have to write when and how ‘they can. An essay on Etching and 
Etchers in a recent number coffers some fine examples of the gram- 
matical accuracy of that exalted being the Saturday Reviewer :— 

‘© A description and analysis of the processes enters into his coreeption of the 

osthetic “earings of his art.’’ 
Persons merely grammatical might urge that the two nominatives, 
‘“description’’ and ‘analysis,’ require a plural verb instead of the 
singular “‘enters.’’ To satisfy and silence such quibblers, the super- 
fine reviewer gives us a compensatory sentence :— 

‘‘ Prominent among these are sensitiveness, often reckoned a weakness or morbid 
condition of soul in lovers of art.’’ 

“Description and analysis is,” but then “sensitiveness are!’’ The 
superfine scribe has taken a hint from Sir Walter Scott, who put in 
the corner of his letter a group of commas, colons, and periods in order 
that his friend might put in the stops he could not stopto put. Our 
great unknown scatters singulars and plurals over his paper, and 
leaves his readers to fit them together. He seems to know almost as 
much of grammar, too, as he does of some of the subjects he criticises. 
He speaks of the graphotype and alludes to “ the resulting print from 
the electrotyped copy.” Does he know the difference between 
electrotype and stereotype ? And if so, does he know that the chief 
failure of graphotype is due to the fact that it does not give an electro- 
typed but a stereotyped copy ? 

“In Cassell’s Magazine we have “A Fight for Life”? moving along 
with unflagging interest. Its dénouement is still a matter of con- 
jecture, so well is the mystery kept up. Mr. Rosinson contributes a 
capital tale called “A Proud Wife,” and Mr. Duron Coox has a good 
paper on “ The Stockwell Ghost.’’ Dr. Browne's article on “ Rail- 
way Season Tickets” will be widely read and seriously studied. Mr. 
James GREFNWOOD gives us another peep into low life, and Mr. 
THoRNzEURY chats pleasantly about old bits of London. The verse is 
quite up to the average, and the number as a whole is excellent with 
one exception—that exception being, alas, the first of a series of papers, 
entitled ‘‘ Thoughts in the Twilight. Unless the second is very much 
better than the first we shall have a weekly instalment of the veriest 
twaddle to look forward to. ‘The editor of this excellent magazine 
has hitherto conducted it with such skill and judgment that it is sur- 
prising that he should have admitted such a ‘dutling” article, to use 
a slang word which alone can express the quality of the trash. . The 
personal chat of known writers is a pardonable egotism amusing to 
their readers, but this paper comes anonymously, and who on earth 
cares to know that its author sometimes walks in his garden with his 
hands behind him, that if it rains he paces his room, that he considers 
‘‘t¢o muse”’ is one thing, and “to think” ancther, that when he looks 
in the glass he doesn’t quite know what he sees, that he once had a 
grandmother and a half-crown, but that he was not born with a silver To greet the chaps that come there. 

spoon in his mouth! Moreover, though a man cannot himself write | * gorytion or Acrostic No. 78. — Ireland, Oxtrace: Intaclio 
he need not make nonsense of the writings of others. It is rather Rouleau, Eschalot, Landor, Abracadabra, Nog Tehind tale 6 +t» 
hard upon Mitton, who has been terribly ill-treated of late, that his mi . iechatibes kenaunia to a , % att . 

line “Some still removed place will fit” should be made such feeble | out: Old John; Saratoga: J. H. No: Sete, Rectan eee ee we 
stuff of as this:— | a an 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. 80. 


O’rER the stubble, 
With a double 
Barrel Tomxurys shot: | 
Left and right 
He gave the flight, 
And this was all he got! 


1.—He sings a wild and wilful strain, 
And draws peculiar figures— 
Strange oflicers upon the main, 
And most peculiar niggers. 
He has a comic way of handlin’ 
What Pali Mali critics call a band'lin. 
2.—This is an epithet you may apply 
To Menxen’s morals, Wui7Man's poetry, 
And also, I imagine, to the lax 
Way in which genius pays its Income Tax. 
3.—He smacks his lips, 
And with his eye 
A wink he tips 
To those hard by; 
And says of nips 
That you can swallow 
The rest this whips 
Uncommon hollow! 


4.—They vowed that such conduct was wrong 
And made of an adjective use 
Which (avoiding all language too strong) 
Said twas conduct inspired by the deuce. 
5.—To guard from chaps the mouth where bees might sip, 
Applies fair CuLog some there: 
At Evans’s ’tis aye on Paddy's lip 








**If the air will not permit, 


Still some removed place will fit.”” A VENERABLE Pite.—The o]d carpet in the bachelor’s bedroom. 
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““CIRCUMSTANCES ALTER CASES.?’? 


Mr. Kraft (Candidate for the representation of Mudborough in the next 
Parliament) :—** Now THEN, YOU FELLOW! DO YoU KNOW YOU ARE TRES- 
PASSING ON MY PRESERVES !”’ Poacher :—“* Wri, 8’PosE I pu?” 
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Poacher :—‘* SARTINGLY, 8sIR.—‘ PURTY 
BOROUGH ’—WOTER FOR THE BURRA !”? 












A Blow for a Blow. 


We lave received a copy 
of a periodical entitled Zion’s | 
Trumpet, which contains a 
candid statement about the 
duties of critics and publishers 
that we quote with pleasure. 
It has the boldness to say in 
80 many words what a great 
many publishers inversely | 
believe :— 

“‘It-was our intention not to 
review any more books that were 
not advertised on the Wrapper, but 
this being so very good, we could 
not refrain. But it is a very unfair 
practice for Authors to obtain a 
good review, and not advertise the 
book in the Magazine. In fact, we 
are persuaded it lessens the sale.”’ 


We trust that the proprietors 
of periodicals, that shall be 
nameless, who object to our 
broad-way of stating objec- 
tions will’not miss this: cheap 
opening for “a good review.” 






































Redundancy. 


Tue New York Tribune 
informs us that the ladies of 
Philadelphia have a rifle club, 
and that a ahooting match 
recently came off at Washing 
ton Retreat, where the first | 
prize fell to a lady of whom | 
the Tribune says “ Miss Mary | 
Aww Scuvtz.”’ This is mere 
nonsense! How could sho 
have won the first prize at a 
riflematch if she didn’t shoot? 


———- 


















Mr. Kraft :—“ Dear me! Mr.—anem—HanpsomMe WILLIAM; MAY I HOPE YOUR SPORT 
| HAS BEEN SATISFACTORY '!—HONOUR ME BY TAKING A SIP OUT OF MY FLASK !”? 


TT © tctemaesat ieee 





a 





(SepTeMBER 19, 1868. 





Mr. K.—‘* FurRNISH ME WITH YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS, IMMEDIATELY !” 


BILLY, BACK-sTREET, MuD- 


A Line Worth Follow- 
ing. 

SHOULD Sir SAMUEL BAKER, 

JounSrvart MIL1, and Joun 

Bricut meet in the Reformed 


| Parliament, what, a capital 


illustration it would be of a 
*‘ guide, philosopher, and friend.”’ 





Putting the Saddle on 
the Wrong Horse. 
Canspy has many wrongs 

that want righting, but the 
late strike was a sad mistake; 
—take our word for it— 
plying for hire is im every 
sense better than playing for 
ire, inflicting a vast amount 
of discomfort on Cabby’s best 
friend—the public. 





The Capital Punish- 


ment Question. 


Wuenaconvicted murderer 
is described by the papers as 
having arrived at a proper 
“frame” of mind, may that 
be taken to be “ g(u)ilt?”’ 


Disutinec A Tory.—(Just 
for a change.)—What the 
Premier will have to swallow 
when Parliament meets.— 
Any quantity of Mayo- 
“nays.” 





Tue Centre or GRAVITY. 


| —A modern comic song. 
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“THE ANCIENT MARINER” IN THE CITY. 

‘AH, WRETCH!” SAID THEY, ‘“‘THE BIRD TO SLAY 
THAT MADE THE BREEZE TO BLOW.” 


(CoLeripGE (slightly altere 


‘“ MONEY, MONEY, LVERYWHERE, 


* * 


* * * * 
BUT NOT A GROAT TO SPEND.” 
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HONORIA HAGGIS. 
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Town, 


tidyish clan, 


AS== She possess’d, you'll acknowledge, 
r 7 a will of her own 
In vowing she’d marry a dog’s- 


meat man. 
in chaff— 
was seen, 

and a half 
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Honorta’s fancy I’m pained to relate 


of ten 


With a 
sigh, 


passable face and 


shame 


put down 





The Logic of the Leading Journal. 


Tue Times, we suppose, thinks any stone good enough to throw at a 
black sheep, and looking on the cabman asa black sheep considers an 
argument good enough to fling to him. In speaking of the strike it 
favoured the world with this sensible statement :— 

‘The outside cabmen have no more reason for striking against these private 
stands than the outside stationers against the bookstalls, or the outside confectioners 
against the refreshment rooms. In fact, if the great firms in Paternoster-row were 
all to close their shops against the public because they were not free to retail 
shilling novels at the railway carriage doors, they would not be acting more un- 
reasonably than the cabmen are acting.” 

The analogy is perfect here! Wholesale houses, closing because 
retail traders (who are their customers) sell books on the railway, offer 
an exactly paraliel case to cabmen objecting because other cabmen, 
under the same license, are allowed the monopoly of a large traffic by 
private treaty! If the railways were to refuse to convey passengers 
because they might not also run cabs, the illustration culled by the 
Times from the Row might be admissible. But as an illustration of 
the error of the cab-strike it is simply idiotic. Then, again, how logical 
is the argument about outside stationers and confectioners. The book- 
stalls and refreshment rooms have an exclusive right to the premises 
they rent of the railways. The outside bookseller and confectioner 
would have a fair ground of complaint if the bookstalls and refresh- 
ment rooms did what the privileged cabs do—that is, sell not only on 
the premises they rent, but making them their depots compete with 
the confectioner and bookseller by vending their goods at the shop- 
keepers’ doors. 

And this is the logic of the leading journal! 





Over-bold Bowled over. 

A writer in the Sportsman comments upon a leader on cricket in the 
Daily Telegraph. Now whatever its faults may be, the D.7. has the best 
cricket articles out, so that our sportive critic should be careful. He 
sneers at the D.7. writer because he speaks of four balls constituting an 
“over.”’ If they do not, we should like to know what does? They have 


Oval or Lord’s might have seen. 


reeset 
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done so for the last twenty years as the most “ casual’’ observer at the 


[Dedicated avithont permission to several Muste Hall Buffoons. | 


Her pedigree traced from a | 


IfLer father—persuaded she wasn’t 
Such a funny old governor never 
Shut her up with a sigh for a year | 
In an arbour he’d built upon 
Camberwell Green. 
He was nervous lest some 
one should spread the | 
Of Honorta Hacearts of Hoxton 


» Singing tol de rol riddle 


From the time she’d acquired the distinction 
Was to bind her magnificent wealth to the fate 

Of the most indiscreet and repulsive of men. 
She determined to snub every suitor who came dog. 


And informed her mamma that she thought it a 


That her governess hadn’t a cast in her eye. 
"Twas a pity the whims were not early 


Of Honora Hacais of Hoxton Town. 
Singing tol de rol, &c. 





| She implored for a monkey instead of a doll, 
And an old idiotic gorilla they found. 

| She insisted a quarrelsome cockatoo poll 

Was the best of companions ‘‘down to the 
ground.” 


{ 


ONORIA HAGGIS of Hoxton | Though early this family wrangle began, 


Herself and her funny old father between, 
| The climax was found in the dog’s-meat man, 
And the arbour discovered on Camberwell Green. 
Pa swore he'd cut off with traditional 
brown 
| Miss Honorta Haceis of Hoxton Town. 
| Singing tol de rol, &c. 


The only attendant her father allowed 
Was a dog he had bought at a sale in Cremorne, 
| And the bandy-legged animal scratch’d and bow- 
wowed, 
| And wished in his heart he had never been born. 
' “Qh! it’s all very well,” said poor doggie, “ for 
Mayne 
| ‘To sell all the muzzleless dogs that are seen 
In the streets; I would far rather perish in pain 
Than live with Miss Haceis on Camberwell 
Green.” 
So he feigned to be mad and to tear at the 
gown 
Of Honorta Hacais of Hoxton Town. 
Singing tol de rol, &c. 





But Honora Haceis determined to sell 
oe Boer who'd plunged her young life in a 
og; 
So dying to learn if her lover were well, 
She employed the sharp nose of the bandy-legged 


conventional | For months she awaited the pattering fect 
Of the hound who had left the poor girl in the 
lurch, 
She eloped with an uglier vendor of meat, 
And both were united in Camberwell Caurch, 
This ends the romance with its up and its 
down 
Of Honorta Haaers of Hoxton Town, 
Singing tol de rol, &ec, 


i ——— ee 





IMPORTANT EXPLANATION. 


‘‘ Several papers have, on the authority of the Independance Beige, ascribed the 
following sentence to the Prince Imperial: ‘When 1 am kmperor I will make 
everybody attend to their religious duties: I will not tolerate any irreligious 
person.” Weare ina position to affirm that these words never were uttered.— 
La France. 

Or course the utterances of a child of twelve are of the most extreme 
importance, and deserve all the prominence which the Jiidépendance, 
and the several other papers, hastened to give them. Nor will any- 
body be disposed to consider the solemn contradiction of the semi- 
official La France as at all stupid or ludicrous. 

Now to relieve the public mind from all doubt upon this most tre- 
mendous question we (as a semi-officious paper) are in a position to 
affirm that the exact words used by the boy prince were as follows :— 

“Old Daddy Long-legs will not say his prayers, 

I'll take him by the left leg and throw him down the stairs.” 
Those lines he had learned from his English governess in past times, 
and it is easy to understand how an incautious repetition of them at a 
certain moment gave rise to the report in the Belgian paper. 

After this explanation we trust that the Jndépendance will be mollified, 
that the editor of La France will find himself pretty comfortable, and 
that one danger to the peace of Europe and the happiness of her 
peoples will disappear. 


A Colon. 


Tue members‘of the Alpine Club are hereby informed that, despite 
all their triumphant ascents, we can point them out a Col which they 
won't be able to collar next summer. We allude to the Col-o’ Sseum in 
Regent’s Park. 


Uncharitable. 


Segre the announcement “ house cramm’d”’ at the portals of the— 
well, no matter what—theatre the other evening, Currrek observed— 
** public cramm’d”’—nearer the mark ! 


Tue Curer or THE Mint Actnorities.— Lamps. 
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LIFE IN LODGINGS. 
— @— 
No. VIIT.—LODGINGS. 


(~~? HE region of Soho in which we 
an) found our last specimen of Lodg- 
ing Life, borders on the district 
: from which our present example 
is taken. Our choice falls upon 
Seven Dials. Has it ever struck 
anyone that whereas the inhabi- 
tants of two large countries 80 
assimilate, on the border lines, 
that the nationalities blend in 
London, small districts are sepa- 
rated by a hard and fast line? 
Soho and Seven Dials almost 
mingle, yet the social geographer 
could trace you on the map a dis- 
tinct and definite boundary. In 
| fact, as the Latin bard, whom 
“ blood and culture”’ delights to call “jolly old Horace,” has shrewdly 
remarked, “ Est modus in rebus, sunt certi denique finse, quos ultra 
citraque nequit consistere, etc.””—a passage which may here be rendered 
thus :—There is a limit, there are in a word bounds beyond, which the 
blanchisseries of Soho on the one hand, and the bird-shops of Seven 
Dials on the other, cannot exist. Soho is Frenchified. Seven Dials is 
Hibernicised. It is as a delicate compliment to the nationality of 
Seven Dials, and a graceful tribute to the bos primigenus or bull of the 
country, that our artist in his illustrations of Lodgings in Seven Dials 
has abstained from introducing an Irishman. 

The Parlours of the particular Seven Dialectic Lodging we have 
selected are occupied by the proprietors of one of the oldest and most 
respectable playhouses in London—a Punch Show. The structure in 
which they perform the legitimate drama being a trifle too large to 
come in at the door is taken through the window at night and launched 
by the same a in the morning. The proprietors are partners, 
who are represented in the initial enjoying a friendly game at “Put.” 
To a public so intelligent as the ers of Fun, it is hardly necessary 
to distinguish between the two. They will know which is Music and 
which is the Drama. The student of human nature is aware the bald 
gentleman is the genius wko does theacting. We donot fora moment 
—— that every performer of “ Punch” is bald, but a life-long 
study has enabled us to lay down the rule that if of the two owners 
of the show one be bald—even though he be the younger—he is the 
actor. Why this should be so, we are at a loss to explain. We leave 
the solution of the mystery to our Darwins and Hvuxteys. Our two 
friends make a tolerable living by the legitimate drama—not as much, 
perhaps, as Mr. Bovcicautt says he makes out of the sensation 
drama—but enough to live upon, and enjoy a clear conscience and 
their beer. I doubt if they ever send postage stamps to the CHaNcELLOR 
oF THE Excurausr for unpaid dog-tax for Toby, who is observed 
—s near Music. Toby's opinions of Sir Richarp Mayne, if he 
had the opportunity of expressing them to that obstinate old gentleman 
might perhaps have more effect than the voice of the whole press, for 
pone el “~¥ on of Scotland Yard so deliberately expresses his 
con 

The First Floor is occupied by a couple whose dramatic performances 
Mr. Honsrorp, the active officer of the Mendicity Society, would 

ardly describe as legitimate 
drama, Their outward respect- 
ability is painfully obvious, 
heightened as it is by touches of 
poverty, just as the husband's 
suit of black broadcloth is ren- 
dered more effective by the 
studied whiteness of the seams. 
This weerennene pair make a 
very good thing out of their 
poverty. The husband impcses 
oo ees on poor, = wife swindles 

e rich. eir system is simple enough. The husband in a sui 
of seedy black, with rusty kid wield his hands and a ee 
white tie and collar round his neck, affects crowded thorough- 
fares, and on Saturday nights, especially, the street-markets of 
the working classes. The rascal knows and trades upon the readi- 
ness of the poor to assist the r. He bears on his breast a card 
appealing to “ Kind Christians” for help, and stating that he has been 
out of work for years, and has a wife and seven children, and is at last 
compelled, though terribly ashamed, to ask for alms. And he hangs 
down his head as he ought to do, the rogue, knowing as he does that 
the wives of hardworking men spare a copper from their scanty market 
money to swell his ill-gotten gains. 








Sl seen 














The wife is a begging-letter-writer, and collector of charitable sub- 





| scriptions for imaginary purposes. She is up in all the slang of the | 


sects and can adapt her conversation to that rabid Ritualist, the | 


2EVEREND REREDOS, to that eminent Evangelical, the REVEREND Ranr. 
CANT, or to that noted Nonconformist, Mr. Banexoox of the Elephant 
and Tabernacle. To look at her long face and uplifted eyebrows, you 
would not suppose that life to her is all beef-steak and onions, stout, 
and warm gin-and-water ! ; wen 
The Second Floor is in the joint occupation of Mr. Jor Smrrring, 


better known to fame as the Srenor Semivini, and of Mr. Birr | 


Howtpy, who may be politely described as a “ pic- 
turesque reporter.” 

Smirrins belongs to the 
old school of tumblers, who, 
wherever they had not put 
ont other joints for them- 
selves, had their noses put 
out for them by LzorArpD 
and the modern school of 
trapezists. He has to seek 
support by street perform- 
ances, and an occasional 
appearance at very minor 
concert rooms, chiefly for 
“friendly leads”” and such 
benefits. Ground and lofty 
tumbling in a well-lit theatre and a well-spangled costume may seem 
a fine thing, but when it comes to shivering in worn tights and a street 
off the Strand, with a keen wind blowing up from the river an: coppers 
shy, vaulting ambition finds it hard to keep body and soul together. 

Mr. How sy works in partnership with a friend. They betake 
themselves after dusk to the quiet streets and squares, where, one on 
one side and the other on the other, they set up a bellowing duet, of 
which we are enabled, by the courtesy of the executors of the lamented 
Carnatcu, to present our readers with a specimen—we give it ina 
form familiar to the student of opera-libretti :— 

How .py (con strepito).—Full! True! and partikler account! 

FRrEenp ( fortissimo).— and partikler account. 

Bota.— Wah! ah! Wah! Wah! Wah! 

H.—Strawdinary! Heelopement! 

F.— in High! Life! 


Born.—Wah! Wah! Wah Wah! Wah! Waaaagh! 
ha young lady! 


H.—Residin’ in! 

F.— Thurlow-square, Brompting! 

Botu.—Wah! Waaagh! Wah! Waaaagh! 

H.—An’ a well! known! nobleman! 

F.— Livin’ within a quarter of a mile! of Heaton-place! 
Born.—Wah! Wah! Wah! Waaaaagh! Waaagh! 


Having excited the curiosity of the neighbourhood by these dis- 





Sevingteen ycars of hage! 


jointed revelations, they retail small strips of printed matter purport- 


ing to be the detailed report of the news they cry, but really having 
nothing to do with it; and, as a rule, being perfectly unintelligible 
rigmarole. Mr. Howxny is known in Seven Dials as “aseller of 
cocks”—which is not intended to convey the notion that he deals in 
poultry, but that he vends “‘ cock-and-bull stories.” An undiscovered 
murder is his special harvest, for it enables him to cry the capture and 
confession of a new criminal every evening. The Road Murder was a 
small annuity to him, and he is reported to have shed tears on learning 
that Constance Kent had confessed. 

The Attics belong to a Joint Stock Company, Limited. From this 
elevation descend upon the outer world the “ Original Seven Dials 
Songsters,” whe never perform 















out of London, except once a year HHH AS OE SAY pS 
when they tramp to the Derby. CN AY AY Pp \\\" \ + 
As they have never penetrated | > W oR SS YES \ Al 


further westward than Putney, 
they deserve much credit for 
their lifelike reproduction of 
Negro life in the Plantations, as 
well as for the simple and truth- 
ful manner in which they dress 
the characters they assume. How- 
ever, joking apart, they sing, to 
say the least of it, quite as well as 
the Vances, Sipneys, and Nasuzs, tft 
and their songs are infinitely | _ 7 
more amusing, if not more re- ~- = cee 
fined. We fancy if their secret 

ambition were told, it would be nothing more exalted than a per- 
manent engagement at a musical tavern or tea garden “with the run 
of the bar, rum-shraub, and the foreign wines excepted.” 


_-——_——_ 
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Before we leave the house, we must peep down the ricketty stairs 
into the kitchen. Do not start! This is not an Alton Locke asking 
for the heads of kings, or vowing on his sacred shears to overthow the 
Tory Ministry. It is little Wacctes, the tailor, showing his wife and 
family how Macreapy used to act Macbeth. Wacceuss is like that 
famous article of furniture which was “a bed by night a chest of 
drawers by day.’”’ While Sol is in the sky WaceGtes is on the board 
at his tailoring. When Luna holds sway Wacetzs is on the boards 
at T. R. Drury Garden, where he does the “‘ heavy lead”’ of the mobs 
of supers. When the infuriated populace cries aloud for the life of the 
usurping Duke, WaceGtzs is the fugleman who leads off the chorus of 
‘‘He dies!’ When the assembled senators bewail the death of the 
last of the Emperors, Waco rs is looked to for the remark, ‘Oh, 
horror! What treason is thist’”? When the greybearded priests of 
APpotLo learn that the high-priestess has eloped with the General of 
the Gallic army, it is Waggles who exclaims, “ Dire calamity! Un- 
happy we!” 

It is, however, at Christmas, during the run of the pantomime, that 
Wace tes has the honour of appearing before the public in the largest 
number of characters. He is a demon in the first scene; a big-headed 
warrior, much banged about by his general in the second; a courtier 
in the third ; a villager in the fourth; a demon again in the transfor- 
mation scene ; and a policeman, a baker, a butcher, a walking gentle- 
man, a servant girl, and a schoolvsoy in the comic business. For this 
Protean performance he is paid at the rate of one shilling sterling per 
night—a Jow salary for a man of such parts, being little more than a 
penny for each impersonation. He has a long family, and is bringing 
up the two eldest for the stage—the eldest boy having already attracted 
considerable notice by his intelligent performance of a tomtit in the 
pantomime of Who Killed Cock Robin 2? Waceurs has hopes for the 
lad, and secretly believes his son is destined to realize the expectations 
of dramatic distinction which his father once entertained. 





Birds of a Feather. 


Gtve no vote at the coming elections to those who would close the 
public-houses, or to railway directors—the former would rob a poor 
man of his beer—the latter of his money. 





Suspended Animation. 


A FRIEND of ours, who advocates the abolition of capital punishment, 
declares that to try to cure crime by hanging criminals is mere 
bemp-iricism. 





A Medical Mem. 
Tus worst form of dropsy is that in which spirit takes the place of 
water. ‘To distinguish it from the ordinary form this is known in 
medical circles as the ‘‘ just-another-drop-sy.” 


Tell us—in a Crack. 
Suovtp not those noble sportsmen (?) who find amusementin knocking 
over poor pigeons from a trap be termed “cracked” rather than 
“‘ crack ”’ shots ? 


Dirs-o-manracs.—The early plunges of those insane people who 
bathe in the Serpentine every morning in the depth of winter. 





A Warerspovt.—Advocating teetotalism. 
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A DREAM OF DRINKS. 
Br a Toran ABSsTAINERs 


In an after-dinner slumber, 
Taking more than ferty winks 

I had visions without number 
Of innumerable drinks. 

In this very hot September 
Pleasant was it in my densa, 

Cooling liquors to remember;, 
Bubbling in eternal strewme 


With the triangle surmounted, 
First in order saw I pawey 
Dovets of the beer accownted 
Fittest in the vats of Bass. 


Onee a lady’s heart was“ trouDlin'’”’ 
At the thought of Dublin Bay; 
Little wonder, stout of Dublin 


Froths in such a tempting wwy 
Then a claret-cup was créamitigg, 

With an iceberg shiningth 
And above its wavelets gleaming, 

Rose the borage-flowers ef blwe. 


With emotions sweet and tender), 
Next I saw my “‘S. and B®’; 
With the soda’s swift surrendér, . 
Of its brandied charms to me. 


Aiia-I gazed with fond affection 
Of a tumbler then, wherein 
Téetand lenton met,—inspection® 

Gave a gentle thought of gin. 


OCooktails,” ‘“‘cobblers,” “slings,” and 
‘* smashes,” 
All Americans have mie, 
Came in dreams,—that drinker rash is 
Who drinks with them, I'm afraid. 


With a change of climate coming 
Saw-I steaming glasses stand, 

On the fire a kettle humming, 
And the whisky near my hand. 


It will seem extremely odd, I 
Said, if I refuse to mix, 

So I filled a glass of toddy, 
With a few convivial bricks. 


Do not blame me for that action, 
It were churlish to refuse ; 

Though there’s little satisfaction 
In a visionary booze. 


Answers to Correspondents, 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold 
ourselves responsible for loss.) 

Wampa.—Would not ‘ The Witless”” have been the better nom de plume 
to tuke? To be eure, the disguise would be so slight. 

G. S. (Mile End) sends us some MSS. which he assures us are his own | 
composition, “and see the light for the first time.’’ We have shown it to | 
them a second time—and much closer. G.S. will do better by and by, and 
then he will rejoice at this. 

Buiu.—Yee, if you could but see it! 

Sanpy.—No thanks. We have no recollection of the other. 

BS Aves (Liverpool)-—Send your address and the mystery shall be 
solved. 

T. W. 3. (Midland Railway).— We were not aware of it. 

R. C. (Maida Hill).--Sorry te deprive you of the satisfaction—you had 
been forestalled. 

ARMAND.— We cannot make yon the “Armand Honorable” by giving 
you the distinetion of a place in our columns. 

E. H.—We only want original matter, and your MS. is a servile 
imitation. Gye" 

H. K. M., Undergrad.—The article is actionable. 

S. W. T. (Gracechurch-street).—Thanks. 

GIRALDUS.— We don’t eee anything to call for com nent. 

Declined with thanks:—R. 8S. J.; N. Spalding; Dan; A. M. Z., | 
Brighton ; G. B.; Anxious; M. R. P.; A. L. H., Lambeth; J. H., Privy | 
Council Office; C. C.M.S.; E. F. T., Birkenhead; A Novel Author; | 
T. G., Adelphi; Waxy; H. R. K.; H. W.; J. McJ.; Three Coiners, 
Glasgow; Edie; W. T., Bristol; Tom Simple, Liverpool; R. 8. W., 
Twiekenham; J. S., Belfast; H. R., Liverpool; Fama Semper Viret ; 
W. B.C.; Dr. Syntax; P. H. G. Y.; W. H. M., Royal Road; M.R.B., | 
Brompton. 
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A QUEUE-RIOUS FASHION. 


Tomxins, who is shortsighted, says that the new style of sash the ladies are 
wearing renders it difficult to distinguish between fair pedestrians and equestrians. 


— 


CURIOUS POLICE CASE. 


Tue other day two apparently respectable lads, who gave their 
names as Cuantes Write and Do’sm Beavutirut, were charged with 
appropriating a red pocket-book or portefeuille rouge the property of 
two French gentlemen. Watts, on hearing the charge, said the 


people who brought the charge were obscure idiots, and that he and 


his friend, as men of genius, had a singularly keen appreciation of what 
was good, and could see pearls or sovereigns where obscure idiots 
could see nothing—and if they saw them in other people’s pockets and 
appropriated them to their own use, by incorporating them with the 
property in their own pockets no one had a right to complain. 

e pocket-book was produced and bore a remarkable general like- 
ness to the portefewille alleged to have been taken. Wnrite, however, 
urged that it could not be the same, because he called the article pro- 
duced a purse, whereas the description given was of a pocket-book. 

The “purse” on being examined was found to contain exactly 
the same amount—one pound five and fourpence—which (it was 
deposed) was contained in the portefewille. To this Ware objected that 
whereas the sum in the portefeuille consisted of one sovereign, two 
half-crowns, and a fourpenny piece, the money in the “ purse”’ con- 
sisted of one pound, two florins, a shilling, and fourpenryworth of 
coppers. To be sure the sum total was the same in each case, but 
if he. hes changed the coins constituting the sum it must be his 
property. 





{SepTeMBER 19, 1868, 


SS Se - 
ee 


| 
| FAILURE AND SUCCESS. 


I'm certain I never can do it— 
’Tis absurd to believe that I can! 
| I’m sure I shall never get through it ; 
Though I outlive the ultimate man! 
You know I was never at college, 
And was only a short time at school ; 
And ’tis but intuitive knowledge 
That redeems me from being a fool! 


This absence of good education 

Any progress completely prevents. 
I tind little use, in my station, 

For my infinitessimal sense. 

try by assiduous reading, 

To make mind over matter prevail : 
I never am sure of succeeding— 

But I always am certain to fail! 


Yon quote to me Bruce and his spider— 
The elephant, beaver, and bee! 
“Try on !’’—'tis a motto for ScHNneInErR, 
‘“« Trying on”’ is too “ trying ”’ for me! 
| Whatever yon say, I'll go bail you’re 
Obliged still to this truth to confess, 
That nothing fails quicker than failure! 
Just as nothing succeeds like success! 


Acclimatised and Bee-climatised. 

An exhibition of bees has lately been held at Moscow. 
| Would it not have been better to hold it at St. Peters- 
| burg where the Winter Palace would have offered a 
| most suitable locality as a palais d’hive-er ? 


A Dip in the Lucky Bag. 

Lovis Buane is one of the candidates for Paris at the 
coming general election in France. The voting is by 
ballot, and we can confidently state that one of the 
_ prizes of the lottery will be a Blanc. 


SHEER NONSENSE. 


Tue papers state that the new Ameer of Afghanistan 
| is Suere Act. Is it quite certain it is not a Shave ? 


} 
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At this stage the case was adjourned, the learned magistrate 
observing that there seemed to have been some foul play some- 
where. 


Pe(a)rs-ecution. 


Town-folks can at a pinch rival even Folkes-tone. It is decidedly too 
bad that a learned counsel lately engaged in a cause cé/ébre cannot walk 
through the central avenue, Covent Garden, without being pestered 
with—“ Any Wiiliams to-day, Sir? Very fine Wiliiams !”’ 





What a Take-off! 


An item of foreign intelligence states that whereas in 1840 the 
Parisian drank on an average eight litres of brandy per annum, he 
now drinks forty. If this is the /:¢re-al truth, it speaks but little in 
favour of the regimen of the Imperial régime. 


A Query for the Knowing Ones. 


How many men could you point out in the ring at Doncaster who 
cannot write their own names? Lots, you say. Good—but how 
many of them are there who don't know their book ?”’ 


Brirps or Passace.—Travelling Cranes. 








BOYS’ SUITS, 
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THE BRITISH MUSEUM. 


By oun Fuicuty ContrisuTor. 


I pon’t know whether or not to put on my best bonnet to go there, 
and yet there are a good many gentlemen. Not that they have 
eyes for anything that isn’t marbled edges, bound half calf and 
lettered. I got that out of the Publisher’s Circular. They send it to 
Pa once 4 fortnight, and I read it to see what new novels are coming 
out. Pa won’t let us belong to Munprr’s. He says that they’re 
orthodox enough but have no eye for impropriety. I haven’t the least 
idea what he means. I know Apa had a book lent her from there 
that was just out, and there was a dreadful fuss about it when she lent 
it to cook and cook left it on the hall table, and Pa got hold of it. I 
always told her that she’d better go to the Museum. Not but what 


it’s dull there, and one sometimes wishes that one was a mummy so | ber anything about what he'd said at first. 


FUN. 








} 

| men in the library there are very obliging, and when I go in and ask 
| for the last thing out in the advertisements in the newspaper they'll 
| bring all three volumes at once. I enjoy one thing, and that is to see 
| sphinxes glower at me. I make faces at ’em sometimes under the 
pretence of tying my bonnet strings. Then they look like scornful 
horses with distended nostrils; like the horses that one sees on the 
what-do-you-call’s—you know what I mean—Friezes or Freizes, 
which is it? What a stupid thing it is that somebody don’t 
tell us when it’s ie and when it’s ei. Somebody pretended to give 
a rule the other day. I heard Pa read about it in the paper, 
and Pa said of course everybody knew that: but the next day some- 
body else had written a letter to the paper to show that the first one 


said yes, of course everybody knew that: just as if we didn’t remem- 
Pa thinks himself 


was wrong,—and then Pa did what [ thought was very absurd, he 


that one might have a little notice taken of one ; but it’s a quiet place | clever. He fancies that I’m in training for a sphinx myself, for I 


for a novel, and the chairs are comfortable, though the room, big 


bil. | 
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as it is, is stuffy, and one would like to take one’s things off; and it 
isn’t quite the sort of place to eata bath bun in, which is what I always 
have for lunch, though the shiny stuff outside makes your fingers 
sticky and ruins your gloves and smells like treacle, and certainly does 
make marks on the leaves when you turn ’em over—yet one can lose 
oneself if one only gets used to the singular fact that the gentlemen 
there, and particularly the young gentlemen, will mot stare at one, and 
will persist in treating one like a sarcophagvs or a scarabxus, or some 
of those things that they put up in all the corners and leave about on 
dark landings all over the place. I don’t wonder at it much, for really 
to see some of the frigAts that one meets with ; all of ’em dressed up to 
the model of the sphinx. Oh I know what the sphinx is. She lived 
in the middle of the sandy desert and spent her time in guessing conun- 
drums or else in asking riddles, or perhaps it was making up rebuses, 
I’m not quite sure which. She'd a deal better have made herself up a 
decent dress or a spring bonnet, and she must have been fonder of sand 
than I am, except at Margate or Ramsgate, where I must say that the 
sand’s a deal fresher than the novels, and who is it that always goes 
to the seaside for the express purpose of always having the second 
volume of everything oa refusing to give them up till everybody else 
is just going away ? It’s better at the Museum, ever so much, so long 
as you don’t bother yourself with their stupid catalogues. The young 


VOL. VIII. 


| know he’s heard that I spend a good deal of time at the Museum, but 
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not for——dear me, my name isn’t Josgru, it's Jutta—don’t you 
think it pretty? I don’t—at least, I might if people didn’t call one 
Ju, or JuLey, which sounds like Jupy, and then one might as well 
have been named Jupitu at once, which isn’t a bad name, sounds like 
nails and hammers, or was it a double-edged sword—you know what 
I mean, that affair with Sissra, or was it another person named 
Hotorernes. ‘Talking of that, there were no ferns at Ecclesbourne 
this year. They had been cleared out by the men that hawk them 
about the streets. I know nothing about ferns, oh dear no, but they 
look pretty in a glass case. I’ve not studied botany ; thanks, no, I’m 
not a sphinx at present. I wonder whether they, I mean our friends 
at the Museum, are some of the female persons that have been 
rejected. Rejected I mean by the revising barrister; I hope so I’m 
sure, and I rather think one or two are, for I noticed a blue bonnet and 
a buff parasol are at each end of atable. You see I've got back to 
bonnets, and it’s easier for one to get a bonnet into one’s head than on 
to one’s head. I declare that’s a pun or a joke, or something, isn’t it ? 
Dear me, I'm afraid I shall be making conundrums next, and then one 
becomes a sphinx oneself. 


Deap Sea Frvuir.—From grog-blossoma. 
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hand on it. [They swear. Tableau. 


young friend, and.are deerin’ i¢ with distinction 


i 
26 BUN. [SmPreMBER 26, 1868, 


————___ _____s_____ 


. Srr Harry L.—Agreeable punster! But why do you hunt in fish. 
BLOW FOR BLOW. ing boots? ten Da. C 
Protocrve.—An Attorney's Office at Portsmouth. Joun DrummonD oo ao ak eee bbhaiie ieaala t i a 
his Und oe a ee my marriage with you a secret. I don’t know why, but I have, : 
a ’ . Gazes at her portrait.|—Enter Lavy Etutt. 
} :p (moodily).—I am unlike a sweetstuff-maker’s holiday, [ ee 
an eae clerk, whereas that is a cloyer’s lark. ; Lapy E. (A side.)\—Harry gazing at a lady's picture! Ha! he 
Spxaces.—Amusingly expressed. But you are not merely a lawyer’s | kisses it. This is embracing —I mean embarrassing. 
clerk, for you are also devoted to waggery-culture. 
Davummonp (incisively).—Neatly put. 
Enter Cravpock. , 
Drunmowp.—Bolderand Green want the money you hold in trust 
for the old lady. | 
Crappock (aside). —Anid I have misappropriated it! But I always 
keep forged cheques handy, for such emergencies, and here is one. 
(Atoud) Spraggs, get this cheque cashed immediately. (Gives him a 
forged cheque.) Bring it “short ’—and shortly. 
Spracos.—Gaily turned. I am, in two senses, an off’ un. [ Exit. 
Crappock.—A pleasant conceit. Give me my cloak. I hook it on 
(does so), and now—I hook it off. ; [ Bait. 
Davummonp.—A rare jest. But he little thinks that I have, in my 
pocket, the blotting-paper with which he dried his forgery. 
Enter Mrtprexp. 
Mitprep.—Is pa here ? 
Drummonp (sternly).—I1 n'est pas ! 
Mitprep (aside).— Amusing scoundrel! — ) Then I will away. 
Daummonp.—Stay. Llove you! True, I am not pretty——. 
Mitprep (shuddering).— No—no,—you are not,—you are not! 
Davmmonpd.—Then you spurn me? 
Mitprep.—I do. You trifled with my twin sister, and I loathe you 
for it. ‘ Loathe there the gentle clerk!” 
Drummonp.—An apt repartee! But perhaps you love Lieutenant 
Linden, R.N. ? 
Mrprep.—Perhaps Ido. Why not? 
Daummonp.—Because hiv is a willin’ ! 
Enter LigoTenant Linpen. 
Lixven (proudly).— He is—a-willin’ to marry her! 
Drummuonp.—Amusingly turned! (Aside) But this is embarrassing. 
Linpen.— Apologize for the slander, or I thrash you. 
Drummonp.—Stay your hand, thrash youth! 
Linpgn.—Gay quibbler! But that shall not serve ye. Take that! 
[ Thrashes him. 















[Conceals portrait hastily.|—Enter DruMMoND. 

Drummonp.—Sir Harry, you once thrashed me. Now my turn has 
come. Lady Ethel, you are not that man’s wife. He was married 
before, and his first wife, Mildred, to whom he was knotted, is not dead, 

Sm Harry L.--Entertaining wit! But you lie. 

DrummonD.—Not so. Behold! 

Attcr enters, looking the “very moral’ of her sister. 
Sr Harry L.—It is indeed my long-lost Mildred! 
[Lapy Erne faints. Tableau. 


ACT III. Scene 1.—Srir Harry Linven’s Study. 


Srr Harry and Doctor GRACE discovered. 


Sm Harry L.—Yes; it is always annoying when a man, who 
thinks he is a widower, marries again, and his first wife turns up. 

Dr. G.— But I cannot help thinking that there is some imposition 
here. You married your first wife in England—you never mentioned 
your marriage to anyone—you took her abroad, and left her in Italy 
—you heard from some one that she was dead, and you immediately 
married again, without verifying the statement, or mentioning the 
matter to a scul. What could be more noble and straightforward than 


more pun before we part! 

Sm Harry L.—Jovial jester ! 

Enter Drummonp, drunk. 

Drummonp.—Suppose I prove to you that the woman whom you 
believe to be your first wife is not your first wife? I will do so if you 
will give me half your fortune ! 

Sir Harry L. (aside.\—Ha! (Aloud)—Oh! 

Darummonp (aside).—But I've said too much. I’m drunk. I shall say 
nomore. As the proverb says, “In vino I'm a veritable ass.””_ [ Exit. 


that there is a plant here. 
Dr. G.—Yes; and a very green one, too! 
Str Harry L.—Always ready with an apt reply! 
Scenz 2.—Third Story of Auice’s Lodging in St. James's. 
Avice and Lapy Erugu discovered. 
Lavy E. (who, as she has just been deprived of her supposed husband, is 
gorgeously dressed as for a Botanical féte).—Leave us—go abroad ! 
AicE.—Never! He is my husband! [But of course he isn't. 


Enter Crappocex. 
Cranpocxk.—Ha! My noble Linden! 
Lixnpen.—Sir, I love your daughter. 
Crappocx.— Take her! Why should I deprive her of her Linden ? 
Bven John Brown had.a little Linden! 
Davamonv.—A quaint jest. But I will be even with ye both. 
Enter a Bank MANAGER and a PoiceMan. 
Bark Manacer.—This cheque is a forgery, and suspicion points to 
you, Josiah Craddock. 
Crappock (with manly indignation).—It is very rude to point. 
Drummuonp.—Cleverly evaded. But the ingenious subterfuge shall 
avail ye little, (Zo Policeman)—He did commit the forgery—here is a 
proof impression of it on his blotting-paper ! 
[Crappock ts taken into custody. General consternation. Tableau. 
(Five Years ELApsz.) 


ACT I.—Aticr’s Lodging. Atice (Mitprep's ttvin sister) discevered. 
A.ics.—Mildred and I were twins, but she is dead and I live. 


Enter Drummonp. 

Duvuu™uonn.—Aiice, I love you! 

Aviex.—Monster! Leinster, Connaught, Ulster, and Monster! 

Drummonp.—A gay pun. But you shall yet be mine. You remem- 
ber your sister Mildred, who married Linden, R.N., and died abroad 
all alone—and whom you so exactly resemble ? 

Auseze.—I do. (Pointing to door) A-doo! 

Drummonp.— Pleasant jester! But I am not going yet. What 
would you do if I proved to you that Linden, R.N., deserted her, and 
left her to die of starvation ? : 

Auios.—What would I do? (With terrible determination.) —It 
strikes me that I would strike him. (Apologetically.)—No pun ish 
meant—— 

Daummorn (turning it neatly)—Would be too severe for him. I 
quite agree with you. 

Auier.—Ingenious word-twister! I will assist you: there is my 


Auice.—Ha! Drummond comes! Go into that room and wait. 
[Exit Lapy Erugu into inner room.|—Enter Drummonp. 
DrvumMonp.—Sir Harry will give us half his fortune if we will go 
away. ‘Then you shall be mine! [Seizes her. 
A.ice.—Never! Help! Help! [They struggle. 
Enter, Everybody, including Jostan Crappock and Spraacs, who throws 
DxumMonD out of window into the street. 


Spraccs.—Strange! A crowd is collecting! 

Auice.— He is dead! 

Crappock.—No matter. There let him lie. (They do.) Iam only 
a forger, and you are a mere impostor; but je is a person who could 


virtuous now, and have I not my ticket of leave ? 

Auice.—You are and you have. Though you were a forger, you 
were “‘ open to conviction.” 

A...—A rare and entertaining jest! 


CuRTAIN, 


OvursELvEs.—A very good piece of its class; but the comic scenes 
are too long. The dialogue is brisk and good, though over-flavoured 
with puns. The situations are strong and the interest is sustained. 
Mr. Cowper plays Drummond exceedingly well. He should give up 


comedy. Muss Foors is, of course, charming. Mr. ParsE.uz is Mr. 
PARSELLE, and Mr. Grorce Honzy is Mr. Georcz Honry. Mr. 
Henry Haynezs is.as much like a baronet.as he is like a lieutenant ia 
ACT TI.—The Lrxpens’ Cowntry Houre. the navy—and utterly unlike ‘both. Why is he allowed to wear 

Enter Str Harry Lruypen and Docror Grace in hunting dress. 
Dr. G.—You are now enjoying the dignity of being a baronet, my 
e tional. 


that? And now the first wife turns up! Impossible! Come, one | 


Sr Harry L. (having heard the last words.)—An amusing jeu de mot, 





ee eee 


Sir Harry L.—Gone! But I begin to think with you, dear Doctor, | 


oe 


Lapy E.—Cruel, cruel woman! [ Exit. 


tamely submit to a sound thrashing. bless me, my child, for am I not 


juvenile tragedy, for which he has no aptitude, and stick to eccentric | 


moustache as a naval officer? A word of commendation to Mr. | 
Brook, who has about three lines to speak, and speaks them excel- — 
lently. The scenery is, on the whole, fairly good, but very conveD- | 
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LOOKS INTO BOOKS. 


We hail with pleasure a new volume on Bad English, by Mr. 
WasHincron Moon, whose clear and: able criticisms are wholesome 
and refreshing in this age of slipshod:and ignorance. Since the time 
when he took Dzan ALForD to task, and exposed the Dzan’s blunders 
with a pitiless but courteous hand, he has been one of our chief 
authorities on English. 

The volume before us iss perhaps more valuable because more 
immediately handy and usefal than that which first made Mr. Moon's 
name famous. It containsexamples of'almost all the ordinary blunders 
of speaking and writing;, with: rules. for their avoidance and for the 
adoption of the right course,,all'laid down in clear and concise terms. 
Mx.. Moon does not exempt! the: revered Livovzy Murray from 
censure, proving the noted! grammarian, out of his own writings, to 
have committed many breaches of:his own: laws. Messrs. Mansu and 
| Govip; two Americans; who, with: their national audacity, have 

ventured to set themselves: up: as authorities in English; get:handled 
more severcly—as they well deserve: Tho American language: is a 
| degenerate and debasedilanguage, disfigured by slang and vulgarisms. 

We can cordiallyrcommend this book to-ourreaders. No one who 
is called on: to write or speak twenty consecutive words of English 
should be without.it.. It: will be invaluabie t» writers—especially 
those:who have to:write against time. The Pull Mail and the Saturday 
Review+—and perhaps:the 7imes—ought to have copies in:their-oflices, 
_ would do well. to\present copies to the various members of the 
staff.. 

NTN) 
The, Servian Question. 

Ir—as the papers are forcever informing us—the Servian’s (S)kup's 

china, of what is his sauceremade ? 
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Frank Leslie’s Budget. 


WHEN a man prosecutes a pickpocket or any other blackguari, he 
expects abuse from the prisoner's lawyer. When we pilloried the 
scamp who, under the alias of Frank Lestir, perpetuates in his 
adopted country the habiteof theft, for the which his native land 
would have vomited himiforth into penal servitude if he had not pru- 
dently taken himself off;. we quite expected all that one might expect 
of a British polecat trying to prove that it is an Americanskunk. We 
have received the Budget for Oetober, and our expectations are not 
disappointed. 

The pitiful rogue dare: not faithfully quote the notice which he 
makes the text of his diatribe, but he is mean enough to lay the b!ame 
of the plagiarism on a. “dilapidated Cockney” who was allowed to 
edit during the absence of Franx Lussier (to use tho alias by which 
he is known to the policeon both sides of the Atlantic) and to assure 
his readers that the subordinate is dismissed: We wonder is the dis- 
missed Cockney a fraudulent engraver, who swindled his brother 
“chips ’’ and fled to America, who somehow: becoming a commissioner 
at the Paris Exhibition, was confronted at Paris by a brother com- 
missioner, to whom he was in debt for rent when. he abseonded to 
New York. 





Unaccountable. 


A CONTEMPORARY, which appears to have been in the sun, says that 
‘a marriage is to take place. between the son of Count Wateweki and 
the daughter of ’’—and here it breaks off suddenly and says “ Count 
Sata.” Versatile as Max. Sata isyand ubiquitous as he appears at 
times to be, we never had any difficulty in countiny him, and we f-ar 
that our contemporary’s sudden effort to count Ma. Sata is a sign of 
Wa ewski—we beg pardon—of whiskey in the:hair. 





THE DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—WNo 81. 


| My first tomy second submitted’ 
| Are:sometimes found outiin the wrong ; 
| That citizen is to be pitied 
| Who gets jostled out in the throng. 
1.—We know he'd friends in days of old, 
As .a-sagacious doctor told. 


2.—She walked in the forest primeval, 
Her lover did badly without her; 
a At least if you like to believe all 
A poet has told us about her. 


a 
\ a 
| F 3.—Ah! happy King, he stooped to take 
Baa This up, and prized it for her sake. 

— 1.—As gay as butterfly he walked 

Amid the world’s hard strife, 
Of trivial things he always talked, 

And made a joke of life. 


5.—In “the mid sea that moans with memories”’ 
(Vide Grorce Exror7) this hill, if you please, 
Ilas blazed and burst for many centuries. 


6.—‘** Thank Heaven,” ke said devoutly, to a friend ; 
‘‘ I’ve come at last unto my journey’s end.”’ 


7.—Whether you win or lose, or hit or miss, 
Whatever happens it must still be this. 


§.—He shut himself up in a cave, and he died 
With a rope round his waist inconveniently tied. 


9y.—He came to the loveliest lady 
That ever was knelt to. ‘I fear,’’ 
She said, ‘‘ that your prospects are shady, 
So bolt—with a flea in your ear.”’ 
Sotution or Acrostic No. 79.— Voters, Lodger : Veal, 
| 4) Odo, Tered, Egg, Rime, Suilor. 
Correct So.vTions or Acrostic No 79, Recrtvep 17th Sepr. :-— 


Clonglocketty; Slodger and Tiny; Bondeliis; Jack Solved Ir; 
I.E H.; The Great Green Muzger of Ashton; 2 Euterprising 


Earwigs; Bravo Ned; ‘ Linda Princess.” 
BEAUTIFUL FOR EVER (?). | The Irrepressible Humming-bird Hawk Moth. 
(Awful state of things consequent on late legal proceedings.) | 1s LADY has written to the papers to say that she has seen 
My Lady:—“Goop Gractovs! Hopson, po you MEAN TO sAY THAT | recently in Staffordshire, Cheshire, and Warwickshire, 


THERE'S NO MORE ‘ARABIAN ENAMEL’ TO BE OBTAINED ? 
cracking all over !”’ 

Hodson (improving the occasion) :—‘ So you ARB, MY LaDY! 
WORSE, MY LADY, IT'S BEGINNING TO chip of !” 


ee -_——_~ 





Wury I’m positrvELy 


AND WHAT'S 


‘“ humming-birds”’ with plumage of a reddish-brown 
speckled on the back with white. Either the good lady 
has mistaken a moth for a bird, or she is doing the 
“humming ’’ herself. 


—— 
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TOUJOURS 


Tourist No. 1 (who speaks German) :—“‘ Wass HABEN SIE ?”’ 
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‘* WASS-HABEN-SIE.”? 


Tourist No. 2 (who doesn’t speak German, and knows that this question has generally resulted in a dish of veal) :—“ FoR GOODNESS SAKE, JACK, 


DON’T HAVE ANY MORE OF THAT CONFOUNDED STUFF. 


OUR FUNNY BRITISH ASSOCIATION. 
Section A.—MATHEMATICAL AND PuysicaL SCIENCE. 


“ Report of the Rainfall Committee for the year 1867-8.’—By Pro- 
FESSOR SyMOOoM. 


Tue Professor pointed out, in the case of inclined and tipping- 
funnelled umbrellas, the necessity of keeping the instrument perfectly 
level. During a summer shower, a tilt of one degree will cause a 
difference of 0-2 per cent. of the amount of rain collected on the coat- 
collar, and in winter, of 3 or 4 per cent. The learned Professor also 
remarked that where the rainfall was greatest, the dampness of the 
earth was, by a singular coincidence, found to increase in a correspond- 


ing degree. 
‘* Report on Luminous Meteors,”’—By Mr. J. GuaisHEr. 


The author had scarcely commenced reading his paper, when an 
ew Italian, connected with the Observatory at Rome, shouted 
wildly— 

“Up in ze balloon, boys! up in ze balloon! 

All among ze little tings, and round about ze moon, 
Up in ze balloon, boys! up in ze balloon! 
Oh, it’s sometings awful jolly to go up in ze balloon.”’ 
On the enthusiast resuming his seat, a paper was read by Proressor 


Do_prum— 
“ On Storm- Warnings in the Mauritius.” 


The author said that storms and hurricanes, indeed, even cyclones, 
were frequently foretold by a fall of the barometer. The greatest fall 
of this kind the Professor remembered was that preceding the cyclone 
of 1859, when a barometer he had affixed to the top of a palm-tree 
was 80 affected by the pressure of the atmosphere that it fell to the 


ground. 


TRY IF THEY HAVENT GOT SOMETHING ELSE 


1»? 








Section B.—CuEMIcAL Science. 
“ On Chemistry as a Branch of Education.’’—By Mr. 8. Licnum. 


Tue author considered his subject under three heads :—To whom 
could it be taught? How most easily and practically? When and 
at what age? With regard to the first, he would say, to no one 
thoroughly. As to the second, he had not yet quite made up his 
mind. With reference to the third, he thought 85 about the age 
for a pupil to commence studying the elementary parts of the science, 
as, before that age, some boys would be whispering—others rubbing 
feet—and others blowing noses—others playing the fool generally. 
The learned gentleman strongly reprobated the practice of blowing 
noses, and hoped shortly to be able to prepare a paper on that im- 
portant subject. 
Section C.—GEOLoGY. 

“On Natural Rocking-Horses, and Artificial Rocking-Stones.’—By 
Mr. W. R. Grove Buarney. 
Section D.—BioLoey. 
Department of Zoology and Botany. 
“ Report on Sponges, with description of a remarkably New Genus.— By 
the Rey. A. M. Saxon. 

The New Genus was exhibited, and about eighty other species 
of sponges were introduced, but the President said these were so well 
known in the neighbourhood of Cursitor-street, Took’s-court, and the 
Strand, ‘that it was a waste of time to enter into details concerning 
them. The proceedings then terminated, and the sponges withdrew, 
muttering muchly. 


No Rule Without an Exception. 


It is prods possible to draw a comparison without using a parallel 
rule. On the other hand you cannot draw a check for a million with 


no other aid than a plum(b) line. 
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Chorus of Dear Girls :—“*OH! DO PAPA; IT WILL BE AWFULLY JOLLY. WE SHALL HAVE SUCH LOTS OF BALLS AND PARTIES!” | 


Hopeful Son :-—“OH! WON’T I CUT A DASH, JUST 


AND IT IS 


KNOW YOU CAN AFFORD IT; 


MATERIAL. 


YOU 


MUST GET A SEAT. 


'»? 


OU REALLY 
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UTY TO THE DEAR GIRLS!” 
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Anxious Mother :-—“* NOW, 
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OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


ay UE London, Chatham, and Dover Railway, I 

am glad to be able to state, has given way. 
A month and more ago it raised its fares and 
also a storm of indignation on the part of the 
public. Last Sunday, though it did not lower 
its fares, it brought down its tunnel under 
Sydenham Hill. Had the fall taken place on 
any other day the consequences would have 
been disastrous, for in spite of its decreasing 
revenue some pecple still travel by the line. The description of the 
accident (which, by the way, has been kept out of most of the papers) is 
worthy of note. The accident was discovered by some one, who 
found large timbers lying across the line, and it proved to be the 
falling-in of a shaft. In fact, the shaft of a tunnel bored through blue 
clay had been constructed with wood only—beeause it was out of sight. 
Had it been visible it would have consisted of bricks in layers of yellow 
and red after the “streaky bacon” style of architecture,.as displayed 
in Ludgate Station—nay, it is not impossible that the bricks’ ends 
would:have been gilt. If it had only been an obtrusive job advertising 
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the beginning of an undoubtedly sensational story, ‘‘ The Face in the 
Glass,’ which opens with vigour. In spite of its rather quaint titl» 
‘“‘ Brix and Jog,”’ is a clever bit of verse, and “ In Vacation ”’ is simply 
charming. An article on the modern methods of studying poisons wit! 
also be read with interest. It treats chicfly of two arrow-poisons, 
“woorara’’ and “corroval,’’ which have very strange peculiariti 
and it describes—perhaps too minutely—the experiments that were 
tried on the unhappy bodies of frogs—those unlucky creatures sharing 
with rabbits an unenviable popularity in the cissecting room and 
chemist’s studio. Lucky for poor froggy that he possesses the power 
here mentioned of turning his stomach inside out and extending it 
from his jaws so as to be able to “clean it most expertly with his fore 
legs.’’ Oh, aldermen and members of city companies; oh, dyspeptics 
and sufferers from liver, don’t you all envy froggy that glorious 
privilege ? 

In both Science Gossip and the Naturalist’s Note Book we have the 
savants declaring against the ‘‘ Mosquito in England.’’ ‘They say 
that the supposed ‘‘skeeters” are only gnats whose bites were more 
venomous because of the hot weather. I suppose we must give in 
when naturalists and scientific men are so positive, but I must say 
that I give in with difficulty, because many friends who have had a 
long acquaintance with the little bloodsucker in his native climes have 


the contractor, it would not have consisted of rotten boards, but as it | assured me that they recognised him recently not only by sight but 
happened to be out of sight, rotten boards would do—anything is good | by ear. . ™ on 7 


enough to brain a third-class passenger with— and it would have been 
third-class:passengers that the accident would have injured. In fact, 


A TREATISE on Modern Dentistry, by Mr. A. Esxext, has reached 
me. I have no doubt it is a valuable and interesting treatise; but | 


the less people travel by that bankrupt and also tunnel-rupt line the | am such a martyr to neuralgia, that dentistry is a subject about which 


better ‘for them ! 


1 am frequently compelled to “hold my jaw.” If Mr. Eskrrr can 


Tue Cornhill compels me to ask a question that has been hovering | “draw” as well as write, I dare say his illustrations of dentistry would 
on-my lips since the first magazine of the month came under my | be effective. 


notice. What is Miss Epwarps about? Buta short-while since she 
was delighting everybody with her grace and power. This month, 
every cut with her name isa disappointment. I know what engraving 
can do to spoil drawings, but it would be madness to suppose such an 
unanimous outburst of bad cutting as this. ‘The number is more than 
ordinarily } eavy—containing only five articles besides the novels, so 
that long-windedness has the best of it. Mn. Macrarren takes 
twenty pages of heavy prose to avenge himself on “the English,” 
who are “not a musical nation.” ‘ Pocket Boroughs”’ is readable, 
and (if you sleep a good deal) so is “ The Victorial.”” Ihave classed 
‘“‘ Theology in Extremis”’ among the papers, though I suppose it would 
claim to be verse—but it is dreary reading enough to be prose. 

In Zemple Bar this month I am inclined to think “the Haunted 
Garden ”’ is the best—eertainly the most amusing—paper. ‘‘ Captain 
Tinderbox’”’ is hardly up to the mark, though well meant. It:does 
not reach the standard we should expect the publishers of the immortal 
Ingoldsby Legends to set up in the matter of such verse. There is a 
good paper on the late Rasan Brooxgz. I am sorry to see that 
“ Kitty,’ a clover story by the author of “Dr. Jacob,’ is to be 
succeeded by a novel by the authoress of “Cometh up as a Flower,” 
and ‘* Not wisely but too well” —books that are as unwholesome as 
they are unworkmanlike. 

In St. Pauls we have rather a better illustration than Mr. Mitrats 
“A Song of Angiola”’ is good, though 
The other papers 
The article on 


has favoured us with of late. 
scarcely equal to the previous verses of “ A. D.” 
are of the usual excellence of this capital magazine. 
the “ Norfolk Broads’’ is vividly picturesque. 

Tus number of the Sunday Magazine finishes the volume and winds 
up the two stories. ‘‘The Seaboard Parish” is a clever story, but 
regarded as a novel it is written on a new principle. All of it, except 
about the last forty lines, might be called “‘ the opening chapter,’”’ and 
those forty lines might be called ‘the story.”” ‘‘‘The Occupations of a 
Retired Life,” though a quiet story, is interesting and lifelike; but 
in many instances the petticoat of its author has made itself visible. 
The illustrations to both stories have done much to make the maga- 
zine successful in this volume. In Good Words we have some very 
interesting papers, and some telling illustrations. Mr. SMALL is espe- | 
cially happy in the picture of the old man and child in the hollow oak. 
‘‘ The Thieves’ Quarter,’ by Dr. Gilbert, is a paper that everyone should 
read—a plain and unexaggerated statement of facts. Mr. Kinoszey | 
—" an interesting paper on ‘“ Rondelet, the Huguenot natu- | 
ralist.”’ 

I cannot say much this month for the pictures which “adorn” the 
Quiver. Messrs. Pasquier, Brapiey, and StaniLanp, have had scant 
justice done them ; and, failing illustrations, the magagine as a rule has 
little literary merit to commend it. I cannot say that I think “ Scripture | 
Enigmas” a desirable feature. I cannot see that because such a riddle | 
appears in a goody magazine it is a bit more reverential than the ques- 
tion ‘where was Moses when the candle went out?’ But then angels 
(in their own estimation) may rush in where fools would fear to 
tread ; and pious folks are guilty of irreverences which “the worldly” 
would never dream of. 

TueEre is a thoughtful paper about that thoughtfal 
THORNE in the current number of the Atlantic Monthly ; 


A TOUCHING APPEAL. 


On, Fortune, deign to turn your wheel 
minute in my favour; 
Yourean’t deny I’ve shown a deal 
Of what folks call *‘ uncommon zeal ;”’ 
‘Then listen .to the last appeal 
Of an unlucky shaver. 


I never yet drew aught but blanks ; 
I've: suffer’d by your coldness ; 
But if you'd earn my warmest thanks, 
Just put me in the foremost ranks, 
With cash in all the City banks ; 
And pray excuse my boldness. 


Don’t: make me constantly reg 
You've been so long short-sighted ; 

You may repair the error yet, 

And give employment to Dennett ; 

Are there no titles one could get’ 
It’s time my wrongs were righted. 


‘Mongst those who daily make complaint, 
I’ve prayed as loud as any; 

No monk of old, in language quaint, 

E’er pleaded to his patron saint 

With greater zeal, till sick and faint, 
I'd almost bet—a penny. 


It’s no use telling me to take 

Advice from Atsor’s fables, 
I have pushed till my shoulders ache, 
I don’t think Hercuues could make 
A greater effort with a rake, 

‘To cleanse Augean stables. 


Your eldest daughter's far too kind, 
She sadly lacks discretion. 

To all her whims I seem resign’d, 

But if she only knew my mind 

I think her face would be inclined 
To alter its expression. 


My friends pretend to be sincere, 

In preaching up contentment. 
Bah! here am I, year after year, 
Obliged to be content. Look here— 
Just grant me eighty thousand clear, 

‘To show you've no resentment. 








Defined—Not Refined. 
Ovr caustic friend Smart, who dined lately at the Mansion House, 


writer Haw- | declares that, taking into consideration the eating and the oratory, 
and there is | he believes the best name for Civic banquets is ‘‘ Stuff and Nonsense. 
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IN LODGINGS. 


IX.—LODGERS. | 


N various quarters of London there are | 
| districts entirely given over to the North 
Briton. Of these, the most populous and 
most popular is Pentonville. The three 
graces which it possesses in the eyes of the 
canny 
the Scot who would pay a penny where he | 
could get anything like the same article 
for a halfpenny is indeed the Great Un- 
known. It is within walking distance of 
the City—and the Scot invariably walks, | 
except when he can get a ride—for nothing. | 
Lastly, it is possible to see the “ naytional | 
kirk” in Regent-square from any part of | 
Pentonville—and we know that, like Sire | 
Psrtmvax McSycornant, every Scot. 
‘gangs to the kirk.” | 
In this pleasant district there are many lodging-houses kept by 


LIFE 


| 








Scotch le of limited . who let to young men just imported ; , 
ve a ae ae , ; th | but a graver of box-wood. His connection with 


raw from the North. They thus combine a profitable business wi 


the pious profession of regard for the welfare of their young country- | the arts has imbu 
temptations of Southern wickedness; and | hemianism, 


men amid the snares an 


FUN. | 


prayer-meeting : so that it is pro- 
bable they will become deacons 
_ by-and-by. 

| will set up 
share-brokers, an employment 
that will afford ample scope for 
| their Northern keenness. 
look forward (when they shall 
have made enough money to 
become eligible) to be elected 


Scot are these:—It is cheap—and | elders. 


this gives their penurious souls the double delight of saving the | 


bawbees as well as the boys. We will select a house at random from of the kirk. Having, moreover, 
Hotspur Crescent, a collection of apparently well-built mansions. In remark that SHAKESPEARE was a greater poet 


the particular abode we take there is a bed in every room in the | than Burns, 


house, except one — and 
that is excepted because it 
contains two. During the 
daytime, it is true, there 
is no appearance of sleep- 
ing arrangements in the 
second-floor front, and in 
the drawing-room. But 
towards night the sofa in the 
former, and the side-board 
in the latter apartment blos- 
som into 8, like those 
flowers mentioned by the 
bard which give out their Z 
fragrance by night only. UH 
Lo account for the occu- A Hh 

pation of several of the rooms | [ps ct 
A 
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we will summon before you 
the landlord and his family. 
Here they are, going to kirk, 
By trade he is a deacon and 
a tallyman, an occupation 
which — to the credit of 
Scotland be it spoken—no Englishman hasever adopted. McGrinpem, 
however, manages to make a profitable business of it. He is just the 
man todo it! Bless you, if he were cast ashore with his crew of 
lodgers on a desert island, he would extract a nourishing purée from 
flints as the first course of the dinner at which he onal feed on his 
crew. In vain do the unhappy wives, whom it is the very genius of 
the tally trade to seduce into “ bargains” in the absence of their hus- 
bands, implore McGrinpem for mercy. They might as soon hope to 
get milk out of the little brass knocker on the door of his shop in 
Clerkenwell. He does not allow business to intrude on the Crescent. 

Mac and his wife occupy the Front Parlour. His daughters sleep 
on the sofa in the ccoomk floor front, and the young hopefuls are 
turned into the sideboard in the drawing-room, where they amuse 
themselves with leap-frog early in the morning, to the delight of the 
nam, until Mac rushes in upon them with a yard measure and gets 
silence. 

The Back Parlour is the abode of a fiery-headed native of Inverness, 
depicted in the initial. Like the Irish, the Scotch occasionally are 
under the strong impression that they can speak English very much 
Le than Englishmen do. Our Inverness friend is great in this 

ief. 
greatest of men, but the greatest of Scotchmen; and he thinks bim- 
self a notable orator, and spouts about political economy at Young 
Men's Societies and Church Meetings, to the eeeaticn of his hearers. 
Not content with that, he practises at his lodgings, with a candle, a 
loud voice and a looking-glass. 

In the Back Drawing Room reside two model young men—Garunt 
and Groan we will call them. They are in a humble way at present, 
and “‘chum”’ for economy, for neither of them loves his neighbour 
more than himself. They are “unco guid,”’ first at kirk and longest at 





He reads Adam Smith, whom he considers not only the | 


——— a aa 
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If that fails, they 
as ship-stock-or 


They 





The d Floor Back con- . 
The Secon 00 tains a jolly Scotchman, who is regarded by the 


rest of the inmates as a ‘‘brand.”’ He has a 
small appointment in the Customs, and is well- 
educated. He is a great speaker at the Young 
Men’s Society, a ready orator anda smart writer. 
It is to be hoped that the gloom of his abode will 
not drive him to the tavern, 
. where he may degenerate 
>.<: into amere Debating Society 
‘\s°  Spouter. 
The Front Attic is a wood- 
cutter—not a feller of trees, 





ed him with a tinge of Bo- 
and he is accordingly pronounced 


“ d.’’ by the deacons and other old ladies 
“the kirk. 7 once let fall the 





he is looked upon as utterly lost. 
The Back Attic is a quiet, 


inoffensive little fellow, sel- 
dom seen — more seldom 
heard. He is as subdued 
and shy as a stray cur; and 
if he doesn’t get as many 
kicks as that animal, hardly 
gets more halfpence. He 
is the servant of Messrs. 
Hooson and Co., who are 
‘“goody book’’ publishers, 
and who showed their 
Christianity by engaging 
him for about ten pounds 
a year less than any mere 
worldly publisher would 
have given him. He works 
ten hours a day, and is not 
likely to get a holiday until 
a date not far distant when 
the hacking cough, which 
ten hours’ hard work a day 
is not calculated to cure, 


creates a vacancy in Hooson’s, and leaves an 
aching void in a poor mother’s heart in the far 
North. He came to Hooson’s to be “ finished,” 
and Hooson and Co. are conscientious people, and 
will ‘‘finish ’’ him beyond question. 

One might fancy that the list we have enume- 
rated would be sufficient for one house. But we 
have overlooked one personage—the “ Slavey.” 
She is of a serious turn of mind, and can allow 
herself, with impunity, to be dodged in the Lesser 
Catechism. She sleeps under the stairs, where 
she dreams fondly of one of her master’s col- 
lectors, a tall, thin young Scot, with yellow hair 
and a cold grey eye. Poor thing, her dreams 
may never be realised. He is far too shrewd a 
fellow to marry except for money, and she is, 
despite her Scotch extraction, not at all likely to save on the wages 
McGRrinpeEM pays her. 

————————— 


Not Sew! 

A YouNG LADY writes to inform us of a curious phenomenon. She 
has a sewing-machine which is an accomplished vocalist. It begins 
with a little ““ hemming ” to clear its throat, and then “‘runs up” the 
seam or scale with “Should he up-braid.” We presume it is a 
*‘ Singer Sewing Machine.” 





BENEFIT (?) OF CLERGY. 


Wuat a name for one of the latest engines of war!—‘‘The Parsons | 


Converted Gun.”’ 


' 
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THE SLIGHT SQUALL. 


A Coexnry Ruyme. 


N board the Albert Victor— 
A ship that’s quite a pictur, 
Few ships have ever licked 

her— 
I sailed one day from 

















town : 

And because I would as far 
get 

As Ramsgate or as Margate, 

I shipped with Captain 
TAakGETT, 

That seaman of renown. 
The day was rather gusty, 
As we left the city dusty, 
With its steamboat-piers so 

rusty, 

And mudbanks broad 

and brown. 


A queer lot our ship did 


r 7 Ys ’ 
There were Tom, Dick, Bit, 
and Harry, 





‘Bound ‘for certain weeks to tarry 
By the margin of the sea. 
Hxchanging counter-skipping 
For.a little summer tripping, 
And ithey talked about the shipping 
As lively as could be. 
If'they’d had the means of knowing 
How brisk.a breeze was blowing 
Atsea, where they were going, 
It would have damped .their glee! 


On deck a lot of Jews were: 
Yellow and buff their shoes were ; 
And they uncommon screws were 
Whene’er the band “‘ came round ’’-—— 
. A feature which discloses 
The nature of friend Mosrs 
As much as lips or noses, 
As I have always found. 
Their toilet was transcendent, 
Their jewellery resplendent, 
Each massive chain and pendant 
Mosaie, I’ll be bound. 


There were cockneys short and tallish, 
And cads quite music-hall-ish, 

Whose hats were low and smallish, 
Who smoked such vile cigars. 
There were damsels dressed genteelly, 

Who smiled and said ‘“ Oh, reelly!” 
And dropt their “‘b’s”’ freely 

And talked of ‘‘ mars” and “‘ pars.”’ 
There were children, darling creatures, 
Such fidgety young screeehers,— 
Their pastors and their teachers 

Were born ’neath luckless stars ' 


And so the maidens giggled— 
The children (bless them) wriggled— 
The gorgeous Hebrews higgled— 
The Champagre Charlies swore— 
The cockneys kept on dropping 
Their “h’s’”’ without stopping 
From the ancient stairs of Wapping. 
Until they reached the Nore! 





ee 


Bug ee 
Rane Ha Aaa See 


a Then the sea began its rolling 

~ As the ship went onward bowling, 

- And the passengers got frightened, 
And their lengthening faces whitened, 
And they found the vessel's pitching 
By no means so bewitching, 

And our luckless friends, the Hebrews, 
Felt the pangs a lively sea brews, 

And the Cockneys, wretched sinners, 
Gave themselves up— and their dinners, 
* And the damsels all disheveled 

4 Wished the ocean cculd be levelled, 
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As they staggered off to leeward 

With imploring cries of “ steward,” 
And the smokers, to restrain “ Oh’s,” 
Kept smoking like volcanoes, 

And some away like chaff threw 
Cigars they'd not smoked half through, 
And asked with faces pallid 

For nips of brandy, calid, 

While the brats whose row was hateful 
Grew so ill it made one grateful. 


And so the good ship bore us, 

Till Ramsgate lay before us ; 
Though some folks off the Foreland 
Beheved they’d never more land ; 
But the gallant captain's clear head 
Soon steered them to the pier-head, 
And thus the journey pleasant 
Was ended for the present. 


ST 
The Government Schoolmaster Abroad ! 


For a long period we have taken the greatest pains to point out 
the ‘and which”’ blunder, hoping that in'time-we should be able to 


render its appearance less frequent. But what are we to do if the 


Government interferes and lends its countenance to the vulgarism. 
The Minister of Education endorses the error ! 

In a letter addressed to the Hon. Mr. Bropnickx, the candidate for 
Woodstock, the Duke or Martzoxouex obliges the world with this 
elegant passage :— 

‘‘] am in receipt of your letter of the 7th instant, containing certain inquiries to 
which a categorical answer is expected from me, and in reply I beg to observe that 
when a correspondence of this nature is originated, aad which concludes with the 
intimation, etc.”’ 

The Lord President of the Council of Education deserves to be whipped 
and put in a corner for signing his name to a letter so ignorantly 


worded. 





At-las(t)! 


WE see advertised in the papers ‘The Atlas for India.’’ Is this 
Mr. Disrak11’s picturesque way of describing Loxp Mayo, or is it the 
title of a supplemented edition of a contemporary intended for the 
colonies? If Mr. Disrae.i is anxious to make a demigod of that 
worthy Irish nobleman we would suggest that he is less fitted to repre- 
sent ATLas than O’ Ryan. 


— 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[Wevannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for loss. | 

G. R. (Liverpool) sends us some verees, and asks, ‘‘ could you make any 
use of the enclosed.’’” After mature deliberation, we believe we could make 
on of it. 

. the F.—Then why on earth did you send your “ Epitaph on a Wit 
who Died of Ulcers’”’ tous? ‘You must have a funny notion of editorial 
duties if you suppose that we ought to have submitted your coarse nonsense 
‘** to the impartial decision of the public,” only “‘ appending a modest foot- 
note.”’ 

THE sender of two foreign “‘ facts’’ is thanked. 

A Lonponer.—If you will look in our back numbers you will find the 
gource of the “little specimen of your powers’”’ (of appropriation f) which 
your friends consider capital. 

FLIBBERTIGIBBET.— Under consideration. 

A. H. (Naas.)—Have the goodness to read our rules, and another time 
send stamps if you want MS. returned. It hus cost us twopence already. 

Y. (Greenwich.)— We repeat ‘‘ Why Greenwich?’’ ‘There is not a smile 
to be found in the joke—let alone a grin. 

Nemo (Kensington).—Don’t send a-nemo-re. 

I. C. G.— Thanks. 

F, M.—Some will do. 

A SuRBSCRIBER (Newberry).—Thanks, but the extract was not suitable 
for publication. 

Rop.—If the poor fellow who writes under this signature, and dates from 
Bath, where his head has evidently been shaved quite recently, will send 
his name and address, we will forward him a trifle for the amusement his 
abusive letter has afforded us. 

Declined with thankr :—W. G. B., Liverpool ; Nephilecoceygia; Ku us; 
L. L. K.; D. O. C., St. Helier ; Constant Subscriber; Veritas, Carmarthen; 
P. BR. J., Chelsea; X. Y. Z., Alford; G. F., Adam-street West; J.S. W.E., 
Upper Norwood; T. L., Dalston; T. H. B., Islington; S. P.C., Dudley ; 
Dondelotto; Poor Toby; H. V., Maddox-street; T. P. H., Bridport; 
W. S., Montrose; Colonist, Cambridge; W. C. B., North Shields; T. L.S. ; 
C. M., Belfast; J. K. L., Colney Hateb. 
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THANKSGIVING FOR 


A FELLOW NEVER GETS HALF A CHANCE IN IT! c 
THEY TALK 0’ THE BLESSIN’S OF A GOOD HARVEST—NO BLESSIN TO ME, FOR 


Farmer Bramble, sol. :—“ WHAT A BEASTLY WORLD THIS Is! 
FULL TO BUSTIN’—80'8 EVERY OTHER FELLOW’S, WUSS LUCK! 








[SEPTEMBER 26, 1868, 
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IN-GATHERING. 


THERE'S MY STACKYARD, 


. ’ 
PRICES MUST GO DowN! Now, 1F I'D A 8TACKYARD FULL, AND NO OTHER FELLOW HAD ANY, THAT'D A-BIN SUMTHIN’ LIKE! I'D A-SAID 


SUMTHIN’ THEN—that’d A-BIN A BLESSIN’ IF Y’LIKE! Bet THIS— BAN! 


i Ee re 





Mum, Budget! 


We are to have a Pall Mall Budget in which all the good things our 
evening contemporary says, will be repeated, as some wits with a high | 
estimate of their own cleverness tell you the good thing they said to 
A. or B. last week. Let us earnestly hope that the following paragraph 
from “‘ Occasional Notes’’ will have the honour of embalmment in the 
columns of the Budget :— 

‘** The virulent cattle discase raging in America seems to be not without danger 
to human beings. A man at Troy, New York, whose hands had been somewhat 
scratched by berry bushes, afterwards skinned two cows which had died of the 
disease, and soo» after his arm—inoculated, it is believed, by virus from the cows 
—swelled, and speedily resulted in death. One of hia sisters who attended him als» 
fell ill in the same way, and her recovery was declared doubtful.” 

“Arma virumque cano”’ is the motto for the genius who penned that. | 
Think of an arm that resulted—speedily or otherwise—in death. | 
| 
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Won’t wash—off. 


| TueEre have been frequent incendiary fires of late in the neighbour- 
| hood of Cork. Whata pity it is that the misguided creatures who 
| fire the ricks do not perceive that they are only blackening themselves 
| with burnt Cork. 

| 
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BOYS’ SUITS, 





WHAT A BEASTLY WORLD THIS 1s!”’ 


Absit Omen! 


Tue papers are just now giving a paragraph to the effect that, the 
captain of the ship Tory, who was convicted at the Old Bailey, up- 
wards of twenty years ago, for murder and cruelties on the high seas, 
but with the qualification that he was of unsound mind, and who has 
since been confined as a criminal lunatic, has been liberated, under 
certain sureties, his health having, it is believed, been completely re- 
stored. He has been released at a doubtfully-selected time, when 4 
general election is on hand. It is to be hoped that he will not try his 
hand again at Tory government. We may as well add that the 
captain’s name is 70¢ BenJAMIN. 





Don't ‘‘ down ”’ with your Dust! 
For mining speculations are ticklish affairs to deal with. Do they 
fail >—you are figuratively speaking “put in the hole.’”’ Are they 
successful? you will ever have a Jode on your mind. 





Tue anticipation of an abundant wheat harvest this year has 


happily been realized. It is pleasing to record the success of such 4 


prog-nostication. 


16s. TO 465s. 





IN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 
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Had ever 


wopses stung, 


breezes blew— 


~w proof, 
Where countless herds of dickybirds 
Built twiggy beds to lay their heads 
(My mother begs IL'll make it ‘* eggs,”’ 
But though it’s true that dickies do 
Construct a nest with chirpy noise 
With view to rest their eggy joys, 
’Neath eavy sheds, yet eggs and beds, 
As I explain to her in vain 

Five hundred times, are faulty rhymes.) 
Neath such a cot, built on a plot 

O: freehold land, dwelt Mary and 
Her worthy father, named by me 
GreEGorY ParasBiz, LL.D. 


He knew no guile, this simple man, 
No worldly wile, or plot, or plan, 
Except that plot of freehold land 
‘That held the cot, and Mary, and 
Her worthy father, named by me 
GREGORY ParaBieE, LL.D. 


A grave and learned scholar he, 

Yet simple as a child conld be. 

He’d shirk his meal to sit and cram 
A goodish deal of Eton Gram. 

No man alive could him nonplus 
With vocative of jilius. 

No man alive mure fully knew 

‘The passive of a verb or two, 

None better knew the worth than he 
Of words that end in b, d, t. 

Upon his green in early Spring 

He might be seen endeavouring 

To understand the hooks and crooks 
Of Henry and his Latin books, 

Or calling for his ‘* Caesar, on 

The Gallic War,” like any don. 

Or, p’raps expounding unto all 

How mythic Baxsvs built a wall. 
So lived the sage who’s named by me 
GreGcory Parasie, LL.D. 


To him one autumn day there came 
A lovely routh of mystic name ; 

He took a lodging in the house 

And fell a dodging snipe and grouse, 
For, oh, that mild scholastic one 

Let shooting for a single gun. 


By three or four, when sport was o’er, 
The Mystic One laid by his gun, 

And made sheep’s eyes of giant size, 
Till atter tea, at Many P., 

And Maky I. (so kind was she) 

She, too, made eyes of giant size, 
Whose every dart right through the heart 
Appeared to run that Mystic One. 
‘The Doctor's whim engrossing him, 
He did not know they flirted so. 

For, save at tea, “ musa muse,” 

As I'm advised, monopolised 

And rendered blind his giant mind. 
But looking up above his cup 

One afternoon, he saw them spoon. 

** Aha!’’ quoth he, ‘‘ you naughty lass, 


As quaint old Ovip says, ‘Amas! 


The Mystic Youth avowed the truth, 
And, claiming ruth, he said, **In sooth 
I love your dangbter, aged man, 
Refuse to join us if you can, 
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DOCTOR PARABLE, LL.D. 


LEAFY COT, where 
A no dry ot 
been by 
tenant seen, 
Where ivy clung and 


Where besses hummed and 
drummed and strummed, 
Where treeses grew and 


A thatchy roof, quite water- 
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Treat not my offer, sir, with scorn, 
I'm wealthy though I'm lowly born. 
‘* Young sir,’’ the aged scholar said, 
**T never thought you meant to wed ; 
Engrossed completely with my books 
I little noticed lovers’ looks. 

I've lived so long away from man 

I do not know of any plan 

By which to test a lover’s worth 
Except, perhaps, the test of birth. 
I’ve half forgotten in this wild 

A father’s duty to his child. 

It is his place, I think it’s said, 

To see his daughters richly wed 

To dignitaries of the earth, 

If possible, of noble birth. 

If noble birth is not at hand, 

A father may, I understand 

(And this uffords a chance to you) 
Be satisfied to wed her to 

A Boveicavutt or BAartne—which 
Means anyone who’s jolly rich. 
Now there's an earl who lives hard by, 
Come, Mary, we will go and try 

If he would like to marry thee, 

If not, thy bride the maid shall be.”’ 


They sought the Earl that very day, 

The sage began to say his say. 

The Earl (a very wicked man, 

Whose face bore Vice’s blackest ban) 

Cut short the scholar’s simple tale, 

And said in voice to make them quail, 

‘‘ Pooh—go along—you re drunk, no doubt — 
Here, Peters, turn these people out!" 





The Sage, rebuffed in mode uncouth, 
Returning, met the Mystic Youth. 
“My darling boy,” the Scholar said, 
“Take Mary—blessings on your head!" 
The Mystic Boy undid his vest 

And took a parchment from his breast, 
And said, “ Now, by that noble brow 
I ne’er knew father such as thou! 
The sterling rule of common sense 
Now reaps its proper recompense. 
Rejoice, my soul's unequalled queen, 
For I am Duke or Gretna Gueen!” 
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THE FAIRY PALACE. 
From Miss Bertha Green to Miss Peplum Brown. 


My prarest Perry,—It is a long while, isn’t it? but don’t scold 
me. If you only knew how I’ve been engaged, you wouldn’t blame me 
for not writing oftener.| The last time, I think, was when I to!d you 
about the races at Alexandra Park, and then I thought the cup 
of bliss was at my lips, which has since been dashed away. I 
shan’t break my heart, dear, for we have been on the Continent ; 
at least, as far as Boulogne and Calais and back to the Isle of Thanet, 
which sounds better, I think, than Margute, though a pleasanter place 
for comforts of every description, and especially tarts and prawns, I 


a,n’t believe exists in the world. I speak warmly, dearest Perry, 





for it was at the tart sbop in the High-swreet that I first met him who 
is now—and even aunt Marty says he is a most eligible creature—my 
affianced! It was his delicate attentions in protecting me from the 
effects of a bottle of ginger beer that was too much up, and flew all 
over my new satin jacket and soaked my bonnet strings, that first 
attracted me, and the necessity of restoring a perfectly new cambric 
handkerchief when we met in the evening at the Assembly Rooms, 
cemented an acquaintance which I believe, my dear friend, is calculated 
to last through life. 

You can’t think how much older I feel since this night week, dear, 
when all of a sudden, and without any previous warping, except those 
indications of the tender passion which none can conceal, and which 
certainly he made no effort to suppress—for my arm is really quite 
brutsed with his continual squeezing it~ when I say, without any 
further prepsration than that—he asked me to be his. 
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| heart beat ; as it was, the big drum beat instead, and what I replied was 


rendered almost inaudible by the plashing of the fountains. Would you | 


believe it, dear! the Fairy Palace is the Agricultural Hall in disguise, 
or, perhaps I’d better say—the place where you saw the fat cattle 
when you came up at Christmas was the FAIRY PALACE in dis- 
guise. It’s like a great transformation scene at the pantomime, dear, 
—as though harlequin had waved his wand over the Realms of Roast 


a 


Diatonic Delight in the Elysium of Endless Refreshments. It must 
have been done somehow in that way, dear, for everything’s complete, 
even to a big wreath that I’m sorry to say got a little dusty with 
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‘eit lying about in the orchestra, but was 
crowning a new prima donna, who. finding it a few sizes too large, 
carried it off on her arm like a market basket. But it doesn’t matter 
how she carried the wreath, for her singing was delightful. 
must have been under the influence of her beautiful voice that Hrnry 


did I say his name was Henry ?—addressed me in words that for a | 


moment seemed to go to the tune of the orchestra, and then to confuse 
everything, so that I didn’t recover till I heard people round me 
saying “hush!” and preparing to hear Mr. Coins play what they 
call an “ obligato” onthe violoncello, and ther I came to, and had a good 
cry behind the programme, aud a Neapolitan ice. I shall send you word 
when the day ts fiaed: but that wen’t be fora long time. Perhsps 
you'll be up again, and the cows will be mooing and the pigs wallowing 
in their dens in the Fairy Palace before I know for certain, for I'm 
sorry to say Henry is not uncomfortable at home. Your own BEKTHA. 
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Beef and the mountains of marrowy mutton, and turned it into the | 
Parterres of Princess Promenade, and the Chromatic Fountains of | 


. om 
originally provided sur 


We were at the Fairy Palace, dear, or I might have heard my own | 





being | 


I think it | 
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OUR FUN-DON E LETTER endorse the last part of the quoted sentence with a fervent “thank 
- ‘ goodness!” 

oS Pr N Our Young Folks we have a fanciful little sketch of the ‘ie Cruise 

‘ : : ‘ ‘ of the Starlight,”’ which would have been better if it had not been so 

HERE is a little difficulty involved in the obviously sod ited on the style of Dickens’s * Holiday Romance.”’ 

following paragraph, since one is »:ways | «The Giant and the Dwarf” is clever. “Our Five Little Kittens” 

liable to, at least, an alarm of fire :— is @ comical notion, and “* The Two Winsgenes"’ is extremely pretty. 

“Yesterday afternoon a singular fact was brought | ‘‘ A First Lecture on Heat”’ gives certain scientific truths in a pleasant 

= g deter coroners inquest held by Mr. Payne, at | way, likely to impress them on the minds of children. But the thing 

ss cateaeiioteeson eran Gut i eiinn ean a | thet peehaee goons ae maguzine is that with all its other oxcel- 


instructions to firemen was put in evidence, and in it . : ° . 
he states that when men are woxe up out of their | lences it quite overlooks the neorssity of teaching the little folk apure 
a by acry of gh night, they become excited, | language. All the stories overflow with slang. ‘‘Squirm,” ‘‘spry,”’ 
ae enoape, ie teen orders the firemen to | + own up,” and words and expressions of that class abound. Tt i a 


knock down all male persons trying 'o eseape from a burning house, until th . : : 
have first saved all the women and children on the Pec § His book, whiok thing to be regretted, I think ; and the result of it must be the deterio- 
was yesterday made public property, was:marked ‘private.’ ”’ ration of the English tonyue in America. 

Woman's World is apparently in some sort of transition stato, the 


Now, as we well know, the men of the Fire Brigade are tolerably stal- . at . . . 
wart men as arule, but they might by chance S called upon by the a apoloyicing for the unavoidable absenee of the Blustration, and 
S e whole appearance of the number indicating that it has beea printed 
rule of Captain Suaw's book to knock down a véry big and very ‘net ti I apt th all will be j Sine alles for I 
powerful man. Under these circumstances what are they to do? a ld ae ti aa ~— “-~ nn f shine ‘ak 5 a aco te a 
Does the Caprain intend them to use their axes? Because, if 80, | ed. oe eer nary oor ey ne eee aT ee ee od tt Becaniae 
. . > | periodical. I have read with great de:ight an article called “ Evenings 
another difficulty arises. Suppose a man, who happened to be a/|‘. Parra ar . Satan 
. ; with the Spirits,” in which the humbug of the knaves and the idiocy 
bachelor, was roused by a cry of fire and tried to make his escape— f the foo's who bet th k shecentatinalist wosld are weil 
and suppose, as is more than probable, that the men of the Brigade did ah : "Ther * it. roe an aah 2 t 2 . — i aa a in this 
not know whether there were women and children in the hou-e or not | * ale it isle oh a f wd pe coe Se Sian ” ill be a 
—are they to knock the escaping bachelor down on spec? Or again, aa pe He f = See tg a mec = 
supposing the women and children to be ina partof the house which "7 Petia: ¢ aan dean aman “ oo dake + ywards a return 
owing to the flames has become inaccessible, are the Brigade men ‘to t = P Se eee 7 a 7 "The 6 nen, u ani for the 
knock the men down and leave them to be burnt? These directions, | ~° — a oy. soe aabi biol oc ‘all my the lover 
in fact, are worse than absurd, and the representatives of any man aa a ae 
knocked down and burnt —or the man himself if knocked down and | °° 78 
not burnt—would have a fair action against the Capramw. He doesn’t 
want to be called Captain “ Psuaw!” we suppose. 
Tue revising barristers seem determined to bring their position 
into disrepute. They have been giving the moat extraordinary and And glow in early suaset’s golden rays: 
contradictory decisions. Why did they not meet and agree to some Anu. io dances weled ond @ild combined 
interpretation of the new clauses? The worst case we have had yet They whirl to pipings of the wintry ohed. 
was that wherein Me. T. Cameratt Foster, who is supposed to revise Lust, trod to earth, they seck a silent tomb 
the list of voters for Leeds, fined a lady for claiming what other To climb to life onan tana tn springtide’s bloom. 
barristers—as eminent, to say the least, as this Mr Fosrern—have : : 
allowed women to obtain a place;—cn the list. But this was not all. 1.—If Euclid you've read, 
He was pleased to ridicule the lady, and to indulge in would-be plea- What is raid 
santries, which prove him to be better suited for the horse-collar than __Neath this head : 
the horse-hair. I am not arguing, let it be remembered, in favour of Will guide your inquisitive eye to it. 
the Female Franchise. I am simply reminding Mx Fostex that a For the rest, 
gentleman is not privileged to insult or sneer at 4 woman under any If you've guessed 
circumstances —least of all when he is supposed to be invested with _ What it is, I'll be blest, ila a 
judicial powers. If Idon’t think you'll never say ‘‘di’’ to it. 
Tue coming election bids fair to be carried on with an acrimony 2.—A bird that can't fly 
and an unfairness that have had no parallel in any such contests fur [s a wonder sure-ly ! 
many years past. From the Prmeg Minister and the leader of the Now a sea-mew can fly 
Opposition (whe have been styled respectively ‘‘an apostate Jew,”’ So far and so high, 
and an “aguravated Juvas’’) down to the least-important M.P. on That I think we may call it a wonder not small, 
eon side, both pecwen wane my pretty well abused. Lut [ mus: That a bird sv much like it should not fly at all! 
say that the palm for unjus'ifiable vituperation must go t» the organ i ; ee ‘ 5 
of « blood aa en? The Pall Mull has descended toan inexcus- “_— . wer a meee . none on appl : ad ent ” 
able piece of abuse in speaking of Mk. Opcer. Taking hold of a speech us Debtor Thas She 98 65 Saeee arn ; 
of his. it gives as its view of his qualifications that, ‘though he has 4.—If you had been born as a Hindu, 
never had any education he knows the value of it, and that his father You'd do as the peoples of Ind do, ; 
was a miner, and his mother mad.’’ There is a cruvity in thus wrest- And worship this god, who's no cram in 
ing a man’s words for which Billingsgate—not to say Pall M.ll— The eyes of an orthodox Brahmin. 
might blush. I know as much ahout Mr. Overr as [ do. perhaps, 5.—Though no sage—like the great Da. Burees, 
about the Editor of the Pal Mall, and speak, therefore, without bias, Nor a prophet, the future to peep in ; 
but I do protest, in the interests of fair fighting, against a foul blow I fancy they'll make of this timber 
like this; and I would do the same were anyone to turn the tabl:s— The last bed you're likely to sleep in. 
only, of course the Editor of the Puli Mali is unassailable in a similar ahi ah 
way. : 7 
A pERsON—Wwe use the term in the Parliamentary sense —has wri'ten = ° —_ o ta-enit 
to the Telegraph, signing herself ** Ourpa THE Fikst,”’ to protest against If —* as, ; bee wuts anton end vamces 
what she styles a case of ‘“‘ Literary Personation.”’ ‘The facts of the Toe In ce - an ’ — 
case are these —a French paper (French papers are always so correct, a a ee 
esvecially on English matters) has announced the marriage of Mr. “Tero “ry ee ee or 
Horne Payne and a lady, whom it goes on to say is the cé/eésre— i _. se og ws t, ce : ey 
suppose we translate it “‘ notorious ’’—Ovurpa, the author of Uvder Two YOu give i & rap, 60 & Tasos! 1 changes: 
Flags, etc. Ovipa THE Fixst thereupon writes to charge on the inno- ents OF Acneonse No. 80.— Birds, Brace.—Bab, Irregular, 
tatufia, Demoniac, Salve. 
Correct SoLutions or Acrostic No. 80, necetvep 16th Seprempen:—A. M. E.; 
Cionglocketty; W. 1. K. J. L. B.; Clara and Annie; Ruby’s Ghost; D. E. H. 














































DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. 82. 


Tey take strange hues in its diminished days, 


cent lady an attempt to claim “the credit—if credit they des-rve— 
of having written tnese works.” Ishould think Mus. Honnge Payne 
would be verv glad to be cleared of the accusation of having written 
two books which are almost as devoid of literary merit as th: y are 
abundant in more than questionable morality. ‘I am constrained,” 
says Ourpa THE Fixst (and we trust the last) to inform the public that 


Mapame is RO more the author of Under Two Flays than [ am the | 
wife of Mr. Horne Payne.” [ don't suppose the public will care the other day at the advanced age of one hundred and three. 


much for the information, but I have no doubt Mr. Payng will was more than Fouerstis, she was as old as the hills almost. 





Hills and Forests. 


We learn that a widow of the name of Foxestie died at Montauban 
She 
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GERMAN WITHOUT A MASTER. 


Scene :—Railway Terminus, Cologne. 


Porter :— Nzin, Herr.” 


English Tourist :—“ THEN CAN YOU TELL ME WHO DOES?” 








SOCK AND BUSKIN. 


Suovut an Hurrah, the theatrical season 
Opens, and town will no longer be dull ; 

Managers muster and seek with good reason 
Stars to disturb the theatrical lull. 

Footlights will blaze as they flared up aforetime, 
Shining on tinsel of tragedy queens ; 

Galleries clamour again as still more time 
Comes to be lost with the changing of scenes. 


Now will the boxes be gay with bright dresses, 
Now will the stalls be adorned with white ties ; 

Once more the fuirest and glossiest tresses 
Shadow soft cheeks and most marvellous eyes. 

No more disconsolate now after dining 
Homeward we wander in ennui and pain ; 

See through the twilight the far lamps are shining, 
Come let us cheer for theatres again ! 





All A-growing and A-blowing. 

Aw enthusiastic writer in the ‘Jas has thrown out a hint for a 
picture which we trust some of the few remaining pre-Raphaelites will 
contrive to give usin the next Royal Academy Exhibition. He is 
speaking of a class which he describes, in mild imitation of the 
Saturday, as “limp ladies ;’’ and he says that 

**they are able to make their voices rosy with laughter, one minute.” 


We should like to see this painted. “A rosy voice ;’’—‘‘apink sigh ”’ 
—*a crimson sneeze’’—would look well in the catalogue, better, per- 
haps, than on the canvas, 
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English Tourist (ignorant of the German language) :—“ H1! Porter, CAN YOU sPEAK ENGLISH ? 


- 


| Virtue Triumphant. 
WE learn from the Christian Times that one of its correspondents has 


| been down at Glidleigh Park. He winds up a glowing rhapsody on | 


nature with the following delicious sentence :— 


unfortunate duck which mine host was roasting for us would be done a second time 
to death; reluctantly, therefore, we quitted the scene, not, however, witnout re- 
solving to explore ere long ot.er parts of this delightful neighbourhood.”’ 

Fancy the self-denial required to tear oneself away from the 
“ shadowy trees”’ for the sake of “ roast duck,” and then simply for 
fear the poor animal should “ be done a second time to death.’”’ The 
Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals should clearly present 
this Christian correspondent with a suitable testimonial. Say a goo: 
dinner? We wonder if he would turn away in horror from such 2 
proposal ? 


The Latest from Hoss-tralia. 


Aw Australian paper says that “ horses are selling in Gipps Land at 
tenpence a-piece, or seven for five shillings.”’ If the Gipsies, who are 
such large dealers in horseflesh, would only go to their own land—Gip’s 
Land—they would be able to do a good trade, and we should hardly 
miss them. How the mouths of the Hippophagists must water! 
Modern Dick Wuirtinetons, even, might do something by a feline 
exportation. 





Green, and Bear It! 


Tue latest compliment to NapoLgon Tne Turkp is a somewhat ques- 
tionable one. A new green pigment has been discovered, which, in 
addition to being brilliant in tone, is “ perfectiy harmless.’”? This 13 
to be called ‘‘ Imperial Green.” 

















‘*Gladly would we have lingered longer amid tbe shadowy trees, but then the | 
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PACIFIC ASSURANCES. 


N*p*i**n :—“ CALM YOURSELF, MADAME. I ASSURE YOU THERE IS NOT THE SLIGHTEST REASON TO APPREHEND ANY DISTURBANCE OF THE PEACE.” 
Pr*ss*a :-—“ I SEE NO REASON WHY THE PEACE SHOULD BE BROKEN,” 
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THE PILLORIED PATIENT. 


NGUS McEACHAN 


was blest with 


a liver 
could shake 


To awake 
To a quake 


shiver, 
Or quiver! 


moulted, 


twas jolted 





bolted 


And jibbed and revolted, 
Although you might fairly expect it. 


But one day an old friend 
His condition to mend 
Said “The cure for your ills 
Is O’Quackaway’s pills, 
I have uncles and cousins 
Who take them by dozens— 
By millions and billions 
And even tintillions! 
At once for a box you must send!”’ 


Anous was charmed! For a box at once sent he, 
And in for this splendid new remedy went he! 

On the box that he got 

Was written, I wot, 

““ At bedtime take two. 

If that doesn’t do, 

The next night take four. 

If that does no more, 

The next night take six. 

Tf still in a fix, 

The next night take eight. 

Should the ill not abate, 

The next night take ten, 

And if no better then, 

Take twelve!” To be brief, 

Till they brought you relief, 

Two more every night 

You must take until quite 

A long row of numerals greeted your sight ; 

For, of course, by addition 

At last twas your mission 

To swallow by dint of prolonged deglutition 
No less than 7,008,020! 


Of the end of the liver of Ancus McEacuan, 
And of how many boxes of pills he has taken, 
And whether the liver has ever been shaken, 
I’]l be blest if I know, 
For a long time ago 
I was told the whole tale by an intimate friend 
But I fell sound asleep ere he got to the end, 
And he'd left for Australia ere I could awaken. 


Look to your Veau-tes! 

A person who signs himself *‘one who has worked successfully in 
the cause of Civil and R+ligious Liberty ’’ has issued an address in the 
Times, which is so obscurely worded on the Irish Church question that 
we will defy anyone to say whether it is a plea fer the Government or 
for the Opposition. ‘The fact is that the whole address is a joke, and 
to save others from puzzling over it as we have done, we will quote the 
sentence which at once revealed the do! 


** Individual worship of the golden calf takes the place of consideration for the 
national weal!’ 


This is evidently the calf of a regular “leg.” 


That nothing 


Or could make 


Or the ghost ofa 


== Oh, calomel could 
> not correct 


Horse - exercise 
did not affect 


it, 
Not a feather it 
Though madly 


iin On horses that 


mallet with you. 
snubbed as conceited. 

8. When playing a large game, and your turn is approaching, run 
deliberately away into the house or the shrubbery, or the kitchen 
garden, or anywhere in fact where you will be sure to keep the large 
game waiting. Come back and say “ You are so sorry,’ and then 
watch the faces of your companions. 

9. Whenever an opportunity occurs, leave the balls and the mallets 
on the lawn all night—particularly if the grass be dewy. It improves 
both considerably. 

10. Let all the dogs in the establishment gnaw the croquet balls, 
and play cricket invariably with the mallets; both will be better for 
the operation. 

11. Always affect ignorance as to the manner of going through the 
centre twisted hoop. You will naturaily be thought a fool. 

12. Pertinacivusly give advice before every stroke is made, and 
make yourself generally objectionable. 

The Editor of “Fun” now trusts there may be no more disputes. 
He has done his bist to reconcile existing grievances. 





THE REAL GAME OF CROQUET. 


Tue Editor of Fun having been so repeatedly asked to settle dis- 
puted points at croquet and determine whose rules were in reality 
those to be adopted, has called together a committee of the players on 
whom he can most rely to frame rules for universal adoption. By 
strict attention to the following instructions disputes will be obviated 
and universal harmony procured. 


1. On attempting to strike the ball scrape the mallet deliberately 
along the ground and push the ball along with it as far as ever you 
can reach. When told you are “ spooning,’ make use of coarse and 
abusive language, and say “that is the way you have always played.” 
This remark will not appear conclusive to the other players, but no 
doubt will be found to be true. 

2. When left far behind through utter inability to get through the 
first two hoops, seize an opportunity when no one is looking at you or 
caring for you to place your ball so conveniently near the required 
hoop that to miss it will be next to an impossibility. If you happen to 
be caught, blush and then look foolish, endeavouring always to excuse 
your baseness by the assertion “that you were only just moving it 
baek to where some one had knocked it by accident.’’ Everyone will 
be sure to believe you. 

3. If you happen to be a lady—it will be difficult to become one if 
you are not—and your ball is in a convenient position to be croqueted 
by an adversary, coolly hide your ball with your petticoats and 
assume an innocent air. 
you to move, though he be confident of your treachery. If you 
can’t manage this trick yourself, get a friend to do it for you. The 
upshot will be found invariably the same. 

4. Adopt the rule of the ground whenever it suits your stroke ; and 
when it does not, create a ridiculous disturbance, quoting every insane 
author who has ever written on the subject, knowing well that the 
books are not in the house, 

5. Take the part of all pretty girls, elderly and demonstrative females 
and bullying men, whenever disputes arise. You will be sure to get 
the best of it amongst them. 

6. Never play with your own ball, and always out of your turn. It 
vexes conscientious players and creates diversion. 

7. If you happen to be asked toa croquet party, bring your own 
You will thus avoid being called ridiculous, and 


A bashful player will not dream of asking 


Dogberry in Danger. 


Tue dog-muzzling question has enter@i on a new phase. Residents 
in the immediate neigbourhoods of police-stations complain of the 
howling of the poor imprisoned dogs as a most intolerable nuisance. 
We would suggest to them that the best course is to prosecute the 
superintendent, or, better still, Sim Ricoarp Mayng. ‘The former may 
be a nuisance by implication. ‘The latter is an undoubted nuisance 
and will have to be suppressed by the next Parliament. 





Pigeon English. 


A number of men have recently been before the magistrate at 
Worship-street for interfering with holy worship by the sale of pigeons. 
We are inclined to think that this intrusion of the sellers of doves on 
the temple of worship may be due in a great measure to the efforts 
of the Sabbatarians to assimilate our Sunday to the Jewish sabbath. 





A New Track. 


Mn. Micuaet W. Rosset is we learn, preparing the next “‘ Courtesy 
Tract’ for the Early English Text Society. Wecommend the notion 
to other societies which take their names from the distribution of 
A courtesy tract would be quite a novelty as a pious 
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IN LODGINGS. 
—_o— 
No. X.—LODGERS. 
OME people are born to 
lodger-dom, some 
achieve lodger-dom,— 
and some have lodger- 
dom thrust upon them. 
However difficult it may 
be to distinguish nicely 
between the two first- 
named classes, there can 
be no doubt about the 
third. Lodgings, more 
or less permanent, are 
found by a paternal go- 
vernment for people who 
would gladly dispense 
with the obligation. 
When the principle of 
this compulsory lodging 
isexamined, its propriety 
is questionable. These 
most unwilling lodgers 
are bedded and boarded 
at the expense of the 
general public for differ- 
ent periods varying from 
a night in the police-station to a lifetime in the jail. That the lodgers 
thus compelled to accept our hospitality would rather ‘find them- 
selves "’—anywhere out of durance vile is a fact not to be disputed. 
That the public may fairly object to contributing to their maintenance 
seems logical. If a man picks your pocket it is rather hard that you 
should have to keep him for a few months ; but the hardship becomes 
greater when you, as a taxpayer, have to keep him for the same time 
because he has picked the pocket of somebody else whom you do not 
know even by sight! But, on the other hand, it may be urged very 
fairly that if a tax were not a tax why should it be called so? This 
appears to us to be unanswerable. 

The Compulsory Lodgings which we discuss this week are to be 
found at any police-station. We will not go so far as to allege that 
the life in this style of lodgings is described from actual experience. 
The author of this series was compelled by pressure of business to 
relinquish a conscientious desire to get locked-up for a night; and the 
artist, with the customary squeamishness of his profession, absolutely 
refused to get himself taken-up, though stimulated by the mention 
of the “‘ Amateur Casual” and the mutton-broth bath. Nevertheless, 
as most of our friends have been locked up at various times we are 
enabled to describe this class of lodgings from the information gathered 
from them in moments of unguarded ostentation. 

The management of the Lodging House is confided to members of 
the Police Force, who, when not employed in catching stray curs, give 
their minds to the collection of lodgers whom they urge to partake of 
the hospitality of the station with more or less—and as a rule chiefly 
more—“ forcible persuasion.” Our readers will observe, in our 
initial, one fine fellow in the act of inducing a guest to acquiesce. 

The lodger, who comes first under notice, 
states, upon being pressed by the inspector, that 
his usual residence is ‘“ Ha’ Moo’ Street, Pical- 
lihic!’’ His name he believes to be “ Jun’ 
Tompst,” which, however, does not seem very 
familiar to him. He has been persuaded (by 
three constables) to accept of a temporary 
shelter beneath the roof of the station in conse- 
quence of Half Moon Street having had a quar- 
rel with Piccadilly, and leaving the neighbour- 
hood. Thus deprived of his home, our young 
friend began to knock and ring at various doors, 
probably in the hope of finding some Samaritan 
who would take him in. Unfortunately a 
Samaritan, even when roused from his sleep at 
three in the morning by loud knocking and 
ringing is more inclined to give his disturber 
in charge to another, than himself to take 

charge of him. Mr. “ Tomps.”’ is very anxious 
to impress on his hearers that he was “ nev’ 
maw sob’ rnall m’ li’!’’ and he throws such an 
emphasis on the statement that it brings him 
forward on the tips of his toes in the manner depicted in what our 
artist particularly desires us to describe as “the cut.” Tumpcr’s 
amiability is imperturbable. He smiles at everything and everybody 
—even at the three constubles who handled him far more roughly than 


was necessary. 
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Amiability is not the weakness of thenext lodger. His peculiarities 
of utterance resemble those of Tomrst, but his sentiments are of a most 
bloodthirsty character. He has spent the evening 1n perpetual attempts 
to get some one to fight him, and has in consequence 
was constantly taking off with a view to the con- 
test. Heis portrayed in the act of rolling-up his 
shirt sleeves as a preliminary step to demolish- 
ing the whole of the police force at the station. 
In his sober moments he is a meek and spiritless 
creature, entirely ruled by his wife. But as 
soon as he has taken enough liquor to make 
him muddled he becomes a ferocious ruffian. 
Some philosophers would account for this under 
the maxim “in vino veritas,” alleging that the 
man’s true nature comes out under the influence 
of drink. We, however, construe the matter ina 
different way. He is a coward by nature, with 
that touch of the bully which is one of the con- 
comitants of cowardice. He has discovered that 
few men will strike a drunken man any more 
than they will strike a woman, and he delights 
therefore in the impunity ufforded by insobriety. It is pleasant to 
think that after he is discharged with a fine to-morrow, he will go 
home with an aching head and sinking heart to his coal-and-'tatur 
shed, where his wife will give him a tremendous talking-to, that will 
make his head ache and his heart sink sti) more. 

This poor girl is most unwillingly and 
improperly compelled to take a cell at the 
station. She is what is described on the 
charge-sheet as ‘“‘an obstruction.”” The 
chariot of Dives—nay, the Hansom of 
Divee’s clerk—may block the public tho- 
roughfare for hours, outside the place of 
pleasure or of business at which Dives or 
Dive»’s clerk is staying. But poor Mott 
with her basket of oranges, by the sale of 
which she hopes to get a meal for herself 
and her bedridden mother, is not permitted 
to linger inthe gutter. If she were selling 
‘‘ bogus’’ shares instead of wholesome fruit, 
or if she were a railway director instead of 
an honest hard-working creature, not a word would be said to 
her. Not much is said to her now— 299 A simply says ‘‘ move on, or 
V’llrun ye in.’’ And Motu being Irish and a woman, has a spirit 
that resents this, and the result is that Motu is ‘‘run in.’’” She takes 
her revenge by shedding fiery oratory on the heads of all concerned, 
from the inspector to the lock-up constable, and then, when she is left 
to herself in the cell, thinks of the poor old mother at home without 
food or fire, and breaks down. Her wailing worries the inspector 
more perhaps than her upbraiding, and in his soul he curses the officious 
constable who brought her in. 

This youth is only at the station for a short visit 
en route for a prison or penitentiary. It is scarcely 
his fault, poor wretch, born in the kernel and 
schooled in the streets, that he is a pickpocket by 
trade. While the Collective Wisdom of the land has 
been xt loggerheads as to whether it is right to edu- 
cate children according to the system of the Rev. 
RexEpes Ritvat, or of the Rev. Rigutrgous Rant- 
cANT, or of Brother Sricains, or of Father O’Grapy, 
the Dsvit has opened a school in the streets, and as 
the course taken by Collective Wisdom offers him 
hosts of pupils, he doesrather a good business. Our 
young friend in the margin is one of his promising 
pupils. He began by filching fruit in Covent Garden, 
was put in a higher class as soon as proficient, and 
took a high place as a pickpocket. He 
has been caught in the act this time, and 
will be sent to jail, which bears the same 
relation to the diabolical street-school that 
the University bears to a public school. 
This Jad has won an exhibition, and will 
take honours by-and-by as a burglar or 
garotter. He is highly elated at the pro- 
spect, and takes his temporary stay at the 
station very pleasantly. Weare not sure 
that he is not an object of admiration to 
the policeman, just as a good fever 1s 
hailed by a doctor. 

This gentleman is familiar to our 
readers. His two stumps have often 
awakened the sympathy that bisunmusical 
voice and lugubrious lay have failed to 
touch. He is one of the large class of crip- 
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Hooray! Let us bawl at the top of our lungs, 
Till the length and the breadth of our city 
Re-echoes, with over three million of tongues, 

Here’s a health to the Hanging Committee! 


_In these two samples we have merely endeavoured to throw out a 
hint or two that may arouss the slumbering energies of superior sonz- 
writers—not pretending by any means to have exhausted the varied 
merits of either Str Ricuakp or the Trafalgar Square gentiemen. 

We shall take the liberty of making a suggestion for the benefit of 
any daring bard who may venture to soar into the rarefied atmosphere 
of politics. Our theme shall be— 


THE CHANCELLOR OF THE EXCHEQUER. 


" = think of our national debt 
And the growth of our ulation, 
What gaint Briton can fret. os 

Or complain about over taxation ? 
Of Faction while bearing the brant. 

May our Cuancettor keep up his pecker, 
Long life, boys, to W. Hunt, 

And our jolly old English Exchequer. 


He is thoroughly up in finance 

And a master of multiplication; 
He sticks on a twopence, perchanee, 

But it’s all for the good of the nation. 
How lucky we have in the front 

A successor of Pert and of Necxer. 
Long life, boys, to W. Hunt, 

And our jolly old English Exehequer. 


In conclusion, we would briefly propose, as objects for lyrical 
celebration, The Beadles at the Bank, Our omly English Improvisatore, 
That Fine Old Paddy Green, and The Call Boy at the Lane. We are 
sorry to exclude Our Blunt but Honest Cabmen ; having lately misbe- 
haved themselves, however, they must take the consequences. 


ples that infest the metropolis, and make a very good living out of their 
misfortunes. In many instances these unhappy creatures are so fright- 
fully maimed or so terribly deformed that they ought not to be permitted 
to exhibit themselves as they do. There are numberless institutions 
where they might find a home if they chose, but they prefer driving a 
brisk trade on the miseries. The police passes them by, howcver, to 
hunt the orange-girl and the eosterymonger, who are struggling hard 
for daily bread—and very dry bread too, and without butter in most 
eases. The fine fellow here portrayed fares much better than this! 
Irish stew—becf-steak and onions—kidney pudding—liver and bacon 
—these are the dainties he loves and indulgesin. He lives, in short, 
like a fighting-cock! Unhappily he is a little excitable in temper 
when he has a little drink ‘“‘on board’’—as he calls it; for among the 
thousand and one calamities by which at various times he accounts for 
the loss of his arms, one is a shipwreck. The starboard fore-topmast 
deadeye scupper was blown out of its earrings in a gale and carried off his 
arms, and in consequence he interlardshis talk with nautical expressions, 
And when he hasalittle drink on board he has a pleasant way of beating 
his wife. One might almost as well expect a man without legs to run 
away with the wife of somebody else. But our armless hero des con- 
trive to beat his wife and it is for an aggravated assault on her that he 
is now in durance vile cut off from Irish stew and kidney pudding. 
It is not for long though, for of course when the case comes on his 
wife will declare he is the best of husbands, and that her two black 
eyes, the cut on the back of her head, a broken rib, and a countless 
host of bruises, with the loss of three teeth are all attributable to a 
fall out of bed. 





BLESS EVERYBODY! 


Tuz whole country seems to have gone into fits of benediction 
lately. Our national enthusiasm was once contented with ‘“ God Save 
the Queen ”’ and “Rule Britannia,’”’ with occasional attacks of ‘‘ See, 
the Conquering Hero comes.” But the “common cry”’ of ballad- 
mongers is now enlarging its field of operation to an alarming extent. 
Nobody is qualified nowadays as a supporter of Church and Siate 
unless he cam contribute his due share to a chorus in favour of the 
following august persons and institutions :— 


The Priuxcz or WaLzs. 

The Pxincess too. 

Our Sartor Prince. 

Our dear old Church of England. 


Et cetera. We certainly wish no harm to Royalty and the Establish- 

ment, but we should like to see a line drawn to this kind of “ gush.” 
Let us attempt a specimen or two of the lyrics to which we shall be 

infallibly reduced if this patriotic and loyal caterwauling continues :— 


OUR DEAR OLD RICHARD MAYNE. 


THROUGH ev’ry ancient alley 
And ev’ry filthy lane, 
Be this the coster’s rally— 
“Long live Stk Ricuarp Mayne.” 
Be ev'ry voice uplifted 
To join the jovial strain, 
And praise the yreat and gifted— 
Our dear old Ricuharp Mayne. 





Sing-call-ar ! 


A CONTEMPORARY enlarges on the advantages of having a high C in 
one’s voice. Itis of course more useful than having one’s voice in a 
high C—unless one is the skipper of a big ship. But our friend goes 
on to speak of the good fortune of M. Wacnrtet, who, having a few 
years ago been a cab-driver, has recently given fifty thousand florins 
for a villa at Wiesbaden. Of course it was to be expected that he 
would make more by his singing than by his calling. 








Answers to Correspondents. 


[Ve cannot return umaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold 
ourselves responsible for loss. | 


J. W. F. G. (Percy-street.)—If you put “‘ marriage advertisements ’’ into 
the papers, and then make public (as you intended by sending a copy to us) 
the letters you receive, we decline to say what we think of you. 

F, F. H. F. sends us ‘‘a few additions to Johnson’s Victionary,”’ and 
tells us they were written “‘ with the idea of being continued.” Weare glad 
to learn that there is anything approaching to an idea connected with them. 

W.S. E. (Margate.)— We don’t see your meaning. 

A PEAcE MAKER.—Your piece-work wants finishing. 
that we can’t make head or tail of it. 

Suanpy Garr.—If you can’t understand that, you must be rather flat, 
an unpardonable fault in your composition. 

A. R. K. (Birmingham.)—Noa, thank you—as they say in your part of 
the world. 

R. C. (Bootle.)—We once had a persistent correspondent at Everton who 
would have called yours a *‘ bootle-less’ errand. He wrote to us incessantly 
despite rejection, so we used to call him “ Cut-and-Comb-again,”’ he was 
such a hair-brained wit. Don’t you follow his example—we do not wish to 
find a thing of Bootle is a joy for ever—or Everton. 

E. T. (Kingsland-road), is implored to communicate at once with his 
anxious friends, who we sincerely hope will never again allow him to go at 
large with such dangerous rhymes as “‘ odyssey’ and “ prosody.”’ 

S. B. (Partick.)—Partick-ularly like ‘* 5% yblue.”’ 

NIBBLER —Take care you're not caught ! 

R. R. R. B.—Perhaps, if worth anything. 

Declined with thanks :—J. J. H. S. Temple; W. H., Leadenhall-street ; 
R. F., Old-street; . M.; H. G., Preston; W. T., Regent’s-park; Bow- 
wower; R. E. D.; Funny; ‘ Declined with Thanks’’; 7. S. B., Austin 
Friars; H. J.deC., Dublin; J. T., Croydon; A. L. H., Lambeth; a Fast 
Correspondent; A Novel Author; R. H., Liverpool; a Funny Fellow, 
Launceston; J. D., Newport; M. D., Stamford-street; G. H. P., Ieling- 
ton; G. M., Cheapside; G., Hemel Hempstead; C. C., Stratford New 
Towa; G D., Peckham-rye; A Dalcimer; M. H.; J. KE. W., Tunbridge 
Wells; Cyp; Yema; Endive. 


Oblige us with a chorus, 
Again and yet again ;— 
“ While Scotland Yard rules o’er us, 
Long live Str RichArp Mayns!”’ 
Who raved us from the snarling 
Of dogs that went insane ? 
Our hope, our joy, our darling ; 
Our dear old RicHanp Mayne. 


We beg to propose the fullowing as a postprandial howl for the 
Royal Academy annual dinner; Preswment Grant cantadit. 


THE HANGING COMMITTEE 


Comr, fill up a bumper, each jolly R.A. ; 
On this festive and happy occasion. 
Let Cabinet ministers prate as they may 
Upcn taxes and Gallic invasion. 
The Army may swagger, the Navy may boast, 
And the Commons and Lords may be witty ; 
But listen to me and I'll give you a toast— 
Here’s a health to the Hanging Committee! 
Hio! hip! Let us yeil till the lion that stands 
On the Duke or NorTHUMBERKLAND’S mansion, 
Re:ponds with his tail (fr he can't clap his hands) 
In a spirit of genial expansion. 


It is so inchoate 
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DIFFERENCE OF A-PINION. 


Connie :—“ MAMMA, DEAR, DIDN’T YOU SAY THAT ANGELS HAD WINGS ?”’ 


Mamma :—“ Yes, pear! Whur?” 


Connie :—“ Becausz Aunt EmMIE HASN'T GOT ANY WINGS, AND Mr. Spooner SAYS SHE I8 AN ANGEL!” 





Gin a Boddy meet a Boddy. 


At Manchester the other day Miss Becker appeared in the re- 
vising barrister’s court and objected to the disallowance of a claim 
made by “* Mary Bonny” to be registered as an elector. The bar- 
rister looked upon Mary Boppy as nobody, whereas Miss Becker 
thought the Boppy in question was somebody. Well, we think if the 
women want votes they may as well have them—they can't make a 
worse use of them than four men outof six do. For iustance, we don't 
think i * e probable that the vote of this particular Boppy would 
ever be sold. 





Turning the Tables. 


Ix America, railway travellers at crossings on the line are advised 
to “‘ wait for the waggon”’ by n tices calling on them to “look out for 
the engine.’ But if weare to believe the American papers the waggon 
train in New Mexico was itselfin want of a notice “look out for the 
Injun,” as the irrepressible burnt the train the other day and killed 
and scalped sixteen guards. 





Sugar for the Doctor. 


Ramour states that at the election for the borough of Marylebone 


every grocer on the register is pledged to vote for Sanp-wirTu. 














To THE Epitor or Fon. 
Srr,—I want to go by train from Haggerston to Shoreditch. Very 
good. I turn to Bradshaw and I find the following valuable infor- 
mation :— 


| ieee | DED TbT DT DTT oT o{ oI] bId| hI 
Of course. Nodoubt. Quiteso. Certainly. Very good. 


Yours, VIATOR. 





A Crown Well Spent. 


We are informed that the “ usual annual ceremony of crowning the 
best pumpkin of the year took place at the Halles the other day. 
The account goes on to state that “the laureate of the year weighed 
326lbs. and measured two yards in circumference.” Ah, well! as has 
been said over and over again, ‘‘they manage these things better in 
France.’””’ Why don't we have an annual crowning of the kin of the 
pump. Such laureates might rest on their thistles after such a distinc- 
tion, and how much we should be saved from ! 


ne nn enn EEEnEEEEEEEEEeneem 





CRUEL. 


A rittine end for Tommy Dopp.—Ground to death—on a barrel 
organ. 
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A DAY’S WORK IN THE CITY. 


By ONE OF THE UNDERPAID. 





TWO O’CLOCK.—THE LORD MAYOR’S COURT. 


TxHere’s something that comes home to a good many of us about 
the very name of the Lord Mayor's Court even when we take a stroll 
into the Guildhall as it may be to see how they elect a Sheriff or hold 
what’s called a Common Hall of the Livery, to turn out one Mayor 
and get another in his place. We're an uncommon Livery lot in the 
City, I can’t deny, and there’s a deal of flunkeyism everywhere about, 
but Mr. ALDERMAN ALLEN was too much even for the Corporation to 
digest, and they can stand a good deal too. Their complaint was 
chiefly that, whatever they might be willing to stand, he wasn’t ready 
to stand anything, though he declined to take the chair at somebody 
else’s banquet because the tickets for the dinner were at sucha low 


figure as not to promise that the dinner would be the ticket. Even | 
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Mx. Bennett couldn’t say much for him, and that’s saying a good deal, 
too, for when that eminent commoner’s wound up, his remarks are 
generally considered striking, and he has been known to speak against 
time, as well he may, for Time’s mostly on the watch for him, and 
insists on being kept on his premises. On the occasion referred to, 
however, his remarks came to an end untimely, and, amidst a vote of 
censure, disguised as an expression of approval, Mr. ALLEN was hustled 
from the hustings, and Mr. Lawrence was called upon to take warning 
by the demerits of his predecessor; which meant, among other things, 
that he was to issue twice as many tickets for the banquet on the ninth 
of next month, and see that none of the turtle was mock. 

It’s a lively reflection turtle is,—and perhaps that’s why they always 
advertise the reptiles in that way—when a chap happens to be on his 
way to the Mayor’s Court in the character of defendant. It’s for the 
recovery of small debts, the Lord Mayor’s Court is, and for a good 
many other things, such as actions for trespass and goodness knows what ; 
and is like a sort of Civic Chancery, just as you might call a chandler’s 
shop a ‘victualling warehouse:” or the Lord Mayor himself a 
“ Potentate.” It’s peculiar to the City and makes part of the regular 
day’s work to a good many people that lounge about it or are brought 
before it, or put somebody else into it, or are summoned as witnesses, 


FUN. 


or are compelled to serve on the Jury, which ought to be called Jewry, | large account to make up.” 
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| there are so many gents of that persuasion in the box. It’s quite a 
| Judgment of Sotomon’s when they give their verdict, and quite one 
of the sights of the City to see ’em all stand up and put their hats on 
to be sworn every ten minutes, for that’s the time they take to knock off 
a case when the Recorder's sitting there. For the Lord Mayor don’t 
“try,” though of course like everybody else he doesn’t know what he 
can do till he does. He’s allowed to go and sit upon the bench 
when he likes and enjoy the air of the court and look at the 
pictures that hang on the walls—portraits of the eminent 
Kings and Queens that helped to make Lord Mayors what they 
are, and the City what it is; and he may join the Recorder in a 
chop and a glass of sherry, if that gent chooses to stand for both, but 
he mustn't interfere except by looks, and there's probably some sort of 
extra accommodation for Mayors of the full regulation size, for though 
the honourable judge himself can’t be described as corpulent, there’d 
scarcely be room on the bench,—and the canopy’s much too skimpy 
(even the part of the hangings that isn’t wood painted to imitate red 


drapery) to take a couple of wigs under it, let alone a Tory and a 
Radical or eventwo Tories. It’s come within my day’s work sometimes 
to appear as a witness there, and beyond a sort of fellow-feeling for a 
chap that’s in debt and can’t pay, I don't object, for there’s generally 
something hanging to it if it’s only a lunch and a glass of bitter at the 
Three Bucks, where in my time there used to be a convivial meeting 
that called themselves “The Bucks,’’—nobody quite knowing why, 
except they did it out of deference to the landlord. One of ’em once 
told me it was because they were chased in manors, but that was only 
his pun,—or at least his fun, and if they only met to talk such rubbish 
as that,—but there,—the thoughts ot the Mayor’s Court puts me out 
of a convivial humour, for it reminds me of the County Court, and of 
the way we chaps in the City go home to find the housekeeping little 
bills waiting to be paid just as the end of the quarter comes round and 
the landlord’s waiting for the rent while the taxgather’s turning the 
corner. Those little bills weekly or monthly it’s allone; how precious 
ready the tradespeople are to let you run ’em for the sake of the per- 
centage they put on every bit of beef and every pound of butter, 
and how precious soon they run into the County Court and take you 
along with ’em with ten per cent. added costs, if you don’t find it 
convenient to settle when *‘ Master sends his compliments and has a 
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LIEUTENANT-COLONEL FLARE. 
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HE earth has armies 
plenty, 
And semi-warlike bands, 
I daresay there are twenty 
In European lands ; 
But, oh, in no direction 
You'd find one to compare 
In brotherly affection 
With that of Cotonet Fiane. 









His soldiers might be rated 
As military Pearls: 

As unsophisticated 
As pretty little girls! 
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He spent the days in teaching 
These truly solemn facts, 
There’s little use in preaching, 

Or circulating tracts. 
(The vainest plan invented 

For laying other creeds) 
Unless it’s supplemented 

With charitable deeds, 


He tanght his soldiers kindly 
To give at Hunger’s call, 

“Uh, better far give blindly 
Than never give at all! 

Though sympathy be kindled 
By Imposition’s game, 

Oh, better far be swindled 
Than smother up its flame!” 


* 
His means were far from ample 
For pleasure or for dress, 
Yet note this bright example 
Of single-heartedness: 
Though ranking as a colonel 
His pay was but a groat, 
While their reward diurnal 
Was—ceach a five-pound note! 


Moreover, this evinces 
His kindness, you'll allow : 
He fed them all like princes 
And lived, himself, on cow. 
He set them all regaling 
On curious wines, and dear, 
While he would sit pale-ale-ing 
Or quaffing ginger-beer. 


Then, at his instigation 
(A pretty fancy this) 
Their daily pay and ration 
They'd always change for his— 
They brought it to him weekly, 
And he, without a groan, 
Would take it from them meekly 
And give them all his own! 


Though not exactly knighted 
As knights, of course, should be, 
Yet no one so delighted 
In harmless chivalry. 
If peasant girl or ladye 
Beneath misfortunes sank, 
Whate’er distinctions made he, 
They were not those of rank. 


No maiden young and comely 
Who wanted good advice 
(However poor or homely) 
Need ask him for it twice. 
He'd wipe away the blindness 
That comes of teary dew *— 
His sympathetic kindness 
No sort of limit knew. 





* Very pretty. 


They never smoked or ratted, 
Or talked of Sues or Polls; 

The Sergeant-Major tatted, 
The others nursed their dolls. 








He always hated dealing 
With men who schemed or planned ; 
A person harsh— unfeeling— 
The Colonel could not stand. | | 
He hated cold, suspecting, | in 
Official men in blue, 
Who pass their lives detecting 
The crimes that others do. 





For men who'd shoot a sparrow, | 
Or immolate a worm 
Beneath a farmer’s harrow 
He could not find a term. | 
Humanely, aye, and knightly 
He dealt with such an one; 
He took and tied him tightly 
And blew him from a gun. 
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The Earth has armies plenty 
And semi-warlike bands— 
I’m certain there are twenty 
In European lands ; 
But, oh, in no direction 
You'd find one to compare 
In brotherly affection 
With that of CoLtonet Frare! 


Geographical Note. 
Everyone knows there is a Dunkirk in Scotland ; most have heard 
of Dunquerque in France, but perhaps it has not struck everyone that 
there is now a “done kirk”’ in Ireland too. 


Right you Are! 
Tue Conservative party is well-drilled. It followed its leader with 

laudable discipline when called upon to effect what the Northern | 
generals in the late American war used to call “a flank movement,” 
on the Reform question. It is pretty clear now that by a similar 
manceuvre the party will change its front on the Irish Church Ques- 
tion. The Conservative party in short may be wrong on many points, 
= ~—_ is one thing itis invariably right about—we allude to “ right- 
about-face,” 
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The Q@. C. and the Sea Cue. | 

Wr find that the popularity of the leading counsel for MapAME | 3 
Racust is far more extensive than we supposed. On attempting t0 | ™ 
drag our family back from the seaside to the comforts of home, W® | 7 
discovered that all the younger branches voted for one Dic-py S£A- 
MORE. | | 
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FUN. 


found its way into the magazine. It is full of the grossest blunders in 
composition,—here is one instance :— 

‘*The rider can tell when his horse is likely to drop by feeling the car, which, if 
cold, he instant/y dismounts; this being a sure precursor of death ; the saddles are 
then removed and the carcass remains in the ring until the bull is killed, then they 
are dragged out by mules.”’ 

Further on the writer describes the doings of the matador :— 

** He then single-handed comfrents the bull, when after a little by-play the bull 
charges; he then thrusts his sword up to the hilt into the back part of the buli’s 
neck, which passes through the jumeture of the neek and spine into a vital part. 
That instant he drops dowm; his ceurse is ended.” 

Many as are the “bulls” at the beginning of the passage, the biggest 
and best is at the end, where “he drops”’——-must by the construction 
mean the matador not the bull. 

As the publishers ef the Chiii’s Bible have seat the first number to 
me I am bound to metiece it, though it is hardly @ publication I should 
have expected to receive. I object to the scheme of the work in toto. 
A Family Shakespeare is a peofanation, but the audacity of such an 
eines yer before sublimity of an attempt to make Holy Writ 
“respectable.” At amy rate we eught to have the guarantee of an 
editor's name. We should at least have some anthority for the new 
version. It is to be presumed that no one without deep learning and a 
lofty intellect would undertake so colossal a task as the revision of 
Scripture :— How are we toknew that Cotanso himeelf is not the Editor ? 
It is to be hoped at any rate that the same hand which compiled the 
prospectus is not employed on the task, fer the preapectus ie so oddly 
worded as to suggest a possibility of a quite unconseieus misconstruc- 
tion of sentences. The illustrations are stated to be from ‘a child’s 
point of view,” and as far as the picture ef the wooden animals going 
up into the conventional Noau’s ark is comeerned, this is true enough. 
But the child, from whose point of view the picture ef the creation 
was taken, should be exhibited as a curiosity. I am bound to add, 

however, that some of the other cuts seem to be drawn not only from 
a child’s point of view but almost in a child’s style. 
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OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


omen 


ayyR. DICKENS is a humourist of the first 
q water. In a recent announcement con- 
CO” cerning All the Year Round he proves dis- 
tinctly that the same genius which placed so 
much wit inthe mouth of Sam WELLER, is 
still at work among us. He tells us that he 
is going to discontinue his annual Christmas 
number, step little to be expected after the un- 
precedented success of No Thoroughfare. Then 
which is so good that one can hardly regret that he has 



































comes the joke, 
for its sake been tempted to deprive us of our annual treat. “He resolves 
to abolish it at the very highest tide of its success because the extra 
Christmas number has been so extensively, regularly, and often imitated 
that it is in very great danger of becoming tiresome to the public.” 
Of course, anyone who was not a great humourist would have con- 
sidered this a good reason for stopping the imitations, not the original 


at the full tide of its success! Ho! ho! ho! One cannot help laugh- 
ing, it is so witty. Messieurs the wine-producers of Rheims beg to 
inform us that, although their champagne has a brisker and more 
extensive trade than ever, there ig so much fizz manufactured at Pen- 
tonville tad they do not intend to make amy more sparkling wine at 


Er is well that those who object to being robbed by the Southern 
Railway Confederacy should know that a four-horse coach is on the 
road, When I say that it belongs to Mr. Hoang, who ran the Seven- 
oaks coach, my readers wild probably know it is well-driven and well- 
horsed. It arrives in London before a quarter past ten (leaving about 
4°30 in the affernoon), and goes over the ground in style, and the 
fares are moderate. Sitting behind a team and beside a good 
whip—vrattling along through the fresh morning air, with a horn-and- 
hoof accompaniment, is a vast deal better than being jolted along after 
those “eternal old tea-kettles.” 

I suoutp think Loap Mayor ALtzew was not over-delighted with 
the Bennerr-diction which closed his year of office at Guildhall the 
other day. No Mayor, surely, was ever so unpopular before; un- 
pega with both friends and foes—if the expression be not a bull. 

he not the first publisher who has beem raised to the civic chair ? 
His brother-publishers ought to he grateful te him for deing the 
craft such credit. 

For the honour of England it is to be hoped that the attempt to 
raise a monument to Lzeicu Hunt will not languish for want of funds. 
It is unnecessary for me to enumerate his many and great claims on 
the English public. It should be enough to say that a committee has 
teen formed, eonsisting of gentlemen of position and repute, that 
Mr. Duruam has designed the monument, and that the secretary, 
Mr. S. R. T. Mayer, will be glad to receive subscriptions at No. 6, 
Norfolk-street, Strand. 

In Tinsley’s Magazine we have a most artistic and telling illustration 
to ‘‘ Breaking a Butterfly.”” Ms. Watson is not very strong in his 
cut. The other illustration is ‘thin,’ if I may use the term; but 
then so is the article to which it belongs, written by ‘“‘ the Detrimental,”’ 
whoever he or she may be. There is a curious paper entitled “ Expe- 
riences of a Dipsomaniac.” Mr. W. Morris comes in for high eulogy 
in “ Criticisms on Contemporaries.’’ I must confess I think it a little 
too laudatory, Mr. Morris being a good dead-level versifier, with a 
knack of description, which is not, however, poetical. “ My Fellow 
Creatures,’ by CHARLES Matuews, is as good as everything is which 

proceeds from that most versatile of comedians and humourists. It is 
high time the “‘ English Photographs by an American”’ were stopped. 
Each new paper shows that the writer has not the capacity to judge 
of English matters if he had ever had the opportunity which he 
evidently has not had. In an anecdote which he relates about the 
Brown scandal he was evidently labouring under the delusion that he 
was at a table “ where all the company were gentlemen by rank or 
position,’ whereas he was obviously at some third-rate tavern ordinary 
or in an inferior commercial room. It is rather hard‘upon the English 
that English society should be “ photographed” by someone who has 
never soared above the bottom of the kitchen stairs. 

Tux October number of London Society has four illustrations (to an 


THE DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No 83. 


*T WILL be some time, no doubt, 
’Ere the flame be put out 

Of this troublesome new insurrection ; 
Like fire through the corn 
It spreads night and morn, 

A national wide disaffection. 


1.—He stood with a banner, he marched to and fro, 
’Tis a way that those warriors commonly go, 
He looked, and he knew it, a terrible fright, 
And all for the sake of a shilling a night. 


2.—For centuries it slept beneath the earth 
Then rose, discovered, to a second birth. 


3.—It grew around an urn of old, 
In such a fairly ordered fold ; 
And since that time, though years have gone, 
We see it blossoming in stone. 


4,—Far in the burning sand, 
Here freshest waters stand ; 
Five hundred miles away 
From Coasts of Africa. 
5.—The p’liceman smote him on the head, 
Upon the stones he lay half dead ; 


Next morning, writing to the 7imes, 
With this he scourged the peeler’s crimes. 


6.—He stole through the bars 
When the good folks were sleeping, 
With this, oh! my stars! 
In felonious keeping. 
7.—He wrote the sweetest lyrics, one can praise 
Their beauty now, so scorned in schoolboy days. 


SotuTion or Acrostic No. 81.—Registers, Barrister : Rob, Eva, 


sess 









article called “‘ From Albert Gate to Hyde Park Corner’’) which are 
among the best things the magazine has ever had. The last of them 
is especially good, representing a vulgar couple in the park in a hired 
fly, the woman lolling back with a smirk of satisfaction, the man 
conscious of being in a false position and a new hat. The other illus- 
trations, of which there seems a good allowance this month, are all fully 
up tg the average. I don’t think number two of ‘‘ Everyday Adven- 
tures’? any better than number one—it is disjointed and inartistic. 
Mr. Bucuanan’s,“‘ London Lyric” is scarcely up to his ordinary mark. 
“The City of the Orphans ”’ is most interesting, and “ Our Trip in the 
Duleinea”’ eminently readable. It is a pity that such a bald and 
amateurish paper as ‘‘ Corpus Christi Day in Andalusia” should have 


Garter, Idler, Stromboli, Terminus, Event, Recluse, Suitor. 
Correct So.vutions or Acrostic No 81, Recertvep 30th Serr. :—Clonglocketty ; 
A.M.E.; Blue Beak, 





Pots and Pans. 


Tue special correspondent of the Times describing the state of Madrid, 
and alluding to the indifference of the populace with regard to politics, 
says, “‘ They were to have foros to-morrow (Sunday), no matter how 
dear the pan might be or threaten to become,”—in other words even if 


the country went to pot instead of pan. 
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Miss Virginia Verjuice, sol.:—*H’m! Yxs! 


BACHELOR DREAMS. 


I’m a bachelor—blooming alone, 
Like the last of the roses of summer : 
Each passion and feeling has flown 
That was lately so constant a comer. 
Still single at forty (ahem !— 
I confess rather over than under) ; 
Left pining to death on my stem— 
Shall I ever get married, I wonder ? 


I was madly in love at fifteen, 

And as madly as ever when twenty ; 
While yet I was gushing and green 

I could scribble my sonnets in plenty. 
Can I now pen a lyric in rhyme, 

Pretty fervid and free from a blunder ? 
Tis gone, the poetical time— 
| Shall I ever get married, I wonder ? 


—— en ee re ee 


Long ago I was learnéd in love, 
(How I sigh at the vain recollection!) 
And many a ringlet or glove 
Has rewarded a week of affection. 
Those dear ones are married or dead, 
And their hearts and my own cut asunder: 
My day for devotion has fled— 
Shall I ever be married, I wonder ? 


I am bald, and a martyr to gout, 
And a host of the ills flesh is heir to : 
To “pop” would be pleasant, no doubt, 
But I feel that I scarcely shall dare to. 
The girls would reply with a sneer, 
Or a frown as terrific as thunder. 
My chance is a poor one, I fear— 
Shall I ever get married, I wonder ? 
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NEWLY MARRIED, I SHOULD SAY. 
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BETTER BE ENVIED THAN PITIED. 


DISAGREEABLE CREATURES! How HAPPY THEY DO LOOK !”’ 











Shall I venture—or meekly remain 
An old bachelor, brooding and lonely ? 
Youth left but a heart and a brain 
With a yvart of their furniture only. 
No hope of retrieving the theft— 
Not a chance of regaining the plunder ; 
I should like, though, to share what is left— 
Shall I ever get married, I wonder ? 





Not so Black as they are Painted. 


In a letter to the Daily News on the subject of “slang,” a Mr. 
Cuartes Devevux speaks of it as a “ language suitable for sweeps.”’ 
Why “sweeps”’ in particular? Either C. D. is writing slang himself 

| or he is casting a gratuitous insult in the faces of a hard-working set 
of men whose services C. D. would find it highly inconvenient to dis- 


pense with. 





What the Turf is come to. 


Nowapays the most astonishing rumours in connection with the 
‘national sport” cease to create surprise (that’s a bull, but let it pass). 
Very recently we were pained to hear that one of the most respected 
members of TatrersaL.’s, after offering a point above the current 
one pt the favourite for next year’s Derby, was instantly 
**shot.’ 


| Sermons in Stones. 


Wuat a pitch misgovernment must have arrived at in Spain when 
we et ina late telegram that more than one fortress has ‘ pro- 
nounced ! 


| 











Tue Lucky Bag.—Dropping a “right and left” when birds are 





“Sue WoorpD AND sHE WooED not.” —Mnrs. BorrapAl_e. 
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A HIGHLAND SOLILOQUY. 


Dedicated to some recent Correspondents of “ The Times.” 


“HOW HAPPY ONE COULD BE HERE, IF IT WERE NOT FOR THE THOUGHT OF THE INEVITABLE BILL. 
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KING O’ SCOTS. 


ACT I. Scenz 1.—Fleet-stre:t, uring a cab strike, tu the reig 
JAMES I, 
MUMECS. 


7) ° a ; ° . 
DuUStness of shops conaucte a wR Open street, as bn panto- 


make proposals of marriage to their masters’ daughters on second 
Jloor. Trafie slack—perhaps the street is “up” by order of the 
Lorp Mayor. 

Linter Lorv Datcarno and other bloods. 


Enter from shop, Marcaret Ramsay, meeting Lorp Datcarno. 
Lorp D.—’ bore gad, a lovely gal! | Follows her off. 
Enter NIGEL. 

Nicrt.—Lord Dalgarno persecuting a woman in distress ? To the 
rescue ! [ Exit. 
Re-enter Lory Datcarno and Nice, fighting. Enter two Watchmen 

who interfere. 
Lorp D.—But a time wild come—and then— but no matter! 
{[ Exit, wn custody. 
Enter Grorce Henror. 
Herrtot.—Nigel, my Lord Glenvarloch, is it you ? 
Nicer.—It is, indeed. 
Hexior.—Then come in and have some beer. 
(They enter Ramsay’s shop. Whereupon the apprentices, naturally in- 
censed, “rise” and kill one another. Tableau. Death of all the 
London apprentices, except Jin Vin. 


Scene 2.— Apartment in Ramsay's house. Enter Hertor and Nick. 


Nicri.—Master Heriot, Iam ruined! The King borrowed a large 
sum of money of my father; and in order to raise the necessary 
amourt, my father mortgaged the family estates to Lord Dalgarno. 
Now, unless the King repays the money, and enables me to redeem 
the mortgage by 12 p.m., Lord Dalgarno will foreclose. 

[Or something like this. 

HeEr1ot.—Why don't you go to the King and tell him so? 

Nicet.—Because I have no Court suit, and can’t afford to buy one. 

Heriot.—I am his favourite jeweller, and will intercede for you. 
Nathan’s is handy, and a couple of sovereigns will enable you to hire a 
second-hand suit, and so appear before the King without transgressing 
the rules of Court etiquette. Come. [Zxeunt to NATHAN’S, 


Enter Marcaurt and Dame Ursvuta. 


Marcaret.— Dame Ureula, I love a nobleman. 

Dame U.—But poor Jin Vin. 

Marcaret.—My father’s apprentice? Pooh! 

Dame U. (thoughtfully.)—True. [Exeunt, slowly, snecring at Jin Vin. 
Scent 3.—Ante-room in the King’s Palace at Whitehall. 


Enter Kine James and Court. 

Kine J.—Eh, but I'm just a canny Scot! 

Enter NIGEL. 

Nicget.—Your Majesty, you owe me a lot of money. 

Kine J. (with great presence of mind.)\—Eh, get awa’ wi'ee! Ye 
stink o’ the damnable weed caa’d tobacco. Eh, ye’ve been smoking, 
ye dirty spalpeen—I mean callant! 

Nicre,i.—Sire—a cigarette only, in the cab from Nathan’s, I assure 
you. 

Kino J. (with some reason.)— Eh, then why dinna ye clean your teeth 
before coming to Court ? 

Nicet.—Sire—my estates were mortgaged to lend you some moncy. 
I shall lose them if they are not redeemed to-night. 

Kine J.—Eh, then here’s an order upon our Exchequer for the 
amount—and just gi’ me an acknowledgment. 

NiGeEx (sees DatGarno).—I beg your Majesty’s pardon—I see a 
fellow here to whom I owe a thrashing. I il just polish him off, and 
then 
(The rocm is cleared for a fight, the throne is pushed into a corner, and 

Nicewt walks into Lox» DarGarno like a good one.) 

Kine J.—Eh, tak’ ham awa to the Tower. The fine for drawing a 
blade in the ante-room is just half a dozen of champagne. 

Nicet.—Indeed! Then I'm off to Alsatia! 

[Jumps through window and escapes. 


ACT II. Scene 1.—Alsatia, in the Sanctuary of Whitefriars. Alsatians 
in false noses discovered revelling. Mr. BarretT presiding. 
Enter NiGEt. 
wish to join your outlaws. 





Nige.t.— Mr. Barrett, 
Mr. B.—By all means. 
old Trapbois the miser. [Dance, and comic song of the period. 


Scene 2.—House of Trapnois the Miser. 


Enter Trapsois and his daughter Mantua. 
Trapsois.—Gold! Gold! Gold! Hah! 
[Picks up a pin and puts it in his wallet, like a miser as he is. 
Manrtua.— What is that paper ? 


Teapsors.—It is the mortgage deed of the Glenvarloch estates which | 


FUN. 


2 of | 


Jin VIN and other apprentices stand in roadway and | 


We will give you a lodging at the house of | 





ol 


| [ hold as security for money lent to Lord Dalgarno. If it is not re- 
| deemed in two minutes the estate will be mine—mine—mine! 
(Shakes all over like a miser as he is. 
Enter NIGEL. 
Nicet.—A lodging for the night. 
‘RAPBoIS.—Certainly. Go in there. [Lit Niczu. 
(Trapnots catches a fly and puts it in Ats wallet, like a miser as ts.) 
Trapnois.—Twelve o'clock! The estate is mine—mine—mine! 
Mantua.—Not so—your clock is ten minutes fast. 
Kneck, Enter Lorp Datcarno. 
Lorp D.-- Here is the mortgage money. 
Trarzois.—Ha! Disappointment! 
(Gnaws his nether lip, like a miser as he is. They struggle for 
deed. DALGARNO gets it, and exit.) 
Trapsois.—Now to put away the money. 


(Opens a trap and places money there. A Naughty Man breai:s into house, 
quietly, and surprises the miser. Miser resists. Naughty Ma 
kills him. Nice comes to MAxtua’s reseue. Seenc closes.) 


ACT ITI. Scene 1.—Old London-bridge. Grand Balle: of Fishfags an’ 
Railway Porters in Toolcy-street. Then enter Jin Vie and 
MARGARET in male costume. 

Maxrcaret.— You have promised to row Nigel to the Isle of Dogs. 
Jin Vin.—I have! 
Marcaret.—Soft, he is here! 


Enter some Soldiers with DatGarno. They attack Niceu, wiho is getting 
into his boat. Business between DALGARNO and NiGEL not visible 
From Stall No, 54, but resulting in Dauearno being hulled and 
thrown into the river. The face of Nature is much disturbed, the 
sun, in the confusion of the moment, setting in the east, and the moon 
rising unexpectedly in the north. 


ScenE 2.—Greenwich Park. 


Enter Kine James, with stuffed stag and a pack of sleepy hariers (.) 

Kino J.—Eh, but it’s a varra fine beastie! 

[But that is a matter of opinion. 
Enter NiGEu. 

Niceit.—Sire—my petition. 

Kine J.—Eh, it’s the loon who smells of tobacco, and who didn’t 
pay the half-dozen for drawing his sword in the ante-room. Away 
with him to the Tower! [They take him away. 

Enter ManrGaret, still in boy's clothes. 

MArGARET.—My liege—a petition in favour of Nigel. 

Kine J.—Eh, what again? Why, it’s a lassie! You're ower fond 
o’ him, I suppose ? 

Manrcaret.—I am—ower fond! 

Kine J.—Away with her to the Tower, and (aside to Noble) put her 
in the same room with Nigel. (They take her away.) And now I'll 
just go to the ‘‘ King’s Lugg,” where I can overhear what takes place 
between them. 


Scenz 3.—LRoom in the Tower. 
pillar, is distinctly visible to the naked eye. 
Nics..— This, then, is my prison! 
Enter MARGARET. 
MarGaret.—This, then, is my prison! (Sees Nicet.) Ha! aman! 
[Kine James's head appears at the orifice. 


ortgag 


“ The King’s Lugq,”’ an opening ina 
Enter NiGEL. 


Nicet.—Ha! a youth! 
Kine J.—Eh, but ye're just a dour carl not to see it’s a lassie! 
Nicet.— Why, it’s Margaret! 
Kine J.—Eh, but ye’ve been a devil of a time finding it out ! 
Enter Hertor. 
Heriot.— My lord, here are your estates, and here is the order on 
the Exchequer which you lost last night. 
(Kino JAMES comes down.) 


Ke J.—Eh, but ye're just a dom’d interfering auld scoondrel to 
come in just as it was getting interesting. (Zo Marcaret.) Nigel is 
varra wealthy, will ye wed him ? 

Marcaret.—Is he? Qh, yes, I will indeed. 

Kine J.—And if our kind friends in front will only signify their 
approbation, there won’t be a happier couple than The King o’ Scots! 
CURTAIN. 

OvrseLves.—A clever play—decidedly interesting from beginning 
toend. Mr. Ha.irmay has not only done his work of adaptation skil- 
fully, but he has introduced much new matter, and all that he has in- 
troduced is appropriate and to the point. Mr. Pug ps, who is, in our 
thinking, the very best eccentric actor and, perhaps, the very worst 
tragedian of prominence that we possess, is fitted with two parts which 
develop his many excellent qualities as a comedian to the best advan- 
tage. The piece is uniformly well played, particularly by Mr. 
Pustrs, Mr. Appisoxn, Mr. Crmmino (admirable), Mrs. Frank 
Matruews, Miss Fanny Appison, and Miss Heatu. Mr. E. Price 
plays Nigel with care and spirit. The scenery is admirable, par- 
ticularly the views of Flect-street and Old London-bridge. 
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LIFE IN LODGINGS. 


ee 


XI.—LODGERS. 

POET has observed, “My lodging is on 
therefore, needs not to defend his choice 
sent series. It would be easy to do so, 


should it be deemed necessary. 
the definition of a lodging’ ‘The 


qualification. 
' lives in the lodging, what more can you 
require ? And, alas, in the large lodging- 
' house of the open air how many thou- 
sands not only live and sleep, but starve 
and die? ‘“ ‘The key of the street’’ is 
_ their only latch-key. Aurora is the 
chambermaid who calls them, and their 
_ breakfast is off rashers of cold morning 
air. At times, an unhappy lodger lies in 
. bed too long of a morning—in fact, de- 
clines to get up; and has to be taken to some convenient spot where 
the coroner and his jury may inquire into the case. Of course, 
society is shocked at this sort of obstinate somnolence, but it has not 
as yet attempted to supply a better class of lodgings where the tempta- 
tions to this style of slumber would be smaller. 

Our first group of lodgers belongs to the class which, with some 
vague idea of the necessity of a roof, betakes itself to dry arches—or, 
rather, arches that are as dry as can be expected. The railways which 
have turned such large numbers of the poor out of house and home, 
supply a fair addition to the old-established hostels like those at the 
Adelphi. The group consists of Tra O’ DooLanan—Tim O'DooLauan, 
junior—and Mrs. O’Dootanan. The O’Dootauan and family have 
just returned from their annual trip into the country, the hop-picking 

ing over. The O’Dootanan might, we suppose, describe himself 
asa gentleman, for he certainly has no trade or occupation, and his 
means are ne wee independent—so much so, in fact, as to 
be rarely visible. Revealed by the light of the policeman’s bull’s- 
eye, as he is in our initial, he will be found to be partaking of a light 
and fragrant supper. It has rather the character of an Oriental 
repast, being somewhat Barmecidal, for he is only sucking at an 
empty, but ancient and well-coloured stump of a pipe. The 
talents of the O’Doo.auan are as varied as those of his race usually 
are. He can hold a horse, sweep a crossing, run on an errand, and 
make himself generally usetul—when he can find employment. 
His son and heir has embarked in a dangerous calling. He is an 
acrobat, and does cartwheels alongside omnibuses, at the very imminent 
risk of being run over. Mrs. O’DooLanan vends boot-laces and stay- 
laces, which is not so profitable a business as it was ere spring-sides 
and patent corsets were invented. It is true that Mr. O'D.’s trade is at 
area-steps and kitchen-doors, but, as the sage is aware, fashion rules 
the kitchen and drawing-room alike, just as Love “rules the Camp, 
the Court, the Grove.” Spring-sides and patent corsets have barely 
walked in at the front-door, before imitations of them sneak down the 
area-steps. 

The O’ DooLaman and family bear their hard lot with grim fortitude. 
And a hard lot it is. “One half the world,” said some clever person, 
“does not know how the other half lives.” Let there be added to that 
maxim this rider— that if it did know it would not believe it in many 
instances !”’ 

‘“‘Come into the Gar- 
den, Mavp!”’ And yet 
on second thoughts the 
Market is — quite the 
place for a lady, so we 
will leave Mavp in the 

carriage and inspect Co- 
vent Garden Market by | = & 
ourselves. There is no- , . , See 
thing to be seen inthe *% J Vay coo. 
main arcade. The echo HO a — \a al 
of our own meee 
is all that is to be h there. But step aside and examine the environs 
of the fashionable promenade. Baskets! Yes, there are baskets. 
There is also a strong odour of decaying vegetable substance. What 
is that sticking out of that basket? Oh, only legs and feet. Legs 
and feet belong to Jim. Jim—surname unknown—is a vegetarian, 
but I fear the diet of our first parents does not agree with him morally 
or physically. It does not inspire him with primeval innocence and 
virtue, for he filches from the stalls whenever he can get a chance. Jr 








the cold ground,” and a philosopher, | 
grass ’’ season. 


of the subject of this paper for the pre- | 


What is | 
pay- | 
ment of rent is not an absolute necessity, | 
or many a poor lodging would lack the | does not at times engender envy. 


If the lodger sleeps and | 
| ther young to be lodgers “ on their 
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is not a lotos-eater, because nobody sells lotos in the arcade. If 
it were sold Jim would taste it somehow or another—dishonestly from 
the stall or honestly from the gutter. But Jim is not a lotos-cater 
figuratively. He has very little of the repose of that classical vege. 
tarian, for he is hunted about by the market people and the police. He 
gets work at times, being occasionally taken on to do the shouting for 
a coster who has lost his voice at the commencement of the ‘‘sparrer- 
Jim is as you see only a joint occupant. He cannot 
claim a vote for Westminster :—if he could he would give it to Mrrt, 
for he likes a “jolly good mill,” and is very often gratified with the 
sight of one by the market porters. Jim’s fellow-lodgers are in the 
same line of business as he, but there is no jealousy among them. ‘ Doing 
nothing”’ is about the only active employment in which competition 


These two miserable mites are ra- 


own hook’’—which is not a pot- 
hook or a meat-hook—but lodgers 
they are sure enough. They try 
to make a living by selling Vesu- 
vians, but business has been bad 
to-day—it is always uncertain— 
so they have had little to eat. 
Poor little wretches! Their bed 
is a hard one. If you don’t believe 
me try it yourself, and see how 
you like a panelled door for a pil- 
low, a white flag-stone for sheets 
(and blankets!) and iron rails for 
lace bed-curtains. Add to this 
the chance that the policeman will 
turn you off to a new “bed” 
every time he sess you, and [ 
think you will acknowledge that 
you can do your sleeping on more advantageous terms. 

Our young friends are awake. We will inquire their history. It 
is simple enough. Larger child with red head is called Rarry. Doesn’t 
know why. ‘T’other chaps called him so he supposes. Little ’un (he 
is so big himself!) is his brother, by name Dick. Never knowed their 
father—believed he was in prison. Mother used to drink and thrash 
them freely, so they ran away. Yes! it ts a precious hard life, what 
with the bobbies and the bigger chaps. Never been to school, but 
knows a good bit o’ swearin’ and sich—learnt that in the streets. 

Let us give him our odd coppers, and send the pair off in scarch of 
a meal andabed. And here we would give our worthy reader a hint, 
upon which if he acts, he will acknowledge that the penny he gave 
for this number of Fun is the best money he has ever laid out. 

You have, no doubt, frequently seen boys like our friend Ratty 
yonder, hanging about near small eating-houses. You will have ob- 
served in the windowsof those shops huge greasy slabs of a strange and 
ghastly pudding, and will have wondered who on earth could be found 
to eat such an uninviting compound. Well, just give a few coppers to 
the Ratrizs who happen to be near you, and see them devour the 
viand off a cabbage-leaf. Only you had better try the experiment in 
some place where there is a quiet corner you can get into out of 
observation after the spectacle; because if you have a tender heart, 
the chances are, you will be strongly tempted to have a good cry. 

| This youth has loftier 
notions than Ratry. He 
has selected a fashion- 
able locality. His lodg- 
ing isin Hyde-park, and 
he reposes on the green 
(or as-green-as-can-be,- 
considering) lap of Mo- 
ther Nature. It is nof, 
perhaps, an unpleasant 
; lodging in summer, but 
at other times that good lady is neglectful as to damp sheets, and no com- 
plaints made to the park-keepers have been found conducive to the better 
airing of the linen. The youth reposes on his stomach, in accordance 
with the rule—origin unknown—that when you sleep on grass, you 
should sleep on your stomach. I am a little afraid our slumbering 
innocent 1s not so green as the grass he sleeps on. He may have been 
a shop-boy or errand-lad who has robbed the till, or cheated his 
master. He has begun a downwaré carecr that has already made its 
mark on him :—note the turn of the lank curl on his check ! 

Our next lodging is in the Mall, where the benches are fully occupied 
every night. The subject we select is a countryman, who has tramped 
up to town many a long and weary mile. He has been robbed of his 
money by sharpers, and cannot pay for a regular lodging. You might 
have met him in Piccadilly a couple of hours ago, asking “ How far is 
it to Lunnon ?” It is difficult to say what will become of him. He may 
have friends or relatives whom he has come to see but cannot find. 
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He may find them, and they may help him: but then, again, he may 
He will, in that 

case, be taken before the magistrate, or may be passed on by the guar- 
Or he may sink down into beggary, and become a vendor of 
We won't disturb him to ask 
any questions. He has not long to sleep, for the roar of the city will 
begin again soon (it is muttering now), and that will drive away all 
He will 


wake with a start from a hideous dream that he had become entangled 
And he 
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not do the one thing, and they may not do the other. 


dians. 
chickweed and gtoundsel, or of ferns. 


chances of repose for one who is used to the quiet country. 


in the steam threshing-machine and is being torn to pieces. 
will find his limbs sore and aching enough to support the illusion ! 
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A HERO OF ROMANCE. 
ILLIAM of Williamsville Town 





chief— 


Town 
down— 


But we say it’s felony flat. 


For some time this hero of fame 
Went on with his nice little game. 


The 
‘“‘ cobbed.’’ 


The merchant took infinite pains 

To let out our gentleman’s brains. 

If he did not succeed, ’tis past doubt 

’'T was because there were none to let out. 


But—all doubt on the case to decide— 
Our Witu1aM most certainly died, 
With a very large hole in his knob, 
Which most clearly had settled the job. 


Certain noblemen’s families still 

Boast loud their descent from our WILL ; 
They scarcely do well to extol 

A cnap who'd be now svs. per coll. 


Do folks always think what is meant 

By boasting of ancient descent ? 

Had Brit Srxes lived in fifteen, naught, nine, 
He'd have founded a glorious line ! 


RANDOM RECOLLECTIONS. 


Axovt this period (1848) I became acquainted with many dramatic 
and literary celebrities. ‘the lamented B—— (then in a subordinate 
position at one of our East-end theatres) ever proved a true friend. 
Those who knew him only in his public capacity can form no concep- 
tion of his geniality in the social circle. Many a time have I heard 
him, like Yorick, “set the table in aroar.” His imitation of Epmunp 
Kean was acknowledged, even by those who had not seen the original, 
to be a masterpiece. His humour was neither caustic like JeRRoLp’s 
nor flippant like Hoox’s. It consisted less in what he said than in his 
manner of saying it. A single nod or wink would often convey 4 
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Was a Norman of fame and renown. 
In those days they called him a 


I think we should style him a thief. 


From his castle near Williamsville 
He on travellers used to pounce 


He said’twas mere toll-taking, that— 


But one day a merchant he robbed, 
knight most uncommonly 


N. 


world of meaning; and his habit of thumping the table whenever he 
uttered a word of more than three syllables was impressive if not 
electrifying. B—— was rather below the middle height and not 
ungracefully formed ; his expression was pleasing in early life, before 
the “ inordinate cup” had somewhat dimmed the lastre of his eye and 
likened his nose to the produce of SuaxesPRare’s famous mulberry 
tree. He left a wife and five children totally unprovided for, and no 
motive is assigned for the rash act. I never think of his untimely 
demise without stopping to ponder over the beautiful apeech of Ricuarp 
THE SECOND on death, introducing ah antic, a castle wall, and a 
little pin. 

I was also intimate with Dex Scrssors, the sab-cditor of that well- 
known sporting paper, Legg’s Weekly Hedyer ; ahd I shall never forgot 
a remarkable instance of his dogged perseverance. One evening—it 
was the day before the memorable Derby of 1850 When so much meney 
was lost by betting—Dicx was in the company of a few choice spirits ; 
and, being desirous of appearing at the next day’s races, he was 
nervously afxious to obtain the loan of a sovereign. This caprice we 
unanimously declined to gratify; whereupon Dick with emphasis ex- 
claimed, ‘‘ No? Then by Jove [’ll walk it!’”” And he proved as good 
as his word, actually performing the journey to Epsom and back on 
foot. This instance of resolution should surcly atone for a multitude 
of my poor friend’s errors. 

The gayest of our set was undoubtedly Bor Srippte, the artist. This 
brilliant but erratic star was ruined by a stroke of good fortune. The 
eccentric Marquis or H+ asserted one day that it was impossible 
for any human being to attend the performances at the Colosseum on 
half-a-dozen consecutive nights. He backed this opinion a& wager 
of ten thousand pounds, and Box Srippxe accepted the challenge. The 
feat was performed, incredible as it may appear; but the shock to 
Roxpert’s nervous system was of such violence that it was found neces- 
sary to lay out nine thousand eight hundred pounds of his hard-earned 
Winnings in stimulants as quickly as possible. The temaining two 


now a broken man in body and purse. Having enjoyed prosperity 

without arrogance he now endures alversity without despondency. 

ae the opulent and the imdigent a likelearn a Wsson from Bon 
TIPPLES. 

In those days I often went behind the seenes of @ theatre. The 
animation and novelty seldom failed to produce in me's kind of intoxi- 
cation, not altogether unlike that which results from drmking spirituous 
liquors. After several of these visits I began to impress the features 
of managers and actors on my mind with such distinctness that I could 
recognise them in the streets with unerring accuracy. I sometimes 
took off my hat to Mr. Wessrer and Mr. Cuartes Matuews ino the 
Strand ; but they were generally so much occupied in committing their 
parts to memory that my salutes remained unnoticed. 

I know Mr. Pavt Beprorp very well by sight, and I never fail to 
attend the Dramatic College Féte on the shilling day. I have scen 
Miss Lyp1a Tompson sell a photograph for half-a-crown. 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 


responstble for loss. | 

B. C. asks us to decide whether white is a colour. We do not undertake 
to answer conundrums, but if it be of any service to him he is welcume to 
the information that in Clerkenwell there is a herbalist called White, who is 
a culler of simples. Now the colour of simples is green—will that euit 
B. C.? 

‘* MiGHT WAsH.”’—Not so-’appy as you might be. 

ONE OF THE OTHER “* Wes.’’— Yon must have been indulging in Eau de 
We, your meaning is so obscure and your language so incoherent. 

HyPERIAN.— Your carte de visite is of no use to us. 

W. G. I. (King Henry’s-road.)—At the sight of that old one about the 
police and “‘ Aries ’’ we fainted, and it was difficult to res-Taurus. 

B. A. (Bethnal-green), asks us to “‘ inform him frankly of the merits and 
demerits’’ of his MS. We have been unable to discover any of the former, 
and only one of the latter—but that is a big one, for it consists of the 
whole M8. 

SprpER must have been flying when he wrote. 

A ConsTANT READER (Manchester).—On the right side of your month. 

J. S. R.—We see no harm in the card. 

Rutu P.—Not quite up to the mark. 

Declined with thanks :—T. G, Oxford; T., Barnard Castile; H. M., 
Spitalfields; J, A. H., Wolverhampton ; W. C., Stewart’s Lane; E.S. M. 
T.G.; G.M.; H. V., Regent-street; Constant reader; W. T., bristol ; 
M. R. D., Waterford; J.G., Aberdeen; 72 X, City D; J. D., Glasgow; 
A Numble Subscriber; A. L. H., Lambeth ; E. J. E., Westbourne-square ; 
W.S.; J. W., Glasgow; T. W. A. E., Newport; D. K., Arbour-square ; 
H. H., Putney; B. T. W.C., Strand; F.G. R., Royal Exchange-build- 
ings; Dan; Poor Pussy, Pimlico; H. L.; W.G.; C.C.C,; _M. R. P., 
Westbourne-park-road; E, K. N. G., Turnham-green; A. B. X. 














hundred pounds were borrowed by a false friend, and Bos Stirrre is- 
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EXCESSIVE POLITENESS. 


Modest Youth :—“‘ Now, 1F ANY YOUNG LADIES IS GOING MY WAY, I SHALL BE HAPPY TO SEE HER HOME 





A LA LANTERNE ! 


Tue birthplace of “‘Sweet Jenny Jones,” the eft-sung Llangollen, 
seems to be ina very bad way. The ratepayers held a meeting the 
other day to consider the best means of reducing the rates. They 
began by rolling two single ety roadman and scavenger— 
into one, incorporating with him the turncock, and then imposing the 
collective office on the surveyor. To be sure they lightened his duties 
as turncock, by abolishing the watering of the streets. On this prin- 
ciple, thsy might have made him lamplighter also, as they passed a 
resolution that the lighting of the streets was to be discontinued. 


| One of the advocates for “dousing the parochial glims” is reported by 


the Oswestry Advertiser to have said :— 


“T cannot see why the streets are lighted between nine and twelve, I don’t 
think any one can possibly transact business after nine. I think we ought to be at 
home, reading or singing, at that time. I have many nights, after going for my 
glass, come home between ten and eleven, seen nobody about. I was ashamed of 
myself, as a ratepayer, when I saw the lamps lighted. And why! Because the 
ratepayers were so foolish as to pay £20 to light me home.” 

It is pleasant to have even so poor a reason as this, rather than a more 
simple one, for the gentleman’s feeling ashamed to see himself coming 
home after “going for his glass.” But we appaee other people went 
to get their glusses and were lighted home, and so our friend must not 
place the whole twenty pounds down to his own illumination. 

Another speaker thought the lighting a mistake—he could come 
home much better in the dark. He then went on to say that on one 
occasion he was in danger of falling, because the gaslamp dazzled his 


eyes. Was he “coming from his g 88,”” we wonder ! 





?? 





It is to be hoped, for the sake of old associations, that something 
will be done to rescue romantic Llangollen from darkness. If gas 1s 
too expensive, is there, we ask, no oil in Wales ? 


A Week of Sandays! 
Bravo the London, Brighton and South Coast Railway Company! 


Just read this 

The issue of cheap Sunday return tickets will also be discontinued on and from 
Wednesday September 50th, 1868.”’ 
We should think the author of that sentence must have been born 


when Michaelmas-day fell on the First of April. 


A Fane-atic. 


Cotonzt Fang has been airing his maxim “Odi profanum” at 
the expense, not so much of the volunteers he dislikes, as of the swells 
he wished to uphold. It might have been wrong (if it were true) that 
volunteers should take no notice of general and other officers riding by 
them ; but then the language which (as he reports) general and other 
officers use is infinitely worse. However, we believe CoLenEL FANE 
misrepresents both generals and volunteers. His loftiest flights do not 
rise above the Fane-attic. 





Sprortine Irsm.—Back a racehorse when it has “a dickey leg ”— 
safe to go—“ like a bird.” 


OVER COATS, 21s. 68s. 


IN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OR MADE TO MEASURE, 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 


5Oo, LUDGATH HILL. 
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A DAY'S WORK IN THE CITY. | 


a 
By ONE OF THE UNpERPAID. 


THREE O’CLOCK.—EARLY BIRDS. 


ONE great part of the day’s work of a good many > 

to the City every morning is to make out “tie Gran Gl thes tase a 
the afternoon. This remark does not apply to one lot. I mean to me 
and the rest of the underpaids, but mostly to them that have prett 
well feathered their nests and don’t do more than just give » look. 
round for an hour or two, or sit ornamental in their private office with 
a big bright inkstand and a tray of pens that won't write, and the 
Times newspaper, and an almanack, and dry sherry and biscuits in a | 
compartment of the bookcase, and a general look of having worked | 
their way up till they knew all about all the secrets of the City; and | 


being in the confidence of the governor and company of the B 
England, the directors of the South Sea House, the beadts of the Stock | 


Exchange, the Coal, Corn and Finance Committee, the master of the 


Bridge House estates, the Prebendary of St. Paul’s, and the head 
waiter at Kino anp Brymer's, where they go sometimes as the cold 
weather’s setting in, for a basin of ox-tail soup or a shilling’s-worth of 
dry sherry and a bath bun to preface them for their six o'clock dinner. 
Now the rail goes to no end of stations all round London, there 
are not quite so many of those solemn turns-out, those dark green, 
and deep lustrous claret-coloured brougbams, with a Lombard- 
street look in their shining panels and in the plating of the harness, 
and a turtle-fed sleckness in the very coats of the horses, and a family 
platedness in the very silver of the coachman’s wig and the buttons of 
the footman that held the door open. The carriages are mostly at the 
station, and don’t come down to the office except when there’s a dinner 
party, or if the ladies have been shopping at the West End. There 
ain't so many flash dog carts and phaetons either as there used to be 


in the time of Mr. Hupson the Railway King; but the gents that | 


drove them have season tickets, and run up and down the line in the 
first-class smoking carrisge with an extra pair of clean gloves to put 
on after they leave the office, and the evening paper to get through in 
the five-and-thirty minutes between Broad-street and Edgware or 
the C cmmon Sewer and Hornsey. It’s not these that are most looked 
at when three o’clock strikes and the early birds are off though. The 


VOL. VIII. 


great flight takes place westward, and if a stranger from the coun 

was just to take his stand say near the colsbented tree in Weel-seeet 
Cheapside, and look across at Bow Church, he'd think, if he was of an 
artistic turn (though we ain’t a very artistic lot in the City, which 
I’ve heard requires a country education), that there was a grand 
procession in honour of something or other going en that if put 
into a big picture and called by an Italian name, and hung in a 
place where you could only see a bit of it at a time, which 
is, I’m told, the art of hanging pictures—would be thought something 
very magnificent indeed. I don't know that the costumes of the 
gents that are going westward to their clubs are particularly graceful 
but they’re as good as many others. The Bluecoat boys represent a 
period when there wasn’t much to boast of in the way of toggery I 
should say, and so do the Common Council on Lorp Mayor's Day, 
such of ’em as get themselves up anything like in blue cloaks with 
hareskin collars. But it isn’t the gents going to their clubs. They 
have tried to get up aclub in the City, but it don’t answer. The 





privilege of eating a seven-and-sixpenny dinner with a dozen men 
you don’t know, and of paying twenty guineas down and five guineas 
_a year for the pleasure of commercial conversation when you've done 
for the day ain't appreciated as it might be. It ain’t, I say, the gents 
going to their clubs westward, or the governors buttoned up, and 
wondering whether there'll be saddle of mutton for dinner, and if 
they shall be dragged off to the theatre, or be let to have a game at 
whist in the evening; or the clerks that have the office to themselves 
while the firm’s away, and stick ‘Return soon as possible” on the 
door till ten o'clock to-morrow morning—that give life and (what I’ve 
heard a chap that I know say that paints sign-boards mostly, though 
capable of something better) local colour to the scene. It's the female 
costumes, not so much going from but coming /o the City. There’s 
some that go West, and some that come East; so that there's a sort of 
ebb and flow of what it might be polite to call beauty and fashion ; 
but as we ain’t a polite lot in the City, Ishan’t. The fact is, there’s 
‘a little too much of this Early Bird element just now about. You 
| may see its pink legs on the steps of the very Royal Exchange itself, 
| where it goes as regularly to transact its trade as though it hada 
|“ walk” inside the building. And from three to five daily it flutters 
| with newly-pruned feathers about the nooks and corners of the old 
| civic streets, in a way that must shock even the London sparrows. 
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OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


—_>——- 


HE Stereoscopic Company have issued photo- 
DD graphs of plaintiff and defendant in the 


Racnet-Borropalze case; and as doubtless 
there are numbers of people who would wish 
to see what the pair are like, the Company 
have done a good stroke of business. But 
the photographs are from sketches ‘taken 
in court by Mr. E. M. Warp, R.A.” I 
think an artist who has been permitted to 
paint frescoes in the Houses of Parliament should have had better 
taste and better fecling. Perhaps, however, Mr. Waxrp meditates 
a companion picture to “Rebekah coming from the well,’ entitled 
“ Rachel going to the bad.” Or perhaps he is ambitious to become 
the “cartoonist” of the Police News. I do not know what the powers 
“of the Royal Academy are, but surely the Council ought to take 
notice of such an undignified act on the part of an Academician. What 
will be thought of the Academy by foreign art-circles when it is 
learnt that one of its prominent members does not consider it beneath 
him to hang about the Old Bailey to sketch Newgate celebrities for 
the photograph shops ? 

Tue Cornhill is better again in art, though in the illustration to 
“ Lettice Lisle’ the child's figure looks a little too much as if it had 
been cut out of white paper and pasted on. The story of “ Lettice 
Lisle’ is admirable; written, I guess, by the author of ‘‘ Avonhoe,”’ 
and those other tales which we have had in this magazine with sueh 
marvellously truthful pictures of children and child-life. They are as 

werful as some of those grand early chapters in the Mili on the Floss. 

wonder who this new writer is! She—lI guess itis a lady—should 
come forward and give us the opportunity of adding a fresh name to 
our list of notable authors. The “ Glimpses of Mauritius ” is amusing, 
and “Colonial Parliaments’’ instructive and well-timed. ‘ Ajaccio” 
is full of interest for the tender-chested, being a plea for that port asa 
winter haven for the invalid in preference to Nice. There are some 
shrewd “Notes on Othello,” in one of which the writer discusses at 
some length the meaning of the word “cast’’ in one or two ges. 
Will he accept a ion from me? I fancy it is less likely to be 
“‘cassed’’ for “‘chashed” or “cashiered” than it is to be a figure 
borrowed from the language of falconry—‘“cast”’ as the feathers and 
far are “ cast’’ by the hawk. 

St. Paul’s has a good drawing by Mr. Mituats this month. “The 
Red Rose” is a poem of more than ordinary merit. ‘The Conserva- 
tive Premier” is well-written and vigorous. “French Players and 
Playhouses”” may be commended to our playwrights, and actors. 
“Other Habitable Worlds” centains some very interesting specula- 
tions on the plurality of worlds, based on the extraordinary revelations 
of the spectroscope. 
** Boar Hunt in Burgundy.” I find I have mentioned about the whole 
contents of the magazine—but that is not my fault. The St. Paul’s is 
a model of a well-edited magazine varied in matter, unvarying in merit. 

I can’t say I think the art as good as usual this month in Belgragia. 
The best picture is Mr. Lerrcn’s “‘ Avalanche.” The verses to this 
are clever. Ma. Sawyer, besides contributing a pleasant'prose paper, 
writes a telling story in verse, “Cavalier-hunting.” ‘La Premiére 
Jeunesse” is a y of Tuaexeray’s immortal “ Wait till you 
come to forty year,” but it’ misses the ring of the original. Mu. 
Turngn’s “ Di and the Seasons” is graceful and polished, much 
above the ordinary run of magazine verse. Mr. Parrerson gossips 
entertainingly on a subject that is discussed in more than one 
magazine this month—the plurality of worlds. Mr. Saua's ‘“ Great 
Cireumbendibus” is amusing, and Mr. THornsuny’s talk about 
“Clubs” interesting. “The Conjuror at Home” is so slight that 
its purpose is not very evident, unless to prepare us for the re-ap- 
pearance of M. Hurmann, one ‘of the deftest of modern magicians. 
“Bound to John Company” continues as wellas it began—it is 
a comes a | nov. we 

ood Words is @ remar sixpennyworth! It is capitally illus- 
trated, and its contributors are all welbons of note. The ia large 
Soauk lar Saad prtston Wk Wh leties aoe ee en 

printed wi e ietter- scarcely have justi 

done them, “ Street Music "—the illustrations to which by the + - 
are hardly up to the mark—is an excellent paper; and that on “The 
Eisteddfod” interesting, bearing testimony as it does to the real use of 
such gi s. Mn. Kinosiey gives an essay on Vesauius, that is 
full of information, and Mr. Snecrson, some very readable artist-notes 
on Abyssinia. Mz. Gsratp Massey has been unlucky at times in 
awaking echoes that remind one of greater men, and he is specially 
unfortunate in his lines on “ Lieutenant Prideaux.’”” His mention of 
the “ Private in the Buffs” suggests a comparison with Sm F. Doyzz’s 
splendid poem bearing that ti In this month’s number I see an- 
nounced a new magazine, Good Words for the Young. It is good news 
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for the young, for among the writers will be the authors of the Water. 
Babies, the Ugly Duckling, Lilliput Levee and the Magie Mirror, with 
a host of others. We have no juvenile magazines, and this promises 
to be such a very good one that Nurserydom ought to be in ecstacies. 

Tue Sunday Magazine is another marvel of cheapness and excellence, 
This month it is particularly good. Mr. HoveurTon’s picture of the 
Jews in Rome, and Mr. Mauoney’s illustration to “The Centurion’s 
Faith” are both very fine, but the gem of the number is Mr. Piv- 
WELL’s “ Gang Children,” which, with Miss GREENWELLUL’S lines, I com- 
mend to those who think Canon GiRDLESTONE a troublesome agitator. 
Mr. Pryweut also gives us some spirited small drawings in “The 
Crust and the Cake,’ and Mr. Hoventon, a clever composition of 
‘‘The Court of Solomon.” ‘The Crust and the Cake,” by the way, 
seems to open well, but the other newstory “ Forgotten by the World” 
seems inferior, though its illustrations will go a very long way to atone 
for that. For a touching story, which I venture to think is true, com- 
mend me to the “ Missionary in the East.” It is one of those admir- 
able papers with which one meets in these magazines at times, and 
which set one a-thinking very profitably. 

A uitrLe red pamphlet has reached me, which bears the title 
Rochefort’s Lantern. 1 must say it looks to me very much as if it had 
got blown out in crossing the channel. Probably the writer suffers 
by the very inferior translation of his work into English; but he 
appears to me more like a scolding fishwife than an accomplished 
satirist. ‘The most brilliant thing I can see in the English edition of 
the Lantern is a little triangle of three stars which the printer has 
dropt in wherever he fancied, I suppose, that a point ought to be made. 
But even that witticism pales after a time. 





DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. 84. 


Have you ever been to Burton—the Burton-upon-Trent ? 
Fuli well, I ween, 
If there you’ve been, 
You'll understand what’s meant 
When everyone’s toiling 
At cooling and boiling, 
And fumes keep on rising 
Whereby a surprising 
Strong flavour of beer with the atmosphere’s blext. 
1.—In Jutrer’s soft and lustrous eye 
It seemed a type of perfidy. 


2.—’Tis handy! At breakfast the use will be found of it— 
But don't let your enemies give you a round of it: 
There's something alarming, I’m told, in the sound of it. 
3.— When naughty boys 
Would make a noise, 
He shook an angry fist to them! 
And bade them not 
Frequent the spot 
Or else he should do this to them! 


4.— “Oh, ’twas merry, twas merry in the good greenwood, 
In the days of sweet Marp Manian and gallant Rosin Hoop.” 
But I'd venture to suggest to you, if I may be a hinter, 
"T'was not the nicest kind of trade to follow in the winter. 


5.—Growth of springtime’s early hours, 
Pray why mayn't i call ye flowers? 
6.—We think it means all that is good and refined, 
All the greatest results of the civilized mind. 
But the Yankees consider it only the word 
For all that’s exploded, effete, and absurd. 


7.—An excellent thing to pay up, there’s no doubt of it— 
I pity the captain at sea who is out of it. 


Sotvtion or Acrostic No. 82.—Leaves, Autumn: Lemma, Emu, 
Apricot, Vishnu, Elm, Scallion. 

Correct SoLutions or Acrostic No. 82, REckIveD Oct oBER 7th:—T. B.; R. U. M.; 
Herod; Odd Trick, etc.; Owdashus Cuss; J.O. P.; Precursor; Bondellis; Biled 
Owl; Frank and Maria; D. N. O. B.; Uncle Tom; Happy Thema; Paunchiboy ; 
Sheernasty; Vallombrosa; C. F.; M.J.T.; Bokes; Redwad D.; Craven Hill; 
Clooglocketty ; Flibbertigibbet ; Netty S.; Sleepy Peter ; Tiverton ; Cédipus ; Sambo 
and Bones; Lizzie and Clara; Columbus; F. McM.; Linda Princess; G. P. 8.; 
Hit it Again; Dicky Sam; 2 Woodpeckers; Jack Solved It; Lizzie; Mary and 
Ellen ; Brown of Ours, W. J. A.; Dalziel Cottage; 1. Midd, A. V.; fompadour ; 
Kourr and Spell; Cockadoodledont; ne Great Grasy ; Atahualpa; Jaw ; Mashed 
Turnips ; Pym; Maggie; C E.M. M.; M. D.; Llahtyrt; Slodger and Tincy ; Ro- 
manelii; A. E.; Poof Wang; Ruby’s Ghost; Kuddlip; 3 Carshalton Fools; 
Cairnglea ; Gordon ; Lanty, Facey, and Scrupulous; Notnab; 8. P.; Old Maid; 
Heart’s Darling; Yddap; Privr; Righteous ‘Richard; Romps; A .Cwartette, etc. ; 
Old John; J.A.F.; Derfla and Yeul; A. M.; J. D.; Alfred and Alyth; Thomas, 
etc.; Maniac Millie, Crazy Rita, Insane Evie, and Lunatic Lena; Mary P.; 
Tadeiggep, etc.; Columbia; Ciara and Annie; Langham Anchorite; J. M. M.; 
Nelly P.; J. L. Le 

Tue Boy’s Morner.—There was a misprint on that occasion. It should have 
been the 23rd September. The answers to the acrostic in this number must be sent 
us not later than the 2Ist, 
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WANTED, A SITUATION. 


My /ittle wants are few enough ;— 
The thing I most of all want 
Is one that none except a muff 
Would mention as a small want. 
I’m not a footman out of place 
In search of occupation ; 
But mine is just as bad a case— 
I want a Situation. 


Ten years I’ve worked my busy brain 
In Drama for the million: 

I don’t aspire to Drury Lane, 

Nor stoop to the Pavilion, 

| I’ve sought materials low and high 

To edify the nation; 

| At last the fount is ranning dry— 
I want a Situation, 


I've known the day when. wicked’ Karis, 
Who made improper offers 

To strictly proper village girls, 
Could fill a house\s,ceffbrs, 

The lowly peasantcoul@ create 
A wonderfull sensation. 

Such peaple. now are.out off date— 
I want. » Situation. 

The carpenters and painters seer 
To lord it in our dramas ; 

We want expresses worked by steam, 
And gorgeous panoramas. 

I naturally wish to join 
This march of educatiom. 

Hang art and talent; where’s the coin ?— 
I want a Situation. 


I fancy that a heavy swell, 
Who burks his only daughter 
At midnight in a diving-bell, 
Would draw (across the water). 
And yet I’m doubtful, I confess ;— 
(Excuse my hesitation), 
I want a genuine success— 
I want a Situation. 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tue little Gallery of Illustration always holds out ample induce- 
ments for a visit; but just mow is especially attractive. What is 
described as “ Mr. Mavk Lemon’s Readings of Falstaff in Costume” is 
in reality a very lifelike and agreeable impersonatiyn of one of the best 
of SHakesPgARE's characters, but one which seldom has justice done 
it on the stage. When the Literary Guild, some years ago, gavea 
series of dramatic performances, in which many of our best-known 
writers took part, Mr. Marx Lemon was prominently distinguished 
for his acting. Those who saw him then, and those who had not 
the opportunity, will unite in welcoming him on the stage again. The 
selection of scenes is well arranged, but Mr. Lemon might be better 
supported by the rest of the company, whose acting will not bear 
comparison with the lifelike and vigorous, but unexaggerated per- 
formsnce of the principal character. Mx. Lemon has many natural 
qualifications for the part, and his humour is unctuous and rotund, as 
befits the fat knight, whom, moreover, he endues with a certain 
dignity and refinement generally omitted on the stage. But there is 
no necessity to go into a lengthy criticism of the merits of the per- 
formance. It is what we should expect of Mr. Lemon, one of the 
Patres Oonscripti of English humour, the friend and associate of 
Hoop, Tuacxeray, JERKOLD, ABgcxertt, and, indeed, of all the best 
of our humourists. 

Ture is nota better burlesque company in London, perhaps, than 
that of the New Royalty Theatre; and it is therefore to be regretted 
that it has not better material to work with than Mr. Burnyanp’s 
Richard III. A really good burlesque, such as Ropert Broveu wrote, 
does something more than amuse merely. It has its satiric purpose, 
and shoots folly as it flies, with a shaft feathered from Folly’s own 
wing. Just at present a certain staid class of writers are decrying and 
condemning burlesque, forgetful of the fact that there are burlesques 
and burlesques. Is Mr. Burnanp incapable of writing anything 
better than stage directions for horseplay, or is he of malice prepense 
co-operating with the enemies of burlesque? It is not easy to say, 
either solution being painful. ; 

The opening scene affords an example of what Ma. Brrnanp might 
have done and of what he has done. He might have sent the Duxs 
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or GLo’sTeR on with a telling couplet. He sends him on upon an 
inclined plane, whereon he slips and slides d Za clown! The best joke 
in the piece is an unintentional one. RicHarp describes TyRRBL as a 
man who speaks in monosyllables alone: and Tyrret generally uses 
words of two and three syllables! But even this is not original, for one 
of the papers some time since spoke of Mx. Rosexrtson’s partiality for 
monosyllabic titles, and instanced Society as one of them! 

Mr. Dewar is ill-fitted, and the same may be said of almost all the 
other members of the company. They all do their very best with the 
piece, and whatever applause they win is due to their efforts—and 
applause is by no means wanting, and the house fills well. The 
dresses are bright and pretty, and some of the seenery is very pic- 
turesque. ‘The music is of the music-hall music-hally, and the dances 
are sprightly and telling. It is to be hoped that the bright little 
theatre and its clever little company will be better suited before long, 
and that Mx. Burnanp will do himself justice, and remember that his 
old successes were won not by mere practical joking and clowning, but 
by smart dialogue. The fact that two songs and one bit of tomfoolery 
in Black Eyed. Susan made itthe marvellous success:it was must not 


‘make him forget what is due to his reputation—and to the company 
. for which he writes, 





WAILING FROM WHITEHALL. 


Snva. not to me of the pleasures of holidays, 
Torture:me not with the mention of “ leave ”’ ; 

Write no descriptions of bright autumn jolly days, 
Down. by. the sea where the blue billows heave. 

Here I am sitting—I won't say how spitefully,— 
Chained: to my desk in a merciless way ; 

Longing for absence that should be mine rightfully, 
Fretting from ten until four every day ! 


Shooting !—don’t mention it, I use no cartridges, 
Save’ tis to frighten the cats from. my tiles; 

I never look upon black cock or partridges, 
But when they're dead in the poultry-shop piles. 

Boating !—you'll grant me there is not much jollity, 
Pulling a skiff in the Park of St. James, 

With those small boys rather prone to frivolity 
Given to shouting: the rudest of names! 


Bathing! I have a decided opinion, 
As my warm bath at St. Martin's I take, 
Must be much nicer in Neptune’s dominion 
Or in the crystal of bright-rippled lake ! 
Then as to Yachting how very annoying it 
Is to me, perched on a “ Citizen’’ boat, 
Just to imagine how friends are enjoying it 
While down the channel they lazily float. 


Croquét I think of its fun and its frollicking 
Down at Penlea with its green level lawn ! 

Visions of lasses, as ruddy as rollicking, 
Come to make bitter my waking at dawn. 

‘Stead of a walk on the strand ‘neath the shimmering 
Light of the moon, by the waters so free ; 

I have to pace where the gas lamps are glimmering 
Down in that Strand which is W.C. 


Climbing the side of old Ludgate’s declivity 
Does not repay you like scaling Scaw Fell, 
Mounting the “ knife-board”’ with mighty activity 
Pales on the fancy I know but too well! 
The Wood of St. John is too full of Society— 
Not my idea at all of a wood; 
Meadows one longs for in search of variety 
When once in Lincoln’s Inn Fields one has stood! 


Street calls still wake me, no lark stops my slumbering, 
No feathered songsters arouse me from sleep! 
I am aroused by some Pickford’s van lumbering, 
Or by the milkman,—perchance by the sweep! 
I can’t escape from my bothering creditors, 
Still they mount up to my chambers so high ; 
Still I must scribble for merciless editors 
Till that glad day when from London I fly! 
oe 
Let Bumbledom Take Heart! 


Tue Premier of England estimates the task of ruling about two 
hundred millions of human beings much as a Mayo-ralty—nothing 


more! 
Spgaxinc Ferrrncty.—What Britannia has really ruled this 
Summer.—The Roast. 
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SOUR GRAPES. 
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Poacher (who has just missed “snatching’’ a big Jack) :—"‘ THAT WAS ABOUT THE WERRY NARREREST TOUCH AS EVER HE HAD—(a@ pause)— 


BUT THEY RB A NA-A-A-8TY DRY-EATIN’ THING.” 





UNDER THE MULBERRIES. 


Unnper the mulberries here I sit 

With nothing to do in the world but think 
Of the idling hours as they lazily flit, 

And as they are passing their health to drink 
In the coolest tankard that ever was brew'd 

Of comforting claret that trickling down, 
Gives tone to the body already renew’d 

By a week's farewell from the noise of town! 


Under the mulberries, editor mine, 
After breaking a fast in an Oxford way, 
With eggs, and Devonshire cream, and chine— 
To live in ozone is to eat all day. 
I daily poison the wholesome air 
With a well-known packet of Wii1s’s best, 
But notwithstanding the girls repair, 
Of croquet and indolent hands in quest. 


Under the Mulberries toddling Fro— 
A babe of three sweet summers at most— 
Spies out an uncle to take in tow 
And help to carry the morning’s toast 
To where the chickens her advent wait, 
And where the porkers the acorns crunch, 
Miss F'Lo’s re is to jump the gate, 
Her pony’s prize an apple to munch. 
Under the Mulberries daintily dressed, 
Come laughing girls from the country round, 
And many a time is the red juice pressed 
By lips that enliven the croquet ground. 
For awaiting a stroke is but weary work, 
And a shade the pitiless sun a boon, 
So many a fair one’s found to shirk 
A game for the food which requires a spoon. 








Under the Mulberries eying the fruit, 
Young prigs of the provinces lounge and sit, 
Whose shapeless necks tall collars don’t suit 
Whose backs provincial coats don’t ic. 
Their dainty fingers the juice would stain, 
And the knotty old bark of the tree might tear 
The delicate gloves that on hands remain, 
And I like an obstinate ass can’t bear. 


Under the Mulberries after the sun 
Has got himself quietly off to bed, 
Before the bottle of Beaune is done, 
And half the wittiest things are said. 
Then sitting beneath where the branches bend, 
To the breeze which will presently make them bare, 
We wish that a sigh could summon a friend, 
And all the world were as free from care! 


‘¢Qh for a Whip in every Honest Hand.”’ 


In the exercise of his magisterial duties, Mr. Burcnam recently 
ordered the destruction of a cargo of rotten potatoes lying at Saviour’s 
Dock. We cannot help wishing that the law had placed it within the 
power of the worthy magistrate to make those who had consigned the 
death-dealing cargo to market feel that he was not only Burcnam by 
name but Birch ’em by nature in such cases as the foregoing. 





The New Maine Liquor Law. 


Tue old Maine Liquor Law clapped the muzzle on the mouths of 
men with the ridiculous idea of preventing their drinking when they 
were dry. The new Mayne Liquor Law muzzles the dogs with the 
even more asinine notion of preventing their drinking during July 


and August, when their thirst is most intense. 
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TUMBLING TO THE GROUND.”—Old Fairy Tate. 
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MRS. BEOWN AND THE MILITIA. 


Tatk of’eathen savages and pagin Turks, why they’re infants in 
harms compared with what I met last Tuesday week in the ’art of 
London all thro’ a-fallin’ in with them milisher, as I considers a down- 
right cuss, as the sayin’ is, for whatever is the use on ’em? and I’m 
sure no ornament, for of all the ragged, what I call poverty-struck, 
lots as ever I did see, it was them milisher as I’ve seen afore myself, 
one time at ’Amstead ’Eath, and once over Dalston way. 

I was a-drinkin’ tea at Dalston one evenin’ with poor Mrs. Binuin’s 
as is ‘artbroke about ’er son as is a reg’ lar good-for-nothing wagabone, 
and too much the gentleman for to stick to his uncle’s business, as is a 
linendraper in Norton Folgate, and neither chick nor child, as the 
sayin’ is, and ’ad reg'lar took that young BILi1n’s, as come ’ome to ’is 
mother with ’is dirty clothes every Saturday night, and might ’ave 
done well, but must needs go mad to be a sojer, and her a downright 
idjot a-humourin’ ’im in ‘is rubbish thro’ a-sayin’ as ’is father was a 
gentleman, ¢s is all my eye, for he wasn’t nothing but a livery ser- 
vant in a nobleman’s fumily as he got ’im a place as what they calls a 
tide-waiter in the Custom ‘Ouse, as waits for the steamboats to come in 
to search the passengers as did used to smuggle dreadful. 

That nobleman he got’im the place thro’ gratitude for ’im a-savin’ 
all the family’s life when the carriage run away with all the lot down 
a steep ‘ill, as ’eld on to the ’orses’ ’eads and wrenched their mouths 
from goin’ over a precipitch as must ‘ave been certain death to say 
nothin’ of the tide bein’ in, as was miles deep. 

Well, as I was a-sayin’, young Br i1n’s he took to’ the milisher, and 
there he was a-loafin’ about, a-livin’ on ’is poor mother as ain’t but 
sixty pounds a-year, and a deal of rubbish in ’er ’ead thro’ a-talking’ 
of ’er pa as a clergyman as was only a Dissentin’ minister arter all, 
and no great shakes at that, I've ’eard say, as is some on ’em splendid 
preachers as can be ‘eard all over the Christiun Pallis, as must be a 
fine voice tho’ a little too loud for me, as can’t a-bear to be bawled at. 

Mrs. Brviin’s was a-tellin’ ms about the trouble as Sam, as is ‘er son’s 
name, wasto ’er. ‘* But,” she says, “he certingly do look noble in 
‘is uniform, and no wonder as Lucy Watts throwed ’erself into the 
canal, and was only saved by a boat-hook from aboard a barge ’cos he 
took up with ’Mzxia Linwoop.”’ 

I says, ‘‘I don’t know Lucy We tts, but she must be a fool, and if 
she’d belonged to me I'd ’ave let ’er stop in the canal a bit afore I 
pulled ’er out, boat-hook or no boat-hook.’”’ 

“ Ah,” says Mrs Briiu1n’s, “it’s ’ard on the poor gals when young 
fellers is so ’andsome.”’ 

I says “ Bosh!’ to myself, a-swallerin’ a drop of tea as pretty nigh 
choked me. 

I do think it was a judgment on me for not a-speaking the truth, 
for he wasn’t no more ’andsome than a cart-wheel, with a pimply nose, 
what I cails cat's eyes, and bushy black whiskers, with a mustash as 
was @ crn:ment, for they ‘id the ugliest mouth and teeth as ever I did 
see, and as to ’is figger it was a short dumpy one, with knock knees 
and reg’lar plate-footcd. He was all werry well for the milisher, but 
bless you the reg’lar army wouldn’t ’ave ‘ad ’im at a gift. 

Mrs. Biii1n’s she downright adored ’im, and must ’ave stinted ’erself 
often and often, and more fool too, to let ’im cut a dash, as was all beg- 
garly pride, and for to take and deny as he’d know'd young Jackson, 
as’ad been feller ’prentice with ’im at ’is uncle’s, as he met one Sun- 
day down by the River Lea, and young Jackson went up for to speak 
to ’im friendly as drawed ’isself up, a-sayin’ as he’d got the adwantage 
on ’im. 

Says young Jackson, “Not know me? Why, we was at old Pit- 
80n’s together over three years; don’t you remember ?”’ 

So says Sam Br1x1n’s, “It’s impossible to remember what never 
occurred,” as made young Jackson that wild as made ’im tell every 
one about Sam bein’ what he calleda tape-stretcher. : 

Well, as I was a-sayin’, whatever is the use of the milisher, as ain’t 
no protection as I well knows, for I was a eye witness to’ow their pals 
goes on and them a-standin’ by all the time, as I can bear testament 
to, for they’re a rough lot as is taken from anywheres, for there was 4 
party with a wooden leg as swep’ acrossin’ into the Clapham Road 
and ’ad a son as were a born fool, snd was took into the milisher, tho’ 
subject to fits and couldn't make out as two and two was four. 

I’adn’t been werry well, and I says to Brown as I fancied as a few 
days along with Mrs. Papwick would do me good, as he was a-going 
to Wolver’ampton. 

He says, “ Ah, you'd better go, for you're always a-pantin’ after the 
West End, as was born for to be a swell yourself.” 

I says, “ Goodness knows what I was born for, but I'm sure I've 
been no swell, as knows what ’ard work is, tho’ thankful not to ‘ave 
it now.” 

Brown, he went off to Wolver’ampton grumpy like, and that werry 
same day I went to Mrs. Papwick, as’ave took a ’ouse near Bryan- 
ston Square for to let lodgin's wither little savings, and was glad to 
have me to ’elp make up the curtains as I'm a good ’and at, but as to 
layin’ down a carpet it’s reg’Jar man’s work as no woman never can 
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fit it into the recesses proper nor yet to the ’arthstone, as will bulge 
up somewhere and wear white in no time. 

I don’t think as ever I ’ad three days ’arder work with that ‘ouse, 
not as Mrs. Papwick wished me to do it, but I’m one if I begins a 
thing I can’t rest till it’s done with, and never did I see a ’ouse look 
nicer, and I’m sure them as wants to be clean and ’olesome did ought 
to go and lodge with. Mrs. Papwicx as ’ave ‘been used to ladies’ and 
gentlemen’s ways, and wouldn’t let.mo servant rob ’em nor yet spile 
the wittles. 

I says to Mrs. Papwick on the Thursday morning, “Go I must, for 
Brown is sure to be ’ome to-night.” 

‘“‘Oh,”’ she says, ‘‘ stop till Saturday.” 

a I says, ‘‘ it’s my duty te be at ’ome when he comes, and go I 
will.” 

“ Well,’ she says, ‘“‘ we'll ave aearly cup of tea, and you ean go 
ome in the cool of the evenin’.” 

I says, ‘‘ No, I'll go directly after dinner ;”’ as she always ‘tales at 
- to a minit, for 1 didn’t feel equal to.goin’ in the mornimg fust 
thing. 

I ’ad left my watch to be done up near'the Strand, so was a-goin’ 
to take the ’bus to Charin’ Cross with mothink to carry but.a small 
parcel and my ridicule, ’cos I’d sent my box off by the Parcels 
Delivery. 

We'd a nice bit of cold lamb for dinner witha salid, and all as I 
took was a glass and ’arf of fourpenny ale, and wouldn’t take nothink 
more tho’ I felt as that salid were a-lyin’ like a lump of lead at my 
chest. Ridin’ in a’bus just arter meals is a thing as don’t suit me, 
partikler when empty, as seems to rattle over the stones and shake the 
werry life out of you. 

As to gettin’ down Regent Street, it was that crowded as the ‘bus 
were stuck there ever so long, and give me a opportunity for to see 
ow the carriage folks dresses, a8 wo ’t suit me, and as to bonnets 
they’re a downright mockery. 

I was in a bit ofa figdet, for I hadn’t got off till past three, and was 
a-thinkin’ as the gal wouldn’t espect me ’ome to tea, p’raps, and not 
’ave the kittle bilin’, nora drop of milk in the ’ouse; as don’t take 
none in ’er own tea, and makes it bad for the cat when I’m out of the 
way, asI don’t believe ever.getsa drop, tho’ I always allow ’era 
’aporth a-day, but is that for it when I gets ’ome as I’m sure 
must ’ave been debarred from it, as the sayimi’ is. 

I got out of the bus at Charin’ Cross, and the way as them boys 
and gals, as’angs about bothered me for to buy a box of cigar lights, 
and wanted to carry my parcel for me, was downright aggrawatin’, 
and 1 ’adn’t got my umbreller for'to keep ’em off, thro’ ’avin lost it. 

I got to the shop where I’d left my watch, and the party as ’ad 
repaired it saysto me, “If I was you, mum, I’d ’ave a new one.” 

I says, “‘ What would you allow me for this ?”’ 

“Well,” says he “the eases is thick, and it’s worth twelve shil- 
lin’s.” 

I says, “‘ Why the works is real jewels.” — 

He only give a smile, and says, “ That don’t count for nothink.” 

«‘ Well,” I says, “ di’mon’s is di'mon’s all the world over, and if you 
don’t consider ’em worth nothink others does,’’ and puts the watch in 
my pocket. ; ; ; 

What aggrawated me was ’is a-chargin’ four-and-sixpence for what 
he’d been and done to that watch, and then to offer twelve shillin’s 
for it, as I know’d to be a waluable watch, as I found among Brown's 
aunt’s things, and ’ad no doubt cost money in its time, tho’ now out of 
fashion. 

I was a-thinkin’ when I come out of the shop as my nearest way would 
be over Waterloo Bridge to the Elephant and then another ’bus ‘ome, 
for I was that tired as my feet seemed all bruises agin’ the pavement. 

I was that uncomfortable thro’ that salid as to be obligated for to 
go in and get a little ginger-brandy, as is a corjial as suits me, tho’ 
a little too sweet. 

(To be concluded next week.) 


$$ —$—$——————————————— ——_—— ———_ —_F 
‘‘I’d choose to be a Daisy, if I might be a Flower.” 


Sweety sentimental, no doubt, but still far from being popularly 
acted upon, judging from the number of people we see daily converting 
themselves into laughing-“‘ stocks.” 





Important to Aeronauts. 
Wuo says ‘hat man will never have the power to fly >—A scientific 
friend of ours has so far solved the problem as to be able with the 
greatest ease to ‘‘ skim over ’—a newspaper. 





Who Wants a Seat? 


We hear that by the outlay of a trifling sum with a well-known 
firm of opticians at Malvern any aspirin politician may take his choice 
from an assortment of “ pocket Burrows’. 


ee  ———— — ——————————— 













































































A yg ag SS 





= 


— a 
ee nen cae = . 


EO RIE  EG Y e w 
EES 


nn te et 


























FUN. 


[OctoBER 17, 1868, 





And bread-and-watered weekly, 
He never murmured at his lot 
But always bore it meekly. 


ffe 
of - ‘a 
| we “Was A ose aig Sometimes he'd say, poor gentle boy, 
| “Though lodged and boarded poorly, 


faster 


ea |) it A, | 
BM Ty grief of a decisive | 


gently, 





In every single section, 
He could not forge a simple bill 
Or cheque, without detection ; 


Indeed he often came to grief 
With pots on area railings, 
And taking someone’s handkerchief 


| 

Poor Frepgrick succeeded ill 
| Ensured immediate jailings. 
| 





He couldn't take a pocket-book, 
Or finger people’s dials, 

But safe detection overtook 
This man of many trials, 


I've known him long, and watched his ways 
And seen him growing thianer, 

Along of passing many days 
Without a scrap of dinner. 


And yet no man more closely bent 
To work than did my neighbour, 

For every holiday he spent 
Ensured a year's hard labour. 


He worked in Chatham, Devonport, 
And Portland dockyards featly, 

I've known him build a bomb-proof fort 
Particularly neatly. 


He worked abroad like any horse 
Or other dumb mammalia, 

He once passed through a ten years’ course 
Road-making in Australia. 

But still, though toiling like a brute 
His labour little gained him, 

Its anything-but-toothsome fruit 
But scantily sustained him. 


@ A man who galloped 


Or one who lived more 


But still in every little plan 
He failed incontinently. 


* For daily bit and daily sup, 
Unfitted quite to battle— 
No man has been more 
shaken up 
In this terrestrial rattle. 


E‘en such poor boons as I enjoy 
I’m undeserving surely. 


‘“ Suppose I quit the world so bright 
And turn a simple hermit— 

A dim recluse—an anchorite— 

I don’t know what you term it. 


| But though black-holed he often got, 
| 
| 





‘Men, freed from every sinful mesh, 
| On herbs and frugal diet, 

I'll mortify rebellious flesh 
| And live in rural quiet. 


‘ In stony cell without a door 
I’ll live and pay no usance 
(I’ve lived in stony cells before 
And found the door a nuisance.) 


In such a cell in mossy glade 
I'll sit, and live austerely ; 

And sympathetic village maids 
Shall love their hermit dearly. 





‘‘The maidens too, before I wake — 
Before I draw my awning, 

Shall come and ask me what I']1 take 
And how I feel this dawning. 


“ And every visitor who comes 
To see me in my cavern, 

Shall bring me marmalade and plums, 
And dinner from a tavern. 


‘ 


‘‘ So, for a skull, a knotted rope, 
And charitable rations, 

A robe of sack—a hooded cope, 
And box for small donations, 


“ T’ll freely—willingly resign 
(The pang will not be bitter) 
The joys of life which now are mine 


With all their sheen and glitter !’’ 


And so he did! To forest thick 
He fled from worldly folly ; 
When last I heard from FrRevERIcK 
He was extremely jolly. 


Latest from Scotland-yard. 


Siz Ricuarp Mayng has issued orders to the police cmployed abeut 
Woolwich, Deptford, and Plumstead Marshes, to destroy all mosquitoes 
found going about withcut muzzles. It has recently been ascertained 
by a profound naturalist that the mosquito frequently goes mad in the 
summer, owing to its imprudent practice of feeding upon human 
creatures. All stray flies are to be captured and taken to the nearest 
police-station. If not claimed within ten days they will be sold by 
public auction to defray expenses. The constabulary of the above- 
mentioned districts have been aimed with cutlasses and revolvers in 
order that they may be thoroughly equal to their new duties. 


A Hint for Chancellors of the Exchequer. | 
AN income duty of tenpence in the pound is an absurdity which no 


statesman ought to be guilty of proposing. The income duty comes | 


under the head of tin-tax. How then could it be a tenpenny “‘nail”’ * 





| 
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LOCKS INTO: BOOKS, 


THERE is always a certain “solution of continuity’? in reading a 
novel in a magazine—even in a bound volume. The issue of Mr. 
Moy THOMAS'S excellent story, 4 Fight for Life, inthe regular three 
volume form will therefore be welcomed by all who wish to read and 
enjoy it. It is turned out by Messrs. Low, Son, anp Marston, with 
all the advantages of good print and paper, and will, we feel sure, be 
in large demand. The plot is full of interest and mystery, and the 
action pushes along with sustained vigour. Nothing could be better 
than the first two volumes. In the third the necessity of winding up 
an intricate story in a short space is a little too apparent. One or two 
of the chief personages are excellent examples of character painting 
and even those that are most slightly sketched in are lifelike and effec- 
tive. It is to be hoped that we shall meet Mr. Tuomas again as a 
novelist before very long. 

Mr. TinsLEy commences the issue of a cheap library of fiction with 
a reprint of Mr. Ross’s Pretty Widow. Mr. Ross should cut his 
pencil—not to a point, but for good and all—and stick to his pen, at 
any rate if he can give us more stories like this. Itis one of the 
most artistic we have read for some time. The old professor, his 
loose-fish of a brother, the little French apothecary, are all living 
beings for the reader, not mere puppets, and the humour with which 
the record of their doings is lit up at times is honest and ‘healthy. 
There is no “pathetic writing’? from beginning to end, but the 
tenderest pathos underlies the story of poor Peter Polybank. Tke 
Pretty Widow is altogether an exceptionally good book. Its characters, 
as we have said, are real and lifelike. Its pictures of the quaint little 
French ‘town of St. Babylas are capital. And its plot is simple and 
probable, yet ‘full of interest. It would hardly be fair to close our 
notice withcut praising the genuine fun of the scenes in the French 
college, wherein the boys torture the professor with all the ingenuity 
ef school urchins. 





MERRY MOMUS. 


ERRY MOMUS, as they call you, god of 
censure or of mocking, 
It is well that ancient writers made 
you out the son of Night ? 
Spite of worn-out old tradition, we con- 
sider it is shocking 
That some people to degrade you 
should be trying all their might. 
Fable says how Mr. Vutcan made a 
mighty man of mettle, 
And you scolded when a window 
wasn’t left within his breast. 
I’d be sorry to relate to you the tale of 
pot and kettle, 
That the story is appropriate will 
surely be confess’d. 


Come, old Momus, god of censure, if 
you've any pluck about you, 
Come with lashes and with scourges, 
and the vials of your wrath, 
Come and thrash the men who’ve chosen 
you as patron but to scout you, 
Single-handed, come, well knowing 
many cooks would spoil the 
broth, 
Come in sudden bursts of anger and with 
purifying vigour 
To the singing-shops where brazen 
men and raw-boned women bawl. 
Come and see the place where reigns in 
state the everlasting nigger. 
Come and see the degradation of a 
London Music Hall. 


Merry Momus! where they pledge you 
in deep draughts of gin-and- 
water, 

Where they do their best to soothe 
you off to sleep in dulcet tones, 

There, the unreflecting father takes wife, son, and little daughter, 

To see greedy Death awaiting for some acrobatic bones ! 
Hear the stifled shriek of women and the men’s guffaw of laughter, _ 
When some starving wretch for shillings waits his end upon his 
head, 


Hear the clapping and excitement, on 
Hear the sudden thud of something, 





the lucky nights, but after 
and the awful sob of “‘ dead.”’ 





improved upon—as they always improve upon 
maxim, “Get on—get honour—get honest.” 
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Merry Momus! they will tell you that you save men from the tavern 
Where the weary and forgotten drown theirmemories in drink ; 

W here the doge’d, distress’d, and dirty turn aside into a cavern 
Resting only for a moment as they totter to the brink. 

We are sick of Virtue’s platitudes, of pot-houses and savings 
Of neglected wives and language not refined or over-nice, 


Were Elysiums invented to stop nature's wilful cravings ? 


Can't the music-hall and pot-house cry they're quits regarding vice ? 


Tell us, Momus, if the tavern offers great, and what, temptations 


To the girls with servants’ wages and a woman's love of dress ? 


Does it humanize the crowd, or doesiit viilgarize'tthe nation ? 


We have only to look round us and it isn't ‘hari ‘to guess ! 


Does the tavern shield its misery or advertise distresses, 


Does it spoil its wretched children when iit only spares the rod ? 


Did it bring us to the sight we see each night at the Princess's 


Ofa playhouse, full of women, forced to writhe ‘neath Tommy Dodd ? 








Dinner Service and Marriage Service. 


_ Mr. Corsert’s cheap dining-places at Gl have been an 
Immense success. The cooks and attendants are women, but Mr. 
Corserr finds they are so sought after as wives by the clerks and 


artisans of Glasgow that he has some difficulty in keeping up 


the supply, no less than twenty-four girls having been married this 
year from the dining-rooms. Of course our canny Scots show their 


accustomed ’cuteness in selecting their wives froma dining-room where 
they have such an opportunity of judging of their qualifications as 


‘‘ help-meats.” 





Honi Soit ! 
An American of our acquaintance says that his countrymen have 
everything—the old 
The politicians of the 
United States adopt the advice to “get on” and to “get honour ’’— 
but instead of “‘ getting honest,” they get.offsiceil. 





A Very Proper Compliment: 
A TusaTre-Verpi has been opened at Busseto in honour of the 
composer. Nothing could be more appropriate since Busseto is the 
place Vhere-de composer was born. 





Answers to Correspondents. 


[ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for loss. | 

H. O. T.—The only thing we can say about ‘Do you remember what we 
did”’ is, that the subject was more deserving of recollection than the verses. 
The next time you kiss young ladies in the enthusiastic manner described in 
the lines, let it be a case of ‘‘ Kiss, and don’t tell.” 

T. M.—We really cannot tell, if you will send a monogram, whether 
your initials are T. M. or M. T.; but we should incline to think the 
atter. 

Amrens.—Bless you, sir, we don’t mind being pitched into. We have 
long since learmt that next to imitation, abuse is the sincerest form of 
flattery, and in the jeu-d’esprit you enclose we have both. 

THE ieanae ieee your allusion to sewing machines, you seem to be 
connected with Gobelin Tapestry. 

ConsTANT SUBSCRIBER.— We will do our best. 

J. K.—Partially suceessful. 

“ Lorp STANLEY.’’—It would be as well not to take a respected name as 


the alias for a scribbler of idiocy. 
J. G. (Boxworth-grove, Barnsbury.) — Declined with thanks—see our 


rules, from which we never depart. 

BLow-vuPr.—You’re a very jolly fellow, but we don’t want Acr——but, 
there, you know that as well as we do. 

G. W. A. (Manchester.)—Thanks. ; s 

H. G. (Beaconsfield.)—Declined. What is to be done with the timber ? 
We can’t cut it. 

A. L. B. (Brighton.)—Thanks. As you will see, we had taken the 
“‘ Lodgings’’ before you. 2 . 

Declined with thanks:—P. 30; E. B. L., Notting-hill; B.G., Rother- 
field-street; D. A J., Glasgow; Theodore; A. S., Glasgow; Mimey ; 
T. L. T. C.; A Bewildered Correspondent ; A. R., Adelaide-road ; Maury ; 
F.G.D.; X. Z.; R. A., Kennington-park; Fudal, Liverpool; Three 
Corners, Glasgow ; T. L., Wickham Wood; W. J. M., Greenock ; A Simple 
Fellow; Yema; Miss H., Talbot-road; Needles; Jenina; J. H., Keleo; 
E. N.; T. P.; Old Port; Parry Pattens; V. V. V.; L., Brighton; J.C., 
Liverpool; R., Leeds; Nix ’em; Pesky; P. P., Newington; R. L. T., 
Birkenhead; J., Penge; Nemo Nobody, Esq.; R.; L. S., Cork; M., 
Boulonge; Pinky ; A New Subscriber; Verox; P., Ramsgate; Collinolin ; 


J. R.; Peter the Duke. 
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WHAT A BORE! 
The bether of Breech-loaders. 


Disappointed Sportgnan :—“ Hgrk’s A Go! CoME OUT FOR A DAY’S SHOOTING, AND THESE CARTRIDGES ARE NUMBER TWELVE AND MY 


GUN’S NUMBER TEN!”’ 


Elaborate ! 


A CORRESPONDENT, who has been promptly condemned in costs by the 
Judge of the Reprobate Court, has sent us the following :— 


How Gotp Psns arnz Mape.—Gold pens are tipped with iridium, making what 
are commonly known as “‘ diamond points.” The iridium for this purpose is, ob- 
serves the Scientific Review, found in small grains in platinum, slightly alloyed with 
this latter metal. In this form it is exceedingly hard, and well adapted to the pur- 
pose of the gold penmaker. The gold for pens is alloyed with silver to about six- 
teen carats , rolled into thin strips, from which the blanks are struck. The 
side of the point is notched by a small circular saw, to receive the iridium 
t, which is selected wy the aid of a microscope. A flux of borax and a blowpipe 

it to its place. The point is then ground on a copper wheel with oy: 

blank is next rolled to the requisite thinness by means of rollers especially 

to the purpose, and tempered by blows from a hammer. It is then trimmed 
the edges, stamped, and formed in a powerful press. The slit is next cut 
h the solid iridium point by means of a thin copper wheel, fed with fine 
and a saw extends the Ty along the pen itself. Theinside edges of the 
smoothed and polished by the same means of rapidly-running wheels and 
, and burnishing and , to produce the proper degree of elasticity, 


uit 


i 
; 


‘This is the way in which gold pens are made,” says our correspon- 
dent, “but in what way do pens make gold?’’ We confessed our- 
selves unable to see the point of his pens, whereupon he replied by 
return of post, thus, “‘In what way do pens make gold? The write 
way of course ;—ask Tupper!” 








Dulce est de-sip-ere. 


A sMALL pamphlet, entitl«d Letters to a Friend on Moderate Drinking, 
has recently been published. Its author gives his reasons for having 
advanced (as he says) from moderate drinking to total abstinence. Al 
well, and good so far! But was he writing in sober earnest as a total 
abstainer when he signed his letters Di-sip-ulus ? 





Pretty Bob-ish. 

A uuMBLE shilling is all that Carers can afford for his dinner :— 
seeing —‘ Grouse 1s. 6d.”"—on the Bill of Fare day after day—it was 
natural—but spiteful—that he should term that highly-esteemed 
member of the feathered tribe—* a mocking bird.” 





NOTICE.—On Monday, Novewber the 2nd, price Twopence, 


FUN ALMANAC, 
Sixteen pages, Toned Paper, with numerous Illustrations, engraved by 
the Datzret BRorueErs. 
All the back numbers of FUN (New Series) are in print, and may be 
obtained at the Office, or through any Bookseller. 


OVER COATS, 91s. 7 68s. 


IN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 50, LuDGAaTH HILL. 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London : October 17, 1868. 
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| A N N | E a R O T H E R O & He chipped it with a hammer and he chopped it with a bill, 

| . a) ae acid on the edge of it, until | 
18 terrible Avenger of the Majesty of Law 

| A Legend of Stratford-le-Bow. Was far less like a hatchet than 4 dasipated saw. | 

H! listen to the tale of little Anyi 


PRoTHEROE, 

She kept a small Post-ofiice in the neigh- 

bourhood of Bow. 
She loved a skilled mechanic, who was es 

famous in his day— er 
A gentle execution yh "as ‘ | 

"a daes Car. wilicilinad | ANNIE said, “Oh, Gitpgrt, dear, I do not under: tand 

Why ever you are injuring that hatchet in your hand ¢” 


I think Ihe 7, & . He said, “ It is intended for to lacerate and flay | 
et stan shoane | ” & Greadial subject The neck of that unmitigated villain Perer Gray!” | 


Ob, reader, do not shrink—he didn’t live in | “ Now, Giipert,” ANNig answered, “ wicked headsman, just beware— 





modern times : I won’t have Perse tortured with that horrible affair— 

| He se 50 = . (the sketch will show | If you appear with that, you may depend you'll rue the day,”’ 

| at a glance / But Griipert said, ‘Oh, shall 1?”’ which was j ; ° | 

| That all his actions glitter with the lime- ee a oe moe 

| light of romance. He saw a look of anger from her eyes distinctly dart, | 

. For ANNiz was a Woman, and had pity in her heart! 

In busy times he laboured at his gentle craft all day— She wished him a good evening—he answered with a glare, | 
“No doubt you mean his Cal-craft’’ you amusingly will say— She only said, “‘ Remember, for your ANN1z will be there!’’ 
But no—he didn’t operate with common bits of string, 
He was a public headsman, which is quite another thing. * . = 7 ' 
And when his work was over, they would ramble o’er the lea, a ; cdg Sg pon! or. = = is tend” 
And sit beneath the frondage of an elderberry tree. And all the people noticed that the Engine of the Law | 
And Annte’s simple prattle entertained him on his walk, Was far less like a hatchet than a dissipated saw. 


For public executions formed the subject of her talk. 
: , ‘ , The felon very coolly loosed his collar and his stock, 
And sometimes he’d explain to her, which charmed her very much, | ang placed his wicked head upon the handy little block. 
And then, perhaps, he'd chow how he himecif ‘performed the trick, | Dee atchet was uplifted for to settle Parse. Guar, 
’ ’ * . ~ ; l 1 F , i ; i j , a - 
ind Mlestioate bis meaning With © poppy ond s stick. ’ When Gizert plainly heard a woman's voice exclaiming, “ Stay 


"Twas Anniz, gentle ANNIE, as you'll easily believe. 


Or, if it rained, the little maid would stop at home and look ‘©Oh, GiLBERT, you must spare him, for I bring him a reprieve, 

At his favourable notices, all pasted in a book, _ It came from our Home Secretary, many weeks ago, 

And ~— cheek would flush—her swimming eyes would dance | And passed through that post-oflice which I used to keep at Bow. 
with joy 


In a glow ot admiration at the prowess of her boy. 


One summer eve, at supper time, the gentle GitBeRrt said 
(As he helped his pretty Ann1z to a slice of collared head) 
‘This reminds me I must settle on the next ensuing day 
The hash of that unmitigated villain Petzx Gray.” 


He saw his Annie tremble and he saw his Ann1z start, 

Her changing colour trumpeted the flutter at her heart, 

Young Gilbert’s manly bosom rose and sank with jealous fear, 

And he said, “‘ Oh, gentle AnNniz, what’s the meaning of this here ?”’ 


= ee et 


And Annie answered, blushing in an interesting way, 
** You think no doubt I’m sighing for that felon Peter Gray, 
That I was his young woman is unquestionably true, 





But not since I began a-keeping compary with you.” Say 
Then GiiBeRt, who was irritable, rose and loudly swore, 7 : dly, and you know it, Gmpert Cray, 
He'd know the reason why, if she refused to tell him more— = Jeved pote fone ened y+ idea. of Perer Gray, 
And she answered (all the woman in her flashing from her eyes) — I quietly suppressed it, as you'll clearly understand, 

You musn’t ask no questions and you won't be told no lies : For I thought it might be awkward if he came and claimed my hand. 


“In anger at my secret (which I couldn't tell before) 
To lacerate poor Peter Gray vindictively you swore, 
I told you if you used that blunted axe you'd rue the day, 
And so you will, old fellow, for I'll marry Peter Gaay!”’ 
[And so she did. 


Picked Troops. 


A conTEMPORARY draws attention to the fact that one of the militia 
regiments recruited at the East end consists almost entirely of pick- 
pockets. 


‘© When out for training they pick each others’ pockets mereilessly, they rob 
their officers of watch and chain, and such-like valuables ; and when they receive 
their pay the paymaster has to keep them at a distance while each man comes 
forward separately to receive his money, or the regiment would seize the treasure 





And frowning took an inexpensive hatchet from its hook ; 
And Annie watched his movements with an interested air— 
For the morrow—for the morrow he was going to prepare! 





Beactirvt ror Hiver.—A sojourn at Nice. 


“ Few lovers have the privilege, enjoyed, my dear, by you, en bloe and rush off with it. Latterly the men who had been standing in the 
Of chopping off a rival's head and quartering him, too! frent rank during several days’ drill came forward and declared that they would | 
Of vengeance, dear, to-morrow you will surely take your fill!” no longer do so, as their comrades behind stole everything from them. | 
And Giizerr ground his molars as he answered her, “I will!” We suppose the regiment is kept-up because it would be admirably | 
, ; adapted for pick-et duty. They would be awkward customersin the | 
Young Giizert rose from table with a stern determined look, field too, if they met a foe worthy of their steal. | 
' 
| 
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ELIZABETH’S FRILLS. 


Extzanetn’s frills! they were broad and were narrow, 
My mind now their magical memory fills:; 

The pattern ran on just as straight as an arrow, 

Or twined in a scroll round a parrot or sparrow, 
So funnily braided Exrzanstn’s frills. 

The strangest thing was when you looked at the pattern, 
So strongly suggestive of milliners’ bills, 

In the rest of her dress, though by no means a slattern, 

They shone round her person as rings do round Saturn, 
You saw nothing else but Erizanetu’s frills ! 


And once when I lay in the terrible stillmess 
The medieco ordered with potions and pills, 
With ice on my head, a moat horrible chillness, 
Came one consolation to lightem my illness, 
The sight.of the charming Evizapern’s frills. 
And though you may say they are not quite the fashion, 
Their beauty all thought of discarding them kills ; 
They shine on my' love and they heighten my passion, 
I'd stake all my money, though that — be rash on 
My lovely Exizanarn’s sweet little fri 








OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


—p— 
DON’T know whether the following circum- 
stance is to be regarded as an evidence of the 
result of the inereased fares on the Southern 
lines, but I must say it looks rather like it. 
One night last week a burglary was committed 
at the P Station of the London and 
Brighton Railway, but “‘ fortunately the thieves 
; only got @ few coppers.’ At amy rate, the 
oecurrence is odd. By the way, the best 
defence of the railway policy I have seen was in Engincering the be- 
a month. But mgenious as it is, it fails in one-essential 
particular—it does not consider the question from the monopoly point 
of view. The position of railways as monopolies protected by Govern- 
ment removes them altogether from the ground on which the article 
bases its arguments. 

Tux Times in the dead season does very strange things, but it has 
recently done something which is neither more nor less than a revolu- 
tion in journalism. It printed.a long and anonymous letter criticising 
—and that with severity—the theatrical notices of its own critic. 
This is a dangerous precedent, and a course of action against which 
the critic might fairly complain. The oddest part is that the letter 
was full of blunders and inaccuracies—for instamee, the writer found 
fault with the rythm of certain lines which he quoted from memory, 
the faults of which lines were due to his faulty recollection only! One 
would much like to know who it is that was permitted to attack Lorp 
Lytt\\'s versification and Mr. Oxenromp’s impartiality and honesty 
with sv little justice. It cannot surely bea member of the staff who 

=: soneen ae ae Samevenn place in his absence, and who 
was chiefly noticeable for mmar and a profound veneration : 
the adaptations of Me. Tom olen, - - 

Tue American ballads, entitled Hans Breitmann’s Party, just re- 
published by Muxsns. Trunner, are clever, but they will be “ caviare 
to the general” much as a critical few may enjoy them. They are 
written in the Germanised English (or rather American) spoken by 
the German settlers, and the effect of some of the Yankeeisms in this 

jargon is highly comical. Breitmann goes out as a commander of 
cay against the South, meets another Dutchman, a rebel colonel, 
fights with him and beats him. As heis about to kill him, he asks him 
" Peliev'’st dou in Moral Ideas ?”’ with a true German philosophy that 
is very laughable. The ballad—a sort of Lorelei story—supposed to 
be written by Breitarann, is extremely fanny too. 
In Casseli’s Magazine we have the conclusion of Ma. Mor Tuomas’s 
“ Fight For Life,’’ which suffers somewhat from the requirements of 
periodical publication, and is wound up in too short a space. 
- in the Twilight” do not improve, being the feeblest 
twaddle ever produced in the modern form of essay. “Election 
a isnot very cleverly hashed-up, a résumé of old work, 
ind the general body of the ine this month, for the first time 
since its establishment, cannot claim to be much better than “ padding.” 
I miss the names of several writers who have in previous numbers 
contributed light and clever papers. “The Two Brothers” is. simply 
absurd. The younger brother, after refusing to share his elder 
brother's fortune, is so anxious to get it that he allows him to drown— 
in fact, drowns him—in order to obtain it, and is yet described as 
loving him intensely. This is a startling bit of psychology! I am 
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sorry to see the magazine drifting so to leeward, it has been so admir- 
able hitherte. ‘Fhe ship would be much lightened if such useless 


on the Ocean,” and some other drearinesses: were flung overboard. 
In Temple Bar there is an article which ought to make a stir, 
‘‘ Six Years in the Prisons of England,’” contains statements which point 


crimes. One reform suggested by this narrative is that when a convict 
is ill, his friends should be allowed to senda medical man to him, if 


from being abused, and would be more than compensated for by the 


like the natural history papers that appeared in 7. 4. some months 
back. ‘Tbe Model Priest’”’ is well worth perusal, and “The Broken 
Mug” is amusing. ; 
mark, nor do I care for “ Spoken in Idleness. 







is still room for improvement in the engraving department. ‘The two 


to insure the success of the magazine. ‘* Bisset’s Youth’’ is amusing, 


eating’’ is am while there are good points about ‘ Dyspeptic 
Saints.” “Stepsons of Toil,’’ if continued as it begins, will be a valu- 
able series. I don’t think the appearance of the magazine is at all en- 
hanced by the introduction, at the bottom of a page here and there, of 
an anecdote or dom-mot set up in different type, or differently leaded 
from the body of theperiodical. 


“ Jounny Luptow ”’ series, which is such a feature of the periodical. 
THe Quiver would, I think, have been better without the coloured 
frontispiece, which is flat and feeble. 


to blots in the prison system which are in fact nothing less than | 


novels move along with increasing interest, and should be quite enough | 


lumber as “ Twilight Thoughts,”’ “‘Two Famous Tenors,” “A Night | 


they desire it. A few simple precautions would prevent the privilege | 


removal of an indubitable scandal. LIonly hope the story isnot asham, | 


“‘ Practical Entomology’’ I don’t think up tothe | 


Iw the St. James’s we have only one illustration this month, and it is | 
a decided improvement on those we had in September, though there | 


but not sustained enowgh, and much of the rest of the number is mere | 
“padding.” ‘ Women’s Novels”’ is shrewdly written, and ‘Snake. | 


Tux illustration in the Argesy is better this:month. The contents of — 
the magazine are few. The best is ““ Coming Home to Him”—oneef the | 


Some of the illustrations are an | 


improvement on those in previous numbers. The author of “Esther | 


West” misquotes Tennyson, on page 5, most lamentably. The author 
of “An Antique Vase” er the Editor should have known that “thou 
stood” is inadmissible. ‘‘ At the'Top of a Long Chimney ”’ is a sensa- 
tional story, not without merit, though I fancy the writer has no 
grounds for stating that fear makes a man actually blind as he de- 
scribes—“ the eyes drawn together, squinting and bloodshot.” ‘he 
illustraticn to this story is cleverly drawn. 
TueEre is an article in the Atiantie Monthly for October, entitled 
“Tnebriate Asylums,” which throws a strange light upon some phases 
of American society. It is simply startling! “The Man and the 
Brother’? continues to amuse with quaint anecdotes of the darky, 
written in no unfriendly spirit. “The T'wo Rabbis” seems to have 
been inspired by Lucu Huxr's “Abou Ben Adhem.” “Loves 
Queen ”’ is pretty; but the best thing in the number is ‘ Pandora. 
“ Kings’ Crowns and Fools’ Caps” is a far-fetched title, but the 
article is amusing. In the gossip at the end of the magazine the 
cudgels are taken up for Mr. Reap» in the matter of Foul Play. ‘The 
line of defence—shall we call it ?—is the old one, that Mr. Reape has 
a right to take other people's notions, if by force of his genius he 
converts them into something better. But even granting this, one 
cannot help thinking he might acknowledge his indebtedness. He 
may make finely-tempered steel of somebody's old iron, but he should, 
at all events, say that he took the iron. nee 
Our Young Folks contains several articles that must be an infinite 
amusement to little readers. The writers seem to give themselves up 
resolutely to writing what children will enjoy, instead of giving them- 
selves airs, and writing what grown-up critics think children ought to 
enjoy. For instance, “The Peterkins at the Menagerie” sternly 
criticised would be condemned, but I fancy it will be as popular as 
anything else in the magazine with the small public. ‘Little Dilly 


is fanciful and pretty. Some of the pictures, which are plentiful, are | 


Ss hss ssn see 


much better engraved than the majority of cuts in American periodicals _ 


are as a rule. 





“‘Rachel’s Own.” 


Tue custom of designating the different corps of Volunteers by the 
names of some distinguished individuals is about to be extended. ‘The 
Inns of Court Rifles have long been popularly known as ‘THe Devil 5 
Own ; the South- West Middlesex have recently received the honourable 
appellation of “* Racuei’s Own,” and are consequently entitled to bear 
on their banners the motto of “Beautiful for Ever!’ Moreover, 
their distinguished colonel has paraphrased a well-known proverb, 
and his coat-of-arms will in future bear the legend, “‘ You cannot 
touch scent without being perfumed.’’ 





Advice to Musicians. 


Ever be fit asa fiddle, never, tight as a drum. (This counsel 13 — 


perfectly gratuitous, there is no oboe-ligation wliatever.) 
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TEAM OR TEA-KETTLE ? 


Taw QveEsTION or THE Day. 
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N days that are past, when rail- 


ways were fast 
And cheap, people used to 
forebode 
That the time was approaching 
to end all the coaching, 
And substitute railway for 
road. 
But with stoppage-vexations 
and too many stations 
With junctions to add to 
delay, 
With dangers excessive and 
fares quite oppressive, 
The railways now teach us 
to say 
That we'll travel the old- 
fashioned way. 
Since a good four-horse team 
Is better than steam— 
For your nags of true mettle 
Will beat a tea-kettle— 
So take your tea-kettle away! 


By road the view’s cheery, by 
rail it is dreary— 
Dall cuttings—or chimneys 
and roofs! 


Nor can whistle and snort a comparison court 
With the music of horn and of hoofs. 

Oh, smashes and crashes, and smoke, dust, and ashes 
Are all that your railways purvey ; 

But the coach gives fresh air and an appetite rare, 


And new sights by the road every 


day— 


So we’ll travel the old fashioned way. 
Yes, a good four-horse team 
Is better than steam— 
For your nags of true mettle 
‘Will beat a tea-kettle— 


So take your tea-kettle away ! 


Could the famous old “ whips’ of the Times, the Eclipse, 
Or Quicksilver—coaches of fame— 
But see how coach-driving once more is reviving, 
How pleased they would be at that same. 
Time's whirligig brings round less probable things— 
And all would rejoice and be gay 
At the running of coaches on all the approaches 
To town from the suburbs each day, 
In the regular old-fashioned way. 
Oh, a good four-horse team 
Is better than steam— 
For your nags of true mettle 
Will beat a tea-kettle— 


So take your tea-kettle away ! 











twelve years ago, it is only by incessant application that I have been 
able to support yon all in moderate splendour. 

THE MissRe T. (together.)—But mind you leave the city early, papa. 
We are all going to the Blank Theatre to-night, remember. f{ Rxit T. 


ACT IL 


Scenr.—Rovyal Box at the Blank Theatre. 
escorted ebsequiomsly by a Bowkeeper. 

Boxkespmr (handing playbills to Mr. T., who enters last.J)~—Let 
me see. Four and one is five. T'welve-and-sixpence, if you please. 

_ TuroG.—But look here. As you are powerful, be generous. Be- 
sides, in all great commercial operations a reduction is made on taking 
a quantity. 

Box.—Not a penny less. Another word and I take charge of your 
overcoat. 

THROG. (turning pale).—Take this coin;. it is a sovereign. Don't 
mention the change. I respect you already; do not give me cause to 
fear you. Leave us, and prosper. 

Box. (bursting into tears).—Oh, sir, this generosity unmans mo. 
[ have not heard one kind word since I lay in my cradle. Believe 
me, I am unfitted for this roving and lawless life. Bat I have an 
only daughter—an angel of innocence—and for Aer sake I would 
brave any depth of infamy. 

Turoc.—Nay, never weep, man. I may be able to assist you, and 
place you m a more honcst path. Let me have your name and 
address. ‘To-morrow I will call on you at noon. 

Box. (presenting @ soiled envelope).—Bless you! Take this, and with 
it the eternal gratitude of poor Bill Playford, of Vinegar-yard. 

Frank /astde).—Heavens! ’tis Fanny's father! But I must con- 
ceal my emotion. [Exit PLayrorp. 
ACT III. 

Sceng.—PuayForp’s lodging in Vinegar-yard, poorly furnished but 
serupulously clean. Mx. Turoamorton, Frank, and Prayroxp 
seated at a table, centre. 

Pray.—My daughter will return ere long, to thank you in person 
for your princely beneficence. She has but made her exit (how theold 
calling asserts itself!) to procure a little refreshment. Oh, Mr. 
Throgmorton, you have made aman ofme. Yes; as light porter in 
a stockbroker’s office, I can at least walk with erect head among the 
proudest. 

Txuroc.—And here isa cheque to relieve your present wants. I fear 
the struggle has been a severe one, my poor friend. 

Piay.—Ah, sir, you may indeed call me poor; yet, if you knew all 
—(after an agitated pause) and you shall. Know then that I have in 
my hands a sum of thirty thousand pounds, placed with me for 
purposes of restitution, ten years ago. 

Turoc.—Proceed, your story interests me strangely. 

Piay.—A wild Australian associate confided to me on his death-bed 
a terrible secret. It wasa ghastly tale of robbery committed on a 
partner in London. 

Txuroc.—And the name of this partner. 

Piay.—Alas! poor Lothbury died before he could reveal it. 

Turoc.—Lothbury! Come to my arms, William. Look in the 
Post Office Direetory for 1856, and you'll find the firm of Throgmorton 
and Lothbury, stockbrokers. 

Piay.—What happiness, my benefactor. I will fly to the Bank of 

What a weight of tempta- 


England and draw the money instantly. 
tion is removed from my heart. Had it not been for your providential 


sovereign of last night I should probably have betrayed my trust this 
morning to the amount of several shillings. 


Enter Fanny, with @ jug of beer. 


Bu ter one by one the T. family, 


“THEATRICAL EXTORTION.” 


A Drama or THE Zimes In TureEe ACTS. 


Frank.—Fanny! 
Fanny.—F rank! ; an 
ACT I Turoc.—Highty-tighty, what’s this? Oh, I see how it is. 
e a > 
Somwn.— 4 handsome apartment in Belgravia. Mn. and amy Sanee re eee = (crying). Bless ye both: and if our 
MORTON discovered at breakfast, with two unmarried daughters and | kind friends in front—pshaw! out upon the loathsome recollections of 


an equally unmarried son. Muffins. | that hideous career. 
Txroc.—Forget this boyish attachment, Frank. A prominent; ‘Tyinog.—I must be off to the City. Farewell, my children. 


member of the Stock Exchange cannot permit his only son to contract pjayford, will you on with me? 


& mésalliance. ; Peat 
Franx.—Vainly, sir, do you seek an excuse for domestic tyranny | une 
. a 


amidst the subtleties of a foreign tongue. Fanny may be poor in a) 
Sauce for the Goose—Sauce for the Gander. 


wordly sense, but she loves me with all the opulence of a guileless | 

n 
Meg T.—Why do you still refuse, my son, to reveal the name and| “A sutcHeR has been fined £20 at Worcester, or three months’ 

profession of this girl's father ? ’ | imprisonment, for having in his possession the carcase of a cow unfit 
Franx.—I am forbidden to disclose either at present; but, though | - human Se —. eo “— = 7 mews > 

° : ; ; i i trict now 4 speculative Dulider his possess 

a gg Waaeeneagen Wits Stes, T Wellove Eine PY sae of SI | carcase”’ totally unfit for human habitation—what should be done 
Turoc.—Headstrong boy, we will converse further anon. (Takes with him ? 

hat and umbrella from sideboard, L.) Duty calls me to Capel Court. , 

Since the defalcation and flight of my dishonest partner, Lothbury, | 


Well, 


Goop News From THe Arctic Racions.—Hat..’s well. 


(ce 
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DELICATE GROUND. 


In the course of a life you are likely to mix 
Among folks of all possible kinds ; 

And, in talking, it’s highly improper to fix 
Upon any chance topic one finds. 

You may long to exhibit your wisdom or fun, 
You may try to be gay or profound : 

But you'll often discover when onee you’ ve begun, 
That you’re treading on “delicate ground.” 


Now suppose that a friend has induced you to lend 
A respectable sum long ago ; 

And the time for repayment has come to an end, 
But repayment is dreadfully slow. 

If you venture to hint ata trifling advance 
Of a shilling or two in the pound, 

You can hardly insist, when you see at a glance 
That you're treading on “ delicate ground.’ 


It you tumble in love and are burning to “ pop,” 
You should never lose time in despair ! 

But at once on your knees you should gracefully drop, 
And express what you have to declare. 

If the nymph should have smiled cn a happier swain 
While on you she has constantly frowned, 

You may give up the case, for it’s perfectly plain 
That you're treading on “ delicate ground.”’ 


It’s a difficult thing to be always discreet, 
Or talk in a frank sort of way, 

When you think of the number of people you meet, 
And the number of things that you say. 

If you notice a sudden and absolute blank 

the whole of the faces around, 

You have only yourself and your folly to thank 

That you're treading on “delicate ground.” 
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AMONG THE RUINS! 


Gushing Old Girl :—“ Ou, 18 IT NoT STRANGE, CAPTAIN FirztTorr, THAT ALL THAT IS OLD IS BBAUTIFUL 
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| CURIOSITIES OF ADVERTISING. 
|  Wuart does the advertiser mean by the following, which appears 10 
| @ morning paper ?— 
WANTED, a HOME, immediately, on Sundays, with use of dressing-room, by 4 
respectable Young Lady, where there are no ehildren. In the neighbourhood 
of Holloway or Bayswater. Terms moderate, ete. 
“A home immediately on Sundays” is certainly a mysterious re- 
quirement, especially for a respectable young lady. The advertiser, 
however, specifies that she is respectable where there are no children ; 
so perhaps we may infer that where there are children she is the 
reverse. The “home,” too, must be in the neighbourhood of either 
Holloway or Bayswater. She is as arbitrary in the opposites as the man 
who wanted a situation either in Kentucky or Yokohama. 
Here is another odd requirement, gathered from the same source ‘— 
ANTED, a respectable Young Woman as SERVANT and occasional COM- 
PANION toa tradesman and wife. Thoroughly domesticated. It is an easy 
place, etc. 
This is mean. When the poor girl has done her work the tradesman 
and his wife evidently want her to go and talk tothem. This is a3 
bad as “ preachee and floggee” too. Surely it ought to be considered 
in her salary. 


And here is an odder still :— 


ANTED, in a Gentleman’s family, in the eountry, an unmarried Man, of about 

25 or 30, as INDOOR ODD MAN. He must understand house-carpentering. 

He will have to rub polished floors and furniture, and must be willing to make 

himself generally useful. A foreigner not objected to, if with a character in 
England. No married man need apply, etc. 


If the “gentleman's family ” cannot get the odd man in, we should 
advise them to try our old friend the odd man out, as it will be a toss 
up whether they get a person with such varied acquirements to come 
of his own accord. He is to be so odd, too, that he mustn’t be married. 
Let us hope, however, that he will be even with the family if they try 
to impose on him too much. 








_ Wuers to Meer wirs a Surpriss.—In Heigh-o! ’born. (Don't 
imagine that the Holborn Viaduct is completed, not just yet.) 
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GREAT SUCCESS!!! 
FOR THIS OCCASION ONLY, 
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THE GRAND DUCHESS IN THE PROVINCES. 


THE PART OF FRITZ, 
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MRS. BROWN AND THE MILITIA. 
( Concluded.) 


JEST a8 I came out of that street, as is the same where the watch- 
maker lived, into the Strand agin, I ’eard milingtary music, as I'm 
that fond on as I thought as I'd stop for to listen, and gets up on to a 
door-step agin’ the corner of a street to ’ave a good look at the sojers. 

I never did see such a crowd of ragamuffins as come walking along 
with ’em, as pushed agin’ me that rude as were not in their way thro’ 
bein’ on the door-step, not as I could keep there, for there came a 
rush of them low-lived characters as reg’lar swep’ me from that door- 
step, and goodness knows where I should ’ave gone if I ’adn’t clung 
to a lamp-post for ’elp. 

A elderly party as were standin’ near says to me, “ You'd better 
step in a shop till they’re passed.”” Isays, “Why?” “ Because,” 
says he, “they're a rough lot as is along with them.” 

I says, ‘There can’t be no danger with them sojers close at ’and, as 
wouldn’t never allow a’armless woman to be insulted, or wouldn't 
deserve the name of Britons, as is their boast, if they’d stand by and 
see it done.” 

“Well,” he says, ‘I shan’t risk it,’’ and makes a rush for a shop; 
but law bless you, them fellers was round ’im in an instant likea 
swarm of bees, and in a jiffy they’d bonneted ’im and took ’is watch 
and turned out ‘is pockets, and there he was all a-bleedin’ and ’elpless 
under my werry nose. So I 'ollers, ‘“‘’Elp! Perlice!” and if them 
roughs didn’t turn on me like tigers. 

,Well, I give a bolt right _— them sojera, and goes up to one on 
& orse arsayin’, “Save me,” but law, all he did was to look at me, and 
if some of the others didn’t shove me back quite wiolent among them 
roughs, a-sayin’, “Stand out of the way, can’t you?’ I says, “’Elp 
me.’ “Stand back,” says feller giving on me a drive, and back I 
staggers, and them fellers ketched hold on me, and drags me down a 
side street a-shoutin’ and a-’ollerin’, a-tearin’ and a-pullin’ at me all 
the while. 

I was that confused, as I didn’t know whether I wason my ’ead 
or my ’eels:as the sayin’ is, for they sent me a-spinnin’ down that 
atreet, as were down ’ill, and I come agin iron railin’s with a crash. 

I didn’t know nothin’ more till I found as I was a-settin’ ’elpless on 
the kerb-stone without a bit of bonnet or shawl on, with my redicule 
and parcel gone, and my pockets turned inside out. 

A party as proved to bea pot-boy, he come and ’elped me on to my 
feet, as felt for me thro’ ’aving a mother ’iself, as he said were about 
me Beg and.size; but, law, I was that shook as I didn’t know ’ardly 
where I was, and jest then some one brought me back my bonnet all 
tore to ribbins, as them wagabones ’ad throwed away ; but the blow as 
one of ’em ’ad fetched me in the chest pretty nigh settled me. 

So I says to the perliceman as come up, I says, “Is Newgate broke 
loose, or is it the Fenians as’as landed?’’ He says, ‘It’s the milisher.”’ 

- Ah, ’ I says, ‘‘I thought as muck, as is nearly as bad, for they're 
a reg’lar lot of rebels. But,” I says, “‘they’ve been my death.”’ 

The perlice took me into a doctor's shop as give me a-somethink as 
seemed for to revive me, and was that kind, forI ’adn’t nothink for to 
pay with thro’ my pockets bein’ clean gone, and if that doctor didn’t 
lend me a shillin’ to get ‘ome with. 

The perliceman made me that wild a-sayin’ as it was lucky as I 
wasntaold gentleman. I says, “A old gentleman? What do you 
mean by that?’’ ‘ Why,” he says, ‘he's a-layin’ senseless now in 
Exeter ’AJl, as they’ve pretty nigh killed a-jumpin’ on ’im.”’ 

_ I says, “Then whatever's the use of youif parties is to be massacreed 
m the open day?” ‘ Oh,” he says, ‘“‘ what are we to do agin sich 
Swarms of thieves as there is about ?”’ 


“ Ah,” I says, ‘and no wonder, when them as is condemned to | 


prison for years is let out agin afore a twelvemonth is over one’s ’ead, 

and many of the werry wust gets off scot free, as the sayin’ is, if the 

magenas ‘appens to be in good temper when they’re brought 
ore ’im.’’ 


I says to the doctor, ‘‘ I’m truly thankful to you, and won’t take up | 


no more of your room no longer, as feels quite equal to gettin’ ‘ome, 
and will send the shillin’ to-morrer ; ” as says, “‘ Never mind.” 
I wasn’t able for to make much of my bonnet, but just enough 


though swelled up tremenjous and will be a dreadful eyesore, didn’t 
urt much. 

So the ’elped me to a ’bus and TI gets ’ome, and I was a-tellin’ 
Brown all about it, as was at ome afore me, and I says, ‘“‘ Whatever 
is the use of them milisher?” ‘ Oh,” he says, “to protect us when 
the reg’lar army is gone to war.”’ 

1 says, ‘‘ Nice protection, for,” I says, “they was a-walkin’ by as 
cool as lettuces while I was a-bein’ ill-used, and wouldn't interfere.” 
He says, “ They durstn’t.” 

I says, Why not?” ‘’Cos,” he says, “ it’s none of their business.” 

“What,” I says, ‘“‘do you mean to tell me as meee to walk past 
and see parties murdered, and not lift up their little fingers to ‘elp 





FUN. 


| see ’ow time will wear away even iron, 
worn to a toothpick as I won't never al 


for to wear it, and no great ’arm done me beyond a black eye, as | ’ighly dangerous, but I’m sure wou 


il 





‘em ? as the sight of their baganets would soon settle them roughs, as 
is a cowardly lot, and,’’ I says, “‘“do you mean to say as they won't 
pay me for my property as I've lost ?’’ He says, * Not a farthin’.”’ 

‘‘ Then,” I says, “give me France, as is a place as you're safe in 
any’ ow, for I’m sure I've been in crowds over there and never molested 
not to speak on, and as to bein’ robbed in open day it’s downright 
impossible.”’ 

** Law bless you,” says Brown, “it’s lucky as you got off as well as 
you did, and next time as you meets the millisher give ‘em a wide 
berth ;’’ as I means to, for I'm sure the thinga as | read about in 
our paper as were done by them roughs that werry same day shows 
as the milisher did ought to be put down as a reg’ lar nuisance. 

So I said as much to Mas, psusan'e aa lost ‘er temper, and quite 
forgot ’erself over a cup of tea ag we was havin’ together, for it she 
didn’t say, “ If all the nuisances was to be put down we should get rid 
of a good many fat old women,” and give me a glary look. 

So I says, ‘* Mum, if you've iludin’ to me as a nuisance I’m sorry 
as I should ’ave put it in your power to do it, by a-comin’ to see you ; 
and I’m sure if you're proud the millisher, as that ugly knocked- 
kneed cub of yourn belongs to, you’re welcome to it.” 

She says, ‘‘ My son’s a gentleman, and as to *is loaks it’s well known 
as he’s a ornament to ’is corpse.” 

‘* Well,” I says, “I don’t know anythink about ’is corpse as time 
will show, but. I wishes you good-evenin’ ;’’ and ‘ome I goes, and if 
it didn’t come ’ome to ’er, forthat son of ’ern were taken up for bein’ 
in a plate robbery not many days arter, as they took the spoons and 
forks off the table as the servant were a-layin the cloth with the 
winder open for the early dinner, near ’Averstock ‘ill, and got six 
months, tho’ ’is mother would declare ag it was all the spite of the 
perlice ; not as I’ve see er singe, ’cos she might think as I come to 
crow over ‘eras ain’t my natnre, for we never knows when trouble 
may come to our own doors, 

And I’m sure there aint no end to a mother’s weakness over a son 
tho’ knocked-kneed, for Mus. Puitrs as lives just round the corner, 
she’s proud of ’er boy, as ie double-jinted troubled with fits and 
wants to be a sailor for all that, as in course they won't take ‘im, as'd 
make a nice mess aboard a wessel with his awkward ways, and p'raps 
cause the death of thousands thro’ a-turnin’ that wheel ag guides the 
ship the wrong way, as he'd be sure to do thre’ bein’ left-’anded, as is 
somctimes useful tho’, as was proved by Mus. CoLiinson the tailoress, 
as fell down in the ’ard frost and broke ’er right ’arm but bein’ left- 
‘anded, could work all the same with ’er left, and thread ’er needle 
with ’er teeth as easy as kiss my and, as the sayin’ is. 

But as to them milisher, I've ’eard say aa out of a whole lot on ‘em 
as was drawed up for the perlice to idemnify one as were suspected of 
robbery, there was only three ag wasn’t well known to them officers, 
as shows pretty plain where they get their milisher from. 

I never ’eard if they killed that old gentleman as I see that gory 
figger in the Strand, but all as I've gut to say is that you might be 
murdered over and over again, and them milisher they'd stand by and 
glory in it, for I'm sure the way as I screamed for ’elp myself, and 
only got derishuns for my pains from them fellers as they was 
a-marchin’ by is a disgrace to any man let alone a sojar, as would out 
a nice figger in a field of battle, as can’t walk straight ‘ardly over 
’Ampstead ’Eath, with ’ardly a rag to their backs, and looking that 
famishin’ as tho’ they’d been fed with a squirt thro’ a stone wall, as 
the sayin’ is. 

Then to think on them bein’ quartered on you as they was on Mrs. 
Cuanteris as kep’ the ’Arf Moon at Dalston, and did ought to have 
been ’ung as well as quartered, for they took ‘er cash-box out of the 
buro in the back parlour as ‘ad over eighteen pounds in gold let alone 
loose silver, and ’er espectin’ the brewer to call every ‘our, and had to 
make the money poor thing, as took nearly everything she ‘ad in the 
world, and ’er sable muff and tippet as ’ad belonged to ‘er mother, and 
the moth got into, as them pawnbrokers ain't answerable for, and in 
course their strong rooms ain't no protection agin, as will penetrate 
where fire cannot, tho’ it’s my opinion as they don’t in 4 general way 
get into anything but what’s pretty well done for with age, and in 
course even sable won't last for ever, as ain't to be espected when you 
for I’m sure my kitehen poker's 
low to be left in the fire as is 
Id be a proper safeguard with them 
milisher about, for what with them and their friends there aint no 
walkin’ thro’ the streets in peace and quietness. 

I never shall get over losin’ my watch, tho’ Brown 1s that brutal as 
to say, “ Good riddance” thro’ its always a-costin’ money for to make 
it go, but it’s always property as of course 18 valuable in ease of 
rainy day, as may overtake the best of us afore we dies, and is as well 


| to ’ave something to fall back upon, as many a one’s been glad to ‘ave 


a little property laid by if only kep’ ina old stockin’, the same as 
Mrs. WARDELL’s mother-in-law, a8 ‘ad over twenty pounds in odd 
silver as they found in the dresser drawer in a old flour-bag, aa pever 
’ad a j«nny piece at ‘and, she said, but was all found the day aster ‘er 
funeral, as shows us truth will out, as the sayin’ is. 
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PREPARED. 


PROMPT BUT NOT 


IaGo for the first time.] 


Muddle :—“ Very opp! 
BUT I'LL BE HANGED IF [ CAN REMEMBER HOW IT BEGINS!” 


THE RIGHTFUL HEIR AND THE FRIGHTFUL HAIR. 
A ROMANCE. 


CuaptTer I. 


Putte ps Pomsxrn was, etc. etc.—vide description of hero in 
novels passim. 

But his father before defuncting was imprudent enough to marry 
5 again. Puriir said it was an unwise step—and it was an unwise 
e° step-mother. 
Pui.ir’s father having been very much married twice in his life, 
and having thus never had his own way, was determined to have his 
own will for once. And he had, and by it he left all his property to 
his second wife for her life. He left nothing to his first wife, but as 
she had been dead some years that was of no great consequence. 

Purr thought his father ought to have left Aim something. 
Perhaps his father thought so too—it would seem so, for he did in 
fact leave him something. He left him—out of his will. Purr 
determined to travel. 

Cuapter II, 


Puriir was abroad. He corresponded with a friend at home regu- 
larly, whenever he felt inclined to write, which was not often. 

His friend was a dentist of humble extraction. At all events, those 
who had placed their mouths in his hands—or allowed him to place 
his hands in their mouths—said his extraction was nothing to be 
proud of. In short, though he drew, he was not a success. Moreover, 
as art and literature do not always go together, although he drew he 
could not write. At any rate, he could not spell. 

Puturr’s friend wrote to Parr. 

. eeuay Ml said a “the old yal your step-mother, is dying.”’ 
HILIP t a tributary tear and a ten pound note at the gaming- 
table of Wicebaden, where he was staying. . 





[ The call-boy has just called that distinguishe lt amateur MupDLB, who is doing 


KNEW EVERY WORD OF IT THIS MORNING, TOO, 
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| THE DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 85. 


| Tuxry govern the nation, 
| And each proclamation 
| Shows plainly they work at it truly ; 
Where anarchy reigned, 
The people have gained 
Good order mid factions unruly. 


1.—Ho! Swiemeap, fill a bumper, let the rich wine flow 
to-night, 
In the great skull-tankards gleaming, with their 
silver rims so bright, 
And we call a toast to Opin and Kine Hako o’er 
the sea, 


are we. 


2.—This means it’s all over, or high, recollect, 
It may also stand separate, too, for a sect. 


So useful, sometimes, in the singeing of horses ; 
And here in the town, with a change of condition, 
On gloves it performs a more delicate mission. 


| 

| 4.—Upon the moorland walked we forth one day, 

And to a mound our footsteps chanced to stray: 

There were some others near, and hid within, 

We found what some folks count scarce “ worth 
a pin’’; 

Yet dete to us beyond all worldly store 

Of pelf, or hidden seams of golden ore. 


| 5.—I walked amid the woodland ways, 
It fell, looked rather big ; 

And in the course of sundry days, 
| Was eaten by a pig. 


Sorvution or Acrostic No. 83.—Spanish, Risings: 
Super, Pompeii, Acanthus, Ngami, Indignation, Swag, 
Horatius. 


Correct Sotutions or Acrostic No 83, Recrrvep 14th Oct. :— 
Notnab; C. L. P.; Ruby’s Ghost; H. J. 8S.; Wallis Bros ; 


é.0. P. 3 Alfred and Alyth; Pipekop; Helen T.; Slodger and 
Tiney; Alum Bey; Clonglocketty; Owdashus Cuss; Herod; 
Tadergepmhlabnah. 


Tue pest GAME or “ PyrAmips” AND “ Put.” — 
Drinking Bass’s bottled bitter. 





In his next letter Purtie’s friend said, “ Fit1, my boy, the old cat 
ed.” 


has died 
Cuapter III. 


Puruip put on mourning, and went home at once. 

Of course he was the rightful heir, and he behaved as such. ; 

Imagine his consternation on reaching London to learn that his 
step-mother was alive. Hecalled to see her. Once her hair had 
been black, now it was yellow— a dull, dead, lustreless yellow. 

She had dyed indeed, but it was a case not ef yew but of hue. 
There was the hue, but the cry was not needed. 

Such is the terrible story of “The Rightful Heir and the Frightful 
Hair ;’’ and I declare, with a little care I should not despair of being 
able to prepare a three volume affair that would make folks stare, and 


critics swear, that they cannot bear the wear and tear of such books | 


as that there. 
Worse 
Wuar is the difference between the outer wall of a bridge and two 
nice young ladies ? 


The one is a parapet and the other is a pair-o’-pets—of course. 


And Worse. 


Suppostnc you were acquainted with the composer of Orphée aux | 


Enfers and a certain eminent chemical lecturer, which would you be 
likely to see most frequently, and why ? 

The latter, to be sure, for though the musician would be OrrENBACH 
the chemist would undoubtedly be Bacnorrnek. 


Shamming Abraham Newland. 
How the asperities prevail in life! Even those coveted articles— 
Bank of England notes—have three rough edges to one smooth. 


For his servants sworn in battle, and his noble men | 


3 —If down in the country you'll know this, uf course, is | 


eo 
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NOTHING PARTICULAR! 


I’ve determined to make a confession, 
Though the humiliation is great ; 
And I feel it will cause an impression 
I extremely regret to create. 
Alas, I must make the disclosure! 
Though dying to give me a kick, you'll ar- 
Rive, with extinguished composure, 
At the fact that ’tis—nothing particular! 
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You will quite be amazed at my notions— 
Whether given in prose or in verse— 
On the strength of a lover's devotions 
As they’re measured by weighing the 
purse. 
On the causes existing around you 
Which keep upright things perpen- | 
dicular— | 
My theories well may astound you— 
They really are—nothing particular! | 


a | Pi 
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I must make one remark in conclusion, 
As ’tis due to the power of rhyme, 
Which can rear up a splendid illusion & | | 

That will last to the uttermost time. mi 
Our songs on the breezes of ages 
Will be floating—and if you are quick 
you ll ar- 
Rest, and transfer to your pages 
Thoughts like these, that are—nothing 
particular ! 
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Like his Impudence. EAST WIND. 


EswaTar has been twice “through the | Asthmatic but Musieal Patient :—“ Ou, Doerorn!—(wheeze)—I'm 80 GLAD you'vE 
court,” on each occasion paying his credi- | CALLED—(wheeze). MY PIPES ARE SADLY OUT OF ORDER: THREE OF ’EM ARB USUALLY A 
tors five shillings in the pound. This | COMMON CHORD—(grunt)—A THIRD, FIFTH, AND BIGHTH—(wheeze)—THE THIRD 18 NOW A 
he terms settling his accounts “quarterly. | LITTLE FLAT; COULDN’T YOU RBSTORE THE HARMONY ?’’—(more wheezing and grunting.) 
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LATEST FROM AMERICA. | Answers to Correspondents. 

Durtne Mr. Artuur Sketcuxry’s recent tour in the “Great | 

Country,” the natives, accustomed to the interminable lengths of | [Weeannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 

canvass which their own “ entertainers’? uproll wherever they wish | panied dy a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
to astonish or enlighten the “reat people,’’ were somewhat disap- | responsible for loss. ] 

pointed that the Adventures of Mrs. Brown were unaccompanied | | A SmnNER or LoMBARD Struet.—Well! if that foolish young man 


by pictorial illustrations. The following conversation is reported to | 1¢naTius only knew what donkeys a lot of “ Lombard Street Sinners’”’ 
| have made of themselves by attempting to write satires on the subject, he 








have tak b he Yankees :— 
ry; oe gag ph oe gen can't guess why Mr. Arrucr | would feel that he was more than paid for the caddish conduct he 
Skercou.ey is like an orphan ?”’ | met with. 
| G. K. (Plymouth).—You write a neat fiat—be contented with that sort 


“Wal, I guess, old hoss, your calculations are correct, and I | ¢¢ writing. 
opinionate I cannot. | Bon-non.—We do not care for any mild imitations of things that have 


“Look you, siree, Mz. Anruvr Sxercutey is like an orphan | appeared in our columns. 
because he has no pa-nor-a-ma! Let's liquor.” | T. W.B. (Edgbaston).—We do not return MSS. unless the senders choose 


And the misguided man was speedily lost sight of in the depths of | to comply with our rules. 
| BR. D. S. (Harrowgate).—You harrogate too much in thinking we could 





sundry gin slings and brandy cocktails. ] 
| in : 5 (8 Goon i. Hocpital) Chelsea or G ich would be 
ICALIS . George’s Hospital).— or Greenwich wo 
NOT A BAD sHOT. | more your style of hos ital, to judge from the veterans you send us. 


wom, od fellow, look here! If the ancient Pistol was the son of a | anne” we you? In your head, of course, from the 
gun, what relation is a horse-pistol to a modern Cot? | : ; a . 
You give it up! So have I for thelast fortnight. Whata nuisance | ae Otte een, ‘ mes wae Sah, SRI 4 be like 
ifisthat one can always make capital riddles—all except finding | a ae 22 © ao. 2 
y P 8 | sending coals to Newcastle—it would be giving @ puff to a paetrycook. 
answers to them. ; Pit GARLICK.—Your prescription—we mean contribution—did not “ do 
I’ve tried it both ways. The other day I made a splendid answer, | for us,” but it made us feel ill. 
but I'll be hanged if I can think .of a question. Here itis:—-‘ Because | EsreranzA.—We haven't the heart to joke about the poor dogs whose 
a Sarah-band is a Sal-tatory exercise.” | case is so bad; and will be, until a new Parliament turns off the Maine. 
It strikes me that the best way to get over the difficulty will be to | i. Nux.—You're as good as a feast—but not of reason. If you knew 
_ asort of Act of Paliament in the Reformed House like the | sapitas Gem anet ae ae — you would be aware that 
ee : : ; hom me : meme. 
ane cused Wife's Sister Bill to legalise the wedding of questions and | "Declined with thanks :—Frome ; A. E. B. (Fenchurch-streot) ; Popjoy 
ee ee ‘ | T. W.C.; Tyholland; M. F. (Peterborough); C. A. H.; E. W. (Isling- 
P.S.—Now what nonsense that is in the last?sentence. How can a | ton); J. K.; C. J. (Warrington); A Reader; R. N. Lisburn; R. z m 
rt); W.C. 


deceased wife's sister be Bu? ‘There oughtj to be a riddle there | E. J. D. (Shrewsbury); F. G. W. (Oxford); H. T. (Southpo 
(Spalding); J. A. C. (Street); Tourist; H. M. Honslow; Tim (Sandy- 
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somewhere. 
mount) ; wily, 2-4 J. 2 Co 1) ; rr eee : C.8. 7 
in? ; Newmarket); E. D.; H. ¥.; amore; C. F. P. gent-equare) ; 
Rushin’ ef it! 5. enaideoaes H. K.; 8. E. (Pembroke); Dokus (Liverpool) ; 


— Se * 


Tue latest news from Russia states that it is” expected that May Noodle-oodle-loo: The Miller; G.J.; R.S.T. (Wickham); Vanguard ; 
next will see the opening of the railway between Moseow and Odessa | Weasel; A Traveller; M. T. (Crewkerne); V.of Vitechapel: Butler; 
—Oh, dessay it will! Queeriw ; Evergreen; Locussed; A Railway Cheel; The O'Stuffaway; 


B. R. (@righton); A Regular tieader; The Bashaw; Pork Sausage; ; 
Loom-ine mt THE Distancs.—The Thread of Destiny. co r 
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AND YET PAINTERS wizt GRUMBLE! 


Farmer :—“Txiu ’2B WHAT IT 18 YOUNG MON; I LOIKE THAT LITTLE PICTER. 


SPARRERGRASS FOR’T!”’ 


LOOKS INTO BOOKS. 


Tus publication of The Great Country ana Brotuers), by Mr. 
Grorcr Ross, best known to the world as Mrs. Brown’s Artur 
SKETCHLEY, will not please our Transatlantic cousins much. Mr. Rosr 
has studiously avoided mention of the private life of the Americans, for 
no gentleman would be guilty of such a breach of the courtesies of 
society and the laws of hospitality. But he gives a sketch of the life 
at hotels, on railways and in public generally, and the picture is not a 
tempting one. He does not abuse the Americans, or their manners 
and customs, but he gives a plain record of them—and we are bound 
to admit that that is quite enough. 

Of course such a book will hardly escape severe handling by those 
who are in love with American institutions. But the im artial reader 


will, we feel sure, acknowledge that nothing which Mr. Ross says is 
half as severe as the admissions contained in the appendix, which 


consists entirely of extracts from American journals and periodicals. 
The last extract, a paper on Inebriate Asylums, is a complcte com- 
mentary on the state of society in America, with its naive mention of 
the most startling social phenomena as if they were common as 
blackberries. If anything in the volume startles the reader, or seems 
to be due to an — want of appreciation of the country, we 
should recommend him to turn and read this extract again, remember- 
ing that it is from the <Atlantie Monthly, the best and highest of 





Buiest 1F I won’t GIVE 'EE A BUNDLE 0’ 








The Great Country will surprise those who, like ourselves, have 
always seen America surrounded by an enchantment which would 
seem to be due to distance. . 

It must not be supposed that the work is a mere record of the discom- 
forts of travel in a foreign land. It is written with a very distinct 
purpose, to counteract the influence and expose the errors of those who 
desire to Americanise our institutions. 


Not Half Fly to It. - 
Srupsxeton, displaying his ignorance, as usual, cannot think why 
Mercury was appointed messenger to the gods. He must have been 
a cripple, you see, if he was “ winged.” 


ox! on! 
Wuar is that with which Mrz. Qoox, the Excursionist, cannot 
dispense ? A pair of hose. 


a 


NOTICE.—On Monday, November the 2nd, price Twopence, 


FUN ALMANAC, 
Sixteen pages, Toned Paper, with numerous Illustrations, engraved by 
the Datzrat. BRoTuERs. 
All the back numbers of FUN (New Series) are in print, and may be 
obtained at the Office, or through any Bookseller. 











OVER COATS, 21s. to 63s. 


IN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and published (for the Preprieter) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London : October 24, 1968. 


50, LUDGATH HILL. 





cet saa 
athe. Stee 


Sagat ae cei clon 5 ces 


MODS Retin lt eS AID 


RE AWE APT 


ue 


Fs olaatiat ME Bai 0 


unites 






 Ritcas We Sich ape ag 







Sein 


ne sala dieiadasie of 


Mile h Cb2R Te. Cy 


Pie! 


stint aaa, sl aha 








WESTWARD HO! 


| wanted to fill the dress circles. I'm speaking now of my own sort— 
_the underpaid—and not of the managing clerks of Mincing-lane 
| i ae who do : little Ag — own account, and wear patent leather 
‘ ‘ , and heavy watch-guards, and run home to Brompton by cab on wet 
FOUR O CLOCK.—LUCKY DOGS. | nights, look in at Simpson’s Divan, and keep dry sherry ds their cellars, 

We’rE what you may call a mixed lot in the City. Some of us | and have a thing or two for the races, and know the writers for two 
don’t see the end of our day’s work till after late post time, and there | or three daily papers, and have been behind the scenes—or say they 
are foreign post nights, and balancing of books at the end of the | have, which is all the same—and buy boxes of cigars, and go to Green- 
- quarter and what not, while others goin from ten to four and have | wich or Blackwall on Sundays, and spend time in “the Shades,” and 
: their three weeks’ holiday in the Autumn, and come to business with a | talk to the driver whenever they ride on the front seat of an omnibus 
fs flower in their button-hole, and leave every day by their express train | with a leopard skin rug over their knees, and know the ins and outs 
or their special ’bus, or even run toa hansom. Not but what a good | of all the commercial slang, and snub their employers whom they refer 
many go in for all these without being what I should call ‘lucky | to as “our old gov,” and carry double opera glasses in a sling when 
dogs,” and keep their morning flower in a tumbler to go home with, | they go to the stalls, and wear a frill to their shirts, with only a bit 
and do with a make-believe dinner that they call lunch, and gene- | of muslin for a necktie. These don’t belong to our lot, and mostly go 


A DAY’S WORK IN THE CITY. 


By ONE OF THE UNDERPAID. 
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rally keep up appearances in a way that shows a deal of pluck, but 


Westward till they marry and begin to have a family, and then, 


requires much management. They’re mostly single men or young | strange to say, they often go due east, either to Leyton or Waltham- 


married men without a family, and if they’re “in the Customs,” 
which a good many of them are, they’re not on the whole an overfed lot. 
Not but what there are places where lunch may be made to look a good 
deal like dinner, and some of the fellows that are regular swells at four 
o'clock don’t go further than eightpence for their one o’clock snack. 
The wonder is that, whether they go East or West, they can turn 
out at four o’clock with the air of four hundred a year in every crease 
of their forty shilling suits; and that only a few of them should give 
their minds to keeping tradesmen’s books in their over time. I’m not 
quite sure whether some of the West Enders don’t speculate a little on 
billiards; there’s a sort of a marker-like way of hitching their hands 
into their waistbands and putting their hats on one side with a good 
many of ’em that has a world of meaning in it; and they have an un- 
wholesome hunger for curly meerschaum pipes that doesn’t look alto- 
gether square. Some of ’em—the real lucky dogs who have got on to 
two hundred—belong to a club, where there’s a reading-room and a 
cup of coffee, or a go of something warm for fourpence; and “ ladies’ 
nights” once a quarter, and a library that’s going rapidly into all 
third volumes; and others who are only just on the rise, deal at shops 
where they can get orders for theatres when there’s plenty of paper 
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stow, or Woodford, or Buckhurst Hill, where they take to a sham 
country life, and drive to the station in dog-carts, and fatten poultry 
and get into ship-building society. 

These are quite another set —my set, that go East too, and though 
some of ’em get away at four or half past they’re not what I should 
call lucky dogs. They’re rather a paper collar lot, and settle down 
towards the Hackney Marshes, and Dalston, and Bow, and Stepney, 
where the houses are mostly a good deal too small for the families 
and the rent a good deal too large for the houses. It’s these that look 
forward to the quarter’s bills, and are always trembling on the verge 
of the County Court, and have to pay the doctor in instalments, and 
wonder when their children will be admitted to some of the public 
schools intended for them—and go home at holiday times to long 
whist and cribbage, with a bit of pig’s fry or a beefsteak pudding and 
@ giass of warm gin and water, and look with tears in their eyes at 
their wives as they sit mending- up a turned dress to make a show on 
Sundays. I don’t know that they’re unhappy, but there’s something 
pathetic in their lives, I do assure you, though they mayn’t know it 
themselves ; and East or West don’t much matter if you take them as 


| they really are and make allowances. 
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THE PAIN-KILLER. 

(Wr are not as a rule given to puffery, but the following testimo- 
nials, which have reached us during the past week, appear so conclu- 
sive that we cannot find it in our hearts to consign them to the waste- 
paper basket). 

No. 1.—To tue Epiror or “ Fun.” 

Sm,—The day before yesterday I had cleven of my false teeth 
extracted at one sitting. The operation was unattended by even the 
slightest pain ; this fact I attribute entirely to my having previously 
read an advertisement of the Pain Killer in one of the daily papers. 

By making this public you will confer a boon on society and a 
favour on Your Obedient Servant, 

Cunrovus DEntatvts. 


No, 2.—To tue Eprror or “ Fun.” 

Sin,—My uncle Roory, who had but recently returned from Cal- 
cutta with a large fortune, died suddenly last week. For three days 
I remained buried in the depths of anguish ; but upon taking a copious 
dose of the Pain Killer, and learning that the dear old boy had left me 
a thousand a year, I/instantly became so much better that my reason 


is no longer despaired of. Yours obediently, 
| Ben GALL. 


No. 3.—To tae Epitor or “ Fun.” 

Stm,—The results of a tight boot frequently take the shape of corns 
and bunions. I assure you on my honour that either of these fearful 
visitations may be rapidly cured by the Pain Killer. Let the sufferer 
carefully pour half a pint of it upon the top of his head and rub it 
fiercely in with a Baden towel. This remedy acts on the principle of 
counter-irritation. The boots should be taken off beforehand. 

Yours truly, A Cornish Man. 


No. 4.—To tugs Epiror or “ Fun.” 


Sra,—Allow me to inform the public through your columns that 
the Pain Killer is an excellent substitute for butter at breakfast. It 
ignites only on the box, and will remove superfluous hair. Black- 
beetles and rats die after it. The free-list is entirely suspended, and 
none are genuine unless stamped on the blade. 

Your obedient Servant, 


HARDICANUTE. 


ARDICANUTE is 
the name of my 


Mupple. 








hero, 

Naughty young 
man is this Har- 
DICANUTE, 


Never his passion is 
tamed unto zero, 
No one his tongue 
can persuade to 

be mute. 
All his spare money is 




















[OcTopEr 31, 18). 
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“If you are famous, oh, woo you I’m game to, 2 
Newspaper fame is the thing that’ll suit, 4 

Pilferous, poisonous, pests, are the same to a 
Yours very faithfully, HarpicaNnurts.” 


When Mrs. Mannine was at the Old Bailey, 
Harpy was instantly struck with her charms, 
“ Black satin lady,’’ he wrote to her daily, 
‘¢ Harpy is longing to rush to your arms!” 
Wicked old Winsor he thought was ill-treated, 
Talked of her quite in a chivalric way. 
Longed near to Mapetine Smiru to be seated, 
Asked Mrs. Borropaitez out to the play. 


Racuet he spoke of in language ecstatic, 
Threatened to tweak the Commissioner’s nose, 
Placed himself daily in posture dramatic, 
Close to his darling at Mapame Tvussavup’s. 
Basest of men and of lovers unfeeling, 
HarpDIcaNvte you are at it again, 
See him in lover-like attitude kneeling, 
Lowly to Quen IsaBELia or Spain! 


You Dolt-’un! 


Tue pottering M.P. for Lambeth—of course, we mean Mr. Dou roy, 
has issued an address to announce that he withdraws himself “only 
temporally ’’’ from his political association with that borough. We do 
not know whether he is under the impression that Lambeth is his | 
“spiritual ’’ wife, or makes use of “temporally ” instead of “ tempo- 
rarily ” in a fit of temporary insanity or chronic idiocy. 


The New Meat Market at Smithfield. 


A sap misnomer, by the way, seeing that the ‘‘new meat’’ is many 
thousands of miles distant, and how to bring it home has yet to be 
discovered—we will rather say, “The new Smithfield Market ’’—has 
swallowed up in its construction an almost incredible number of 
girders—but how many “girders’’ are there among the public, we 
wonder, at its gingerbread style of architecture ? 


Cdds Bodda-kins. 


We read as follows in *‘ the first column ”’— 
MARRIAGES. 

Boppa—Pyne—12th, at Trinity Church, Marylebone, by the Rev. W. Cadman, | 
Frank H. Bodda, of No. 2, Nottingham-te:race, York-gate, Regent’s-park, to ; 
Louisa, youngest daughter of George Pyne, Esq., of No. 28, Devonshire-street, 
Portland-place. No cards. 

We rejoice, and so will our readers, at the happiness of our own 

Nightingale, whose future song will surely be the well-known one of 


“Gin a Bodda meet a Bodda.”’ 


Hard-Bake. 
A wrirTEr in the Cosmopolitan relates that a poor woman falling into 





Never was known such an 
Plays his ecards better than playing the flute. 


Just as the fishes jum 


in 


maidens 


mending 


thing. 


DY— 


amorous card, he 


ped up at Arion, 


When he played tunes on the back of a fish, 


Maidens our Harpicanvure 


have their eye on ;— 


HaxDI@aNUTE answers playfully, “ Pish!” 
Strangest of whims in this world, I 

Runs in the noddle of Hasseguers, . 
“Virtuous maidens I cansot endure you,” 

Frequently boasts this unmannerly brute. 


spent in defend- 


g) 
Actions which 


unfor- 


tunate bring, 
Bearts are too easily 
broken — the 


Is, as we know, 
quite a different 


Oh! such a delicate 
fancy has Har- 


This is the playful 
for Harpi- 
CANUTE-— 


straitened circumstances, was arrcsted and put in prison for a debt of a 
few shillings by a baker to whom she had once been a good customer. 
A newspaper commenting on the hardship of the case, observed “ that 
the baker ought to be baked in his own oven,’”’ whereupon it was pro- 
ceeded against for libel, and was cast in £500 damages. Really we 
thiok there is nothing extraordinary in that. The newspaper should 
not have suggested a course which was calculated to make the baker 
crusty. 


Black-burnt Pot calling Ja-pan dirty! 


Tue missions in Japan and China are having rather an unpleasant 
time of it. In the former, decrees have been issued laying the Christian 
religion under,a formal interdict. The placards describe Christians 4s 
“the devilish sect.” One might almost fancy that the Japanese had 
got hold of some of the posters of the Conservative party at Blackburn. 
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Adding him up. | 
Taat Muncuavsen gone mad, Gsorce Francis Tar, has taken 
recently to signing his letters—“Grorcz Francis Traty, Civis 
Americanus Sum.” Well! taking him at his own quotation we dont — 
think the “sum” amounts to much. | 


Shade of George Robins ! 


Wuar next and next? The latest on dit is to the effect that a2 
eminent electrician has compelled that most useful and hard-worked 
servant, the electric fluid, to do his “* biddiag ’’—at an auction-room. | 
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OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 

—_>+—. 

A SERIES of very interesting letters is appear- 

of the purchase of the railways by the State. 

That eventually the State must purchase the 

railways is a fact that is obvious enough. 

Mic, Ihe present system of railway management 

Litre satisfies neither the shareholders nor the 

affords a good precedent for such a course. 

But there is one most important point that: should not be overlooked 

when the time comes. Government has paid fancy jprices for the 

telegraphs. Itmust not do so for the railways. The wnilways them- 

selves have shown the way to the proper course. When they buy a 

matter what he has paid for it. He may, for private reasons, have 

given doubile.its worth, but he will get no more from the railways than 

the fair value awarded by a jury. Now, when we come to purchase 

the railways we must adopt this mode of procedure. We must not give 

them the fancy prices'they have paid. They may have .given twice the 
their actual value. And the:sooner the better ! 

Tue National Life Boat [nstitution have published ‘the annual wreck 
chart in the current number of their journal. The chart for 1867, 
shows an increase in the number of wrecks—shows, ‘in fact, the largest 
number of wrecks, ever yet recorded in one year. It is true that we 
which the Royal Charter was lost. But this will not account entirdly 
for the increase. It is noteworthy that of British ships.employed on 
Foreign and home trade 562 were lost, while of those:employed .in our 
coasting trade, there were no less than 1,551 wrecked. A lee shore and 
a confined sea are not the sole explanation of this:excessive loss. Ships 
lators for a few last trips. No.less than 411 vessels thave foundered or 
been lost during the last nimevyears, from simple wnseaworthiness. A 
large percentage of wrecks, im fact,.is not caused by the strife of the 
elements, but by the wickedness of man. "Wretched rotten tubs melt, 
like brown-paper boats, in calm seas! Itis a disgrace to a maritime 
ture takes steps to prevent the sailing of such craft, it behoves 
us all to do our little best towards removing the worst feature of 
the case—the loss of human life. That is to be done by sending 
our mites to the Secretary of the Institution at 14, John-street, Adelphi. 
Tinsley’s is not so good as usual this month. Of the verse “ Satis 
Odes—is neatly done, and “ per mare—per terram”’ (how clas:ical we 
are at Catherine-street !) is pretty, only not as musical as Mr. Mor- 
TER CoLLins’s verse, on which it is clearly modelled. ‘The House- 
holder’s Parliament Year” is a very irregular, and somewhat weak 
rigmarole. The writer of “ Criticisms on Contemporaries”’ is a little 
says about “ poetasters and versemenzers.”” ‘The Noble Art” isa 
rather startling revelation of the extent to which the athletic move- 
ment has carried some of its votaries. I have always thought there 
was a danger in it of our young men becoming muscularly magnificent 
at the expense of their brains, but I hardly expected they would be- 
“Inside Bedlam” is interesting. ‘‘ English Photographs ”’ is as silly 
as usual. The writer's latest idiocy is a theory about guineas, which 
is laughably absurd. Somebody ought to give the poor fellow a fow 
lessons in English, and then he might spare us such a vulgar blunder 
as “A London Cabman dare not disobey such an order’’— asif “A 
in the plural. Of the three pictures, the first is the best, graceful in 
composition, and ¢: ‘ing in effect. Mr. Wartson’s illustration is not so 
happy. Of the iuird—‘“ Denzil Visits Miss Fordyce”—I can only 
hope Denzil is an oculist, about to perform a cure of strabismus. 

_ Tuene is another new magazine in the field— The Court Suburb. It 
elements of success. We have, perhaps, teo large an instalment of 
the chief story, considering the size of the magazine, and consequently 
the other papers are too short. The verse seems fair enough. Never- 
theless, I question whether the new comer will achieve a good place 
in its present form. 

quarters yet, for there is room for much improvement in the printing 
—and especially in the “reading,” for there are some lamentable 
misprints. The cut has, too, suffered somewhat from being printed on 
&@ coarse-grained paper, and the bringing-up of the wrapper is scarcely 
satisfactory. The contents of the magazine, however, keep up to their 


ing in the Daily News, debating the question 
public; and the purchase of the telegraphs 
man’s land for their lines, they do not give him a‘fancy price, no 
value of the line for private reasons, but we must have ¢hem assessed at 
had at the beginning of December, a storm almost as:severe as that.in, 
sold to be broken up as unseaworthy are sent by wnprincipled :apecu- 
nation like ours that this should be permitted. But until the legisla- 
Beatus ’’—a free adaptation of the 18th Ode of the 2nd book of Horace’s 
too savage this month, though I cordially agree with much that he 
come so foolish as to become amateur prize-fighters, as is here toid. 
London :Cabman’”’ were a noun of multitude, and might govern a verb 
ig never fair to judge from first numbers, but this seems to have 
I supposg Woman's World has not quite settled down in its new 
standard, and I hope in another month it will have got over its troubles 



























































report of Mr. Buxton’s speech at the British Association on the accli- 
matization of Parrots is very interesting. 


is especially readable now. The Natwralist’s Note Book also abounds 
in memoranda and extracts which will interest those even who are not 
scientific naturalists. 


men of Britain, a “penny weekly” intended for our boys. I have looked 
it over carefully, for as a rule cheap publications for boys are mero 
‘¢ Poison in Penny Numbers.” 
adheres to the promise held out in its announcement, and while it gives 
stories of stirring adventure by sea and land, in no instance, makes a 
hero of a highwayman, or lends tinsel to vice. The illustrations might 
be better, and this should be seen to :—it is as bad to educate young 
people on bad art as on bad literature. 
and there is an amusing little paper, entitled, “ School Sketches ” 


FUN. 


and changes, and be launched in the smooth waters of success: itis a | 
most deserving periodical. | 
Le Follet, this month, gives more evidence of the turn Fashion has 
taken toward the picturesque costume of Louis XV.’s time. 
THE most interesting feature of the Gardener's Magazine is an article, 
with an illustration, on the bedding display in Battersea Park. The 





Science Gossip has some valuable articles in it—one on Earthquakes 


There has been sent to me the first number of the Young Gentle- 


I am glad to see that the new journal 


The stories are interesting 








THE USURER’S DAUGHTER. 


On, Susan the fair is a beautiful maid, 

Her pa is embarked in the usuring trade, 

His cash he lends out at a.ruinous interest, 

And his debtors lets neither in sammer nor winter rest. 


Young Wii, the clerk of our Susan's papa, 
For Susan he sighs, saving frequently, ‘‘ Ah!”’ 
But Wriuiam, alas! is a terrible fright— 

A Bru that would not be accepted at sight. 


He squints with a pair of odd eyes in his head— 
His cheeks they are yellow—his nose it is red— 
His mouth has a chronic incipient yawn :— 

‘As safe as the Bank, this account’s not o’erdrawn! 


So Susan declares, in tones terribly chill, 

That she’d far sooner die than she’d make him her Witt 
So he—for his love some return who expects— 

Receives but a check that’s endorsed * no effects.”’ 


And Susan her lovers can count by the score 

Who have told her their passion a thousand times o'er. 
But unluckily short these young gentlemen stop 

With their pledges of love—for they none of them pop. 


The reason of this, I suppose is, they rather 

Object to the usuring trade of the father: 
They none of them fancy becoming identified 

With a father-in-law who’s so fifty-per-centified ! 


For her pa was considered so cruel and bad, 

‘‘The Old Gentleman ’”’ long as a Nick-name he'd had, 
So the lovers, all shying this Lucifer match, 

Say they’d go to the deuce ere they’d come to the scratch. 


But Time hastens on—does not spare her a bit, 
Tn lines on her forehead the issue is writ! 
He plays with her beauty sad havoc, I guess,— 
Does such execution as proves a distress ! 


Poor Susan, most bitter at last is her eup— 
She’s quite at a discount. She’s not taken up, 
But.gently let down by her lovers. How few 
Care now to putin their appearance to Sug! 


At last her papa, Svsan’s case in a fright about 
His:child being (fifty-per)—sent to the right-about ; 
And, hoping her heart to her suitor may soften, 
Just backs the old Biut she’d dishonoured so often. 


So Wituram, forgetting her former denial, 

With Common Pleas moves once again for a trial. 

As she—as her Wu. has been proved and found true— 
Consents to be his without further ado. 


MORAL. 


Pas! Let this catch, while this page you peruse, your eye — 
Never, oh, never be guilty of usury. 

Daughters, to this little fact do not blind your eye— 

You may say “ No” once too often; so mind your eye. 
Lovers, on maidens who fix so intent your eye— 

Though they may snub you at first, peradventure,—I 
Know they’il come round if you'll just wait—a century! 


| 
| 
| 
| 
} 
| 
| 
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Piseator (soliloguising) :— Don’T TALK TO ME OF THE FUN OF FOX-HUNTING, THE BLISS OF BATTUE BUTCHERY—FOR PURE HAPPINESS 


— 





————-+»-—»—- 


Mayor Mis-statements. 


BLACKRURN seems to be a 
favoured place. The other day 
a local speaker said, “The 
clergy of Blackburn are figur- 
ing in nearly all the news- 
papers of the country as the 


| most slanderous and villanous 


set of inen that exist in the 
kingdom.” It will be re- 
membered that a Blackburn 
parson a short time since de- 
clared that the devil had taken 
up his head-quarters in Lon- 
don, with Mr. Granstonr for 
one of his generals, so that if 
“nearly all the newspapers of 
the country” do say what 
they are reported to say they 
are merely making themselves 
intelligible to the Blackburn- 
ites by talking to them in 
their ewn tongue. But 
Blackburn has been still fur- 
ther distinguishing itself. The 
Preston Herald gives a verba- 
tim report of a speech made 
by the Mayor or Biacxnurn 
at the local Licensed Vic- 
tuallers’ Association. Such 
extraordinary rant, delivered 
in a dialect as miraculous as 


"that of the Pogmore Almanack, 
| we bave never read. It 
| reflects great credit on the 





COMMEND ME TO THE PLACID PLEASURE OF THE PATIENT ANGLER, WHO —— 


”” 





lyon 


Piscator has immediate reasons for modifying his opinion of the pleasure, 





= 9 
Rustic :-—“ Ht! Mister! You Be ZETTIN’ ON A WOPSES NEST ! 


Blackburn Corporation of 
practical men ‘‘ Every one in 
their hown spear as a hin- 
corperated boddy,” to quote 
the Mayor. The poor fellow’s 
twaddle would have been 
pardonable enough on the 
score of ignorance and after- 
dinner-ness, had he not been 
guilty of a breach as much of 
taste as of truth which cannot 
be passed over. Alluding to 
the times of the Lancashire 
distress, he arrogated for his 
party (the Conservative, of 
course) the whole merit of the 
relief so nobly contributed by 
the whole country. The re- 
collection of the unanimity 
and generosity with which all 
parties co-operated in that 
grand work of charity, would 
have prevented such a gross 
partisan mis-statement had 
the speaker boasted the edu- 
cation of a charity boy or the 
refinement of a crossiNg- 
sweeper. 





Founded on Facr.— Illus- 
tration of the proverb 
‘Money makes the man.’’— 
A statue cut in brass. 


A Rue-Fux Crry :— Paris. 
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NOTICE. 
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A TIMELY WARNING. 


Especially Recommended to those who attend Election Meetings. ] 


YOUR POCKETS.” 


Constable Gladstone (A'1) to Mr. J. Bull :—““ TAKE CARE OF 
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THE KNIGHT OF THE TENDER BOSOM. 


Sin Hvueu pve Hvcerrstone had a tender heart. His chest teok 
after his heart. It also took colds very frequently. 

It was rather trying fora knight of romance. A cold in modern 
times is bad enough, but fancy sneezing in your helmet! Think what 
a nuisance it was to blow your nose when your vizor was down! 
Reflect on the miserable feeling of a cold steel breast-plate when you 
had a catarrh! 

Sm Hvueu pe Hvcearrstone went to the leech. They called 
doctors leeches in those days because of their unusual hirnd-ition, not 
because they bled their patients. The Knights used to let blood for 
one another quite enough in jousts; such was the power of a tourney 
in those times. 

The leech was about to apply a stethoscope to the Knight’s chest, 
but r flecting in an instant that the instrument was not invented, he 
abandoned theidea. But he ordered him to travel. He advised him 


| totry Italy because, as a rule, those who went to Mentone came back 
_ tone-y men. 
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- love, or dost thou deem thine ApzLaipr faithless ? 


" Sir Hugh,” said he, “to Italy, sir, Hu-go:—you go! don’t you 

The Knight smiled. But as his vizor was down that didn’t so much 
matter. However, he paid the leech his fee. 

Next morning Sir Hugh put a clean pair of greaves and a change 
of mail with a corslet just sent home from the wash, into a 
carpet-bag. 

Then he went to bid his lady-love farewell. 

His lady-love was a young woman. Her name was Adelaide. Her 
pa wasa baron. Her ma had been a baroness, but retired from the 
business at her own death. 

Adelaide loved Sir Hugh with a considerable amount of affection. 
They could not be married because he had not killed a lot of people, 
and no Knight was supposed to be suited for married life until he had 
committed a few odd murders. As it was a time of peace he could 
not qualify in ordinary warfare, and he could not go out as a knight- 
errant in quest of adventures, because the laws of chivalry forbade 
knights-errant to carry warming-pans about with them, and Sir Hugh 
was £0 subject to colds that he could not go to bed without that—or a 
hot-water bottle. 

Now, however, when his leech ordered him out to Italy, he would 
be able to combine business and pleasure by making his trip a quest of 
adventure. His leech’s medical certificate would arrange the warm- 
ing-pan question. 

Sir Hueu was quite rejoiced at the prospect. He would ride forth 
declaring that his lady was the loveliest, and his cold the worst, in 
the whole world, and he would challenge any who questioned either 
statement. 

The Lapy AprLarpk had not seen her faithful Hueu for some 
weeks. He had been suffering from a violent cold, and as his utter- 
ance was thick, and he sneezed about every two minutes, and coughed 
furiously at intervals of a quarter of an hour, he had absented himself 
from the presence of his beloved one. 

But she saw him coming now at last! Her joy was immense. 

He looked so handsome, too! He had laid by his armour, and was 
attired in a bavolet of cramoisie with hoddan grey gurgoyles, and a 
flowing vambrace of the richest purfled carcanet—or something of the 
kind. It is difficult to remember 2]1 the terms used to describe old 
dresses. ; 

As he entered the courtyard, she flew down the barbican-stairs and 
flung herself on his breast. 

What change had come over her Knight ? He repulsed her savagely, 
and with language not altogether free from oaths. 

“My own Sim Hue, what ails thee? Hast thou found another 
Say, why that 
flush of anger ? Why those words of wrath? Why, why fling me 
from thee thus ?”’ 

Slowly the Knight found words. 

‘‘ Hang it all! You should be more careful. I had a mustard- 
plaster on my chest last night, and fell asleep with it on, and slept for 
an hour or more. The result is that my skin is so confoundedly 
tender and inflamed that I can’t bear to have it touched!” 

“My poor Hucu!” 

** My adored ADELAIDE!” ; 

They were married nextday. Yousee it was very convenient to 
have some one to put his mustard-plasters on ard take them off in a 
reasonable time it he fell asleep—always provided that she didn’t fall 
asleep too ! 


LATEST FROM NEWMARKET. 
How true it is that history repeats itself. The winner of the Cam- 


bridgeshire is not the first See-saw who exclaimed “ Veni, vidi, vici.’’ 





A Consummation DeyourLy To BE Wisnep.—A sink of Iniquity. 


DO eae 


EUW. 


I. 
I uoxp it truth, with him who rings 


an Bemorixm. 
z @ 4d. 


** Abiit ad plures.”’ 


BADEN-BADEN, MDCCCLXYIII. 


His money on a testing stono 
To judge its goodness by its tone, 
That Gold will buy all other things. 


It hides the ravages of yeurs ; 

It gilds the matrimonial match ; 

{t makes deformity **a cateh”’ ; 
And dries the sorrowing widow's tears. 


Let love grasp cash, lest both be drowned ; 
Let Mammon keep his gilded gloss : 
Ah, easier far to bear the loss 

Of love, than of a thousand pound! 


Let not the victor say with scorn, 

While of his winnings he may boast, 

‘* Behold the man who played and lost, 
And now is weak and overworn.”’ 
* * > 7+ » 


ITT. 


O, Fortune, fickle as the breeze ! 
O, Temptress at the shrine of Gain! 
O, sweet and bitter !—all in vain 

I come to thee for monied ease! 


“The chances surely run,” she says ; 

“‘ But prick the series with a pin ; 

Mark well; and then go in and win !’’— 
Or lose! for there are but two ways. 


And still the phantom, Fortune, stands 
And sings wit siren silvery tone : 
Music that 1 may reach alone 

With empty purse and empty hands! 


And shall I still this fickle fair 
With constant energies pursue ¢ 
Or do as other people do— 

Escape the tangles ot her hair ¢ 


> * * - , 


XXVII. 


I envy not in any mood 
The mortal void of Mammon’s lust, 
Who never to a chance will trust, 
And never Fortune’s favours woo'd. 


I envy not the plodding boor, 
Whose stupid ignorant content 
Cares not if odds on an event 

Are 2 to 1, or 10 to 4. 


Nor him who counts himself us blest, 
And says, “1 take the wiser way, 
Because for love alone I play, 

So gambling never breaks my rest.” 


I hold it true, whate’er befall, 
I feel it when I lose the most, 
’Tis better to bave play’d and lost 
Than never to huve play d at all. 


A Word of Advice to Lord Mayo. 

Dvunixo the short period you will be in India encourage native 
industry :—is it not absurd that in London alone there should by 
hundreds of Bhoot-an shoemakers ? 

The Horse Guards v. Scotland Yard. 

Ir requires a tolerably smart fellow to “go for a soldier’ —a 
smarter still to go for a policeman if you want one found under twenty 
minutes, 





Hyperion to a Satyr.—The Jog-jug of the nightingale v. tac Can- 
can of the music-halls. 
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LIFE IN LODGINGS. 


np 


| XII.—LODGERS (continued). 





cultivate the virtues of fidelity, unselfishness, and courage. 
We have seen something of the lodgings occupied by man. We 
will now see what accommodation is provided for man’s bestfriend, the 


dog. He needs an asylum, poor fellow, persecuted as he is by Sir 
Richarp Mayns. By the way, what an improvement it would be if 


Sir Ricuarp could make a beast of himself! He would then‘have in- 
stinct at least, which would supply the place of missing reason. 
Doggie meets with small mercy at the hands of the police. The 


constable dislikes him because he barks when he hears footsteps in the 


area, because he is a detective who never takes hold of the wrong man, 
and does not require any reward for doing his duty, and because he is 


the living embodiment of the qualities of “‘ activity and intelligence ’’— 
qualities which but for his exemplification of them, we might at last 


come to think of as meaning picking walnuts at street corners, and 
taking up orange women. 

The antipathy of the constable towards the dog is so strong that even 
when he takes a stray to an Institution, where there is accommodation 
for keeping it some days on the chance of its owner claiming it, he 
thirsts for its immediate destruction. 

Will the reader kindly accompany us to “The Home for Lost and 
Starving Dogs,” in Hollingsw:1th-street, Holloway, where we shall be 
happy to introduce him to the comfortable lodgings of a new class of 
lll If so he must be good enough to jump into a Hansom with 
us at once, for we are a little late, and if our artist, with whom we have 
made an appointment, has to wait in this weather outside the gate it is 
not impossible that the juvenile population may gather round him, and 
regard him derisively as “a lost and starving dog.” 

Here we are! A jolly rosy-faced individual, with a little of the air 
of a keeper about him, is ready to receive us, and show us the lodgings 
—and the lodgers, whose voices greet us immediately on our entering. 
They speak many languages, it is evident. The deep “ Booh-woow !” 
of the native of Newfoundland mingles with the “Yak! Yak!” of the 
British terrier, and the prolonged ‘“ Woooooc0000h !”” of the Po- 
meranian, rising towards the end into a shrill treble. 

There are degrees and distinctions in these lodgings. This large 
yard on your right, where there is a pack of dogs of all sizes, shapes, 
and descriptions, may be considered the attics. Two smaller spaces 
where the larger dogs are confined may pass for the parlours. The 
drawing-rooms are in the house, with separate apartments for the 
various lodgers, who are well-born and well-bred. 

This is a foreigner—a Frenchman, and 
as woe- ne a Frenchman as you ever 
met in Leicester-square on a foggy damp 
day. He is a poodle who has seen better 
days. He is so neglected and dirty that 
his curly locks are black instead of white, 
and hang in tagsabout him. He is fully 
aware that his outward appearance is _ 
sbabby—his hind-quarters have not been a 

shaved, so that he no longer looks like a Cc, 
comic heraldic lion as he used to do 3 —~— “a 
in better days. Poor fellow, he was in 








URELY the peripa- 
tetic philosopher 
cannot have failed 
to notice that the 
ancient announce- 
ment of ‘Good 
entertainment for 

man and beast’”’ is 

fast disappearing 
from the exterior 
of inns. There is 
good _ entertain- 
ment for ‘the 
man,” of course, 
still promised prac- 
tically, if not set 
forth on a_ sign. 
But ‘the beast ’”’ is 
neglected ;—a fact 
that hardly speaks well for what we proudly call “advancing civiliza- 
tion.’ The man still goes to the inn, and malaes “ the beast’ of him- 
self—or rather is said to do so by people who do not reflect how unjust 
such a statement is to the beast. Whena man goes into a public-house 
and drinks himself into a state of stupidity, he is stilla man. If he 
could *‘ make a beast’ of himself it would be better for him, for then 
he would refuse to take anything likely to do him harm, and would 
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He was for liberty—he was! So crying out Vive la République, 


dirty water to show that he is too miserable to care about trifles, 
He is inwardly cursing our English climate, however, all the 
while, and is anything but jolly in his damp situation, but like all his 
nation he has a dramatic instinct, and he suffers, as a martyr to the 
effective and picturesque. He is thinking to himself how perverse 
fortune is—‘ Tiens, donc !’’ he muses ‘‘Me voila! It must that a 
French gentleran—a poodle of pure blood as I—should be shave at 
the hind-quarters. Sacré—no such thing comes to me. But see you 
there! A Pomeranian, look you, whom it must not to shave at all— 
he is shave at the fore-quarters! It is the pleasure of fortune to 
make ridiculous the poor foreigner—to laugh to his nose!’’ 

What our French 
friend says about 
the Pomeranian is 
only too true. He 
cuts an extraor- 
dinary figure, but 
thanks to his Teu- 
tonic extraction 
bears the infliction 
with tolerable 
equanimity. The 
fact is that he has 
been shaved in 


hospital, having 
been suffering from 
mange. He has 


quite recovered now. He is thought a philosopher by the other 
dogs, but like a good many German philosophers owes his reputation 
as such chiefly to his sleepiness (which passes for thought) and his 
silence (which is accounted wisdom). He sits blinking at the cold 
wintry sun, which possibly reminds him of his native land. He does 
not look handsome now, but by and by when his coat grows again, and 
he gets a scrubbing, he will look well enough in his white fur. Then 
very likely some lady visitor may purchase him and carry him away 
to a comfortable home. His appearance will do this for him, while 
many a cleverer and better dog is passed over for him. Stupidity and 
good looks are passports to prosperity in another world than the 
Canine. 

Did you ever see such a quaint cur as this? He is terribly bandy. 
His coat is wiry and of a dirty pepper-and-salt hue. He has grey 
eyebrows and a grey moustache like an old soldier. 
He has a slightly protruding under-jaw so that he 
wears a perpetual grin—a cynical grin, not a silly 
one. His tail is a queer stump. You can see at a 
glance that he is a mongrel of the most unmistakable 
kind—a street Arab. Let us converse with him, and 
inquire his history. ‘Never ’ad no father nor mother 
as ’e knowed on. No! Ain’t werry old—don’t know 
his own hage exackly, but he ain’t hold, though 
rather greyish. Ye see, it’s along o’ the exposure 
to the weather as a chap gets grey. Ain't never 
knowed what it is to ’ave a ’ome. Yes! it 7s a precious ’ard life 
on the streets—precious little to eat, and every one ready with a 
stick or a stone. Well! may ’ave took a scrap from a butcher s 
shop or elsewheres at times, but wot’s a chap to do if ’e’s a-starvin * 
Likes this place jolly well —s’poses it’s a reformatory as ¢8 
‘eard street-boys a-talkin’ of when ’ee and they ’ave a-ben cuddled 
all up together for warmth. Was brought ’ere by the bobbies. Its 
the only kindness they ever did ’im in all ’is life.” 

A sporting gentleman is the next to claim 
our attention. He is a well-bred English 
terrier. His coat is shiny black with tan 
facings. His eye is quick and bright. His 
limbs are clean and strong, He had a good 
home once, but lost it through a fatal pre- 
dilection for sport. He has been on the turf, 
having distinguished himself as ‘the Derby 
dog ”’ over the same course as Kettledrum, and 
in the same year. He got “outon the spree”’ 
a little while since on a ratting excursion, and 
falling in with kindred spirits had some sport 
among the cats. Getting into bad company, and going-in recklessly 
for ratting, he fell into the clutches of the police, bent on putting 
down that illegal sport. He finds life at Holloway rather dull. He 
doesn’t even get any cat-worrying, the cats in the neighbourhood 
having, from long experience, grown so artful that no dog can ever gét 
near them. ‘ 

Here we come to a thoroughbred bull-dog. With all his ferocious 
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good circumstances once, but you know what restless dissatisfied | 
people the French are. He was full of revolutionary projects. | 


he got himself lost one day, and here he is! He is utterly wretched, | 
and takes a savage sort of comfort in sitting in a puddle of | 
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} | | | , , THE DYSPEPSIA CEMON. 
| Py ; | | | I've been'troubled enough with lambaco, 
| j Y ee , And often been sadly put cut 
a | \ By a diet of slops and of sx, 0 


When threatened with twinzes of gout. 
But till lately I lived like a seeptic 

Of ills that a mortal befull, 
When attacked by a demon dyspeptic, 

So much the most painful of all. 


All ailments I find to my sorrow 
The demon Dyspepsia brings ; 
[ look with despair on the morrow, 
And hope for to-day has ta’en wings. 
ot sappers have brought indigestion, 
And nightmare’s disturbing my rest; 
What to cat now is never the question, 
Debarred from the things I likebest. 


For this is my favourite supper, 

(My tastes may be vulgar,) hot*pie— 
Made of pork, withthe crust knowm as u} per, 
eee a eee In slabs thick and luscious, I try 
PT EE ee See To ot of with strict moderation— 

ha Re » platefuls or go, but not more ; 
Yet believe me that.moderate ration 
Makes my epigastriam sore. 


I goto the doctor, who, smiling, 
Looks: wise as:he pockets his fee, 
My-moderate supper reviling 
With language excessively froe. 
Quoth he, “I don’t wonderryon're seedy, 
, | Es ee is ae ‘true ; 
HR ESN ‘leat as yousap, why,indeed, I 
ie he Lhe} 0 | Should be as dyspeptic asyou.”’ 


ae mea pill or # potion 
‘away feelings-of pain, 


Andi D straightway’ dismiss every notion 
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| Stamces over which he has no control— 
| the particular circumstances being the 








BEARDING THE LION. 


Little Darling (whose mamma has been trying to get BrisseLis to give some- 
thing for her stail at the Fancy Fair) :—“ Writ, MA, Mr. BrissELLs MIGHT 
GIVE YOU THIS FOR THE HORSEHAIR TO STUFF THAT CUSHION YOU'VE WORKED !”’ 





appearance he is good-tempered enough 
unless he is roused. He is the property of 
a gentleman who has been compelled to 
part with him temporarily under circum- 


Brixton “mill.”” An unfortunate dispute 
with an intoxicated individual in the Black- 
friars Road at two in the morning, coupled 


with the accidental transfer of the indi- 
vidual’s portable property to the pockets of our friend’s owner, lcd to 


this unpleasant result. 
The initial shows a sad case. That aristocrat is highly con- 


nected, but is in sadly reduced circumstances. He is a poor relation, 
upon whom greyhounds that have distinguished themeelves in the 
coursing field look down with pity and contempt. His meek, and not 
very intellectual, countenance bespeaks the poor relation. 
no opportunities, poor fellow, or he might have done something. It 
was possibly with a vague idea of doing something for himself that 





he jumped over his master’s garden-wall at Brixton and became a. 


Stray. 
_ There are many more lodgers at the Home yet, if we had but time to 
listen to their histories. Yonder is a splendid Newfoundland, an 
here's a glossy black retriever. Are they comfortable? Are they well 
treated ? Cbserve what a wagging of tails is set up wherever the 
keeper turns his eye. How glad they are to give you a courteous 
greeting, especially if they ree you can talk their mute language. — 
Stop one moment thovgh, before you go. There’s a box just behind 
you to receive subscriptions. The Home is supported by voluntary 
contributions, and if you have ever had a dog, and know therefore 
what it is to possess a true friend, with unselfish devotion, tried 
honesty, unshaken fidelity, courage, and intelligence, you will not fail 
to put your mite into that box. ‘There is not so much honesty, fidelity, 
or unselfishness, about in the world, that you_need giudge paying a 


little towards its lodgings. 
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‘once again. 
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He has had | 


For every practitioner scorning, 
If greedy (you'll own) I am frank, 
Though I’m sure to be bad in the morning, 
My life without supper’s a blank ! 


Answers to Correspondents. 

[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, wnless they are accom - 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 

| J. H. L.—Too excruciating! 
| ANON.—We don’t assist ‘* Anons”’ to libel their friends. 

J. A. B. (Ware.)—Oh, Ware! and oh, Ware! Wehope this “ Ware-ied 
strain’’ is not considered poetry in your parts. 
| L. G. (Buckhurst-hill) asks this awful question :—“‘ Can a gentleman win 
_a pair of gloves of a lady, if she be found sleeping?’’ We really cannot 
| decide off-hand, but if our fair correspondent will give us an opportunity of 
| testing the matter practically we will do our best to discover if it be possible. 
| We rather incline to think it could be done. 

A. X. Z.—You are the twentieth case of a shocking epidemic that we 
have met with this week. The premonitory symptoms in each instance are 
—** If the Ticket of Leave Man meets the Lancashire Lass After Dark, etc., 
etc., etc., Foul Play.’’ Go to the nearest hospital without delay. 

E. Nur.—If you would write to us as a gentleman should, instead of 
sending anonymous letters, we could point out your mistake in two minutes. 


In fairness you should do so. _— 
| A. A. G.—Your communication, half in ink and balf in pencil, is whclly 
| illegible. 
| Dacaser.— You mus‘ be a donkey not to see that the bad grammar was 
put into the ** modest youth’s”’ moutb on porer Did you spell “ schollar”’ 
| so on purpose? Go to, you irritated Yank! ; 
| Declined with thanks:—F.C., Liverpool; A. McW., Glasgow; Auri- 
| coma; L. R. S., St. James’s-square ; A. G.; W. W., Birkenhead ; I’. E. B., 
| Lime-street; J. F.; H. L., Glasgow; H. H., Ramagate; J. T. R., 
amsgate; G.,.Southsea; R. R—n, Westbourne Park; G. J. S.; J. G. 
A., Clerkenwell;, Broom Coaehee; Tipsy Cake; A Constant Reader, 
X. Y. Z.; C. D. M., Strand; G. W. A., Manchester; Ted; N. N., Black- 
|rock; L. O. P.; J. C. B., Belfast; W. A.; In Nubibus; M., Sussex- 
| street; A.C. L.; E. B. L., Notting Hill; A. L. H., Lambeth; T. W. 
| E. C., Camberwell; G. H.; Tom Noddy; D. L., Camden Town; Oxoni- 
| ensis; S. H., Bristol; Job; Pickles;,X. L. X.; Nobbut; 7. V., Oxtord ; 
| N., Liverpool; Ik S., Swamsea; P. M., North Baitaig; Jetiehe. 
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extinct, the do-do ? obtained at the Office, or through any Bookseller. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. 86. 


Heralded by hoary rime 

On the grass at morning prime, 
Shown in drooping leaves and stems 
Heavy with the icy gems, 

Felt in fingers and in noses. 
And—excuse the rhyme—in toesgas, 
Lo, it comes! Let you and I 
Homeopathy, then, try: 

You will find, my learned brother, 
One good “nip”’ will cure another. 


If you don’t, you'll scarce sneeze, I suppose at it. 
If it smokes or looks red, 
You should cut off its head ; 

For it’s wicked :—and therefore here goes at it! 


2.—Silver orb so brightly set 
In the evening's violet, 
Did the ancients speak the truth ? 
Gifted with eternal youth, 
Dost thou at Day’s western porch 
| Stand, the guardian of its torch ? 


| 
1.—If you like it, you'll turn up your nose at it. 


| 3.—A wicked convention by old Spanish knavery 
Framed to support South American slavery. 


4.—Our rector is handsome, our rector is young, 
Our rector possesses a honey-sweet tongue. 
He dresses in cassock, alb, chasuble, cope,— 
If I say he’s High Church, he won’t mind it, I hope. 
But in all that he does in the order of prayers, 
Our rector is guided by these, he declares. 


5—For hours he had fished in the sea, 
But never a nibble had he, 
And this was beginning to do; 
When, lo! a coincidence odd, 
He captured a species of cod,— 
And this was the name of it too! 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 84.—October, Brewing : 
Orb, Canister, Trounce, Outlaw, Broccoli, European, 











A LARGE REQUEST. Reckoning. 
: aap Correct SoLu110oNns oF Acrostic No. 84, rEckIVED OcToBER 21st: 
Conductor (persuasively } :—“ Any {two GEN’L’MEN RIDE OUTSIDE TO OBLIGE —Bumblekite; Angus M’Clan; Tiny Ditton; Thomas an‘ 
A Lapy!”’ Collings; Prior; Boy’s Mother; Ruby’s Ghost; Frank and 
Maria; Herod. 
A New She-atre. Hollo! Eh ? 
A contemporary has the following rather startling paragraph :— Ir is reported that three houses recently erected near the Hampstead 


“A theatre of an entirely new description is about,to be opened in Vienna. The Junction Railway, in Holloway-road, fell down one morning recently. 
company will consist exclusively of actresses, though parts written for men will | The reporter adds, ‘‘the cause of the accident has not at present been 
“ia ne - Jy oe) al the manelane will be of the female sex. | ascertained.” It is not difficult to divine, however—the houses have 

. ea : ee ; been recently built after the modern style of building—that is, in a 
Had this theatrical innovation been announced at the Mill-an theatre very Hollow-way. 
we should not have been so much astonished. The feature least in| 





eo - —s 





accordance with our English notions is the female orchestra. We | 
should be very much shocked at the idea of ladies making the firet | Hard to Crack. 
overtures. A CORRESPONDENT informs us that in consequence of the extreme 
drought, Ground Rents considerably increased last summer. After 
A Hackneyed Expression. some difficulty we find that he means cracks in the earth. 


_ One free and independent voter of Hackney met another free and —_—_—_— 

os erat ewe ce ye i. 2 ms a ad en , ae? don’t; How To make A Heavy Bac.—Keep your mouth shut when dogs 
OMERS itiad or O . Tly- : “4 ; - 

addreases—is a rum card!” Teplied the other, “Oh, Hownn's odé-is | en ee 


he!” So they parted. 
NOTICE.—On Monday, November the 2nd, price Twopence, 


Terribly Hy-brid Cattle. FUN ALMANAC, 


We read in a contemporary that “canary birds bred in Germany Sixteen pages, Toned Paper, with numerous Illustrations, engraved by 
are now hawked about the streets of Southampton for sale.” Must we | *4¢ Datzte, Brorusrs. 


regard this as a canard, or as a specimen of that bird supposed to be | Al the back numbers of FUN (New Series) are in print, and may be 
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FUN. 
THE CAPTAIN AND THE MERMAIDS. 


SING a legend of the sea, 
So hard-a-port upon your 
lee ! 
A ship on starboard 
tack ! 
She’s bound upon a private 
cruise— 
(This is the kind of spice 
I use 
To give a salt sea- 
smack.) 


NovemBerR 7, 1868.] 








Behold, on every afternoon 
(Save in a gale or strong 
Monsoon) 

Great Captain Ca- 
PEL CLEGGS 
(Great, morally, thozgh 
rather short) 
Sat at an open weather- 
port 
And aired his shape- 
ly legs. 
And mermaids hung around in flocks, 
On cable chains and distant rocks, 
To gaze upon those limbs: 
For legs like those, of flesh and bone, 
Are things “not generally known”’ 


To any Merman Tips. 
| 
{ 
{ 
f 
| 





But Mermen didn’t seem to care 
Much time (as far as I’m aware) 

With Crieces’s legs to spend : 
Though Mermaids swam around all day, 
And gazed, exclaiming, ‘* That’s the way 

A gentleman should end!” 


“A pair of legs with well-cut knees 

And calves and ankles such as these 
Which we in rapture hail, 

Are far more eloquent, it’s clear, 

When clothed in silk and kerseymere, 
Than any nasty tail.” 


And Cieccs—a worthy kind old boy — 
Rejoiced to add to others’ joy 
And (though he scarce knew why) 
Because it pleased the lookers-on 
He sat there every day—though con- 
Stitutionally shy. 


At first the Mermen laughed a few, | 
But finally they jealous grew | 
And sounded loud recalls: | 
But vainly—so these fishy males 
Declared they too would clothe their tails 
In silken hose and smalls. 


They set to work, these water-men, 
And made their nether robes—but when 
Tkey drew with dainty touch 
The kerseymere upon their tails, 
They found it scraped against their scales 
And hurt them very much. 


The silk, besides, with which they chose 
To deck their tails, by way of hose 
(They never thought of shoon), 
For such a use was much too thin, 
It tore against the caudal fin 
And “‘ went in ladders ’’ soon. 


So they designed another plan, 
They sent their most seductive man 
This note to him to show— 
‘¢Our Monarch sends to Caprain CLEGGa 
His humble compliments and begs 
He'll join him down below— 


‘* We've pleasant homes below the sea— 
Besides, if Captain CLEGGs should be 
(As our advices say) 
A judge of Mermaids, he will find 
Our lady-fish of every kind 
Inspection will repay.” 
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Good Care. sent a kind reply, 

For Caret thought he could descry 
An admirable plan 

To study all their ways and laws— 

(But not their lady-fish, because 
He was a married man). 





Sw 


‘he Merman sank—the Captain too 
Jumped overboard, and dropped from view 
Like stone from catapult— 
And when he reached the Merman’s lair 
He certainly was welcomed there, 
But, ah! with what result ? 


‘They didn’t let him learn their law, 
Or make a note of what he saw— 
Or interesting mem: 
The lady-fish he couldn't find— 
But that. of course, he didn’t mind— 
He didn’t come for them. 


Yor though, when Captain Caper sank 
The Mermen drawn in double rank 
Grave him a hearty hail ; 
Yet when secure of Captain CLe6Gs, 
Lhey cut off both his lovely legs 
And gave him such a tail! 


When Captain CLecGs returned aboard, 

ilis blithesome crew, convulsive, roar'd 
To see him altered so. 

The Admiralty did insist 

‘That he upon the half-pay list 
Immediately should go. 


In vain declared the poor old salt, 

“It's my misfortune— not my fault,” 
With tear and trembling lip— 

In vain poor Caren begged and begged— 

‘A man must be completely legged 
Who rules a British ship.”’ 


So spake the stern First Lord aloud— 

He was a wag though very proud, 
And much rejoiced to say: 

‘‘ You're only half a captain now — 

And so, my worthy friend, I vow 
You'll only get half-pay !”’ 
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The other day, dpropos of some not too 
favourable Brighton critiques on Miss Gop- 
DARD’S playing, he became quite eloquent 1n 
ecndemning those who venture to impute 
motives, and to question the honesty of 
musical critics in general and the Jimes critic in particular. Only it 
was a little startling to find him, in the very same article, accusing the 
Brighton writers of all sorts,of motives and misdecds. One of them 
having hinted that Miss Geppaxp gets too much praise in the Zimes, 


our ingenuous friend asks, “Supposing she does obtain more notice 1n | 


the Zimes than her position warrants, who could be surpriscd ? _We 
fancy that very few would think the worse of her husband for it! 

That is the most startling and novel of criticism I have scen for an 
age: unfortunately, though pne might not think worse of the husband, 
one might have one’s confidence in the critic shaken; and, after all, 
what one wants in criticism is the impartial judge, not the fond spouse. 

Amone the thousand and one signs that presage hard fighting at the 
coming election, is the publication at Brighton of an illustrated weekly 
paper entitled Jack o’ Lantern, and intended to keep up a display of 
squibs during the contest. It is done with spirit and go, and will, I 
doubt not, do yeoman’s service for the candidates it supports, Pro- 
vesson Fawcett and Mr. Wire. ; 

Tu case of the Atlas, argued the other day before Lorp RoMILLy, is 
another proof of the unsatisfactory state of the law on literary points. 
The literary man wants a representative as much as the ordinary 
working man. It is too bad that a man should be able to sell a journal 
to another, and the next week start a fresh one with an almost identical 
title, and from the same office—yet this was the Ati/as case, and the 
purchaser could get little or no protection. I am glad to see, by the 
way, that the d:/as, under the new management, has returned to its 
old legible type, and is as well turned out as it was at first, for latterly 
it had fallen off slightly. ; 

I nave received a handsomely-bound Drawing Room Album, entitled 
the Book of Torments. It is a new and improved form of a recent 
absurdity which followed on the heels of postage stamps and mono- 
grams. It contains blank spaces to be filled up with ‘‘ favourites ’’— 
‘your favourite motto,”’ “ your favourite kiny,’’ etc.; and, doubtless, 
supplies a want in circles where postage stamps have begun to pall and 
monograms have grown monotonous. 

Mr. Tro.iops's new story, He knew He was Right, begins with a pro- 
mising bit of jealousy and suspicion, but the instalment is not large 
enough to give me a great insight into the story. The character of 
CoLtonget Osnorne, however, bids fair to be a clever study, and the 
writing is in MR. ‘TxoL.ore’s easy, if rather level, stvle. Mr. Marcus 
Stone, who has improved since he illustrated Mx. Dickens's Mutual 
Friend, has been entrusted with the pictorial work, and his first draw- 
ing is pleasing, though the initial is scarcely free and graceful enough. 
In the second part a new character, Hugh Stanbury, the journalist, is 
introduced, and is likely to be an interesting one. Mr. Sronn’s 
initial is very clever. ‘The larger cut is a little “thin.” 

The Elizabethan is to hand, and I am glad to see is in a flourishing 
condition. Among the best things in it is “Popular Songs.” An 
essay on Hoco’s ** Queen’s Wake”’ is clever, and well written. The 
following extract from a letter on “ Algebra Superseded” is ingenious 
and amusing :— 

I suppose every one knows that SIX--6, IX=9, therefore S=—3, SEVEN=7, 
S=—3, therefore EVEN—10, V=5, therefore EEN=5; SKEVENTEEN=17, 
SEVEN =7, therefore TEEN«10, EEN has been proved to=i, therefore T =5°s 
TEN=10, TEEN aleo=10, T in both cases=5, th:refore EEN=—EN, therefore E 
must=O, since an E more or less makes no difference in the value of a number, 
therefore N=5 also. 

Tue design on the wrapper of Tic World of Wonders is particularly 
neat and appropriate. It represents the earth with its attendant moon 
revolving in space amid comets and lightnings; but with a strict 
attention to nature the artist has given all the lines of latitude and 
longitude with which, as every one knows, the world ismarked! This 
wonderful world is a fair type of the work which combines facts with 
—ahem, narrative !—in about equal proportions, the only objection to 
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Ge HE musical critic of the Sunday Times is always | 
') ereatly affected when anyone ventures to | 
suggest that the musical criticism of the pre- | 
ert day is a fyw degrees short of perfection. | 
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illustration is imitating the exact attitude and gesture of the observer.” 
The observer in the drawing holds a cane in his left hand, and lifts 
his right in the air, and the image is doing exactly thc'same ; whereas 
if it were “reflected asin a mirror” it would 1everse matters, and 
appear to hold the stick in its right hand and to elevate its left. 
Further on we have a picture of seme vegetable oddities, copied, I 
think, from Kixpy’s Wovsderful Mirror, and representing a turnip like 
a human figure, and a radish like a hund. Of these the writer 
observes that “‘there is no reason to believe the representations 
exaggerated”’—a statement which the reader will be inclined to 
reckon the greatest ‘‘ wondcr’’ in the number when he looks at the 
picture. 

In the Quiver this month there are two fairly good illustrations. I 
need not specify them for they “stick fiery off!’’ ‘There is a decided 


| improvement in the literary portion, the Editor having apparently 
| taken a hint as to the excess of “ goody” in previous numbers. 


Mr. 
G. M. Fenn, Mr. Srpney Daryt, and Mr. W. H. G. Kineston con- 
tribute short stories that are entertaining and amusing, although 
even these are in some places touched up with little bits of pious 
sentiment, as if the Editor kept a stock of “‘goody’”’ by his side ina 
dredger and shook a little every now and then over any paper that 
appeared too worldly. “ Abyssinian Notes” will be found interesting ; 
and a poom called ‘‘ the Mary Cray,” in which an old lady is described 
as overturning her spinning-wheel and ‘‘running ablind for joy” 
(whatever that may mean), supplies the humorous element. 


NOVEMBER! 


NovemBer! Well, the word is foul ; 

Our neighbours talk of suicides. 
And rheumatism makes us howl, 

And somehow life keeps bowling wides! 
We clap a top-coat on our back, 

And, weatherproof, through life we jog,— 
’Tis strange how many get the knack 

Of warding off November fog. 


November! Guino Fawkes ’tis true 
Conceived a most outrageous plot, 
Which turned the House of Commons blue, 
When it discovered— what was not! 
Some demon may be lurking now 
Beneath the Parliament incog., 
Still no one will determine how 
We tided the November fog. 


November! City magnates preach, 
And say it shall be thus and thus, 
Some councillors for pageants screech, 

While others deprecate a fuss. 
The ninth appears! the people shout, 
And aldermen still go the hog, 
And clearly demonstrate, no doubt, 
They’re careless of November fog. 


November! well, the country’s dull, 
And dreariness enfolds the land ; 
But still our dirty London’s full, 
And gas-lamps glitter in the Strand. 
The tempest whips the turret-pane, 
And bumpkins flounder in the bog, 
But we turn into Drury Lane 
And soon forget November fog. 


November! ’tis the month to whine, 
And mufile up our throat and chin, 
But we can ask our friends to dine, 
And some good fellow tukes us in. 
We growl too frequently I think, 
And sorrow is too sad a log, 
So let us steal from Mirth a link 
To light us through November fog! 


—o eee 


Nox Erat! 
“ Let dogs delight !”’—and let men of sense rejoice! MHere’s a bit 


the mixture being that there is nothing to indicate which is fact and | Of good news :— 


which is fiction. For instance, we have “ The Wonder of the Magnet,” 
followed by ‘‘ Mermaidens and Men of the Sea,” and the reader is left 
to decide for himself which article is to be taken as true. Inthe illus- 
tration of “‘ Ulloa’s Circle’ there is a peculiarity for which the law of 
optics apparently affords no solution. As my readers are probably 
aware, the phenomenon here described shows the spectator an image of 
himself “ reflected in the air as distinctly asin a mirror. It will be 
observed,” says, The World of Wonders, ‘‘ that the spectral figure in the 


| 
to 


“The resignation of Sir R. Mayne, the chief of the metropolitan pollce, is 
spoken of as likely to take place early next year. Mr. K nox, the police magistrate, 


, is spoken of as his probab e successor.’? 


It would be superfluous to knight a (K)nox, but that alone is needed 
make the succession faultless. Scotland Yard under Mz. Knox will 
be able still to boast of its be-night-ed management. 


Swzer Tuovcut.—Barley Sugar.—The Repeal of the Malt Tax. 
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Curse ! 


cargo of dealings may be expected to hoist a flag of distress early in 
the good ship Fun will be near at hand and will “take them all off” 
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A RECOLLECTION. 


JONES, 
We looked at the gerani- 


zones, 
We wandered in the 
Rosery, and o'er the 
verdant meads, 
And whirled along the 
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ey), JY. SN Nae terraces on wild 
OAKS WW Yk We « fo oe i 
| YW iy ya at in the Pompeian 
2 ~ ee iN ig , . Upp ria Court, and that of 
o> "Ws, \ > Furniture, 
“ oh SAE GS We visited the pictures 

\ \ too, and Camera ob- 

scure. 


It was a day of wild 
delight, 

And when we got an appetite, 

We sat beneath the screen of kings, 

And ate and drank a lot of things. 


From bottled beer of Burton’s Bass we drew the flying cock, 


| We ate the pie of Pimlico, that’s made of plenteous pork. 
With bread and cheese and celery we finished up the feast, 
_ And Jonzs declared of cognac we must have a nip at least, 


And se we had of steaming grog two tumblers stiff and big, 


_ By way of a corrective—just to qualify the pig. 


I saw his eye was getting bright, 

But he assured me ‘twas all right ; 
And thought, perhaps, upon the whole 
We d better have another stroll. 


To the Tropical Department then we wandered, I and Jonzs, 
And there we saw the working bees and dilatory drones, 
And then we scratched the parrots’ polls and stroked tke cockatoos, 
And saw the hairless horse which seemed to havea fit of blues ; 
But, ah, the rarest object that was seen by Jones and me— 
The rarest and most touching far, it was the Chimpanzee. 
I saw the humid tears arise 
At once to Jongs’s eager eyes ; 
Into a quiet nook he orept 
And thcre he sat him down and wept. 


“ What is it that affects thee ?”’ said I, “‘my gentle Jonzs, 
Is it the lovely scenery—the organ’s melting tones? ” 
But Jonzs he gravely shook his head, and weeping still said he, 
“ Dear friend, excuse this weakness— it’s the Chi-Chi-Chimpanzce !”’ 
Here sobbing choked his utterance. ‘‘ But come,” I answered, “ Jonxs, 
Explain this sudden mystery, and don’t make any bones !”” 

Said he, “* Forgive memorial tears— 

The sight recalls my boy hood’s years. 

For, oh, my friend, yon chimpanzee 

It is as like as like can be 

To her—the only one in truth, 

Whom once I loved in early youth— 

The apple-woman who'd a stall 

Erected ’gainst the playground wall.” 








Diz Derelictus. 


Ir is to be hoped that the Premier is not superstitious, or the fol- | 
for he etaPh may fling a gloom over the last days of the recess 
r — 


“On the 28th September, during a he:vy gale, fell in with a ship with a flag of 

tress flying. Remained by her, and next morning, the weather having abated, 

took off ail the crew, 16in number. The vessel proved to be the Disraeli, bound 
Bathurst, Canada, with a cargo of deals.”’ 


The Disraeli, with its cabin—no, we mean crew of sixteen, and its 


session. But there need be no apprehensions of serious danger ;— 


every opportunity. 





et 


A Note for the Peace Society. 


Ws see it stated by an American journal that the war in the United 
tates killed over two hundred papers. And yet war is described as a 





WS at the Crystal Palace 
I wandered with my 


ums with variegated 


| scratching.” 
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LOOKS INTO BOOKS. 

Or the character of a pamphlet entitled Spiritualism versus Positivism, 
by a Mr. DaMIANI, one extract will suffice to give an explanation. 
Mr. Damani is a Spiritualist, and challenges Prorgsson TYNDALL and 
Mr. Lewes to a trial of the question in this gentlemanly tone :— 


** Unless you take up the glove which I am presently about to throw at your feet 
—we will never approach Spiritaalism by word of mouth; for, I be ng a Sicili in, 
and one of youtwo gentlemen (I am told) of Hibe: nian extraction,—if we att mpted 
to discuss the subject vied voce, instead of through the friendly medium of pen and 


ink, the result of such discussion m ight be neither spiritual nor philosophical.” 

Of the value of its arguments another extract will supply an 
example :— 

“Tis not so!’ you cry, ‘Faraday did investigate: that great man was ko in- 
finitely condescending as to attend a séance, and tound the whole thir g, as he exr- 
pected, a delu-ion and a snare.’ Faraday did so condescend, true. He devoted 
half-an-hour to the investigation of a philosophy.”’ 

If this be not petitio principii, what is? To say that Spiritualism is 
a philosophy is to beg the very question we have to decide. Half-an- 
hour may be insufficient for the investigation of a philosophy, but it is 
more than enough for the detection of a swindle. ‘The whole pamphlet, 
in short, is bluster and blunder. Nor is Mr. Damranr content with 
blunders of his own making. He quotes from the Rev. H. W. 
Beecuer a long paragraph, in which the reverend gentleman falls foul 
of the moles for eating his hyacinth bulbs! Why did not the spirit of 
some departed Naturalist set Mr. Damtanrt and Mr. Warp Bregscuer 
right on this point, by informing them that the mole is insectivorous, 
and would as soon think of eating a hyacinth asa whale would of 
taking beef steaks and bottled porter. Mr. Damrani takes umbrage at 
a definition of Spiritualists given by Proressor T'yNDALL in a letter to 
the Pali Mall, and exhaustively dividing the believers into knaves and 
idiots. Mer. Damiani may take comfort, we have read his pamphlet 
and can assure him no one would think of classing him under the first 
and more offensive denomination. 





Orr Gude! 


A rious deputation from Glasgow waited on the directors of the 
South Western Railway to beg the company not to run Sunday trains 
between Glasgow and Paisley. Sir AnpkEW Onrr, the chairman of 
the Board, said the directors ran them to do away with the present 
obnoxious omnibus traffic between the two towns on Sunday. There 
is a refinement about this distinction between the comparative wicked- 
ness of travelling on Sunday by rail or road, for which we have vainly 
soughtareason. To be sure, it was hardly to be expected that we 
should find any reason in such absurd prejudices. Nevertheless 
we should like to know, if it be a sin to travel by ‘bus, why it is a 
virtue to travel by rail, on Sunday. 





Domestic Maxim. 

A .apy of our acquaintance who has had a long experience as a 
housekeeper, and knows something of the insoleuce of servants, 
declares she always finds, contradictory though it may scem, those 
servants that don’t “answer” suit her best. 





‘¢ When the Wine is in the Man, then the Wits are in 
the Can.” 

Arter the second bottle old Breswinec’s head gets completely 
muddled. Sceing a bevy of fair girls drying their flowing locks on 
the beach, he sputtered out—B-bless me! quite a Back-hair-nalian 
festival ! 





‘‘If Aught of Oaten Stop.” 

Tur London Review the other day expressed a belief that on an 
average there are half-a-dozen poets in every Scottish parish. If this 
be true one has no cause to wonder that Scotland is entirely given up 
to (oat)meal-an’-colly. 


(Whit) more Witty than Wise. 


Mr. Wuirmorg, the Conservative candidate for Bridgnorth, has 
sent his photograph to every elector in the borough. Such a course 
is an infringement of the Act, which forbids a candidate to supply 
carriages—and therefore cartes—to bring voters to the poll. 





Perfectly Ri-tickle-ous. 


Some fish are more susceptible of the polite attentions of man than 
others,—for instance, you may tickle a trout, but a barbel takes 





A WRINKLE FoR THE UxpsRrwriters.—To prevent ships being Jost 


| at sea, see that they are “ well found.” 
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| of boats, should any delay in the operations of the pumps consign us 

THE ABYSSINIAN P UMPS. to the inevitable deluge. y The conductors of the operations which we 

Br ax Unscisntiric ContRisvtor. had assembled to witness were equal to the occasion, however—three 

Mr. Epvrror.—In accordance with the plan which has hitherto been | intelligent labourers, all of whom, I hope, have votes in the coming 
so successful with most of your contemporaries, of sending special 
reporters on difficult missions for which their highest qualification has 

been the entire impartiality that can only be secured by absolute | 
ignorance of the subject proposed for their examination, I went last 


that should conduce to the highest welfare of everybody concerned in 
upholding the dignity of the national birthright and the Charter that 





— 


election, and will doubtless use them as the palladium of everything | 


belongs to the indomitable energy of a free people, who refuse to be | 


week to witness a trial of the celebrated Tubewell Pumps, which I | under the domination of those who, having failed to perceive the | 


understood were in some way connected with the recent operations of | reverse, insist on attempting an altogether different policy. You will, 
onr army in Abyssinia. I need scarcely observe I was at first under | I hope, excuse this parenthesis not altogether uncalled for at the pre- 
the impression that my researches would relate to a kind of dancing | sent crisis, when, as has been already remarked by one of the foremost 
shoe, used by the natives in their terpsichorean sports, and about to be | orators of our age and time; but let us return to our pumps. Three 
introduced to this country to supersede our patent leathers; and | labourers, with that mechanical ability which distinguishes the British 
though I could scarcely understand why the national “ break-down,” | workman when he has a vote, rapidly drove by means of a monkey— 
which was to exhibit the advantages of the Abyssinian pump, could | which I may mention for the benefit of your readers who have not 
not have been held at St. James’s Hall, or, at all events, at one of the had the advantage of technical education, means a hollow hammer 





London Theatres, I came to the conclusion that Plaistow was raised by means of ropes and pulleys, ord descerding by its own 
selected because it would in some wer or other furnish a conundrum. | weight in accordance with a charming law of political economy,— 
You may judge of my surprise and that of your artist—whose ac- | rapidly drove, I say, eighteen feet of tubing into the solid earth, and 
quaintance I made in one of the dirtiest and most uncomfortable rail- | through the solid root of a tree before it reached the company’s main. 
way carriages in Europe, where he was, if anything, wetter through | After the usual delay in finding the residence of the turncock, and the 
than I was,—when we heard that the pumps were rea/ pumps, and that | usual difficulty in his discovering the exact locality of the plug, a 
we had been invited to spend a cheerful day, in a driving rain and a | limpid stream of water was procured, such as did homour alike to the 
a north-east wind, to witness the complete drainage of the Essex | heads and hearts of the assembled company. 
Marshes by the simple method of drawing off all the water through | * * * * * . : 
iron tubes driven into the ground. Never shall I forget the burst of | If you have any regatd for the graces of composition you will stop 
honest enthusiasm which glowed through our frames when we were here, but candour compels me to add that I began under an entirely 
introduced to three hand-pumps, a quantity of iron piping, a portable | mistaken impression. The patent tube wells, as has just been explained 
fire-engine, and a company of ardent but extremely damp gentlemen, to me, are not yet adapted to draining purposes, though they may be, 
in an abandoned orc! behind a tenantless farmyard, in the | but were used to find water in Ab ‘ssinia, and are now being adapted to 
deserted village of Plaistow. Never shall I cease to remember the | the same discovery in England. Their immediate application to several 
astonishment with which we regarded the simple apparatus which was | of the London neighbourhoods, and specially to Bethnal Green, will be 
to turn that dripping solitude into an arid plain. From the first I saw | the crowning proof of their efficacy, for they can procure a constant 
success written wherever there was the least shelter to protect it from supply of pure water in twenty minutes, which is more than most 
being washed out. From the first I determined,—and so did your | householders can do. I have already formed a company for sinking 
artist,—to stand our ground as long as there was any ground not sub-_ tube wells across the dererts and the steppes of Tartary, and charging 


merged to stand upon. We had selected a slight eminence as present- | travellers a penny a pint; c»mels eightpence a skinful. 
ing the best point at which to await the necessary assistance by means —"s _— Yours, U. E. 
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THE most hardened student of the advertisement columns must, we 
think, admit that we have found him two new sensations at least. Here 
is Number One :— 

ANTED, bv a Young Man, a Situation as BARI/A/D, or Assistant in the Wine 
and Spirit Trade. First-class references.—Address A. B., Post Office, etc. 
The misguided youth possibly argues that, because the notorious 

Female Barman ” has made a good thing out of her eccentricity, the 
public will be equally interested in the “ Male Barmaid.” We fancy 
he is wrong there. 

Now here is Number Two. 

WANTED, a situation as HOUSEMAID, or HOUSE and PARLOUR MAID, ina 
private family. Age 90. Good reference.—Address L. P., etc. 

We should think this gay young thing would suit those who are 
always complaining that our servants nowadays are not like the old 
ones. This “old one” ought to mect their requirements at any rate ! 


Wo may couple—or rather triple with those two the following from 
the advertising columns of a cotemporary :— 

'HARACTER from HANDWRITING.—Enclose a specimen of your own or a 

friend’s ordinary writing (mentivning s+ x), with sixty stamps, and you will 
receive a description of the writer’s tulents, disposition, &o., from the pen of one 
eminently successful in his delincations. 

The advertisement winds up with “Address ‘Acer’ Post Office’ — 
No! Mr. Acer, we are not going to eay where, and so help you to 
catch a stray bird or so! We can give, without seeing the specimen, a 
description of the disposition of a man who would send his writing and 
sixty stamps to dcer, His disposition must be a disposition to let 
himself be taken in. We cannot help thinking that the advertiser is 
too modest. He calls himself Acer, Sharp! He should have taken the 
comparative, Acrior. 


THE DOUBLE AC:.0STIC.—No. 87. 


He used it in a very dreadful way, 

And years ago we always used to pray 

| ’Gainst such attempts to murder, for you'll own 
| How vile they are, directed at a throne. 


| 
| 
| ———— 


1.—In its gently rising steam - 
I beheld as in a dream, 
The faces of old comrades in my checry student days; 
And the odours it can bring : 
Are more sweet than gales of spring, 
So verses to this liquor I am very glad to raise. 


2.—In pleasant Tuscany we know 
This place in years now fled, 
A poet’s birthplace was, and, lo! 
He lives in fame, though dead. 


3.—A brave and courteous people sore opprest 
Have chosen this their capital ;—at rest 
Some sleep within its walls, yet many lie 
In graves of exiles ‘neath a foreign sky. 


4.—Lowly bends the mother 
| Fondly does she kiss, 
| Cries the father, ‘“‘ Bother, 
How it cries, does this.” 


5,—It shone on the standard that blew cut one morn, 
When those lires they stretched “wide through 
eu Waterloo corn”’; 
And we know who bore bravely the brunt of atta_k . . 
And each one on those standards was fain to go back, A City Fpigram. 
Sam Tom to Dick, *’Tis strange to sce 
How few new companies there be!” 
Said Diek to T'om, ** You might have known 
All bubble companies are blown.” 


6.—He scarce could utter rightly any word, 
His voice the queerest that vou ever heard ; 
And still the more he tried with rage and curse, 
| His anger only made the words get worse. 








SotuTIonN oF Acrostic No. 85.—Juuta, Spain : Jarls, Up, Naphtha, 
Tumuli, Acorn. 


Correct SoLuTions or Acrostic No. 85, Recrtvep 28th Ocr.:—Happy Mama; 
Boy’s Mother; W. C., H. D., and &. A. J.; Annie, Tootirg; Ruby’s Ghost; 
Boeboo; E'len G S.; Romps and Godt; Curly Greens; Two En:erprising Earwigs ; 
Frank and Maria;*Five o’Clock p.m.; Lucy and Joseph; Old Maid; Herod; 
Slodger and Tiney; ‘Tom Pipes; Derfa and Yeul. 

Bunnig and Kare.— Very sorry, but please see rules in No. 97, New Scries. 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[ Wecannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they ave accom- 
panied dy a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 

SrpooneY.—The joke is not worth making a stir about. 

ALUM Bry.—Not in luck-now—Alum, buh! 

A Lover or Farr PLtay.—You don't know the difference between a 
fair play aod a bad one, or between fair acting and rubbish. 

G. W. (Hackney.)—It would be clever—it it applied at all. 

HEBE (Watford.)—We have fought the battle for a long time. 

ARTAXERXES (Dundee).—Our classical swell has been, if not killed, at 
least Scotched, since he went North. 

L. G. F. (Woolwich).—Drawing much better than joke. 

THe DurverR.—You have disarmed us, by adopting the only title that 
could ad: quately describe you. oa 

IGNORANT SCoTty.—We take no notiee of anonymous communications, 
A. M.—Your joke about the mill-ennium ia so late in the day that you 
ought to have signed yourself P. M. ss 

NEW CLUB (Edinburgh).— Don't they teach you at your ‘“‘ New Club”’ 
that a man should not deal in anvnymous libels ? 

ScrAtcH.— You have found fault with a clause that is correct, so that, 
instead of a scratch, we a-bray-shun. 

F. E. B. (Notting-bill).— Your ‘I remember—I remember”’ is a thing 
not to be forgotten—for badness. 

F. M. (Bridgwater).—This perpetual sending of Acrostics, after cur 
repeated declaration that we don’t want them, is a joke that begins to pall. 

ROBERT AND GERALD.—That it should take two of you to make such a 
joke ! 
: L. P. (Nerthumberland-street).— Nonsense. 

A ScoTtcHMAN.—Dunkirk lies between Falkirk and Danbar. If you 
can’t find it, let us know. 

READER (Brighton).—Rather too ghastly a theme, isn’t it ? 
£,C. K.—Tbat depends entirely on its merits. 





——— 
oe 


Procul Este, Profani ! 


“Onz man,” says one of the few sensible saws of antiquity, ‘may 
steal a horse, another may not look over a hedge.’ This seems to 
be especially true of journalism. One paper—especially a comic one 
—may not pole fun at the imaginary Bishop of Rumtifoo without 
| being charged with profanity. Another paper—which, whatever it is, 
does not profess to be comic—may travestie Scripture, and pass unre- 
buked. We quote a paragraph from a playful article upon the insig- 
nificant subject of earthquakes, which, as we know, are not awful and 
éalamitous visitations, but mere phenomenal fleabites :— 

“The verse in the Psalms which describes ‘the world’ as being made ‘so fast 
that it cannot be moved,’ wus not written in Peru, znd proves anew the truth of 
24 agree humourist’s remark, that ‘they didn’t know everything down in 

We, who have always scrupulously refrained from jesting at religious 
Opinions of any kind, and who have certainly never turned to Holy 
is for material for puns, have a right to protest against this abuse of 

umour, 
z There is already a Child’s Bible which seems to us @ sufficient 
irreverence. Does the Daily Tidegraph intend to favour us with 
Biblical Burlesques ? 


a 


—_—— 





| A Loock-in at Leadenhall. 


: av ; mt T. F. M. (Champerret).— We do not require translations, thank you. 
| _Partrrmoes are decidedly cheap this year, but, if we remember HE. G. (Museclburgh).—Thanks. , 


“Shee o the early part of last season the very young birds were Declined with thanks:—A. C. L., Temple; W. M., Londonderry ; 
- | Pleasant; J. H., Berwick-upon-Tweed; P. G.; Z., 5t. John’s Wood; 


. . R. W. L.; C. B., Cork; Kiddlawirks ; Gardner, Ireland; J. D., Oldham ; 
Will Mr. Glaisher Kindly Explain This? W.G. B., Sheerness; Grosser, Liverpool; Facetioue, Thornton Heath; 

} ibi f th t tranquil ( 
SB Batscom ascent undoubtedly eabibile one oF ine eee er hat | E. G., Knightsbridge; Artaxerxes; E. St. G., Liverpool; Brightonensis ; 








Athanasius, Windsor; M. M., Pimlico; A Warwickshi:e Elector, etc. ; 


ees * oe known s—e singular fact, bearing in mind that | H. A. T., Strand; Ergo; Seesaw, Wellingborough; JB. A. ret Grocer’s 

4d 18 Invariably “ up. | By; Iberia; Jiggeraboo; A J. P., Ramegate; L.S., Liverpool; H. C., 
| Oxford ; Muddle, Huddersfield; FE. H. ; Bs: us Oulet ; H. F., Aberdeen ; 
Suprorrers No WovuLp-BE M.P. ean Dispense witu.—The tongue E. B., Forest of Dean; S. X.; E. XE. G., Greenwich; J. K., Airdrie ; 
| and legs, " &, Tunbridge. 
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TROUBLE YOU FOR THAT SPOON! 


Pleasant Child :—“ Mr. Sweet, Ma wants you anp Lucy IN THE KITCHEN.” 


%” 


Mr. Sweet :—‘‘ WANTS me IN THE KITCHBN!—ARE YOU SURE ? 


Pleasant Child :—‘‘ Ou, yzs8 ; SHE WAS MAKIXG PRESBRVES, AND SHE TOLD ME TO FETCH HER TWO OF THE BIGGEST 8POONS I COULD FIND! 





A SNOBBISH REVIEWER. 


Tue Atheneum is a highly respectable paper, not very brilliant 
perhaps, but occasionally giving us valuable reviews. And yet in 
this dead season our contemporary has opened its columns to a gentle- 
man who might with propriety be called The Snob of the Period. He 
answers exactly, at least to judge from his writings, to the great snob- 
analyst's description of such persons. For he positively goes out of 
his way, ina review of some books on Alpine Scenery and Alpine 
Adventure, to make a parade of his personal and social charms, and to 
describe, for the benefit of the public, who will doubtless be disgusted 
at such snobbish egotism, the recent Alpine tour which he declares he 
has enjoyed. 

He begins thus, after a column or so of ordinary criticism. Speaking 
of Ma. Bonney’s reminiscences of long walks and climbs, in one of the 
books under review, the egotistical critic says :— 

“On almost any one of these topics we are tempted to start for a literary and 
descriptive exeursion as long as Mr. Bowney’s, and we might have something to 
add which would be instructive or pleasing. Having just enjoyed nearly two 
months in the valleys and mountains of the Bernese Oberland, and in completing a 
delight ‘ul tour of Monte Rosa by some of the gran: passes, it may be supposed that 
Ma. Bomnxgy’s book is appreciated at its true value by us.”’ 

This is charming. We should like to know who cares in the least 
whether the Atheneum reviewer has been in Switzerland, or whether 
he remained at home in more congenial Camberwell. The “grand 
passes "’ too is delightfully vague. We can fancy Mr. Bonney, a well- 


"9? 








known and experienced mountaineer, in convulsions of laughter at it. 
But the cream of the whole thing has yet to come. Not content with 
letting us know he has been on the Alps, our critical snob goes on to 
describe the high society he met with there. He continues :— 

‘¢We met with two foreign gentlemen of rank, who, together with their wives, 
were about to take the same course at the same time. Thrown together by chance 
in the same rough chalet, we beeame sudden friends in Alpine adventure. All five 
of us walked together the next day over the glacier pass. Never did we find more 
agreeable companions. Never was a baron more affable to acommoner. Never 
were ladies of rank more courteous toastranger. . . We had a pound of 
first-rate tea in our knapsack. Of this we offered a share to the Baroness at the 
rude inn on the evening before; and the Baroness politely requested some mere on 
the summit of the Col St. Théodule. . . . When we came at length to part 
at Zermatt both Baron and Baroness shook us heartily by the hand and hoped 
another year to have our “‘ agreeable’? com hip on a similar excursion.”’ 

This is really intolerable. Had r Tuackgray been alive this 
man would have surpassed his “favourite snob Ausarey’”’ in Zev 
Thousand a Year ‘ Never was a baron more affable to a commoner, : 
is one of those touches said to be beyond the reach of art. It is so 
ineffably snobbish as almost to be amusing, if our minds were not 
imbued with a feeling of intense sorrow for the pitiful snob who thinks 
it worth while to tell the world in a critical journal that he met a real 
live baron on the Alps. The baron he says found him “ agrceable. 
We can only say that we are thankful we were not the baron. 





Cuzap GENEROSITY.—Giving a man a piece of your mind. 
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THE SUNDAY BIRD FAIR AT THE WEST END.* 


By our Sprecrat Reporter. 


Tue terribul condishon of them that form the popillati 
districk of London as lays westword, and especially that cart tae 
say from the corner of Piccadilly, or from Whiteorseller to the Marbil 
Harch, and so down towards Edger-road and Connaught and other 
squares, known amongst the classes that are generally spoke of as 
“upper,’” led me and a friend of mine, not havin’ anythink partickler 
to do, and the polis having shut up everythin’ in our naybrood, which 
I am myself a ratepayer of Bethnal-green, led me, says I, to make a 
little exploration on my own account to them more distant latitoods 
not often visited by the or’nary pedestrian, which since Mitts there’s 
not one of em worth anythink, especially as they’ve as good as done 
away with the Three Colts, at Old Ford, where the racing-ground of 
our district once reared its head in simple grandure. 

Wen I say that the time we chose for our visit was a Sunday 


eel 


mornin’ I ghall be understood to have had the good of our common 
nature at ’art in goin’ to see for myself how much truth there was in 

€ reports that I—and a good many more of us in the quiet retire- 
ment of our own domestick life—had heard about the Sunday desdycra- 
tion, and the want of common respect to the general opinion of what 
was the right sort o’ thing to do, that was shewn by the class of people 


_ in the navbroods just illuded to. All I can say—and I may as well 


oe scsi daanatammatiaamiaacndtadinaes 


J 


out with it at once—is, that though in some respecks there goings on 
has been a little overdrawed, in many others they couldn’t well be 
wuss than has been painted. 
These de-greyheaded men and women, known amongst themselves, 
nd sometimes amongst us, too, as So-siety, are as much seppyrated by 
abits and langwidge from their feller-creeturs in the same town as 
though they was still livin’ in a heathen savage state. Their very 
talk itself is a kind of barberyous gabble, compounded of the highest 
Sort of slang of wich the word so-siety is the most common egspres- 
sion, and is capible of a enermous variety of meanings. By this, and 
the « upper ten,”’ they mean all them that has qualified themselves for 
the degrayheaded life that belongs to this neglected and a most hope- 
ce se Sn 


* Owing to a slight mistake, our reporter, instead of accompanying our artist to | but with a effort to find ou 


Be “green, took his way westward. 
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less districk. An’ what a life it is! Sloth, lugsury of the mos 
selfish kind—the want of any reg’lar honest int velk hd in the 
communitee of which they’re a part: each dreary day follerin’ every 
other dreary day in a round of vishus, or, at all events, of useless 
effort to find somethink by which they may h: ype to pass the time, or 
to extrack a little amusement. Wot a life is thares! ) 
To them as 18 familiar with the slang that forms the principle talk 
of these people, it will be evident that they’ve a’ most lost all heart for 
anything that is good and true. The very affeckshuns of our nature 
are treated by ’em with a scorn that shines out through the terms that 
they employ. To exhibit the fondness of the luvver, is “to spoon.” 
The filthy mixtur’s that they drown the time in between breakfast 
and dinner they call “ pegs,” in illusive to some gamblin’ term, per’aps. 
And “having a peg”’ is their expreshun for what, in our more simple 
manner, we should call “ sluicing our bolt.’’ It wouldn’t well become 
me for to follow all the meanings of the langwidge that is intended to 
describe the way of life that these unfortnate people foller. Enuff 





that where we amongst our children should say that the plain enjoy- 
ments that we could indulge in was ‘scrumptious,’ or “ out-and-out,” 
their low appreshyashun of sensualness stops at nothink short of 
‘‘awfully jolly”; and even the class which many of the younger 
men admire, and the women imitate in their dresses, and even some- 
times in their talk—the class that I won’t further illude to except as 
“showfull pullets,’—they’ve applied terms to that would tou much 
shokk the delixy of your readers to repeat. 

It is, however, at the Great Sunday getherin’ that these, as well as 
a good many other painful caraktristix is to be found. In vain may 
the clergy plead—in vain, except in a few cases, do the young kewrats 
hang themselves in all sorts o’ colours, like reverent Guy Foxes—in 


| vain is needlework always bought to bear on the female sex, and the 





sacred edifisk made beautiful for ever. Nothink can prevent the 
Sunday desekration where “ to walk in the Zoo’’ is the great atraxion 
of the day of Rest. There, amidst the dens of beasts, birds, and fishes, 
do these beknighted people carry on their reckreations—there the 
‘soiled duvs”’ mixes with the “rank an’ fashun,’’ and the listless 
crowds that has no ears for the voice of the preeeher, carry on the 
business that has brought them together—not with a common interest, 
t whatever they was sent into the world to do. 


I close the painful subjeck. Yours, Bos Coster. 
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7 ; I led him by his hallowed sleeve 
AN UNFORTUNATE LIKENESS. | toh uth aoe tk ee, 
ur | I painted him till dewy eve, 
V E ; paint - | There never was a nobler face! 
7 “Oh, sir,’ I said, “ a fortune grand 
. ' Is yours, by dint of merest chance 
" “= aa shee To sport Ais brow at second-hand 
ae is ” with ‘aeee To wear his cast-off countenance! 
: sanbition rife— “To rub Ais eyes when’ere they ache— 
Then ‘“ Married to To wear his baldness ’ere you’re old— 
Ann HatTua- To clean his teeth when you awake— — 
To blow /Ats nose when you've a cold!’ 





waY.” 
“ His eyeballs glistened in his eyes— 
_», “The bard’s first ticket I sat and watched and smoked my pipe 
a night” (or “ben”’) “ Bravo!’’ I said, “I recognise 
His “ First appearance on the stage,” The phrenzy of your prototype! 
His “ Call before the curtain ’’—then } His scanty hair he wildly tore, 
“ Rejoicings when he came of age.” | “That's right,” said I, “it shows your breed.”’ 


He danced—he stamped—he wildly swore .- 
‘“‘Bless me, that’s yery fine indeed !”’ 

“Sir,” said the grand SHAKESPERIAN boy, 
(Continuing to blaze away) 


The bard play-writing in his room, 

The bard a humble lawyer’s clerk, 
The bard a lawyer!—parson?— groom’— 

The bard deer-stealing, aftcr dark. 
The bard a tradesman‘—and a Jew®>— “You think my face a source of joy, 

The bard a botanist®8—a beak’— That shows you know not what you say. 


The bard a skilled musician,* too— | ‘‘ Forgive these yells and cellar-flaps, 

A sheriff® and a surgeon” eke ! I’m always thrown in some such st te, 
Yet critics say (a friendly stock) When on his face well-meaning chap 
That, though it’s evident I try, This wretched man congratulate. 
Yet even I can barely mock ‘‘ For, oh, this face—this pointed chin— 

The glimmer of his wondrous eye! | This nose—this brow—these eyeballs too, 
Have always been the origin 

Of all the woes I ever knew! 


re ny re ee ee ne 


_—- 


One morning as a work I framed, | 
There passed a person, walking hard, 
“My gracious goodness,’ I exclaimed, ‘“‘ Tf to the play my way I find, 
‘* How very like my dear old bard. To see a grand SHAKESPERIAN piece, 
“Oh, what a model he would make!’’ T have no rest, no ease of mind 
I rushed outside—impulsive me!— Until the author’s puppets cease ! 
‘* Forgive the liberty I take, 
But you're so very ’’—“* Stop,” said he. 


“Men nudge each other—thus—and say, 
‘This certainly SHAKEsPEARE’s son 
And mer: y wags of course, in play) 
Cry ‘Author ’ when the piece is done. 
| “In church the people stare at me, 
Their soul the sermon never binds, 
| I catch them looking round to see, 
| 
| 


And thoughts of SHaxespPEarg fill their minds. 


‘* And sculptors, fraught with cunning wile, 
Who find it difficult to crown 
A bust with Brown’s insipid smile, 
Or Tomxkrins’s unmannered frown. 
‘¢ Yet boldly make my face their own, 
When (oh, presumption !) they require 
To animate a paving-stone 
With SuHakespPEare’s intellectual fire. 





“ You needn’t waste your breath or time, 
I know what you are going to say, 
That you're an artist and that I’m 
Remarkably like Suakespgarg, eh ?’’ 
“You wish that I would sit to you ?”’ 
| I clasped him madly round the waist, 
And breathlessly replied—“ I do!” 
“All right,” said he, “ but please make haste.” 





* “Go with me to a Notary—seal me there SX 
Your single bond.”"—Mxrcuant op Venice, Act I., se. 3 me 

* ** And there shall she, at Friar Lawrence’ cell > 
Be shrived and married.’"-—Romeo anv Jutrer, Act IL, sc. 4. y SS 

* “And give their fasting horses provender.’’ Sox — 


—Haenry tue Firrn, Act IV., se. 2. 
* * Let us, like merchants, show our foulest wares.’’ 
—TROILUS anD Cressipa, Act I., sc. 3. 
* “Then must the Jew be merciful.” 
—MercCHANT OF Venice, Act IV., se. 1. 
. ** The spring, the summer, 
The childing antumn, angry winter, change 
Their wonted liveries.” 
~~MipsuMMER Niout's Drea, Act IT., se. 
* “In the county of Glo’ster, justice of the peace and coram.’’ 
—Merry Wives or Winpsor, Act L., sc. 1. 
* “ What lusty trumpet thus doth summon us ””’ 
—Kine Jenn, Act V., se. 2. 
* “Ard I'll provide his executioner.” 
—Henky THe Sixts (2nd part), Act III., se. 
* “The lioners had torn some flesh away, 
Which all this while had bled.””—As You Lixe I, Act IV., sc. 3. 


‘‘ At parties where young ladies gaze, 
And I attempt to speak my joy, 

‘ Hush, pray,’ some lovely creature says, 
‘ The fond illusion don’t destroy !’ 


*‘ Whene’er I speak—my soul is wrung, 
With these or some such whisperings, 
Tis pity that a SHaxesPEareE’s tongue 
Should say such un-Suakespenian things! 
“T should not thus be criticized 
Had I a face of common wont, 
Don’t envy me—now be advised !” 
And, now I think of it, I don’t! 
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I cannot find it in his published writings. It is difficult to see the 
point of a short story, entitled ‘‘ Henricus, ‘the Wise and Good,’ ” 
unless it is intended in some inscrutable wav as a joke about the late 
Prince Consort. The tone of some of the shorter papers—for 
instance, “A Deficiency in the Currency ”’ and ‘* My Departed Friend ” 
18 very objectionable. It is of the flippant, shallow, would-be 
humorous order, which is one of the worst modern vulgaraties of style. 
Here is an extract from the first-named paper. The writer meets a 
stranger in a railway carriage :— 

“After assenting to his opening both the windows, though T am subject to 
tooth-ache, I begin with some remarks on the weather, to which he responds 
readily enough, and then try him with agriculture, trade, current events, prlitics— 
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OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 
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@ genius of Str RicHarp Mayne is somewhat 






























slow in operation, if gigantic in effects. It 
has rested nearly a twelvemonth since it 
conceived the dog-edict, and has only just 
been delivered of the hoop decree. This 
latter order may be vexatious, but the bow- 
ling of hoops in the street is undoubtedly 
dangerous—especially in the streets of Lon- 





don, whi i , Bepcser) yongrtis 

° : 1 that iti diffi . a ie rule, paved with such anything. | He is evidently impressed, but he won’ talk. He listens civilly, but 
ingenlous cruelty that 1t 1s difficu enough or a horse to keep its feet | after the first few replies he returns me nothing else than a more or loss emphatic 
‘Just so.’ At length he grows sleepy—perhaps my flow of words has rendered him 


without being tripped up by hoops. So, after all, the chief objection to 
the last creation of S1r RicuArp’s majestic mind is, that it affords a proof 
of the slowness with which he arrives at ideas. I am afraid he may 
have to retire before it occurs to his genius to issue an order to the 
police to take up pickpockets, garrotters, and burglars. The force 
points with triumph to the number of hoops already seized, and boasts 
proudly of the number of street curs that have been killed. But this 
zeal, flown at higher game than dogs and little children, would have 
done something considerable towards making our streets and houses 
safe. I wish the satrap of Scotland-yard would try this, it would 
at leastadd new excitement to the monotonous life of the policeman. 

Tue cry is still they come! A new magazine, the Anglo- Colonial, 
jis announced—the title explains its intention, and the field at which it 
aims isa new one. It.does in reality what many magazines profess to 
do—it meets a want. The other new announcement is the Morning 
Summary, a daily penny paper, on toned paper, intended to whip the 
cream of the news. It would appear to be a sort of morning Pal/ Mall 
—let us trust without the :priggishness and the grammatical errors. 

In the Conphill a delicious picture by Waker and one not so happy 
by Miss Epwarps supply the art. There are good papers on “ The 
Turkomans,” on ‘The Murder of Escovedo,” and on “* The Transit 
of Mercury.” I fancy the new story, “From an Island,” rather 
jerky, but “That Boy of Norcott’s”’ opens with freshness and force. 
“Lettice Lisle’’ runs its course well :—I wonder when we shall know 
who it is that writes this series! 

Belgravia opens with a new novel from a goodhand. ‘Thorough in 
Criticism”’ is clever, and ‘*‘ Men and Women”’ is readable. Indeed, 
the number abounds in amusing matter—‘ Novelists’ Law,” “ Artists 
in Love and Poison,”’ and ‘*‘ London Clubs,’ for examples. ‘A Day 
in Ancient Rome’”’ seems not very valuable museum-work. ‘“ Bound 
to John Company” is much too historical to be good novel-reading 
this month. The verse of the number is up to the average—the illus- 
trations are decidedly below it. 

Temple Bar is a trifle over-done with stories, but ‘‘Six Years in the 
Prisons of England”? and “ Women and their Satirists”” are good 
and interesting. The latter needed a little careful revision, however, 
notably of its Latin, which reminds me that the magazine generally 
wants literary supervision at the hands of some one acquainted with 
the English language A paper on Suetiey, which would otherwise 
be one of the btst articles in the number, is completely spoilt by un- 
grammatical sentences and expressions, such as “ The cause of a people, 
whom he thought was misruled!”’ 

Tue present number of Cassell’s Magazine affords a new sensation. 
In previous months the perusal of the magazine used to be a pleasant 
task, but now on a changé tout cela! Of the many names of popular 
and talented writers which used to appear in the list of contents, only 
one is to be met with on the wrapper this month. But Mx. I’. W. 
Rozinson seems not to be at his best. Those who remember the 
rapidity with which he devoloped the interest in ‘‘ Anne Judge” 
and “Poor Humanity” will find the opening chapters of the 
new novel, ‘‘ For Her Sake,” drag a little. By the way, I should like 
to understand why the artist who illustrates this story, makes Sir 

illiam Kelpdale, described as a fine old aristocrat, so very like a | Then frequently there passes an army of school lasses— 
pantaloon. ‘The writer of the intensified Tupperism, which he is So full of buoyant spirits and of gladsome girlish glee— 
pleased to call “ Thoughts(!) in the Twilight,” continues his maunder- | phat when they softly patter the paré o’er and chatter, 
ing meditations, uttering truisms and platitudes «s if he were pro- ep gete pt any hatter at this London-by-the-Sea. 
pounding new philosophies and profundities. His best effort is on | ae : ee 
“The Trials of Men of Genius,” about which he discourses so | Some take a modest tiffin on bun or Norfolk biflin, © 
petietically that it is really consoling to reflect that he is ensured | 07 FTESSnST ¢ A mo glutton, T do not caro a button, 

“ . . ” . a wonl ave one | O ’ oO ; ‘ ) n, 
against the sufferings he so feelingly describes. He would have done | But have a cam with Murrow at this London-by-the-Sea. 


well to call his seventh paper “Here We Are Again!” instead of 
Where am I?” « Fugitive Notes’”»—a new feature, evidently | qt, flys are slow and mouldy. as ev'ry one has told ye; 


borrowed from the “Table Talk” of Once a Week—is ushered in too But its shrimps by far the finest you could ever wish for tea ; 
quietly. It ought to have had a grand celebration and a laying of its | y¢3 shops are rare and splendid, where ev’rything is vended, 
Till money’s a! expexded at this London-by-the-Sea. 
the joke about ‘‘ Is that if 7 : 
I should | If spirits you would lighten, consult good Docror BRIGHTON, 

| And swallow his prescription and abide by his decree. 

If nerves be weak or shaken, just try a week with Bacon, 
His physic soon is taken at this London-by-the-Sea. 


so—and drowsily muttering ‘Just so, just so,’ he begins to snore just as I give up 
my enterprise.” 

If the gentleman talks as he writes, one can hardly be surprised 
that his fellow-traveller began by being impressed (or was it “ de- 
pressed” ?) and ended by going to sleep. There is a good illustration 
to a very readable if not novel tiger-story. There is also a tremendous 
sensation tale about pirates with silver whistles, who say “ Ha!” and 
talk to kidnapped damsels about “ birds breaking their wines against 
the bars,’”’ and all that sort of thing, ‘A Houseful of Babies” is 
interesting, and so is “The Blind.” 

I HAVE receiveda copy of anew and most useful publication, The 
Railway and Commercial Gazetteer. It gives the locality, population, dis- 
tance from London, line of rail, and nearest station (with its distance) of 
every town and village in Great Britain. It also gives the charges for 
goods and merchandise. The whole is arranged in the most simple 
and intelligible form, and will be a most valuable guide for all travel- 
lers—especially the commercial traveller. When one thinks of the 
vague intricacies of Bradshaw, it is pleasant to reflect that in this 
volume we can sce ata glance by what line we must travel to any 
place we wish to visit; and not only that, but how far we shall have 
to go after leaving the railway. 


LONDON-BY-THE-SEA. 


O, Bricuton in November, is what one should remember, 
When from town so dull and foggy we all of us would flee, 
Where the air is pure and bracing as the breezes we are facing, 

And away the blues are chasing at this London-by-the-Sea. 


The morning's plunge at Brill’s there, it wears aw1y all ills there, 
How dull, or sad, or sober you may ever chance to be ; 

The sunshine there is flashing, whilst in the water splashing, 
And away dull care you’re dashing in this London-by-the-Sea. 


You're sure to find collected on pier a crowd protected 
From weather as they listen to a symphony in B; 

’Neath crystal screens flirtation, not screened from observation, 
You'll find with consternation at this London-by-the-Sea. 


You'll meet there Jews and jokers, with actors and stock-brokers, 
With every sort of person of high and low degree; 

Professor of art fistic and preacher Ritualistic, ; 
With poet wild and mystic at this London-by-the-Sea. 


O'er downs to madly scamper, without a care to hamper, 

’Tis just the thing to do you good I think you'll quite agree ; 
All worrying you are crushing, your blood is gaily flushing 

As off you're swiftly rushing at this London-by-the-Sea. 


With Amazons fast going, such tangled tresses flowing, 
Such skirts and dainty ribbons in breezes blowing free! 
What joy to canter faster with beauties of the caster, 
E’en as humble riding-master, at this London-by-the-Sea. 









first stone as a hospital for aged and decayed Jou MittErs. 1 should 


@ to know where, “rightly or wrongly,” 
your own hare or a wig?” is attributed to Cuanies Lams! 


© be glad to see where Hoop wrote— 


Merrily go the cabman’s gees 
But dreadful are his woes.” 
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GIVING HIM A 


Waiter at Ordinary (about to carve) :—“* Now, DOES ANY GENTLEMAN SAY PUDDEN 
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PUDDIN’ DOWN. 
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Caustic Swell :—“’Pon My WORD, IF YOU PUT IT IN THAT WAY, I DON’T THINK ANY GENTLEMAN EVER does SAY PUDDEN’ !”’ 








A SEASONABLE PARODY. 


My ear rings! my ear rings! he boxed them very well, 

But what to say to mother I cannot, cannot tell. 

’T was thus, Trafalgar'’s fountain by, a costermonger’s daughter 
Bewailed her hoop, for there, alas! Policeman X had caught her. 
To me did mother give it, saying exercise was well, 

But the base policeman stole it, and I think it is a sell. 


My ear rings ! my ear rings! and I say it is a shame, 


There are hoops on ladies’ dresses, but they wear them all the same, 


There are hoops on brewer’s barrels, which I very often meet 
Blocking up the narrow paving of the very narrow street. 

In the way of a policeman "twas unfortunate [ fell ; 

But what to say to mother, why, I cannot, cannot tell. 


My ear rings! my ear rings! though I think he might have been 
As civil to a street girl as he would be to his QuEEN ; 

But then, there, them policemen, I suppose it is their way 

To enforce their manly duty on a little girl at play. 

I suppose a hoop’s as naughty quite as ringing at a bell, 

In the eyes of them swe}! Peelers in the region of Pall Mall! 


He thinks when I to market go I’m trundling it in play, 
Although it’s all the exercise I get in all the day. 

He thinks I am a loafer—what he thinks I little care, 

When I make for the Park, which is, of course, across the square, 
He thinks a hoop’s a nuisance, and a nuisance he must quell ; 
But what to say to mother, why, I cannot, cannot tell. 


He says I’m but a street-girl, and that we are all the same ; 


And I should have left off playing when in sight his highness came. 


But he walked, I thought, to westward, and I said to little Ariceg, 
There is something in the Levvy way I fancy at the Pallis. 

My ear rings! my ear rings! his heavy hand it fell 

Upon them just for playing— and my mother I shall tell. 





I'll tell the truth to mother, and I hope she will believe 

I was playing quite as usual, and meant not to deceive. 

I was playing in Trafalgar-square, and knew not till in pain 
Of the newest fangled edict of the great Str Richarp Mayne ; 
I was playing innocently, till I found out by my tears, 

That the Jaw is just as heavy as a box upon the ears! 








Dead-alive. 
On reading the following advertisement, we were tempted to exclaim, 


** This is the very (and)-whiching hour of night, 
When churchyards yawn and graves give up their dead.’’ 
The announcement, at a first glance, is startling :— 


OUSEKEEPER.—A highly respectable middle-aged PERSON, who has been 
filling the above SITUATION with a gentleman for upwards of eleven years, 


and who is now deceased, is anxious to meet with a similar one. Can be well 
recommended for kind disposition, economical habits, and household experience.— 
Address, E.B., etc. 


When a respectable person, who has been eleven years housekeeper, 


and ‘“‘who is now deceased,” applies for an engagement, she may 
fairly plead “‘ economical habits’’—her “living” would cost nothing, 
of course. But we fear that a defunct housekeeper advertising for 4 
new place is such a rarity that she is not likely to “meet with a 
similar one.” 








Arguing in a Circle. 
A CtassicaL correspondent at Oxford begs that we will ask Mr. 


Henry Les, of Land and Water, whether Lessra’s pet bird, eulogised 
by CaTuLtvs, might not have been a ring-dove, but was called a sparre’ 
merely because of its proficiency in that circle. 


Cuess-rLayincG can hardly be considered a sedentary game, seeing 


| that its followers are invariably so intent upon “the move.” 
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| MSs. BROWK’S STORY OF CLEVER KITTY. 

Ir certuinly were wonderful to see that child, tho’ I never could 
abear it, for often and often I’ve said she did ought to be a-bed when 
| I've ’eard say as they ‘ad ‘er up till past twelve o’clock a-dancing and 
| a-singing, showin off er talons, as was no doubt great, and ’er father 
| g-sayin’ as she’d be a first-rate actor some day. 
|  « Well,’ I says, “ them clever children often grows up nothin’.” 
| « Ah,” he says, “she's a clipper, and I did ought to know as ’ave 
| been about theatres all my life.” 
| Well,” I says, “‘ you don’t seem to ’ave throve a bit.” for of all the 
| yed-nosed, seedy-lookin’ parties as I ever set eyes on, it were that 
| Mr. Punszy, as got 'is livin’ by a-copyin’ plays, and would set up 

night and day to finish one, and then drink away all as he got, and ’is 

oor wife with five on ’em left without a meal. 

Not as she were to blame, for she was a ’ard-workin’ woman and 
never one to waste the money like ’im, as would ’ave a new loaf and 
ready-cooked ’am, with fresh butter at two shillin’s the pound for ’is 

| breakfast when flush of money, let alone hot sausages for supper, and 
| bottled ale with ’ot gin-and-water enough to swim a wessel in. 

Not as ever I see it but once, and that was enough for me, and that 
poor little Kirry a-dancin’ and singin’ wonderful, and ’er father kep’ 
on a-givin’ ’er sperrits-and-water that strong till at last I couldn’t 
stand it no longer, and I says, ‘‘ Good night.”’ 

He says, ‘‘ Don’t go, Mrs. Brown, you're such good company.” I 
says, “I’m not fit company for them as will intosticate a child.” 

He says, ‘ You go to blazes,” as give me quite a turn, and I was a- 
‘urryin’ out of the room when he ketched ’old of my arm. I says, 
“Mr. Pupsey, ’ards off if you please.” 

He says, “Set down.” I says, ‘‘ No, I must go.” 

Mrs. Pupsry says to me with a wink, ‘“‘Set down Mrs. Brown.” 
He turned on ’er like a savage far gone in liquor, and says, “ I’ll split 
your skull if you interferes.” 

So I did set down as he wanted me for to see Kitty do ’er Migno- 
nette, as he’d taught ’er to dance ’isself, as’ad been a clever man in 
’is day, and a ’arlequin, as breakin’ of ’is leg jest above the ankle puta 
stop to. 

I did pity that pocr child, for that drunken sot set a-makin’ ’er go 
on dancing, fust a-praisin’ and a-kissin’ ’er, then a-cussin’ at ’er and 
scoldin’ like mad; till he fell back dead-drunk, and glad I was to get 
away. 

I don’t think as I sce anythink more of ’em for months, except thro’ 
meetin’ Kirry, poor child, as told me she was engaged for a fairy in 
the pantermine somewheres out ’Oxton way, as must ’ave been bitter 
work, for the weather was awful cold, and she didn’t seem ’ardly to 
ave no clothes to ’er back nor a bit of shoe to ’er foot. 

I met her close agin’ our door, and made ’er come in and ’ave a bit 
of bread and butter and a drop of ’ot coffee, as is a thing I ’olds with 
in winter, and says to ’er, “*’Ow’smother.”’ ‘‘ Oh,” she says, * dread- 
ful bad.” 

; I says, “What with?’ “Why,” she says. “She ’ad a bad fall and 
aven t never been well since baby were born.” 

I says, “‘ Mercy on us, ’ow oldis baby ?”’ “Oh,” she says, “ nearly 
three months, and mother ain’t never been out of bed since.” 

I says, “Is your father in work?” She says, “Oh, he picks up a 
trifle, but we ain’t got much more than my salary to live on.”’ 

I says, “ Your what?” She says, “My salary as I gets at the 
theayter, as is a shillin’ a night and finds my own shoes and stockin’s.”’ 
_I says, “ My dear, you'd better go to service.” “ Oh,” she says, “I 
like it, and I’ve got some lines to say, and ’ave got a pink dress and 
silver spangles, with a lovely wreath.” 

' I says, ‘“ All right, but,’’ I says, “ are you a-livin’ where you was.” 

No, ’ she says, “‘ we’re a-livin’ in Baker’s-row, as is close agin’ the 
Pavilion 'Theayter.” 

I says, “‘ [ know, werry nigh oppersite the London ‘Ospital.” ‘“ Yes,”’ 
she says, “and now I must be goin’, and thank you.” 

“Well then,” I says, ‘tell your mother as I’ll come and see ’er, 
and,” I says, ‘‘ what's ihe best time for to find ’er alone.”” “Oh, ’’she 
Says, “father in general is out of a’ evenin’. 

I says, “Takes you to the theayter, I suppose.’ ‘Oh, no,” she 
Says, “me and Fanny goes together.” 

I says, * Well, then 1’ll come some evenin’ soon,” and off that poor 
child went. 
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they was awful; but when I’d got ’em all to bed two evenin’s arter, 


and the wind that ’igh as you couldn’t keep a’ umbreller over you. 


I don’t think as ever 1’ad a worse walk, but law, when I got to. 


Where the Pupsgys was a-livin’ it was dreadful to be sure, the top | 
t of a room, and that ’ot as 


back garret of a ’ouse in Baker’s-row, bit 
it were stiflin’ thro’ a coke fire. 





ese 


My ’ands was pretty full in them days, for we wasn’t fust-rate off 
Ourselves, and all the children ’ad bad colds, and as to Jor’schilblains | ) tion: : re th phter, 10 the 
| chief cause of mortality in the porcine race—when fit for the table, they ar 
e229 is ( ] Ss i sides.”’ 
and Mrs. Cuauen, she’d come in to give me a ’elpin’ ’and, and | s° often found with “ split 
wasn’t in no ’urry to get ’ome, and said as she’d stop till I come back, | 


and off I sets for Baker’s-row, tho’ it werea downright dreadful night, | 


Mrs. Pvupsey, poor soul, were that , 
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glad to sec me, a-layin’ in ‘er bed, as were a miserable one enouy! 
and three children ’uddled round the fire. 

I says to ’er, “’Ow do you feel yourself.’’ 
and begun to give way. . 

I says, ‘Come, you mustn't do’ that, bear up.”’ 
two little girls, “Take Sam down into Mrs. 
ask ’er to let you stop there a bit.”’ 

I says, “ Yes, do, and here's a bit of parlymint a-piece for you,’’ 
and off they went as lively as kittens, tho’ ’arf-starved I could see. 

I d brought a candle with me, and it’s well I ’ad, for she'd only a 
bit of rushlight, as were fast burnin’ away in the socket, and when I 
lighted that candle and give a good look at that poor soul I see as 
famine had laid ’old on ’er, as the sayin’ is. I’d thought of a bit of 
arrcr-root and a little tea and sugar, so I set to work and made ’er a 
bason of arrer-root in no time, and a tea-spoonful of brandy in it, as 
I'd got a wial on, and when she'd took it she was more ’erself, and 
she says “ Mrs. Brown I shall never get up ag’in.”’ 

I says, “ Don't talk foolish.” “Oh,” she says, “my back’s broke.”’ 

I says, ‘‘ Never, or you wouldn’t be ’ere,” tho’ I did know a party 
as fell from a scaffoldin’ and ’ad a bit of his back-bone in a pill box to 
his dyin’ day. 

So I says, “’Ow did it ‘appen?’ “Oh,” she says, “ quite acci- 
dental, thro’ me gettin’ in Pupsry’s way, as was a-comin’ downstairs 
In a ‘urry.”’ 

I see it all in a instant, for she was a true wife and wouldn't say 
nothink agin’ ’er ’usband, as ’ad no doubt been the cause, as I found 
out arterwards, not as I asked ’er, for I wouldn’t never show no 
curiosity. 

I was a-settin’ talkin’ to ’er, when there came a knock at the door. 

I says, “Come in!” and in come a dirty-lookin’ woman, and says, 
“T wants Mrs. Pupszy.’’ I says, “ Well, here she is,” but | 
see by that woman’s way as there were somethink wrong, so I p’ints 
to the bed, and says, ‘‘ she’s werry ill.” 

Poor thing, she starts up and says, “ what is the matter, something's 
*appened to Pupsry; or,” she says, “to my Kirry?’’ So the poor 
woman says, “Don’t be frightened, Mrs. Pupsgy, she ain't 
much ’urt.” 

** Oh,” she says, *‘let me go to ’er,’’ and tried to get out of bed. I 
says, ‘‘ Don’t do that, there’s a good soul.” 

She says, “I can’t move; but do tell me what ’as ’appened to my 
child, is she burnt to death?” ‘No,’ says the woman, “she's 
only ’ad a fall and ‘as ’urt ’er leg, and they've took ’er to the 
’ospital.’’ 

That poor cretur, Mrs. Punsry, turned deadly pale, and would 
’ave fainted but for me a-keepin’ ’er up and a-sayin’ as I'd go and 
see arter the poor gal, as was only at the London ’Ospital, as I gots 
over to at once; and if that poor dear child adn’t been and dropped 
off a somethink and broke both her legs above the knee. 

The fust thing I see in the ’ospital was ’er little sister Fanny a- 
crying fit to break ’er ’art, as they wouldn’t let goto ‘er mother for 
fear of frightenin’ ’er. She couldn't speak to me for cryin’, so they 
let me go and see that poor dear child. 

I thought as I should ’ave bust out a-cryin’ when I see ‘er a-layin’ 
‘like a lamb, deadly pale, and the doctors ’ad done what they could ; 
as I see by their looks thought bad on ’er. y 

One on’em says to me, “Are you ’er mother?” I says, ‘No, 


thank God.”’ 
He give me a nod for to foller’im, and then he says, “She can't 


live many ’ours.”’ ; , 

I says, “‘ Don’t say so, for her poor mother is a-dyin’.”’ 

He says, “She's most frightfully injured, and will be a opeless 
cripple even if she was to get over it.” I went back to that child's 
bedaide, there she lay like the driven snow, but her poor head a- 
wanderin’ ; and she'd talk and sing and then say ’er prayers, and then 
she’d seem to dose, but soon wake up with sich a scream. 

I watched ’er ever so long; as to her brute of a father he was that 
intosticated as they couldn’t make bim understand nothink for ever so 
long, and when ‘is senses come back a little he come ‘owlin’ to the 
’ospital so as they wouldn’t let him see ‘er. 


(To be continued.) 
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She only shakes ‘er ‘ead 


She says to the 
MoceGripe@g’s room, and 


LAUGH AND GROW |! 


REcENT investigations have led to the conjecture that laughter is the 


le 
ELECTIONEERING INTELLIGENCE.—The man ivr Lincolna— BENNETT, 
of course. 
CHARLES DICKENS'S FAREWELL READINGS.—Farewell ¢ 
while the English language lasts. 
To SporTING MEN.—Given, a horse that shies at everything he sees— 
can he be termed a good 


Pish! Not 
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LAIRD! 


That Brute Burley :—“ Wuat, Portinc! you in THE Loxpon Scortisu ? 


I THOUGHT SOME CONNECTION WITH SCOTLAND WAS NECESSARY °”’ 
Popling :—** Wei, I've Scotcu PRoPERtTY !”’ 
Burley :— Nonsense !”’ 
Popling :-—“* Yxs, I nave! 
| A BOTTLB!”’ 


| diamante 





LOOKS INTO BOOKS. 


Ir a Cockney, who had never been out of hearing of Bow bells, were 
















THRSE PENN’ORTH 0° WHISKEY AT HOME IN 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 88. 


When fogs are yellow 
And turtle’s plenty, 
When port is mellow— 
The four-and-twenty! 
When historical Guy’s 
| 3eyond reach of pity ; 
And when one espies 
The Guys from the city ; 
When people say 
It’s November weather ; 
On the self-same day 
These arrive together. 


1.—The Bishop sat in his easy chair, 
A vacant living he had to share— 
The living could many advantages boast. 


He counted up on his fingers ten, 

Nearly a dozen of worthy men— 

But he passed o’er them all till he came to one, 
And he was the Bishop’s sister’s son. 


2.—She roams an exile now, I ween, 
Although the daughter of a Queen. 


3.—If you think cold water is better than wine 
And fancy a dozen is less than nine, 
If you'd sooner eat crusts than capon and chine, 
And would rather fast every day than dine, 
If you call a bull-dog a porcupine, _ 
And tie up your nose with a ball of twine, 
To give you this title I rather incline. 


4.— None of your sauce,” say I. “ for me!”’ 
And I fancy Pickwick will quite agree. 
| 5.—To crack a crib 
Or break a rib 
What chap so brave as he. 
Till he’s grabbed, 
And bagged, 
And nabbed, 
And lagged, 
In the Penitentiaree ! 
Sotution oF Acrostic No. 86.—Shaft, Frost : Snuff, 
Hesper, Assients, Rubrics, Pout. 


Correct Soivrions or Acrostic No. 86, RECEIVED NOVEMBER 
47m :—Marsh Bay; Mary and Ellen; L. X. Kepi; Koy-1-noor ; 
J.O.P.; Queen Mab; Funis ; Clonglocketty; Tedbury; Anne 
7 and J.; Frank and Maria; Alfred and Alyth; Bunnie and 
Aate. 


| tion of virtue which professes to draw this picture of Bohemianism in 


order to condemn it, appears to us only an excuse for the choice of a 


to write a description of Timbuctoo, with a treatise on the manners | subject that would give opportunities for fast scenes, and an introduc- 
and customs of its inhabitants, we should only laugh at him. When | tion of the demi monde element, supposed to have attractions for some 
some one who cannot write English—or spell it—sits down deliberately | readers. 


The author, however, does not know how to handle his 


to scribble what he calls “a Novellette,” in which he professes to | materials. Those who take up the book in the hope of finding it 


_ describe the life of literary Bohemians, without knowing anything | 

| about them, his offence is more serious. 

_ stonnaire has evidently no acquaintance with practival literature, even in | 

| that lowest form of Bohemianism which he writes about. There is a 
great deal of absurd nonsense talked about literary Bohemians, and 
some of it seems to have got into this writer's head, where its workings 
have produced one of the most trashy and vulgar stories it has ever 
been our misfortune to meet with. 

Our author is clearly one of those disappointed geniuses whose | 
worthless MSS. are being constantly “declined with thanks,’’ and who, in 
the bitterness of their souls, vow that all the ines are in the hands 
ofaclique. ‘I have tried,” says our author, “to break through the 
charmed circle that surrounds the ‘monthlies’ until I'm sick of the 
labour. I believe literature is degraded by the means used to keep 
people out of its pale.’ Literature would have been spared one 
degradation at least, if this miserable tale had not found its way into | 
print in the es of a moribund magazine, which, however, could | 
afford so little space for it that, as its author admits, itis “ abrupt and | 
patchy.” It is abrupt and patchy with a vengeance! Its style is | 
coarse; its , when it is not stilted and unnatural, is vulgar and | 
ill-bred ; and it contains flippant remarks about living notabilities, of | 
which a gentleman could not have been guilty. Our readers will | 
probably remember poor Wurrty’s clever Friends of Bohemia—the only 
| eal picture of Bohemia we know of. The story before us has some 
| slight resemblance in plot to that novel, but not more than the street | 

boy’s caricature ef the beadle bears to that dignitary. The affecta- | 


a = 
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The author of Zhe Commis- | d 


piquant, suggestive, or “naughty,” will be disappointed. It is irre- 
eemably dull and repulsive. 


A Scotland Yard Measure. 


WHen you hear a policeman, who has acted on information he has 
received, described as “‘that active and intelligent officer,” you may 
generally take it for granted that the force of the observation is not 
worth much more than the observation of the force. 





Pity the Poor Pigeons! 
We confidently expect to find the following in the sporting (*) 
almanacks for 1869 :— 
January lst.—Pigeon shooting commences. 
December 3lst.—Pigeon shooting ends. 


A Precious Sight too Clever. 
_ Many people pride themselves on their ability to read musie at 
sight; but commend us to the man who can read it blind-fold. 





NEw AND Improvep Reapinc or AN OLD Provers.—(Submitted to 
all rascally shopkeepers who rob the public in weight and measure.) 
Short reckonings don’t make long friends. 


No Fratuer-sep Sotprer.—One who “ reposes on his laurels.” 
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| Quoth the Bishop, ‘‘ What parson deserves it most?” | 
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REFLECTIONS. 
YRAT HE. deity, who wished to place 
vy y 
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| HERE, THERE, AND EV"RYWHERE 


rh io ee aa 
TueE Olympic just at present affords as pleasant on evening's enter- 
tainment as you could wish. The “Ticket of Leave Man” is the best 


\ A window in the bosom human, | of Mx. Taytor’s adaptations from the French, and it is admirably 


trace, 
man— 
know, 


jection 
To place a mirror there to show 


tion. 


So when one does a silly act, 


fact, 
had one, 
Devoted to the introspection : 


power— 





tion. 


lor charitable deeds at times 
Are mirrored as self-glorifying, 
And noble deeds show up like crimes, 
And jokes look fitting cause for crying. 
Self-interest is mirrored where 
We sought the face of true affection— 
So very often does the fair 
Become the foul—upon reflection. 


' And yet it does us good perchance 
To see what faults or follies rule us, 
What passions lead us many a dance, 
What failings, masked as virtues, fool us. 
And yet a man is apt to shirk 
The self-inflicted vivisection— 
It’s not a glass in which you smirk 
At your own image—is reflection! 


But he who will not face the glass,— 
Who is at his reflection troubled, 
Unshaven morally must pass 
With mental chin unduly stubbled- 
Or on his figurative nose 
A black might light without detection— 
Remain a lifetime, I suppose, 
Unless he saw it—on reflection. 


ee et 


In short, ’tis very plain we owe 
Monitions likely to amend us— 
But stop! Here’s a hiatus— woh !— 
Which valde is, I own, deflendus. 
I’see you yawn behind your hat, 
I bow at once to the correction! 
You're getting sleepy, friend, and that 
Upon my verse is—a reflection. 








A Casual Calculation. 


Tue Pall Mail has apparently turned its attention to the remodelling 
of arithmetic, having done its best—or its worst—to set our grammar 
on a new basis. It gave us a profound article on Pauperism the other 
day, in which it proved that charity children were quite as well 

ucated as—as the editor of the Pali Mall, say. Here is an extract 

m it, which throws quite a new light on arithmetic :— 

“A dock labourer, for example, gets 15s. a week at full work; but if h* obtain 
employment for nine months in the year he is rather fortunate, and his total earn- 
ngs would-be then £28 10s.” 

We were under the delusion that nine months at fifteen shillings a 
week would come to twenty-seven pounds. But then we don’t do our 


arithmetic pell-mell. 





THE LATEST ON DIT. 


Tue result of the general elections. On-dit-cided. (Bide a wee, 
and you will soon see which side wins.) 


ll imi 


Did not obtain his wish, we 


But found that Jove had no ob- 


The man himself—upon reflec- 


Or when, alas, one does a bad | 


one, 
When one has said what’s not the 
There’s sure to come a quiet hour 


But then one doesn’t—on reflec- | 


r : 4 : » ‘ . ’ >  - 7 
The works of the machine to cast—or, rather, was admirably cast originally, and has suffered from 


but few alterations in reproduction. Mr. Nevitur is still Bob Brierley. 


And to his inmost soul to view | Mr. Arkrns still makes the Tiger a life-like portrait, and Mr. Vincent 


| acts Melter Moss with less extravagance than he did towards the end 
| of the old run of the piece. Muss Farren as Sam Willoughby is an 
| mprovement in the cast. She acts with great spirit and dash, and an 
| evident enjoyment of mischief that is irresistible. Mrs. Willoughby 
| is hardly as well impersonated as she was by Mus. STEPHENs, and 
| Miss Fuxrtapo is less at home in the part of May Edwards than the 
| previous representative of the part. She would do well, we think, to 
| dress it in a style anterior to the chignon period. Mr. Horace WicAn 
| 18 at his best in Hawkshaw, and in the navvy scene manag: s the sen- 
sation illusion in a way that Mr. Fecursr might envy, great as he is 
at disguises. ee 

|__ Tue Rev. J. M. BeLtew is giving Readings at St. George's Hall. 
| We had not heard him for some time, and regret to remark a decided 
| change in his style—and not a change for the better. He has become 


Or when some crafty knave has | too liberal of gesture and by-play, and his voice has acquired a stagey- 


ness and coarseness. He is too greedy for applause, and appears to 
sacrifice his author for it. But as he gets the chief of the applause 
| from the shilling gallery and not the stalls, it would be as well if he 


How fain one would resign the | reflected that he is only tickling the ears of—not exactly the ground- 


| lings, but of the least discriminating portion of the audience. 

We consider that he takes an unwarrantable liberty with verse when 

| he repeats words (as he frequently does) merely for the sake of a little 
by-play or gesticulation, and so utterly destroys the rhythm, When 
he hammers on his desk as he speaks of a knock at the door, and 

| when he jumps up and down to picture to his hearers John Gilpin's 

| gallop, he lowers both his audience and himself. The voice, and the 

| voice alone, should realise the picture at areading. Besides, when 
the so-called reader is indulging in these gymmastic exercises, he 
cannot give his whole attention to his author—or even to the pronun- 
ciation of English. It was probably owing to his pretending to fling 
a sandbag out of a balloon that Mr. Bsxiiew fell into the vulgarism of 
pronouncing “ height”’ as if it were spelt “ heights.” 

.We regret exceedingly to note these growing defects in one who 

but a few years since was one of the best of our public readers. 


-- 


FJnswers to Correspondents. 


[ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responstble for loss. | 

F. E. S. (Yokanama).—Too far-fetched. 

W. A. J. (Glasgow).—Try bill-sticking. It is healthy and useful. 

A Puysician.—Too professional—the wit even is fee-ble. 

G. R. (Cambridge-road).—The song was not written to any air in 
particular. 

A CORRESPONDENT who forwarded an extract from an Inverness paper is 
requested to forward a copy of the journal. 

T. G. (St. Clement’s-lane).— We could scarcely read your letter, and your 
Greek signature had so many English letters in it, we cannot print it, 

W. S. (Edinburgh).—Not a bad notion—only you have completely failed 
to carry it out. 

ONE OF THE CHIEF PLAYERS.—What is your little game? We have 
read your letter over and over again, but can make neither head nor tail 
of it! 

SocraTES.—Don’t send us such rubbish! And then to call yourself 
Socrates! You will bear some resemblance to him now we have given you 
a snub. 

J. E. S. Q.—The original should have been sent, not a copy. 

D1I0GENES.—Thank you! But we cannot notice the matter. 

J. W. P. (Liverpool-road).—The only fault of your ‘‘comic’’ election 
address is that it is not laughable, as most genuine addresses are. You can't 
touch the originals for fun! 

C. W. (Leeds).—Thanks,—but we don’t feel hurt by the vagaries of 
‘‘ Our London Correspondent.”’ 

A. L. H. (Paris).—No, thank you! 

Declined with thanks:—F. K., Lpool; Lortay; A. D., Camden-road ; 
E. C. S., Kelling; teps; Sid; Duffer; H.J.S., Tottenham; ‘eddy ; 
W.S.: T. K.; H.C., Oxford; C.S., Notting-hill; H.C. M.; “ Fading 
Away’’; L. W. W., Strand; S. X.; Colwell Hatchney ; Nemo; Frank 
Incense; J. S., Fulham; A. D. T.; E. E. G., Putney; W. B., Islington ; 
Blank; F. M., Dublin; B. W. W., Shetlield; W.5., Melton Mowbray ; 
L. X., Kepi; R., Linton-street; Native Luck; H.R. K.; A. Hands, 
Lpool; J. F., Sligo; T. B., Weymouth; 3 Corners, Glasgow; H. P.; 
Orseau, Poultry; W. H. B., Dudley; R. N., South Audley-street ; O. V., 
York-road; W., Cheshunt; J. R., Liverpool; Vixen; Pigeons; Vensnuf; 
W. W., Limehouse; L., Portsmouth; Wiry; Anna Colonthow; . erney 
M.; Paddlechops; R. S., Peckham; —. Weymouth County Club ; E.H.W., 
Bath; J. W. H., Fenchurch-street ; E. L. N., Derby. 
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A TRUE BILL. 


Little does Miss Vunaes think that the spectator finds it impossible not to 
cunnect her with the announcement over her head. 








‘** Aye,’ said the Sparrow.”’ | 
A Mr. Ruopegs, of Quebec, has purchased fifty London sparrows, 
and turned them loose in the Governor's garden. } 
what he paid for the importation, but, no doubt, he will not think 
they’re dear when he hears their “ cheep! cheep !”’ 
Sicietaeenaaneindaidaimmeat iieiaataimaiaies 
Promotion. 


A New York paper states that in consequence of his well-known 
amiability and adaptability Mr. Horace Greeey is to be raised to born. 
the as-they-appearage under the title of Lory Disa-Gree.ey. _ house.” 
A Mayniac. | 


We believe there is no truth in the report that an over-zealous | 





THE ELECTIONS. 


How wearily the country groans 
Beneath election spouting, 

While candidates in dulcet tones 
Are eloquent, undoubting 

But that the autumn days will see 
Their canvassing all over, 

And letters twain, the fair M.P., 
Proclaim them quite in clover. 


They promise anything to win 
The Senatorial glories, 

And whether Liberals get in, 
Or Dizzy and the Tories, 

The promises on either side 
Will very soon be broken, 

But voters must be mollified, 
Aud so rash words are spoken, 


The Tories vow to guard the Church, 
The State and Constitution, 

The Liberals leave them in the lurch ; 
And GLapstone’s resolution, 

Is strong to see there's justice done 
To Ireland in her troubles, 

And that the battle may be won, 
His energy re-doubles. 


The Times writes one up first, and then 
Tells quite another story, 

The Pall Mail sneers at earnest men, 
The Star reviles each Tory. 

The Standard shouts for Dizzy’s views, 
The old Globe grows malicious, 

They’re rabid on the Daily News, 
And on the ’ 7iser vicious. 


And Fvcn looks on o’er all the crowd, 
And smiles to see their capers, 

At every dull speech laughs aloud, 
And chaffs the daily papers. 

And so whoever wins the fight, 
Repining would be folly, 

We’l pray, may luck attend the right, 
And keep us safe and jolly. 


Would You. 


Wuart poet was mad enough to sing about a jolly bird attempting 
We do not know | to draw wine from the wood ? 

Tom Moore, when he sang about ‘the woodpecker tapping the 
| hollow beech-tree,”’ to be sure! 


What ‘‘a Story.” 


Brssintvck is not a little proud of the strength of lungs of his first- 
The other evening, says B., the youngster actually ‘‘ raised the 


PUTTING IT PLAINLY. 


We hear from America that the Mormons have made no attempt to 


myrmidon of Six Richarp Mayne’s recently locked up a decayed, | Secure female converts from the City of the “ Plains.” 


attenuated feeble old gentleman on the ground that he was walking | 
about the street without any muscle. 


| 
| 





Wuat 1s THE First Historica, Mention or a Hiproruacist | 
Banquet f—When Cxsar’s Ghost said to Brutus, “ We shall meet | 
again at filly-pie!”’ 


Tuz man whose acquaintance the lover of a glass of good Port | All the back numbers of FUN (New Series) are in print, and may be 
obtained at the Office, or through any Bookseller. 


should cultivate.—One of the “ has bins.” , 








OVER COATS, 21s. wo 63«. 


ArTER what distinguished traveller might a Yorkshire cloth manu- 
| facturer appropriately name his country seat ?—Mungo Park. 


Tue SuHapre HOspiraLiTigSs GENERALLY TOOK LAST SUMMER. — 
_ House-warmings. 


IN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


SAMUEL 


BROTHERS, 5°, LuDGATH HILE. 


Printed by JUL & GLASS, Phoenix Works, 8t. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and published (for the Preprieut) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: November 14, 1868. 
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PROBABLY NOT! 


Mr. Sikes :—*‘ME AND MY DAWG AIN’T A-BIN MORLESTED BY SiR RICHARD 


Mayne, as I Knows on.” 





LOOKS INTO BOOKS. 


In his last novel, Strange Work (Trnstey Brotuers) Mr. ARCHER 
opened new ground and gives us some out-of-the-way characters 
and incidents that have great freshness. He puts-in the scenery and 
Surroundings with very graphic power. The vividness of some of 
these incidental parts—such as “ Zoar Retreat’—we owe to that 
intimate knowledge of the life of the lower classes which made The 
Pauper, the Thief, and the Convict so remarkable and so valuable. The 
ordinary novel reader, who likes galloping ground, with the pack—or 
rather plot—always in sight, may perhaps object to some of the dis- 
cursive detail, but we imagine Mr. ArcueEr’s desire is to arrest the 
attention of more serious readers. Indeed, if the term had not been 
spoilt by its application to books of bigoted nonsense, we should have 
ed Strange Work a story ‘with a purpose.” 

Mrz. Ancuer’s humour is kindly, and though he possesses a keen 
< for the ludicrous he is not savage with the fools, if disgusted with 
the follies, he depicts. ‘The picture of Cobleigh and its inhabitants, 
and especially of the stone-laying and the dinner at the White Hart, is 
full of fun. "The last scene is most dramatically worked up to and 
stirringly told. 

_ The characters have distinct individualities, and are consistent and 
lifelike throughout. If there be a fault to be found with one of them 
it must be with the parsonic hero; but if Mz. Arcuer had some diffi- 
culty in making such a character seem probable, so has many another 
“good man son true” before him. All the women in the story are 

€, a8 one would expect of the author of Wayfe Summers, in which 

_heroine’s autobiography was written with a curious fidelity to 
feminine peculiarities of thought and diction. 








Wintry Warnings. 

Two signs there are—two signs which tell 
That winter’s coming, plain enough! 
The one—it is the muffin-bell, 

Tho other is—the belle in muff. 


Vou. VIL. 
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A-KNITTING in my easy chair, 
My thoughts are fluttering here and there, 
My feet are on the fender: 
| Beside me sits my faithful pug ; 
My favourite “tabby ”’ on the rug, 
Fills me with fancies tender. 


I think how in those days of yore, 
{ reckoned lovers by the score; 
How now my fortune varies. 
To-night I sit in lone despair, 
And now bestow my love and care 
On kittens and canaries 


Time was there did not come a post, 
But brought of “ billets doux’’ a host, 
From writers fond and clever; 
Sut now ’tis bills the postman brings, 
Or circulars and such like things— 
sut love-letters—oh, never! 


Once every morning brought its guest ; 
My knocker scarce had any rest, 
My “flames "’ were always calling; 
Tis “ Taxes’? now or “ Water Rate,” 
Who turns the handle of my gate, 
And knocks with zeal appalling! 


I was a jolly dancer then, 
A favourite partner with the men, 
In waltzing I'd no equal. 
My dancing now is all alone, 
When with rheumatic pains I groan— 
Oh, what a bitter sequel! 


Instead of rides to coverside, 
At “Clothing Clubs” I now preside, 
| And serve on *'T'ract,’’ Committees ; 
| Instead of ‘* parties’ without end 
I Dorcas Meetings now attend, 
Yet who my sad lot pities ? 


I flirted till it was too late, 
O’ertaken by avenging fate, 
Behold in me a warning ! 
Young maidens do not always flirt, 
Be wise, and Nemesis avert, 
And waste not Life’s bright morning. 





Strange if True. 


Tue Police News is determined to make on “horror’s head horrors 
accumulate.’”’ The other day, in the account of an inquest upon a 
child killed in a coal-mine, it stated :— 


‘‘ The deceased was seven years of age, and had been employed as a hurrier in 
Messrs. Charlesworth’s Castle Pit, Robin Hood, for eight years.’’ 


If this sort of thing is allowed, the Factory Act will have to be 
amended in the interests of the babe unborn. 


———[—[—[—[—[—[—[—_—_—_—_—___ 


Howe-dacious. 
Ir Miss Becxer looks in the Brighton Gazette of the 5th instant she 
will find a passage in favour of her theory of the two sexes of man :— 


‘‘The ‘happy man’ who is to secure the hand of Lady Mary Curzon in matri- 
mony is not the Duke of Hamilton, as has been stated, but the Marquis jof Hamil- 
ton, daughter of Earl Howe.’’ 

The natural impulse when one hears that the Marquis or Hamttton 
is the daughter of Earn Hows is to cry out, “ Howe's that, Um- 
pire?” We pause for a reply. 


SHOT FROM A BREECHLOADER. 


Wuy must sportsmen invariably use E/ey’s Cartridges ?—Because 
in pursuing their favourite diversion they are sure to be out o’ Daw’s. 





LooK ON THIS PICTURE—AND ON THIS.—Who is there who has not 
seen and admired GAINSBOROUGH'S “ Blue Boy ’’’ We should like to see 
one of the modern school of painters turn out sucha picture. But, there— 
the Blue Boys cannot count as gains boroughs in any great numbers now. 





Yov rarely find naval men at a civic banquet. Is this due to their 
wholesome dislike to “‘ stowaways ¢"’ 





Tus Great Unknown.—Tim Buctoo. 


(reece 


a ED a saneneee 
| A COQUETTE’S CAUTION, 





og 


, 
ER en etree ie — oe eee 


ene er ee 





~~ 


Se 


MBE ORES SOR 


—_m 
* 


Pad 
~~ # 
’- : 


4 


~ 


~ gir 










Se . 20 


a 





. eens 


Ss 





























( NovemBer 21, 1868. | 





os FUN. 








Enter Mons. Mapererne (the mayor), who is no other than VALIEAN, th: 





; 


THE YELLOW PASSPORT. 


ACT I. Scenr 1.—Ezterior of an inn at Digne, and interior of Brsnor 
Mynrre.’s parlour. 
Enter Fantixe, fainting, with baby. 
Fantinr.—Heavens! how hungry I am! I don’t know why I 
should be, for this is a populous town, and I have forty francs in my 

Ah, an inn! 

Enter Mapame THERNADIER from inn with two babies. 
Mapame Tuer.—Well, woman, what would you ? 
Fantinz.—Oh, Madame, I find my baby so troublesome. 

you kindly relieve me of it? I will pay you handsomely. 

" Mapame Tuer.—Agreed. Come in with me and settle pre- 

liminaries. | [ Exeunt inte inn, 


pocket. 


Would 


Enter Vavsnan (a liberated convict). , 

VatsEan.—Here is aninn. Whatho! Some food, for I perish. I 
don't know why J should, for this is a populous town, and I too have 
forty francs in my pocket. 

Enter Mons! THernapier and FAntine. 

Mons. Tuer.—No—-I don’t like your looks. Go. 

Vatsgan.—Can it be that you do not sell food to anyone you don’t 
like the looks of ? 

Mons. Tuer.—It can. Go. 

Fantint.—Poor old boy. Take my advice and try the bishop. He 
is not an acute old man, and your miserable appearance may impose 
upon him. That is his house—the one with the side out. 

VaLszan.— Good. 

Enter (into the parlour of the house) Bishor Myrrex and MaGuorre his 
parlourmaid, 

Macrorre.— Your dinner is served, sir. 

Myriret.—Good. (Js about to begin when enter into parlour V ALJEAN). 

VaLjran.— Forbear, and eat no more! 

MynrieLt.—My son, as you will. Who are you? 

VaLszan.—A liberated convict. Here is my ‘‘ Yellow Passport.” 
Shows his ticket-of-leave. 

Pray sitdown! Ma- 


Myrigi.—My dear sir! My very dear sir ! 
A liberated convict ! 


gioire, a seat for the gentleman. Dear, dear! 
Poor boy—poor boy! (Weeps.) 

VaLsxan.—I was the victim of a false accusation. 

Myririt.— Dear, dear—were you, now, really? Well, well, only to 
think! My son we are all liable to that. Why, even I do not escape. 
It was only the other day that the Archbishop of Paris was down upon 
me for keeping a pretty plump little housekeeper with short petti- 
coats and silk stockings. He said it was open to misrepresentation. 
Eh, Magloire? But help yourself—help yourself. (Drivels.) 

[ VALIEAN helps himself, 

Mrnret.— Now I will go to bed. Magloire, my pet, make the good 
gentleman a bed in the dianer-waggon. Farewell, my son, the plate 
is not locked up. The candlestick that I leave with you is solid silver. 

[ Exit the old fool. 

Vatsran.—Silver! solid silver. (Looks at tt.) So it is. (Pockets 
it.) Now to empty the plate-baskef, and then, away! (Empties plate- 
busket, and then escapes out of window.) 

Enter Macrores. 

Mac orrr.—I have come to see if the convict is stealing anything. 
(Looks into his bed.) Ah! He is gone! 

Enter Brsnor Myrret. 

Myrret.—Eh? Gone? Oh. Ah. And with all the plate, too! 
Entor (into strect) two gendarmes bringing in VaLsean in custody. The 

__ bishop goes out of room into street. 

Serszant.—Bishop, this man was found in possession of a quantity 
of your plate. So we brought him back to you. 

Mynigx (aside).—What right have I with that plate? He wants it 
more than I do. Plate is vanity. Comfort is a hollow moekery, and 
the precious metals a meredelusion. (Aloud) Oh, you did very wrong, I 
gave him that plate! ' 

——— —kh ? 

YRIEL (the old liar).—I gave it you—you know I did. 7! 
Oh lor! There let him go. eh my’ goodiness me! = © a 
Evenysopy.— Well, of all the drivelling old fools! 


Five years elapse. 
ACT II.—Mons. Mapererme’s Offce at Montreuil. 
Pater Inerectorn Javerr. 


[ Tableau. 


Javert.—I am the usual idiot inspector of the British Drama who 
by any chance, unless it is to allow them to 


never catches any bod 
escape immediately after. 


The bill says I “ would have arrested m 
own father had I found him escaping from justice.” 


I don’t know how it's done. 









y 
. ] capi But I should not 
have found him escaping from justice. I never yet detected any one |° 
under those circumstances, and I never shall. As to arresting any one, 


convict, who has got on since last act. 
Mons. Map.—Javert, whatis that noise without? _ 
JAVERT.—A prisoner, sir, whom they are bringing in. 
Enter FantTiInzg very much rumpled and in custody. 


JAVERT.— What, you again? Three months! 

Fantint.—Oh mercy! Spare me! 

Mons. Map. (most unwarrantably)—Certainly—let her go! _ 

JAveRrtT.—Monsieur le Maire, this is a case for the town police. ’ 

Mons. Mav.—Monsiecur Javert, this is a case for the borough police. 
Release her. [ They release her. 

JaveErt (aside).—He has released the only prisoner | ever took! 
Oh, I will be even with him for this. (Exit, 
Sceng 2.—Court of Justice at Arras. Judge, with cavalry moustache, 

trying a poor devil who is suspected of being VALIEAN. 

Poor Devit.—My lord, I am not Valjean. , 

Jupcr.—How dare you contradict the counsel for the Crown, sir’ 
Take him away and chop his head off. 

Enter Mons.. MADELEINE. 
Mons. Mapetznn.—Stop! ‘This is too dreadful. 


innocent. Iam Valjean the liberated convict! . 
[AW the gendarmes draw their swords and rush on him. 


At.t.— You, Monsieur le Maire? 
Mons. Map.-—I. It is true I was set free before the first act began, 
having fully worked out my time, so I don’t see why youare troubling 
yourselves about me now. But I suppose it’s all right. 


That man is 


[ They seize him. 
Enter Javert (who had nothing whatever to do with arresting him). 


Ha! ha! my hour of triumph has come. ; 
At.t.—Long live Javert, “a man of stern probity, whose name is a 
terror to criminals. He would arrest his own fa—” 
Javert (with the modesty of true merit).—There—thanks—that'll do. 


ACT III. Scene 1.—Corridor. 
Enter JAVERT. 


Javart.— Ha! ha! my hour of triumph is come,,and my enemy (no 


, longer Mons. Madeleine, but Valjean the convict) is:in my hands! Ha, 


I am indeed a man of stern probity, whose name is a terror to— 
Enter GEnDARMBS. 

lst GenparME.—Valjean has escaped ! 

JavVeRT.—Eh? Well I am tho most unlucky muff that ever wore 
a stage-inspector’s uniform! (bright idea) Pursue him! ; 

[ They pursue VALJEAN. 
Sceng 2.—Fuir at Montfermeil. Rustics turning rattles, Great 
excitement. 
Enter Monsieur TuEernapier and Cosrrte (the little girl that FaNtINE 
so considerately left with the TuernaviErs én the first act). 
Mons. Tuzx.—Ugh! yer little vagabond ! 
Enter VALsEAN. 

Vau.—Safe from pursuit so far. How to purchase back poor Fan- 
tine’s little girl from these people. Poor Fantine! She died in the 
last act, in a scene which we haven't thought it worth while to repro- 
duce, and I promised her I would get her child and provide for it. Ah, 
(seeing Cosette and recognising her at a glance) here she is! How much 
for her? 

THER.—Two thousand francs. 

VaL.—Here is the very sum. Come along, my dear! 

[Exit with Cosetre, 


Enter Javert (always too late) and three Gendarmes. 
JAVERT.— Have you seen a man in the village ? 
3 Tuer.—Yes. This is the day of our annual fair, which may account 
or it. 
JavERT.— Which way did he go? 
THer.— That way. 


JAVERT.—Good ! [ Exeunt. 


After him! 
Ten Years Elapse. 
ACT IV. Scunx 1.—Commissary’s Office, Paris. 
Enter Javert and the three Gendarmes. 
. Javert.— Well, we have been ten years chevying that fellow Vai- 
jean, but without success. Whether it would not be better to give up 
the chase altogether, seeing that he has done nothing whatever since 
his discharge with a ticket of leave, is a question which it does not 
occur to me to answer in the affirmative. But how well you’ve all worn! 
ALL.—We have! 


his wife discovered. 
THERNADIER.—Hush ! he approaches—pretend to be ill. 


Scene 2.—Covprerre’s garret, with the side out. ‘THERNADIER and | 


~~, 
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Enter VausEan, but what he wants in this galley does not appear. 
VaLsEAN.—Ha! my friends! 
THERNADIER.—I[ am very poor, and my wife is ill. 


francs ! 


Varsean.—Sixty francs? certainly. I will go home and fetch it, 


and bring it back to you in twenty minutes. 


THERNADIER.— Ha! 


VaALJEAN.—Here is the sum twice told! 


Enter VALIFAN. 


Give me sixty 


(Obliging fellow). 


[Exit VALIEAN, 


(Gives money.) 


T'HERNADIER.— We want more than that—two thousand! 
VatsEANn (who can’t stand this).—No, really—you are extortionate. 


TuERNADIER.—Bind him to that post (they do so). 
The police are coming! 


[Exeunt thieves down trap, 


Enter Javent and the same gendarmes. 


Javent.—What! Valjean! 
So I’ve got you at last ! 


indeed ! 


in the long run— 


Ha, ha! 


Vat. (drawing a pistol).—WNot so! 
Javekt (in great fright).—Put that pistol down, sir, directly. 


VALsEAN (weakly).—I will. There. Ispare your life. Spare mine. 
The place is on fire. 


JAvERT.—Ha! 


VaLskAN.—Dear me, 80 it is! 


(And so it a8. 


browned the curtain falls.) 


ACT V.—._A Salon. 


Ha! escape 


This is an unexpected treat, 
_ You see, the cunning devices of a 
man of stern probity, whose name is a terror tocriminals, must prevail 


Great fire. Howse burnt down. Javert and VaLsean 
seen hanging to beams, and, naturally, kicking. When they are nicely 


Enter Cosette and a faint young man, called Marius. 


CoszTrs.—I am to-day to be married to my Marius. 
Maxrrtvs.—It is indeed true. 


Vatszax.—Marius, I should tell you that the adopted father of 


Enter Varsnan, cold. 


Cosette is a retired galley-slave! 


Mazrvs.—Indeed! 
Guzsts.—Shame! 


Javzrt.—I’ve made a fool of myself as usual. I’ve had that man’s 
pardon lying in my pocket for the last fifteen years without knowing 
He has done nothing whatever, still he is pardoned 


it. He is free! 
and free ! 
Auu.—He is free. 


Marius (to great joy of audience, who are deeply interested in him).— 


Enter JAVERT. 


Then I w?// marry Cosette! 


Ovrsetves.—A poorly-constructed piece poorly written. 
some clever situations in it, but they are quite disjointed. 


CuRTAIN. 


Then I couldn't really think of marrying her. 


There are 
Why is 


VALJEAN so persecuted after he is liberated from the galleys? Why 


is—but ro matter. 


It is very well acted by Mr. NevitiE as the 


Convict; Mr. H. Wican as the Idiot Detective. Miss Furrapo 


plays a poor part with force and delicacy. The scenery is fairly good. 


The house on fire is capital. 


intolerable nuisance. 


READ! 


READ! 


The slow music in the orchestra is an 


We are glad to see that the Marylebone Penny Readings are being 


Supported with such spirit. 
appear in the list of patrons and also in the catalogue of readers. 


The names of many persons of note 


We 


miss, however, from the latter the name of Stx Richarp Maynz, who 
we feel sure would be popular as a reader—at any rate, more popular 


than he is as a Police Commissioner. 


He might give a Shakesperian 


reading for which the following extracts may possibly suggest 


material :— 


‘*T am Sir Oracle, and when I ope my mouth 
Let no cog bark.’’ 
‘‘Ma(y)n{e), proud Ma(y)n(e), 
Drest in a little bnef authority, 

Most ignorant of what he’s most assured, 
His glassy essence, like an angry ape, 


Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven,’’ etc. 
Or should Sim Ricuarp prefer prose, here is an apt passage: 
Dost thou not suspect my 


“ Doc-sury.—Dost thou not suspect my place? 


years ? 


--.. I am a wise fellow; and which is more an officer..... And one that 
knows the law... .. And one that hath two gowns and everything handsome 
adouthim..... O, that I had been writ down an ass!” 


We shall look forward to seeing Sir Ricwarp’s reading announced. 
Of course there will be a note to the effect that “Dogs and children 


Oh, that he were here to write me down an ass! 
that I am an ass: though it be not written down, yet forget not that I am an ass. 


with hoops will not be admitted.” 





Tuz Acs or Goxp, anp THE GoLpen Ace.—Love letters—L. S. D. 
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But, masters, remember 
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MAKE YOUR GAME, GENTLEMEN. 
A Ballad on the Old Mocel. 


LBL IRRAH, Gramercy, I wis, 


and I trowe, 
Sin JAKKE 18 a-haw- 
kynge spedde. 
His tlowynge locks they 
are long enowe, 
And a very decyded 
redde. 
Singing hey no! nonnv, 
nonny, hey ho! 
(The meaning of which 
is—I truly don’t 


know!) 


Str JAKKE he carryeth 
hawke on fyste 
To fly at hare, partridge, 
or herne. 
The herne may sear, and 
the partridge twyste, 
And the bare may double 
and turne, 
Singing hey no! nomny, 
nonny, hey ho! 
(Though I don't think the 
creatures sang really 
80 !) 
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Sir JAKkgz is mounted on his destrere— 
It’s a very good hoss to goe. 

And with many a holloa! sa! sa! and cheer, 
He hawketh the game, oho! 

Singing hey no! nonmy, nomny, hey ho! 

(And a very good chorus, as choruses go !) 


Sre Jaxxe hys descendants no falcons owe,* 
But their pleasure is just the same— 

And pursuit alsoe, for the poulterers knowe 
That they all of them hawk their game— 

Singing hey no! nonny, nonny, hey ho! 

The present descendants of swells long ago 

Are a Game-dealing Poultering (limited) Co. 


Critical, but not Correct. 


Tue Pall Mall Gazette was at great pains some little while since to 
make known that it had never professed to be “written by gentlemen 
for gentlemen.” Of course we must accept that assertion, and we can 
do so all the more readily because it is merely an admission of th: 
charges in connection with which the supposed ‘ profession’ was cited. 
We must, however, be allowed to judge for ourselves from the evidence 
of tone and style (or what is meant for them in the P. J. @.), that at 
any rate it is intended “for gentlemen.” That granted, the questior 
‘‘by whom it is written” is a matter of profound indifference to the 
world at large, and we shall, in deference to the wishes of our contem- 
porary, never assert again that it is “‘ written by gentlemen for gentle- 
men.’ In fact we never did assert it, we never thought we were ' 
doing more than quoting. Buta paper written “for gentlem:n’’ should 
be so written as not to lead its public to think itis written ‘‘ by duffers.”’ 
Yet who except a duffer could have written this bit of criticism ? 


The human visual organs in particular are generally mentioned with a triplet of 
epithets, as *‘clear, grave, honest,” or ‘*‘ big, dark, wild.” 


he is noticing. Cannot he see that after all ‘‘clear,’ ‘‘grave,’’ 
‘‘honest,” “big,” “dark,” and “wild” do mean different qualities, 
whereas the genius who “secretes’’ the expression ‘“ human visual! 
organs,” as a substitute for “‘ eyes,” is guilty ofa miserable vulgarism : 
Such would-be smartness is only worthy of the musie-hall cad, who 
thinks it the highest wit to say ‘bless your visual organs” as a 
paraphrase, for a coarse but at least Saxon imprecation. When our 
critical friend has corrected this vulgarism, he may turn back to his 
third sentence, and correct that. In English, we do not say “there «s 
twenty things,” but “there are.” ' 


—E a 


—_- - 





Ir it be true that a man be known by the company he keeps, what a 
shocking “ bad lot’’ the governors of our gaols must be. 





* “To owe” stands for “‘toown” in old ballads, passim. This doesn’t say 
much for the morality of the ancients, implying that they never pai4 for anything, 
and therefore ‘‘owed” all that they ‘‘owned.’’—Ep. Knots and Queer-eyes. 
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The “ critic’ is objecting to the liberal use of adjectives in a novel } 
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lst Swell :—“ HEawpD OF THE EAWTHQUAKE, CHAWLIE ?” 
Qnd Ditto :—“ Naw! Bar Jove, wHEAW ?” 


AN UNFINISHED OPERA. 


Tue following fragments are all that I have at present written. 
Here is a picturesque bit for the girls to sing on the slopes of the 
Alhambra—third act, first scene :— 


“Come away to the Sierra Nevada, 
To the dance :— 
On the vine-covered hills of Granada 
Gaily prance.” ( Twice.) 


Then my castanets come in. Boabdil won't play them, being a 
Moor. He could have a battle-song instead ; not long, but character- 
istic. This is how it should go :— 

“ Our steeds sone lightly bounding, 
! 


Hark! hark! the clarion sounding, 
Ta, Ta! (Bugle call.) 
To conquer or to die. 
Dying brrrr’m.” (Drum.) 
He goes off anywhere to this tune, the others crowding round him 
and weeping real tears. 
I have a Venetian bit in my desk, but it won't come in just here, 
This is how it goes (in B flat, if possible), with rippling business 
underneath :— 


“The gondolier glides on the something lagoon, 
Luraliety !”’ 


Then a pee allusion to the moon—only for a rhyme, but the 
people in t of the house like it. Stars cannot be brought in, because 
they require cars (Irish jaunting cars) to make it all right. If we coudd 
have cars (Irish jaunting ones), perhaps the word “ Philaloo” might 
be employed, or ‘‘ Musha Grammachree’’—echo doing the “‘ hree”’ all 
about the stage, and the orchestra taking it up with flageolets. This 
might come in the prison scene, if I introduce one. 





SHAKEY. 
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lst Ditto :—“ Countwy.”’ 
2nd Ditto :—“ Aw! Hops THEY'LL CONFINE IT TO THE AGWICULTURAL 
pIsTwicts ! ”? 











The girls ought properly to say as they come on— 
“Merry, merry mountain maids are we, 
(Echo) are we-e-e-e ! 
Beautiful, happy, careless, respectable, and free. 
(Ditto) Re-e-e-e-e !” 


Then a spy in a mask says, “ From Lithuania’s plains I come,” and | 


everybody says (in imitation of echo) ‘‘ Um-um!"’ This can be made 
a powerful bit of sarcasm by putting the footlights nearly out, and 
making the musicians hide their instruments under pocket-handker- 
chiefs to deaden the sound. The Lithuanian is then carried off by 
uards, and the scene changes to something more gloomy—say 4a 
ae Chorus of under-gaolers, clanking keys major and minor. 
Boabdil is pardoned at the last moment, because he saved Olozaga 8 
life in the quarrel. This is all that I have written, but there is plenty 
more where that came from. I have it here (tapping my forehead). 


An Epigram. 
(Vide Cartoon. ) 


An actor is the Tory Chief—a skilful one and tricky— . 
’T would seem the best peformance of our Dizzy is but—“ Dicky ! 


An ‘‘ Active and Intelligent Officer’’—no doubt. 
A GENTLEMAN residing at Malvern, in giving his experience of the 
recent earthquake in a letter to the Times naively states :— 


“‘A policeman on the road not 100 yards from my house knew nothing of the 
shock or its accompaniments.”’ 


The idea that a mere earthquake is sufficient to arrest the attention 
of a policeman on his beat is rather too rich to be passed over without 
notice. 


Tue best vehicle for imparting archzological lore.—A Barrow. 
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A POLITICAL BOSWORTH. 


A HORSE!”—King Richard II], 


“A HORSE! A HORSE! MY KINGDOM FOR 
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ELECTION ADDRESSES. 


BY OUR OWN FREE AND INDEPENDENT. 


Ir’s all over, The die is cast. The wictory is achieved; and the 
| gufferages of a great people has windicated the eternal werities, and 
throwed the pannuscorium of electorial purity over the palladium of 
the British Constitooshun. The privileges of a free and independent 
woter forbid that the past should ever be returned upon them, that has 
stood in the wan and bore the brunt of the political onslaught ; so that 
when I confess that my sentiments has been divided by considerations 
that must ever elewate the breast of them that aspires to represent 
the thought, and the intelleck of the parishioners of this important 
districk, I take no credit to myself but ‘rather pint to that statesman 
than who there can never be found another, to say in the words that 
has rendered him immortal afore his time : ‘Cheer, boys cheer, what 
will they say in England that expects every man to do his duty.” 
This, Mz. Epitor, was the peroriation of the address that I had the 


a 
eens 


privilege of delivering, on the occasion of the wind-up of the great 
ection, in our borough, where after the arduous duty of choosing 
between five liberal and three Conservative candidates, I formed the 
airman of a Committee, and set for eleven weeks in the sanded first- 
floor front of a respectable public-house; for which service, if a trum- 
Pery silver teapot, and a plated spittoon is to be considered more than 
fy oe plimentary recognisance, I for one shall ‘call upon our member 
explain his policy, the very first time he speaks on any question 
before the House. 

Speaks, says I, vell I’ve been considered a dab at oratorios myself, 
at the Town Hall where I have before now put the pot on, about 
€ way that the Union contracts was took away from local tradesmen 
cause of the adwerse evidence of a analysing chymist, as lives a 
0zen miles off. It aint for me say much therefore about speeches, but 
18 I can’t forbear. If I couldn’t bring myself down to my audience, 
th tter than half the candydats, that’s been stuck up on platforms with 
éir right hands in their left weskits, for the last two months and 

more; I’d eat my hat. 
to answerin’ questions they’re nowhere, sir. 


former experience in the westry: and it’s my opinion that no one | professions of libera 
Should be chose to represent the nation in Parlyment, as hasn’t first sperrit. 


developed hisself asa representive of the parish at the parokeyal board. | 
i 
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There’s all sorts o’ men been returned ; 
am ; and all I oan say is that a 
“4 er tea-pot and a plated spittoon don’t buy me another 4 We've 
all got somethink to learn ; and if that’s what youcall Liberaliem : give 








me the good old ways after eleven weeks of it, and listening to such 


different sorts o’ sentiments, and hardly a touch of what I couldn't 


have done a good deal better myself. 


There’s been as I’ve said seven of ’em after ono or two seats in this 


parish, one of ’em was in the public line, and I have a natural respect 
for him, though he was unsuocessfnl, and people langhed when he said 
as he’d always been for “Liberal measures,” and wouldn’t give a 
button for a man as was destitute of “public spirit.” Then, there 
was a couple of flarin’ hot reformers as foamed at the mouth, and 
pinted out objectors in the meetin’s with their doubled fists, so as to 
have ’em turned out before they could say Jack Rontnson, which it 
wasn’t Rosrnson, but some otherson, and there was a bland candidate, 
and a fact and figger candidate, and they was all holdin’ meetings, 
everywhere at once, and as they say in Mark-lane, where I’ve done a 


stroke o’ businessin my time “quotations ruled high,” though why | 


aman should be insulted with a paltry silver tea-pot and a plated 
spittoon, after eleven weeks’ settin’ is a question that rankles deep :— 
and on the day of the poll, though hired conweyances is forbid by law, 
there was vehicles y to take woters to the booth at a shillin’ a 
dozen, and leave ’em to get back how they could. The only wonder 
to me is how such a lot of new members can ever get on in the House, 
when they’ve had no experience in the westry, and can’t naturally be 
expected to understand the constitootional forms, let alone the graces 
of horatry ; which such of ’em as have been in the Corporation, and 
writes C.C., after their names, those who have a more dignified style 


| mostly, and as near like my own as possible, but not altogether equal 


perhaps to cope with the Speaker, which is a different thing altogether 
to a effete Alderman, or else a contempshus Lornp Mayor. However, 
sir, we shall see what we shall see,—and as a mementio of the ingrati- 
tude of the public to publick men—even that has set eleven weeks in 
a publick house for the public weal—a trumpery silver tea-pot and a 


paltry plated spittoon, reposes one on, and the other under, the side- 
They want a | board in our front parlour, a warning to future ages to beware of the 


ity, and the too generous confidence of a patriotick 





A Fuat Race.—Pla(i)ce-hunting. 
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FOR COCKNEY CANDIDATES. 


A capital letter to begin an electioneering speech with :—“ A-uem !” 





HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Ir does not appear to us that, taken as a whole, Mr. WALLIS’s 
Winter Exhibition of Cabinet Pictures is as good as it has been in pre- 
vious years. A glance at the catalogue will givesome explanation. It 
will be seen that there is nothing strikingly original about it. When 
we see that 34 is “A Highland Loch, by B. W. Leaver,” 39 “ Night, by 
A. Giipert,” 25 “ Hermione, by T. F. Dicxsgg,” 48 “ Highland Mary, 
by T. Faxp, R.A.,” on opening the catalogue at one place, we know 
what the pictures are like without seeing them. They are the works 
of clever and deservedly esteemed painters, but they are mere repeti- 
tions. In consequence the exhibition looks more like a dealer's ex- 
hibition than any previous collection of Mr. Watuis’s. There are, 
nevertheless, some good pictures on the walls that will well repay a 
visit, and it is not an unhealthy sign that they are chiefly the works of 
young artists. Mn. Psrrin’s “ Rehearsal” is good, though it is some- 
what of a repetition. Mr. Tuom’s “Sheepfold” is fine, and Mr. 
OrcHarpson’s “ Sick Chamber”’ effective. rk. H. Moore paints a 
wonderful truthful bit of a “Grey Day on the Coast of Wales,”’ and 
Mr. Bovuauton shows his power in “The Last of the Mayflower.” Mr. 
Bunrosse's ‘‘ Favourite Padre,” is excellent—the face of the urchin peer- 
ing over the priest's arm is admirable. Mr. Roseats, Mz. Smytue, Mr. 
Lone, and Mr. Ditton also contribute good pictures. The foreign 
school is not very well represented, although “The Féte Day,” by 
SseR2ves, is perhaps the best work exhibited. 





Till-y Valley! 
Paizz Ploughing Matches should be discountenanced ; they have, 
we fear, led many a young man to have “‘a hand in the ¢ill.” 





Berren THAN Wartinc ror A Turn or Lucx.—Turning an honest 
penny. 


A Turest ror Lrrsraturs.—Reading a book “ half-bound.” 
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THE DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No., 89, 


Wir certain strides this comes a-pace, 
My second, numbing hands and face; 
My first has scarcely cause to bless, 

My second’s stern and cold caress ; 

Be ours the task to make his home 

The brighter when those days have come. 


1.—The breeze was fair behind, 
The flag flew out above, 
I blessed the passing wind, 
I whispered words of love. 
She heeded not my tale, 
But leant across the side, 
And breasting sea and gale, 
This chiefly she espied. 


2.—A Scythian tribe who went out from their home, 
And played as you'll find quite the deuce with old 
Rome. 
3.—We know that his daughter, poor dear, 
Was simply engulfed in a weir, 
The accident scarcely would suit 
His temper. This swell was a brute. 


4.—She was always a darling I knew, 
And, oh, she was fair 9s the day, 
And tender and passably true, 
And yet she’d one fault, I must say. 
| She got into states, say, like this, 
Most awful, and still I have heard 
Her pardon implore, and a kiss 
Come quick from the very same word. 
5.—He lived, yet ’twas a weary time, 
Nor solace found in prose or rhyme ; 
He thought of many a far off face, 
And many a distant dwelling-place ; 
’T was hard to live apart, yet he 
For many years afar must be. 
6.—It is heard upon the beach, 
Very often in man’s speech ; 
From horses led from stall 
It sounds the worst of all. 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 87. — Fawkes, Powder; 
Flip, Arezzo, Warsaw, Kid, Eagle, Stammerer. 

Correct SotuTions or Acrostic No. 87, Recetvep 11th Nov.: 
Chop and Sausage; The Boy’s Mother; Old Maid; Sidney C.; 
Suffolk Dumpling; Uncas; Three Carshalton Foo!s; C. H.; 
J. O. P. and J. H. N.; Arundel Owls; Thomas and Collings. 





The Perversity of Man. 


Waitine from “The Horsepools,” near Stroud, Mr. Samus. 
Bowty, the well-known temperance advocate,*informs the public 
through the medium of a letter to the Times, that he is not a member 
of the United Kingdom Alliance. We fully agree with Mr. Bow1y 
that moral suasion is better than legislative action; but is it not pain- 
ful to think that in the majority of instances, although you may lead 
a man to “The Horsepools,” you cannot make him drink—water ? 





Dizzy Doings. 

Tue Ricut Hon. Bensamin Disraxut, responding to the toast of 
“The Health of Her Majesty’s Ministers,’ at the late Mansion House 
Banquet, said— 

‘I hope, when this time next yearI havethe honour of acknowledging this 
toast ’—{loud cheers and laughter). 

He has fairly surpassed himself—shown us, in fact, that he can speak 
not only when he is “on his legs,” but—mirabile dictu—when he 
must have been “ off his head.” 


Enough to Raise one’s Gorge. 
On the memorable 9th inst. gorging was naturally the order of t 
day in London, so much so that immediately the procession had passe 
every "bus, hansom, and cab were crammed. 


he 
d 


CONVIVIAL THOUGHT. 
Tue Englishman’s favourite arithmetical exercise.—‘ Three times 
three ’’—with “three more for the ladies.”’ 


Tux Freepom or THE Crry.—The reception given to strangers at | 


the Stock Exchange. 
“Tus Tor or Troe Moxnino.’”’—A good spin before breakfast. 
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OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 
come 






about the value of the study of Greek and 
Latin. He seems to me to have hit the question 
admirably. Greek is a language only to be 
acquired by long study, and chiefly valuable 





en nat 
ve Bem er 

general advantage. As the Ricur Hon. J. E. Denison said, “ Nothing 

teaches English so well as Latin grammar.” This is profoundly true, 

and it will be a bad day for the English language—already used ill 

enough, goodness knows—when Latin is shelved as useless lumber. 

I'll back a man who has read Latin grammar and never opened an 

English one to write our language more correctly than a man who has 

Jearnt English grammar and not Latin. No one who has written 
| Latin prose at school or college can fail to see the vice of the common 

“and which” blunder, or of an error not less common, but one that is 
best explained by an example. I take one from a magazine lying 
before me—“at any rate, living or dying, A. B. will seize upon C. D.” 
The writer means, whether C. D. be living or dying, but the sentence, 
as it stands, means grammatically whether A. B. be alive or dead. A 
slight knowledge of Latin would have saved that. The Speaker has 
hit the point with so true an aim that he ought to be called our 
“ Enfield Speaker ’’—how I wish some of our writers would study their 
Speaker—and let him be the Delectus as well as dilectus. 
Tue first number of Good Words for the Young is the best first 
number I have ever seen. It is plentifully illustrated, with several 
large cuts, and a lot of little ones that will delight the children. The 
artists, like the writers, seem to have entered into the spirit of the 
undertaking con amore. The fairy and fanciful illustrations are quaint 
and imaginative, and the real life pictures are good and pleasing. The 
picture of “ Lonely Jane”’ is the gem of the number to my thinking, 
but the illustrations to “At the Back of the North Wind,” “ King 
George’s Middy,” and ‘“Tumbledown Towers” are all excellent. A 
portrait of Esep Metecu, which forms the tailpiece to a paper by the 
Editor, must I suppose, in the absence of the initials of any other artist, 
be attributed to the Editor, who has evidently been infected with the 
“scratchy ’”’ style—as some superficial critics call it—of the fac-simile 
school of Messrs. PINwELL, Hovauron, and others. As for the prose 
and verse, I was going to say one almost wishes to be a child again, 
but they are so good that one can enjoy them without going back so 
many years. ‘ At the Back of the North Wind” is simply delicious. 
“King George’s Middy”’ is the beginning of a good story of adven- 
tures. “The Bear of the Beech Wood” is a real fairy-tale pure and 
simple. As for the verse, what need I say more than that it is supplied 
by the authors of ‘“‘ Poems Written for a Child,” and by the compre- 
hensive genius who, as this magazine reveals to us, sets the old folks 
thinking, as “‘Matthew Browne,” and the young folks laughing, as 
the Laureate of “Lilliput Levée.’”’ Altogether there could not possibly 
be a better periodical for children, with good art and good literature, 
seconded by good engraving and good printing. OA, Sortunatos nimium 
sua si bona norint—little people! to have such a periodical—if there 
had been one like it when I was a boy, I don’t think I should have 
had the heart to grow up! ; ; 

In London Society we have a dashing illustration from the veteran 
pencil of Joun GiiBert, showing that that facile hand has forgotten 
none of its cunning. The first picture by Mr. Watson is in his best 
style. Mr. Hovcuron gives us a drawing which would be better if 
his dog had not broken its leg, and his horse were less wooden. Miss 
Epwarps’ illustration is fair enough, and there is an amusing paper 
on Boulogne, with cuts by “ The Thumbnail Sketcher.” “Box and 
Cox in the Bay of Bengal,” by Mr. Sipney BLaNcHARD is capital 
reading, and so is a paper on Velocipedes, while the rest of the prose 
papers and stories are up to the average of themagazine. “ The Turn 
of the Tide,” I can’t say I care about ; it is sentimental and tame. 

THE Sunday Magazine is rich in illustrations of very high quality, 
the two principal stories having one large drawing and several sma 
Ones a-piece ; these latter are especially charming in both cases. Mr. | 
Hovexton contributes a couple of illustrations of Biblical stories, full | 





sham-classical air we generally get in such work. Two pictures to an 
article called “The Lame and the Lazy” are remarkable for truth and 
character, The novel of “The Crust and the Cake’’ is good, though 
the writer fails somewhat in her young lads, as might be expected of | 
& young authoress. ‘“‘ Forgotten by the World” affords such scope for | 
ustration that any shortcomings it possesses may be well overlooked. | 
“The Lame and the Lazy” is interesting, but “A Model Jesuit 
Mission” jg tinged with an illiberal and uncharitable tone that one 
regrets to see in so good a magazine. In Good Words we have a 
Pleasimg picture to “The Woman’s Kingdom,” and a very clever | 
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HE Speaker of the House of Commons has 
been distributing, at Nottingham, the prizes 

and certificates awarded at the Oxford local 
examination, and ke took occasion to speak 


<<“ to the student only; whereas Latin is of 
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sketch illustrating an admirable article on “ Saturday Night in the 
East End.” “My Friend's Gipsy Journal” will be found fateresting, 
and the Cornish paper with its pictures is very delightful reading. 

Mrs. Dubosc’s Daughter,” with its pictures, will repay perusal, but 
perhaps the best thing in the whole number isa paper “On some 
Wise Men at Nottingham and elsewhere,” describing the Boards of 
Arbitration and Conciliation, by which it is striven to obviate trade 
disputes, and so further the interests of both employer and employed : 
—a noble mission for his share in which Mr. Munpe ta receives full 
recognition at the hands of the writer, Mr. Lup.ow. 

A SLIGHT Improvem:nt—and room for more—in the cuts to the 
St. James's. The padding is of a better quality, too, and the stories 
go on tellingly. “Cut Uown like Grass” is a parody of “Cometh Up 
like a Flower’’—it is fairly enongh done, but I question the taste of 
its publication in the St. James’s, all things considered. It is so very 
easy to satirise such silly twaddle as “Cometh Up like a Flower ’—one 
has only to make copious extracts from it ! 

I pon’r think Mr. Mruxats shows to best advantage in St. Paxi's 
this month. The number is otherwise very good. “The Conservative 
Premier” is searching and keen, and the notice of “Clarissa” is out- 
spoken and critical:—too many reviewers have over-praised the story. 
“The Dangers and Delights of Tobacco” is a moderate and sensible 
article, in which neither the nor the delight is mis-stated, 
though I am glad to say the balance is struck in favour of the latter. 

Tue Atlantic Monthly is very good this month, boasts some excellent 
verse and a capital ee story. Our Young Folks is briak and fresh 
too. ‘“ More about Trotty”’ is capital, amd “oodles” is good, and 
60 is “The Burgomaster Gull.” 





** Beets to the Sweet.” 


Tue New York Tribune remarks “ Beet’ sugar is the child of protec- 
tion, but has now outgrown the need of parental nourishment.” This 
would seem to be a complete answer to those who wish to abolish 
flogging at schools. If beet sugar is so improved by the process, it 
is clear that to spare the rod is to spoil the child. 
be urged on the other hand that sugar at its earliest age is supported 
by the cane. 





FALSE ECONOMY. 


Tuart of the total abstainers,—’tis true they screw at the tap, but 
don’t they “let out’’ at the bung hole! 


Answers toe Correspondents. 


[Wecannot return wnaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied dy a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 

Srmenes Amicus BLOWHARD.—Spare us ! 
thing every week. 

BospPuHorvs must get the sack, if only for the line “‘ Or Aas thou not,” &c. 

Vasco pI GaAMA.—We cannot inform you, but you will get from the 
Sunday Times information on which you may rely. 

NEMo.—Thanks—to nobody ! 

E. C. Lewis (Eaton-square).— We have read our Joe Miller, thank you ! 
Your very original notion of “top not come down’’ won’t do. We are 
*¢ not for Joseph ’’ when his surname is Miller. 

W. L. (Brighton).—Good boy! but you have been anticipated. Rela- 
tively it is better to be aunt-icipated than to try and father other people's 
jokes. 

‘ ALPHA (Ramsgate).—Half-o’ Ramsgate—the whole of Earlswood, we 
should think the place for you! 

ALIquis.—We want better assurance than that of an anonymous corre- 
spondent. 

Apoo, Apoo.—Glad to see you liked it. Try again! 

T. W. (Gray’s Inn-road) has written us a pleasant note to say that he 
sent out his workman for a mask on the fifth, and received as an answer 
that he could have Fun for a penny. We beg his pardon. By sending us 
his cheery communication by post unpaid he has ‘‘ ”’ Foun for twopence. 
Henceforth neither we nor unpaid letters will be taken in. _ 

T. B. B. (Yarmouth).—The arithmetical puzzle was only a joke. Get The 

Elizabethan, and read the whole article. 
Declined with thanks:—T. W. C., Merrick-square; R. H. B., Land- 
rt; J. G. P.; Novice; J. M. H., Bury St. Edmund’s; Treasury of 
H. C., Oxford; M.C., junior, Dunstable; X. X., 
Irishman; Nilnop; Binos; J. I., Manchester; R. W. L.; E. A., Birken- 
head; P. H. W., Dalston; No hoops; Timmutty; R. P. B.; J. P., Bays- 
water; Blow up; A. H., Bristol; E. G., Knightsbridge; London; S. §., 
Ironmonger’s-lane; Expectans; W. T., Bristol; H. C., — Queens; Zeta; 
Doncaster; R. E.; L. E. F., Woolwich; E. W.; T. B., Rugby; H. B, 
St. Helen’s; J. W. H., Femchurch-street; W. B. H., Sheffield; A. P.; 
Bell-the-Cat; A Subscriber from the First; Cicil; W. E. T., Peckham ; 
H. C., Leicester-equare; Smike; R. O. Liverpool; F. M., Peckham Rye ; 
A. P. and J. Man: G. M. Bedford-row; W. J. L., Dulwich; Tout; FP. J. 
A. S., Old Broad-street. 





We get heaps of that sort of 
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A STREET IDYLL. | 


My shins their barking have recovered, 
The pavement happily is clear ; 

Beside a roadway I have hovered 
And cross it oT by fear. 

With ease comparative I tread 
The kerbstone, knowing I’ve the gout, 

And daily to my self I’ve said, | 
Thank goodness that boys’ hoops are out! | 


My eyes present a sad appearance, | 
They’re bloodshot and contused, I think, 
I’ve never had to make a clearance | 
Of enemies. I never drink. | 
My way I know I’ve never losf, | 
Or lamp- post taken for a pin, 
Still I’ve discovered to my cost 
That shuttlecocks are coming in! 


a 
A i LDL LLL LLL LLL LLL ae 


SincuLar SuHor. 
Wuite covert-shooting the other day a gen- 
tleman actually knocked over a cock pheasant | 
with a “ Daw”’ cartridge. 





A (Epsom) Downy Cove. 
Mr. Strupp (and small blame to him). 





WHERE those pests of the concert-room who 
are ever clamouring for encores should be sent. 
—To Sing-Sing. 

May BE TAKEN FOR GRANT-ED.—That there 
has recently been a ‘“ General”’ election in 
America. 








‘6 We may Order our Wings and be off to the Vest.” 


A contemporary tells the following amusing story :—M. Dusavtoy, 
tailor, who a short time since purchased the Epoque, and attempted to 
support the dynasty he had clothed, has been unmercifully chaffed for 
degrading letters to the extent of going himself to measure Don JuAN 
pz Bovurson for a vest. M. Dusautoy may plead as an excuse what 
many other journalists have put forward as an apology for the degrada- 
tien of letters—that he was all “‘ for measures, not men!”’ 

| 





The Majority. 
An Election Epigram. 
Quorn Jonzss—“ I'd fain know if the victory clings 
To the Tories or Whigs on the whole.’’ 
Quoth Brown—“ ’T would be best, in the fitness of things, 
If the W(h)ig were a-top of the poll.’’ 


A Cattle-Show Thought. 
It must be evident to the meanest capacity that the reason why our 
British farmere—bless ’em!—are of so portly a presence, is—because 
they grow fat. 


SurrasB_z and, just now, seasonable domestic exercise for prospective 
Benedicts. —Nursing—a cold. 


Way are Piums-stonzs tixe Miie-stonzs f—Because you never 
meet with them in pairs (pears). 

Way 1s A Prociamation turxe Eigut Dracums.—Because it an- 
ounce-is. 


In what =o County should our American Cousins find them- 
selves most at home ?—In Surr-ee, of course. 


How a balloon ascent should be described. —In inflated language. — 











OVER COATS, 


IN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 


Monday, November 2 


3rd, Price One Shilling (post free 1s. 24d.), 


TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL. 


Cont 


“TWO ’PON TEN”: 


ENTS, LITERARY AND ARTISTIC, 
A Novet In A NutsHELL. By Six Authors; 


T. W. Roserrson, W.S. Gitsert, W. J. Prowse, C. W. Scort, T. AncuER, T. Hoop. 


The Belle of the Season 
Shooting Pains ... ; 
The Spiritual Parnassus 


The Tourist’s French Companion. Nos. 3. 2, 3 


An Incident at Barker’s 


Lady Inclementa of the Frozen Heart 


A Tale of a Butt.. née 
The Wants of the Age naa 
Mrs. Brown and the Burglar .. 


New Readings for Unconventional Tragedians 


J.G. THomson. 
H. SANDERCOCK. 
W.J5.P 

F. BARNARD. 

A. CHISLETON. 

C. S. CHELTNAM. 
T. Gay. 

W. G. R. BRowne. 
A. SKETCHLEY. 


The Doleful Ballad of Jemima mene H. 8S. CLARKE 
The Marionette Man’s Me ea -. E. H. Jonzks 
The Tale of a Toilet -" J. A. STERRY. 

A Dark Deed... W. J. WIEGAND 
Jones’s Avowal . < _ 7, 

The Sobriquets of Society ; oi ‘ .. F,. BARNARD. 
Lord Stableigh, M.P. for Potterville amt oe ... T. WEsT. 

An Annual Carol Se ‘ = nes a ... C. W. Scort. 


The Ladies’ Candidate .. 
The Secret of the Bulbul 


W. BRUNTON. 
M. Browne. 


A Batch of Ballads vans ea W.S. GILBERT 
Some Varieties of Literary Style Illustrated ae ... Fussos. 
The Night Bell ... aig ... D. Coox. 


The Uninvited One 

A Misdirected Letter ... 
Our Own Drama :—Johnson; 
The Ballad Singer : 
The Modern eee bg 
Bully Battersby .. _ 
Turvey Top 


W. REYNOLDS. 
.. F. F. BRopERIP. 
or, He is your Brother .. W. 8S. GIvperr. 
a .. H.S. Leieu. 
M,. STREtTcH. 
T. ToMKINS. 
W. SawYER. 


Mr. Pip and Mr. Pop; : the Story of Two Stockbrokers .... W. S, GILBERT. 


An Ugly Customer a 
The Candidate’s Companion; 


Hu-manity and Zoo-manity ... 
Walnuts for Wisdom Teeth ... 


To the Reader 


The Engraving by the Dax 


21s. 


50, LUDGATH HILL. 
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W. THORNBURY. 
a Guide to Public Speaking W. Brunton. 
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PUTTING IT DELICATELY. 


Riding Master :—“ Don't Get orr, Mr. ScHNEIDER, DON’T GET OFF YET!” 








HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE |Mr. Guennie’s truthful ‘House on the Common” (501), and Mr. 


THE Committee of the Corinthian Gallery deserve great credit for | Mason JACKsoN’s very telling ‘* End of the Voyage ” (448). Mr. G.S. 
the exhibition they have got together. We are not going so far as to | Watrexs is making rapid strides; his advance was remarkable at the 
say that it is a collection of extraordinary merit; but as the growth Suffolk-street Gallery this year, and in the present exhibition there are 
of a very few weeks, it makes a better show than is seen sometimes few sea-pieces better than his “ Ship at Anchor off Reculvers”’ (323). 
on the walls of long-established societies. The committee deserve We have a fair number of exhibitions in London, but the addition 
still further praise for not overcrowding the gallery with their own of one which is free from the government of cliqueism and th 
pictures, and better still for admitting—and to good places—pictures necessities of picture-dealing, is one to be hailed by all lovers of art. 
by outside painters, who work in the same style as members of the a 
committee. If the undertaking be but carried on in this fair and iat eigenen aie ee 
generous spirit it must succeed, and will escape the quicksands in | Literary Notice. 
which the Dudley Gallery was entangled soon after its start. | Amone the announcements of new books we find Nature's Nobleman. 
h When we remember that not one of the pictures on the walls can py the author of Rachel’s Seeret. Can this be a coincidence, or is the 
ave been painted specially for the exhibition, we are surprised to find | « curiosity ”’ that took a certain lord to a certain Bond-street shop in- 
ow many really good works are displayed. The chief strength of the tentionally made one of the “ Curiosities of Literature ?’’ 

gallery lies in the water-colours, but many of the oil paintings are of 

more than ordinary merit. It would have been more fortunate for 

ene latter if the largest, and by position most iraportant picture in | A Long-Winded One. 

Rete? we wee, * higher note, than he attained by - a | Why does that portion of the Golden Horn which washes Seraglio 

successful = ae Of Me. Eeiolo, who ere see Keith - | Point resemble 4 musical instrument? Because, on account of tlie 

Sstu’ on canvas than he ison wood. Mx. SmaLirigtp, hitherto | 1 i ber of ladies drowned there, it ought to be called the Sacks-Horn. 

nown, we believe, only as a water-colour painter, makes a decided | ’ 

mark with an exquisite picture of “ Doris” (25), tender in colour and ; oe 

refined in sentiment. “Shure, it looks iligant”’ (149), is a very clever Reading and Writing. 

work by Mrz. W. Wegxes. “Settling the Score”’ (217), by Mr. SoDEN, | Consrperinc his popularity as a novelist, might not Mr. Troticre 

1s another quaint bit of humour. “The Chase” (150) is one of Mn. | have called his new story He Knew They Would Read, instead of H.: 
ITZGERALD’s delicate fairy fancies. Among the landscapes we may | Jynew He Was Right ? 

ae Mr. ganas realistic ‘‘Marble Quarries’’ (20), Mr. a0) | ate i eee ean 

rowse Eye” (32), Mr. Desances’s “‘ Fontainbleau Forest’’ (207)— , iit ao i Mi as ee 
better oh gh. a of his portraits—Mx. Henry’s “ Venice” 4 vheonieid re 2 ao pigeon match seca ail 
(224), and Mr. Micnor’s marvellous * South American Sunset”’ (254). Tus ONLY JRANGR DEMONSTRATION "’ WOKTH WITNES3ING.—That 

mong the water-colours, space will only allow us to specify as by M. Acovstz. 
worthy of note Mr. Bovvier’s pretty—too pretty—‘Shall I say 
Yes ?” (285), Mn. C. Carrermoze’s spirited “Monk Preaching to rubbish.” 
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APROPOS OF THE FLIGHT or IsaBnELLA.—‘ Madrid-dance of bad 





| Outlaws” (459), Mr. Crort’s clever “Sketch from Nature” (513), 
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OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


—- +> —— 
CPE poor “engineer” who was “hoist with his 
ifr , Jy petard’’ in the time of SHAKESPEARE has 
é been had up s0 frequently since that it 
almost ceases to be “sport” to see him—as 
little sport, in fact, as pigeon-shooting—or IL 
should be tempted to quote him again, as one 
of the engineers of the Southern Railways. 
Last session the South-Eastern and Chatham 
and Dover Companies combined to promote 
a line to Brighton, which, however, was subsequently abandoned—but 
not until a mass of evidence in favour of a new line had been provided. 
That mass of evidence will now tell in favour of the new scheme for a 
“neople’s railway ”’ to Brighton, which will be brought before the new 
Parliament. There are many new and excellent features in the plan, 
which is to be carried out on economical principles ; but the best of all 
is a clause by which the company binds itself to a scale of fares very 
much below the present rates, and binds itself never to change it. An 
eminent engineer, notable for thé economy with which he has carried 
out several great works in England and abroad, will superintend the 
construction, and there will not be a hundred yards of tunnel on the 
whole lines There ought to bd no difficulty in the way of sucha 
scheme’s passage through Parliament, if the constituencies have but 
weeded out a few of the Directorial M.P.’s, who never represented 
anything but their “Company,’’ and whose “room’’ would be in- 
finitely more acceptable to the nation. I most sincerely wish the new 
line success, and shall hope to see the Southern Confederacy beaten by 
the very evidence which a portion of it has supplied. 

‘Turae is always some new notion started about Christmas time for 
the amusement of the drawing-room. Unfortunately, the amusements 
are not always safe or imnocuous—witness the poisonous “ Pharaoh's 
Serpents "—1t is satisfactory, therefore, to learn that the new notion, 
* Magic Flowers,” is perfectly harmless. It will give parlour philo- 
sophers a pleasant task to puzzle out why something that looks like a 
scrap of quill pen should on being dipped into water spread out into a 
full bloom. 

Tur Argosy has a remarkable picture this month, representing Lorp 
Rvssevu introducing the dummy out of a linen-draper’s window to a 
distinguished Ethiopian serenader. ‘ Johnny Ludlow” is much missed, 
and ‘** My Chemist Lodger,” though sensational, does not supply the 
want. Muxs. Woon’s story approaches its close. By the way, if she 
were writing tvcog. how easy it would be to guess the work to bea 
woman's. The petticoat peeps out so—at all events, the “ gathers ”’ 
would betray her—she is always telling us how Mr. Chandos 
“gathers’’ Anne Hereford in his arms, or to his heart, or breast, or 
something of the sort, as if the young lady were an unbound faggot of 
sticks. 1 wish, too, the author would explain the meaning of. the 
passage “I stole away with my crimsoned face, with a crimsoned 
brain, I think.’”” Rouge will explain the first crimson, but anatomy 
and physiology throw no light on the second. It is to be hoped that 
before the novel appears in three-volume form it may be weeded of 
tolecisms—at any rate, that in deference to an age that objects to 
Swinburne, the passage in the last chapter in this number may be 
toned down with regard to certain “bounding pulses,” “ thrilling 
eyes ('),”’ and “ hot, sweet, perfumed kisses.” 

Tuts month's Science Gossip is full of information, and contains s»me 
good cuts. The Naturalist’s Note Book devotes much space to the dis- 
cussion of that old question, ** Do insects feel pain ? ”’ 





—and who, having caught him at last, and being prepared to immolate 
him, remembers that * insects do not feel pain.’’ 
they would not be 80 ready to inflict it—some might say ! 

1 pon’r know what better present one could give a child at 
Christmas than such a portfolio of pictures as now lies before me. 


‘They are German plates imported by Messrs. Myrrs, of Berners- | 


street, and are of endless variety. There are some capital groups of 
costume, pictures of animals, illustrations of nursery and fairly tales, 
comic stories, views of foreign lands end races—altogether a most 
amusing and interesting collection. When I say that Oscar Pierscu 
and WithELM Buscu are among the artists, it will be a guarantee for 
excellence. ; 

Tue Gardener's Majazine has what appears to me a new feature this 
month—at any rate itis invaluable. I mean “ Notes of Observation,”’ 
which contain those hints and wrinkles of which the amateur gardener 
so often stands in need, but knows not where to seek. Le Fullet gives 
us the autumn fashions, which I am sorry to see do not seem warm 
enough, especially as small bonnets—the fruitful source of neuralgia 
and tic—continue in vogue. 

I am glad to see that the interregnum of disorder is over, and 


BFUN. 


I rather incline | 
to think they don’t—but then reflect what a disappointing theory that , 
is for the sleepless wretch who has spent hours in pursuit of a musquito : 


If they did, perhaps | 


Woman's World comes out with a capital illustration, we!l-printed, and 





[NovemBer 28, 1868, 


on good paper. It contains a pleasantly varied selection of very read. 
able papers, especially one on * The Woman Question,”’ by the Editor 

Pp I ’ I . ? - . 
which, though going-in strongly for woman’s rights, 1s moderate in 
tone. There isa slip in “ Our Gossip” which should not have been 
allowed to pass. It was not Byron but Wor»swortu who said, “The 
world is too much with us,’’—and I don’t think it can fairly be 
described as ‘‘ sentimental nonsense,’”’ when spoken as Worpbswortu 
intended it. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. 90. 


Wuar politicians strive to gain 

At any time, wita might and main,— _ 
But most when polling booths and hustings 
Declare the House's re-adjustings. 

For this they strive, and push, and squeeze: 
This time, I think, ’twill fall to these. 


1.—Crooked and crumpled but good at a pinch, 
Come from the land of the loch and the inch, 
Tis a thing, which on striving to make, you would find, 
If you made it, ’twould be of a different kind. 


2.—When C.2::Ar of yore 
Swam boldly to shore 
And his works in his jaws like a water-dog bore ; 
On the very first page 
There was writ, I'll engage, 
The name of a people well-known in that age. 


3.—Come hoist the sail to the merry gale, 
And let us away to sea, 
Our bark shall breast the wave’s white crest 
And scatter the foam so free. 
Whenever, I trow, it breaks on our bow 
This canvas shall wetted be! 


4,—If it is sweet to dwell in unity, 
This must indeed fur ever happy be, 
Because it ne’er exists elsewhere, you sce. 


5.—A man who wanders here and there, 
And never stays long anywhere, 
May be described as this, [ swear— 
And so was Dr. JvuHnson. 


6.—In this locality, most antiquated, 
Once on atime was Paris situated. 


7.—It may be great—it may be small— 
It is the whole, but that is all. 


8.—Not living beings, though they die, 
They have no wings, but how they fly! 
And though they all of them are brothers, 
Not one in age exceeds the others, 
But spite of the fraternal tether, 
No two are ever seen together. 


Sotvution or Acrostic, No. 88.— Nin:h, Dfayor: Nepotism, Is- 
fanta, Ninny, Tomato, Housebreaker. 


Correct SotvutTions oF Acrostic No. 86, necKIVED Noy. 18th.—H. A. L.; 
Romanelli. 


Poor Piiiicoppy.—We cannot recollect the reason why that particular solution 
was rejected, but it was possibly for neglect of one of our ruics, see No. 97, New 
Series. 


Moveables. 


A CORRESPONDENT of the Bu/lder writes, in reference to the subject 
of numbering houses, to suggest ‘‘to a few enterprising fellows how 
they might promote the convenience of the public and at the same 
time benefit themselves.”” He observes :— 

‘* Miles of houses in London and its suburbs are fitted with fanlights over the 
door, which are illuminated by the hall gas at night. Let a man call with the 
requisite materials—say moveable figures, with cement fr fixing them—at every 
house, and I believe a very large proportion of oecu»ants would be only too glad 
to have the work done at once. The cost could not be great.” 

The suggestion has only one drawback. It is possible that ‘‘a very 
large proportion of occupants’? might object to the admission of 
“enterprising fellows’ anxious to “benefit themselves.’ Their figures 
might be only too moveable, as might also the figures of the hall-clock, 
so moveable as to carry away the clock with them. If the great-coats 
and umbrellas were to disappear too, we can imagine the “ figures 
that the duped occupants would cut. 


Mixu’s Porrtican Economy :—Expecting the electors to pay the 
expenses. 
A CannrpaL Country.—Man-chu-ria. 
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retiring into private life. 


I am, nor yet, sir, 
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THE POLLING BOOTH. 
ReFLECTIONS BY OUR OWN CoMMITTEEMAN. 


- ~ 7 ’ ’ e ° 
Mr. Eprvor, Str,—Wot’s the hods so long as you're appy; and 


wot signifies, more or less, of pelting with yaller ochre and brickdust, | 


if principals is triumpant? All the candydicks is convinced that the 


PREMONITORY SYMPTOMS, 


Vy’ ) } . 7 7 *\* 
\V E RE thoroughly ciear ot I: olkestone i1er, 


With a holiday all to come: 


state o' things is a proof as they're right, and does credit to all the | 


constitwenses, and wot could be better? Nothink could better show 
the prewailance of Libral opinions, Says one than that here I am 
returned a top of the pole ; and nothink could more suttinly conwict 
our opponents of aggerawated falsity, says another, than to find that 
here I am with no end o’ wotes, as [ scarcely ever tock the trouble to 
ask for, notwithstanding I ain't elected, through bribery and cruption. 
If only you’d ha’ forgive Mr. Min. for colloguing with BeapLauen, 
and elected of him, says the galliant capting, happiness would ha’ 
been mine. And if only it hadn't a been for a purtest Libral as come 
in an’ did me out of nigh three hundred wotes, says the blatant 
barrister, purity would ha’ been windicated, and a Guv’ment ship- 
builder would not ha’ been highsted to a pinnercle as is the lowest 
depth o’ degradation to whom any one not with the black heart o’ 
Toryism under their three-an’-ninepenny kid gloves could aspire. 

Nothink could have exceeded the pleasure I have alwis felt amongst 
you, says a hon’rable candidat—amidst a shower of cabbage stumps, 
clay, brass buttons, kidney beans, gutta perker soles, dirty sox, soft 
soap, an’ spinnige—except to find myself in the present envyable 
position, weich even the orginised ruffinism as I see every where 
around me is impitent for to mitigate. And if Mx. Homer hadn't 
a been suppceneyed to Westminster Hall—one o’ the Judges wantin’ 
his adwise on a particklar pint 0’ law—he’d ha’ come here and suid so 
hisself. If it warn’t fur the ogus inwentions of a wore-out an’ eif: te 
literatur. says another hon’rable gent, me and my Jot would ha’ rode 
triumferant this day, as far as the human eye can soar; but while the 
nocsepapers is ever open to the most scand’Jous libles on such—what 
garuntea has one amongst yer fur the constitooshunal privileges that 
was secured to him by his own inalennable buthrite ? 

The time will come, skreams a disapinted, but still a beneviolent 
gent as has only polled a few dozen, when them ‘as have acted with 
me this day will fail to see in what other way they could have shewed 
to a listenin’ world the hervism that prefers to linger in obskeurity 
than to p!ume its wings fora conflict than which no other armour will 
stand in the day of need. 

The eye that can retrace its backward corse—says a great o1itor— 
may now take a firm stand upen the eminence of a great occasion, and 
akeuratly delinnyate the warious steps of the jurmey by which we 
have arrived to our present proud position. The way may ha’ been 
long, the woyage one of pain and trubble, but the enemies that sur- 
rounded us was enwenomed in wain. Such weppins was powerless 
against the shield that had so long flo:ted above us; its soreing folds 
inscribed with the charter, behind the bulwarks of which we d- fied 
competition, and tru-ted to the enlightenment of a generous public for 
@ continiwance of their favours, as had already obtuined for us a 
world-wide renown. 

These bein’ the sentyments of our new members, as w ell as them 
that has got ihe go-by, what’s the hods, I say agin, so lung as youre 
happy. We’ve all windicated everythink, and when Parlyment 
meets, and the pledges bezins to be redeemed by all them as have not 
either lost or made away with thcir dujlicats, we shall probably hear 
a good deal more to the same purpos. Ths only question is who's to 
do the work; becos it rally can’t be expected as hon’rable gents 
won’t take a month or so to hair their speeches in the ficuse, and the 
cold weather's a-settin’ ia, and the pour s rates ain't equili ed, and 
there's the police to look arter, and Sin Ricwarp Mayne for to be 


a Refuge for the destitute poor, under the coutrol of the Corporation, as 
have noend o' trust money for such a purpose; and there’s the Sabbath 
dessykration in St. James's Park and the Zoological Gardins, and the 
Clubs of the upper classes to be looked into by the new bishop, an’ 
the water supply to be set.led, and the Boards 0’ Works to be prose- 
cuted, ard the westries to be dissolved, and the Royal Exchange to be 
lime-whited throughout. I w#’most wish I'd a-gone in myself asa 
workin’-man’s candidick ; but lor, there publick lite don’t suit me, 
except it is at a social board over a socia! glass. and then | ilatter 
myself I can give an opinion, as otnerways I shouldn't ha’ been where 


Yours for what you like to put a name to, 
Turee OcrTs. 








Don’t he wish he may get it! 


Ir is reported that BarcHamM YounG has expressed his intention ot 
But how on earth will he do that, when he 


as quite a small village-full ot wives: 


on his over-married condition we do not indulge in the oft-repeated 
* * P r :? 
wish—“ Oh, that we were YouNG! 


committed out to nuss, and White -ross-street prison to be turned into 


2 Poor fellow, when we retlect | 


a 


ee 


i A sen 


With a beautiful day und a porte-mcnnaie, 
Containing a good round sum. 

The waves are flecked with a fo imine ¥ 
As they vaily raise their crest , 

Andon we dash in a steam-borne flizt t, 
With a breeze from the si 


1.24 
Hive, 


yu’ -scu'-west. 
Merrily, merrily on we go, 

With many a quip and jest; 
So happy are we on a tumbling sea, 
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With a breeze from the sou’-sou’- west. 


We never were better in our lives, 
And lung for a hearty meal: 
Though every now and then arrives 
A shuddery kind of feel. 
Tho’ a shivery quivery kind of qualm, 
Just shimmers our manly breast; 
It's jollier far than a perfect calm, 
ts a breeze from the sou'-sou’-west! 
Merrily, merrily, &e. 


A film is spreading all over your eyes, 
And all the while you think, 

{¢ isn’t so much in the steamboat’s rise, 
As at each successive sink ! 

The drop-down after a wave, you find, 
Is the thing you most detest ; 

It Jeaves you, body and soul, behind, 
Wuaen the wind’s at the sou’-sou -west ! 

Merrily, merrily, &c. 


Yon fiad your tongue has attained a size 
You never remarked before; 

You're much relieved when you close your ey 
You're shuddering more and more, 

A sickening kind of warmth is felt 
Just under your manly chest, 

You never should wear too tizht a belt 
In a breeze irom the sou’-sou’- west! 

Merrily, merrily, &c. 

You shudder and quiver and quake on deck, 

And shiver and glow and freeze; 


And you wish you'd nothing between your n 
And your inorganic kne:s. 
The climax comes, with a wrenching pain, 


It's agony quite, at best, 
You swear that you never will cross again 
With the wind at the sou’-sou’-west 
Menriily, merrily, &c. 


—— 45 
non fit.” 


‘oThe Simancas Records,” in th 


A noTics of 
opens with the quotation, © 2 
Should it not be rather “ ridiculous 


ne , , , ° 
Piunl Montes, wescil“er 7 


mesa’’y |] 


+ 





the notice will kindly scan the line tor us—we can’t. It is reslly t 

bad to have blunders in Latin in the Salurday 2eriew, and we shail 

se anything of the sort again let us hope—without any allusi to ¢ 

Horz who, according to the poet, “springs eternal in t 1 

breast,”’ or the Liouse of Commons, or somewhere of that soz 
‘Tale, Quale.’? 

A CONTEMPORARY states that a rakish-looking craft arrivé 
dey at Queenstown from Labrador, bearing the unusual a} 

Tie Devil, l having a full-sized representation cof his tu 
Majesty for tigure-head. On entering the harbour s! I Ine envay 
in a race with the Cunard Mail-tender J/Juche/, and—as it uppear 
the surprise ot our contemp ir ry—was peaten. . “— ere Wits 
nothing astounding in the fact of a craft so named “ tailing- 

Purity of Licection. 

How us: less it is to islate nguinst cor? tpt practi eg at election 
In spite of all the Acts passed to prevent treating, we have only 
turn to th papers to see how many C4 \didates have the audacity 
declare their readiness to “stand’”’ ior a whole county. 
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GREAT INSPECTION OF WEIGHTS AND MEASURES. 
Chief Inspector J. Bull :—“SIR! I FIND YOUR WEIGHTS, WITH FEW EXCEPTIONS, DECIDEDLY LIGHT, AND AS FOR YOUR 


MEASURES, THE ONLY LARGE ONE, IN ADDITION TO MINOR DEFECTS, HAS A FALSE BOTTOM, THE OLHERS ARE INSUF- 
FICIENT ; WHILE FOR THE ARTICLE MOST CALLED FOR, JF YOU HAVE ANY MEASURE AT ALL, YOU REFUSE TO LET ME 


SEE IT, SO I MUST REPORT AGAINST YOU.” 
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BLAKE. 


hardened sinner, 


speak, 


ing a long pipe 





on Sunday after dinner, 


2 
NG And 


QAR. BLAKE was a re- 
J i} gular out-and-out 
Who was quite out of the 
pale of Christianity so to 


We was in the habit of smok- 
and 
drinking a glass of grog 


seldom thought of 
going to church more 


than twice—or if Good Friday or Christmas Day happened to 


come in it—three times a week. 


He was quite indifferent as to the special kinds of dresses 
That the clergyman wore at the church where he used to go to pray, 
And whatever he did in the way of relieving a chap’s distresses, 


He always did in a sneaking, underhanded, hole-and-corner sort of 


| way. 
| [have known him indulge in profane, unrentlemanly emphatics, 
| 


When the Protestant Chureh has been divided on the subject of the 


proper width of a chasuble’s hem. 


| I have even known him to sneer at albs—and as for dalmatics, 


Words can’t convey an idea of the contempt he expressed for them. 


| He didn’t believe in persons who, not being well off themselves, are 


obliged to confine their charitable exertions to collecting money 
from wealthier people, 

And looked upon individuals of the former class as ecclesiastical 
hawks, 

eused to say that he would no more think of interfering with his 
priest’s robes than with his church or his steeple, 

And that he did not consider his soul imperilled because somebody 
over whom he had no influence whatever, chose to dress himself 
up like an exaggerated Guy Fawkes. 


This shocking old vagabond was so unutterably shameless 
That he actually went a-courting a very respectable and pious 
middle-aged sister, by the name of Biaes. 
She was a rather attractive widow, whose life as such had always been 
particularly blameless, 
Her first husband had left hera secure hut modcrate competence 
owing to some fortunate speculations in the matter of figs. 


She was an excellent person in every way—and won the respect even 
of Mrs. Grunpy, 

She was a good housewife, too, and wouldn’t have wasted a penny 
if she had owned the Koh-i-noor. 

She was just as strict as he was lax in her observance of Sunday, 

And being a good economist, and charitable besides, she took all the 
bones and cold potatoes and broken pie-crusts and candle-ends 
(when she had quite done with them), and made them into an 
excellent soup for the deserving poor. 


I am sorry to say that she rather took to Braxe—that outcast of 
£0ciety, 
And Se eeeeaialite brothers who were fond of her began to look 
dubious and to cough, 
She would say, ‘Oh, my friends, it’s because I hope to bring this 
poor, benighted soul back to virtue and propriety,” 
And besides, the poor, benighted soul with all his faults was uncom- 
monly well off. 


And when Mr. Braxr’s dissipated friends called his attention to the 
frown or the pout of her, | 
enever he did anything which appeared to her to savour of an 
unmentionable place, 

He would Say she would be a very decent old girl when all that non- 
sense was knocked out of her, 

And his method of knocking it out of her is one that covered him 

with disgrace. 


She was fond of going to Church services four times every Sunday, 
and four or five times in the week, and never seemed to pall of 
them, 

So he hunted out all the churches within a convenient distance that 
had services at different hours, so to speak ; 


And when he had married ber he positively insisted upon their going 


to all of them, 

0 they contrived to do about twelve churches every Sunday and, if 
they had luck, from twenty-two to twenty-threein the course 
of the we ek, 


| 
| 
| 


| 





She was fond of dropping his sovereigns ostentatiously into the plate, 
and she liked to see them stand out rather conspicuously against 
the commonplace half-crowns and shillings, 

So he took her to all the charity sermons, and if by any extra- 
ordinary chance there wasn’t a charity sermon anywhere he 
would drop a couple of sovereigns (one for him and one for her) 
into the poor-box at the door. 

And as he always deducted the sums thus given in charity from the 
house-keeping money, and the money he allowed her for her 
bonnets and frillings, 

She soon began to find that even charity, if you allow it to interfere 
with your personal luxuries, becomes an intolerable bore. 


On Sundays she was always melancholy and anything but good 
society, 

For that day in her household was a day of sighings and sobbings 
and wringing of hands and shaking of heads, 

She wouldn’t hear of a button being sewn on a glove, because it was 
a work neither of necessity nor of piety, 

And strictly prohibited her servants from amusing themselves, or 
indeed doing anything at all except dusting the drawing-rooms, 
cleaning the boots and shoes, cooking the parlour dinner, 
waiting generally on the family and making the beds. 


But Buaxe even went farther than that and said that people should do 
their own works of necessity and not delegate them to persons 
in a2 menial situation, 

So he wouldn't allow his servants to do so much as even answer a 
bell, 

Here he is making his wife carry up the water for her bath to the 
second floor, much agrinst her inclination, 

And why in the world the gentleman who illustrates these ballads has 
put him in a cocked hat is more than I can tell. 





After about three months of this sort of thing, taking the smooth with 
the rough of it 
(Blacking her own boots and pecling her own potatoes was not her 
notion of connubial bliss), 


| Mas. Biake began to find that she had pretty nearly had enough of it, 


And came, in course of time, to think that Buarrs own original 
line of conduct wasn’t so much amiss. 
And now that wicked person—that detestable sinner (“ Britat Braxs”’ 
his friends and well-wishers call him for his atrocities), 
And his poor deluded victim whom all her Christian brothers dislike 
and pity so 
Go to the Parish Church only on Sunday morning and afternoon end 
occasionally on a week-day, and spend their evenings (as shown 
in the initial) in connubial fondlings and affectionate reci- 
procities, . - 
And I should like to know where in the world (or rather, out of it) 


' 


they expect to go! 
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NOT TO BE PUT OUT. 


Swell Clerk (to Party smoking) :—“ Your BUSINESS, SIR ? 


Party smoking :—‘ WalTING FOR A FRIEND.” 


©» 


S. C.:—“* Aw! You musi1n’f SMOKE HERE—THIS IS NOT A TAVERN !”’ 
Friend (to Party smoking) :— No, Jack! Ir IT was, THE WAITERS WOULD BE MORE CIVIL!” 
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LOOKS INTO BOOKS. 


As we draw nearer to Christmas in the commencement of November 
astronomers tell us we pass through an immense zone of meteors, 
whose myriad fiery trails may be seen on a clear night about the four- 
teenth. At this same period the literary world passes through a zone 
of brilliancies—the annual display of juvenile and Christmas books. 
The heralds of the shower lie on the table before us—a batch of publi- 
cations from Messrs. Hoce anp Son, gay in bright binding and gilt 
edges, and adorned with plentiful cuts. First of all, there are the old 
friends of our childhood, Sandford and Merton—it is sad to think that 
on renewing our acquaintance we find them a little priggish. Then 
there are Men who have Risen—oddly enough, on turning to look at 
the pictures, we open on “ SrePHENson descending the slfaft of a burn- 
ing mine,’ which looks more like an illustration of ‘“‘Men who go 
down.” Then we have Holiday Adventures, a children’s summer in 
Normandy, and The Habits of Good Society, which is amusingly 
written, and interspersed with good anecdotes instead of being a dry 
guide to etiquette. After these, a series of prettily-bound little books, 
with the picturesque title of The Rosebud Stories, offers a selection of 
short tales for the young, with the inducement ef coloured frontis- 
pieces and cleartype. Last of all, comes a series of twenty-four tiny 
paper-covered books presenting themselves as the Golden Rule Stories, 
with well-selected tales calculated for the youngest of readers. Both 
these and The Rosebud Stories would be admirable prizes for village 
schools. 

Messrs. GrirrirH AND Farran send us Tales of the Toys, told by 
Themselves ; a collection of stories by Mrs. Bropegnip, certain to de- 
light the little folk by whom she is now recognised as a favourite 
caterer. As most of us—even though we don’t read half the books we 
buy for ourselves—generally have enough of the child left in us to 
induce us to read those we buy for the youngsters, we shall not spoil 





sport by explaining how the toys come to tell tales, or what tales they 
tell. We shall say no more than that they present a pleasant variety 
of the merry and the pathetic, the humorous and the grave. 


F sharp or F flat ? 


Mr. Cuarizs Tennant advertises anew work entitled The Franchis:’ 
Freemen, Freetrade, Fortune Faber. We suppose he considers such 4 
title F-fective. To us it appears to be the result of F-fort, and con- 
sequently laboured. 


Obviously. 


Way should I be an idiot to buy the Dictionary of Arts, Manufac- 
tures and Mines, published by Mxssrs. Loncmans anp Co.? Because 
even after I have paid for it, it will continue to be Ure’s, and, there- 
fore, can never be mine. 


Broken Victvuats.—A Bankrupt Baker’s Stock. 

A Sup(p)er-carco.—The Nightmare. 

THe GREATEST UNDERTAKING IN Lonpon — The Underground 
Railway. 

Wuere SHOULD onE GET A Goop Day's PHEasant SHOOTING p—At 
Bang-kok. 

How WOULD you Expect AN Accountant To Spgak ?— Figura- 
tively. 

Men we Hope To Finp 1n tHe New Paruiament. — Army (0?- 
tractors. 


Sirs, 





a 
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WHAT TO DO WITH OUR PAUPERS. 
To tHe Eprror or “ Fun.” 


Sm,—We have been worried long enough by the irrepressible 

auper who will insist on dying in the most inconvenient manner, to 

the subversion of the wise provisions of our humane Poor Law and its 
still more humane executive. 

However, I am happy to see things are looking better. The public 
has learnt to take the starvation of a few paupers more quietly and 
reasonably than it used. Consequently, practical people are able to 

ut the Poor Law in action properly, and with the best results. If we 
only go on improving in this way I shall not despair of seeing carried 
out a measure which I shall venture to lay before you after I have 
noted two cases, recorded in the Sunday Times of the 15th instant, as a 

roof of the increasing wisdom with which the world regards the re- 
moval of its paupers. Ilcre is the first case :— 

‘6 The other day a pauper, who was at work in the stone-breaking yard of the 
Woolwich Union, and who, it is said, had been ailing for five years, Silasiata oa 
his comrades that he was unable to do the heavy work which was required in 
return for the relief afforded to him. At length he deliberately folded his coat, lay 
down, using the coat as a pillow, and, after one long breath, expired. The body 
was alterwards placed on a stretcher, and taken to the house in which his wife re- 
sided. The coroner was made acquainted with the case, but did not think it neces- 
sary to hold any inquiry respecting it.” 

Of course, he did not think it necessary to hold any inquiry into 
the death of a pauper, who had been very properly compelled to work 
his passage to another world. Why, if we are to have inquests on 
aupers you may just as well sit upon dead horses sent to the knacker’s 
yard to be got rid of when useless. 

Here is the second case; an inquest was most improperly held 
here on the body of a man who died of starvation at Bethnal Green. 
His widow gave the following evidence :— 


“On Monday week he got a job in Dog-row, and he had to work in an open yard 
the whole of the day. Intheevening he returned home, and he threw sixpence 
down on the table, and said, ‘Have pity on me, I am dying through weakness, 
What I have suffered this day no one knows. I have been shivering with cold; my 





heart pains me.’ Witness said to him, ‘ Why cid you not go to the workhous:», as 


I asked you, and they would have given you relief ”’ 
know we applied there last winter, and they refused us relief.? Witness then went 
to the workhouse, and they said, ‘Go, and work.’ Witness replied, ‘We have 
neither food nor fire.’ ‘We have plenty of these tales,’ said the gentleman, ‘send 
your husband.’ ‘He has been, and he was refused.’ The gentleman then spoke 
very loud, and he said, ‘I shall not give you anything; there is the door.’ ‘Give 
me a loaf of bread,’ said the witness. ‘ No,’ suid the gentleman, ‘I shall not give 
you anything; there is the door!” 

That is the way to treat paupers, of course! Letthem go and work, 
to be sure. This very case proves the excellence of such treatment, 
for it had answered so well when tried last winter that the pauper 
acknowledged it would be *“‘ nonsense”’ to ask for relief. This acknow- 


ledgment may be taken as some palliation of the obstinacy he after- 
wards displayed in dying :— 

“On Tuesday her husband died. * Before he cied the man said, ‘I have been 
walking about in search of work for three days. I have had no food day or night 
during those three days except half a halfpenny loaf and a little cold water.’ On 
the Saturday before his death he walked to the workhouse, but the doors were 
closed, and he thought he should never reach home again, he felt so weak. The 
family had had no meat for five months. ‘They felt happy when they got a herring 
to divide amongst them. The night before her husband died he said that he would 
make another effort to walk to the workhouse. Witness believed that he died from 
want of food. The doctor’s evidence showed that death was caused by effusion of 
serum on the brain, and this, he said. was the result of want of food. The jury 
took a long time to consider their verdict, but ultimately found that death was 
occasioned as the medical man had stated, avoiding any expression of Opinion as to 
the conduct of the parish authorities.”’ 

It was, perhaps, right of the jury not to express any opinion as to 
the conduct of the parish authorities, as the public has only just con- 
quered its prejudice to this sensible manner of diminishing pauperism. 
Otherwise, I must confess that I think the jury shculd have given the 
authorities a vote of thanks. 

You see, sir, we want to diminish puperism, and the best way to do 
that is to get rid of paupers. And this brings us tomy scheme. Our 
present system is admirable in theory, but rather tedious in practice. 

1 
But by a careful study of the usual treatment of paupers and of our 
statute law, J] have, I trust, devised a rapid remedy. 


He replied, ‘ Nonsense, you | 


We have already an Act under which we can imprison any one who | 


has no home and no visible means of subsistence. In other words, we 
+ \y Yi = 
! 


have declared poverty to be acrime. Well, then, sir, what is t 

vent our sending every person found guilty of being poor to the tread- 
mill? And when we have them on the treadmill, let us keep them 
there until they ask permission to get down, fold their coats, and lying 
on them for pillows, draw the one long breath spoken of in my first 
extract. By our present system, we tell paupers to “‘ go and work ’’— 
but do not indicate where work may be found ; or when we give them 
work it is stonebreaking, which appears to take five years to kila 
man. By my scheme we find them work, compel them to do it, and 
get rid of them much more rapidly—which is merciful alike to the 
ratepayer and the pauper. Yours, &c., 

HarpMAN. 


P.S.—I enclose my card, in case it should be proposed to erecta 


statue for me as a benefactor of my species. 





_- 











~~ 


N. 123 





ee ct tenn 


THE FEMALE FRANCHISE. 


Its really quite inhuman, they've refused the vote to woman 
7 | man, 
And they’ll only let the man have such a} rivilege, they say 
’ a ‘ _ i ? ve he ‘ “J ’ 
They'd make us all mere chattels, vet our Mit has fought our batiles 
>a? — } ‘ fi . : } : 1: ss Sp eeu . 
And we'll place the victor-wreathlet on his blushing brow one day. 


We'll agitate and chatter, ’tis a most important matter 
We'll assemble in our thousands, we're in earnest. mi n shall see 
And with kind consideration for the glory of the nation, 
We'll ensure to future Parliaments the feminine M.P. 


Oh, what are thoughts of fashion to the all-absorbine passion, 
To rise up before the Speaker, and to help to guide the State - 
And when men air their ambition, what a elorious position, . 
Would be ours to move adjournments and delay the dull debate. 


Instead of spooney sonnets on our hair or eyes or bonnets, 

Men shall praise us for our speeches and our useful private vills, 
We'll sit upon Committees, rule Railway Acts and Cities, 

While a chorus of approval every daily paper fills. 


We'll have our clubs together where we'll scorn domestic tet)ier, 
With a Carlton for our Torics, and a feminine Reform, 
‘a ; ; ' 
We'll rule the poor man kindly, and not make enactments blindly, 


We shall never reap the whirlwind for we'll never sow the storm. 


Of monopolising creatures who'd debar us from our rizht ; 


We'll keep the ball a-rolling till the glad time comes for polling, 
And we'll use the Franchise boldly when we've won the famous 
fight. 


Held in Suspension. 

Tue inhabitants, who “look always on the Surrey side,” to th 
Lambeth Company for water, declire that the liquid supplied them is 
of so villanous a character that it ought to be “turned off” b: 
CatcraFt instead of the turncock. 


Ansteers to Correspondents. 


[ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. |} 

OLp GoosEBERRY.—A very transparent cham! 

A CorRESPONDENT (O!d Bailey ).—We don't call tat rabbisha juvenile 
magazine. 

J.G. C. (Highgate Rise).—You don’t a high rise get out of us! 

Suow.—And a very poor show, too. 

C. (Wandsworth-road) —We shall not drop the subjact. Itis to be ho; ed 
that when Sir RicHAkp MAYNE'S most desirable retirement takes place, 
he will be succeeded by a man of sense, for a change 

J.C. K. (Stoke Newington).--Your MS. is not sufficiently comic. Your 
letter is. Of course, when we received ‘the enclosed’’ we could be sure 
‘‘ t].2 same has not been sent to any other journal.’ 

Nexo.—Your riddle—or perhaps we should say your “#e¢/. con.-undrum 
—is not suitable. 

J. K.—The jokes you send are good —we've linghed at them over and 
over again years ago! 

PAULL —Appalling. - 

F. A. (Reading).—Well, stick to that, it's mivre 
Writing, we should fancy. 

W. B. W.—Spirited but unequal. 

FAMA SEMPER ViRET.—But you must be very fluurivhingly green, if you 
think we could allow you to make any religion @ c ck-shy io our columns. 

A-NONNY-MOUSE.—We smell a rat, however, and cannot insert withou 
come guarantee of originality. 

Win kLES.—Ab, if we were only bear you with a pin? 
point of a joke. ; irs 

Vv. V. V. (Liverpoo!).—We tried your joke on the cat, and it did not 


make her laugh. } 


in your line than 


You can’t see the 


We have given it to a well-known analytical chemist who 
will try the effect of the poieon on rabbits and frogs, and report the result. 

Catcuus.—Tharks. The Old Series is quite out of print, ali Bumbers 
of the New Series are obtainable. 

L. G.—Misprints. 1) should haze been “sharp.” 

L. C. D. H. (Edinburgh).—You will see it statec in our advertisement c1 


the work. 

Declined with thanks:—R., Torquay; A. I]. D. C., Ramsgate; W., 
Leadenhall-street; Zeta, Doncaster; A. B., Athenieun; W.F., Liverpool- 
etreet; J. K.; Chawbacon; G. C. N.; Hoodwirted; A. L. H.; Maff; 
Ledbury ; Watty, Limehouse ; A. L.C.; H. T., Bbu**oa; Nen 5 we ae % 
H. W.: F., Lowestoft; C. D. B., Miie-end-road; Colenso; C.f.; Xilef; 
G. T. H., Brussels; R. P.B.; R. H., Aberdeen; C.A., Paris; H. T. O'L.; 
B.: Niluop : WwW. S., Commere ial-road . BB. W f lliingt n; Shocking; Alpha, 
etc., Leeds; ‘‘ Buckinghamshire Eloquence ”’ ; H. A. F., Strand ; » Phy 
mouth; F. C., Delston; R. G., Warwinster; A. H., Green Lanes; F. A., 


N.B.—Let it be granite. | Liverpool. 
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Lhe Party smoking :—‘*‘ WalTING FOR A FRIEND.” 


As we draw nearer to Christmas in the commencement of November 
astronomers tell us we pass through an immense zone of meteors, 
whose myriad fiery trails may be seen on a clear night about the four- 
teenth. At this same period the literary world passes through a zone 
of brilliancies—the annual display of juvenile and Christmas books. 
The heralds of the shower lie on the table before us—a batch of publi- 
cations from Messrs. Hoce anp Son, gay in bright binding and gilt 
edges, and adorned with plentiful cuts. First of all, there are the old 
friends of our childhood, Sandford and Merton—it is sad to think that 
on renewing our acquaintance we find them a little priggish. Then 
there are Men who have Risen—oddly enough, on turning to look at 
the pictures, we open on “‘ SrepHgenson descending the sifaft of a burn- 
ing mine,” which looks more like an illustration of ‘“‘ Men who go 
down.” Then we have Holiday Adventures, a children’s summer in 
Normandy, and Zhe Habits of Good Society, which is amusingly 
written, and interspersed with good anecdotes instead of being a dry 
guide to etiquette. After these, a series of prettily-bound little books, 
with the picturesque title of Tae Rosebud Stories, offers a selection of 
short tales for the young, with the inducement ef coloured frontis- 
pieces and cleartype. Last of all, comes a series of twenty-four tiny 
paper-covered books presenting themselves as the Golden Rule Stories, 
with well-selected tales calculated for the youngest of readers. Both 
these and The Rosebud Stories would be admirable prizes for village 
schools. 

Messrs. GrirrirH AND Farran send us Tales of the Toys, told by 
Themselves ; a collection of stories by Mrs. Bropegnrr, certain to de- 
light the little folk by whom she is now recognised as a favourite 
caterer. As most of us—even though we don’t read half the books we 
buy for ourselves—generally have enough of the child left in us to 
induce us to read those we buy for the youngsters, we shall not spoil 
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| NOT TO BE PUT OUT. 


Swell Clerk (to Party smoking) :— Your BUSINESS, SIR? ”’ 


S. C.:—“ Aw! You mus1n’r SMOKE HERE—THIS IS NOT A TAVERN !”’ 
Friend (to Party smoking) :— No, Jack! IF IT Was, THE WAITERS WOULD BE MORE CIVIL!”’ 








sport by explaining how the toys come to tell tales, or what tales they 
tell. We shall say no more than that they present a pleasant variety 
of the merry and the pathetic, the humorous and the grave. 





F sharp or F flat ? 


Mr. CHartes Tennant advertises anew work entitled The Franchis:’ 
Freemen, Freetrade, Fortune Faber. We suppose he considers such 4 
title F-fective. To us it appears to be the result of F-fort, and con- 
sequently laboured. 


Obviously. 


Way should I be an idiot to buy the Dictionary of Arts, Manufac- 
tures and Mines, published by Mrssrs. Loncmans anv Co.? Because 
even after I have paid for it, it will continue to be Ure’s, and, there- 
fore, can never be mine. 





Broxen Victvats.—A Bankrupt Baker’s Stock. 

A Sup(p)ER-carco.—The Nightmare. 

THe Greatest UNDERTAKING In Lonpon — The Underground 
Railway. 


Wuexre Suourp one cet A Goop Day's Purasant Suootine ?—At 
Bang-kok. 
ti ow WOULD YoU EXPECT AN AccounTaNT To SpEaK ?— Figura- 
ively. 


Men we Hope Tro Finp 1x THE New PaRLiAMENT. — Army !- 
tractors. 
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November 28, 1868. } 





WHAT TO DO WITH OUR PAUPERS. 


To THE Eprror or “ Fun.” 

Sin,—We have been worried long enough by the irrepressible 
auper who will insist on dying in the most inconvenient manner, to 
the subversion of the wise provisions of our humane Poor Law and its 
still more humane executive. 

However, I am happy to see things are looking better. The public 
has learnt to take the starvation of a few paupers more quietly and 
reasonably than it used. Consequently, practical people are able to 

ut the Poor Law in action properly, and with the best results. If we 
only go on improving in this way I shall not despair of seeing carried 
out a measure which I shall venture to lay before you after I have 
noted two cases, recorded in the Sunday Times of the 15th instant, asa 

roof of the increasing wisdom with which the world regards the re- 
moval of its paupers. Ilere is the first case :— 

‘«‘ The other day a pauper, who was at work in the stone-breaking yard of the 
Woolwich Union, and who, it is said, had been ailing for five years, complained to 
bis comrades that he was unable to do the heavy work which was required in 
return for the relief afforded to him. At length he deliberately folded his coat, lay 
down, using the coat as a pillow, and, after one long breath, expired. The body 
was alterwards placed ona stretcher, and taken to the house in which his wife re- 
sided. The coroner was made acquainted with the case, but did not think it neces- 
sary to hold any inquiry respecting it.” 

Of course, he did not think it necessary to hold any inquiry into 
the death of a pauper, who had been very properly compelled to work 
his passage to another world. Why, if we are to have inquests on 
aupers you may just as well sit upon dead horses sent tothe knacker’s 
yard to be got rid of when useless. 

Here is the second case; an inquest was most improperly held 
here on the body of a man who died of starvation at Bethnal Green. 
His widow gave the following evidence :— 

“On Monday week he got a job in Dog-row, and he had to work in an open yard 
the whole of the day. Intheevening he returned home, and he threw sixpence 
down on the table, and said, ‘Have pity on me, I am dying through weakness. 
What I have suffered this day no one knows. I have been shivering with cold; my 
heart pains me.’ Witness said to him, ‘ Why did you not go to the workhous?», as 
I asked you, and they would have given you relief?’ He replied, ‘ Nonsense, you 
know we applied there last winter, and they refused us relief.2 Witness then went 
to the workhouse, and they said, ‘Go, and work.’ Witness replied, ‘We have 
neither food nor fire.’ ‘We have plenty of these tales,’ said the gentleman, ‘send 
your husband.’ ‘He has been, and he was refused.’ ‘The gentleman then spoke 
very loud, and he said, ‘I shall not give you anything; there is the door.’ ‘Give 
me a loaf of bread,’ said the witness. ‘No,’ suid the gentleman, ‘I shall not give 
you anything; thcre is the door!” 

That is the way to treat paupers, of course! Let them go and work, 
to be sure. This very case proves the excellence of such treatment, 
for it had answered so well when tried last winter that the pauper 
acknowledged it would be ‘‘ nonsense”’ to ask for relief. This acknow- 
ledgment may be taken as some palliation of the obstinacy he after- 
wards displayed in dying :— 

‘On Tuesday her husband died. * Before he Cied the man said, ‘I have been 
walking about in search of work for three days. I have had no food day or night 
during those three days except half a halfpenny loaf and a little cold water? On 
the Saturday before his death he walked to the workhouse, but the doors were 
closed, and he thought he should never reach home again, he felt so weak. The 


family had had no meat for five months. They felt happy when they got a herring 


to divide amongst them. The night before her husband died he said that he would 
make another effort to walk to the workhouse. Witness believed that he died from 
want of food. The doctor’s evidence showed that death was caused by effusion of 
serum on the brain, and this, he said. was the result of want of food. The jury 
took a long time to consider their verdict, but ultimately found that death was 
occasioned as the medical man had stated, avoiding any expression of Opinion as to 
the conduct of the parish authorities.”’ 

It was, perhaps, right of the jury not to express any opinion as to 
the conduct of the parish authorities, as the public has only just con- 
quered its prejudice to this sensible manner of diminishing pauperism. 
Otherwise, I must confess that I think the jury should have given the 
authorities a vote of thanks. 

You see, sir, we want to diminish puperism, and the best way to do 
that is to get rid of paupers. And this brings us tomy scheme. Our 
present system is admirable in theory, but rather tedious in practice. 
But by a careful study of the usual treatment of paupers and of our 
statute law, J have, I trust, devised a rapid remedy. 

We have already an Act under which we can imprison any one who 
has no home and no visible means of subsistence. In other worde, we 
have declared poverty to beacrime. Well, then, sir, what is t» pre- 
vent our sending every person found guilty of being poor to the tread- 
mill? And when we have them on the treadmill, let us keep them 

















of so villanous a character that it ought to be “turned off’ by 


there until they ask permission to get down, fold their coats, and lying | 


on them for pillows, draw the one long breath spoken of in my first 
extract. By our present system, we tell paupers to “ go and work ’’— 
but do not indicate where work may be found ; or when we give them 
work it is stonebreaking, which appears to take five years to kiila 
man. By my scheme we find them work, compel them to do it, and 
get rid of them much more rapidly—which is merciful alike to the 
ratepayer and the paupcr. Yours, &c., 
HarpMAN. 

P.S.—I enclose my card, in case it should be proposed to erect a 

statue for me as a benefactor of my specics. N.B.—Let it be granite. 
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THE FEMALE FRANCHISE. 


Its really quite inhuman, they've refused the vote to woman, 
And they’ll only let the man have such a privilege, they say 

They'd make us all mere chattels, yet our Mix has fought our batiles, 
And we'll place the victor-wreathlet on his blushing brow one day. 


We'll agitate and chatter, ’tis a most important matter, 

We'll assemble in our thousands, we’re in earnest, men shall soc, 
And with kind consideration for the glory of the nation, 

We’ll ensure to future Parliaments the feminine M.P. 


Oh, what are thoughts of fashion to the all-absorbing passion, 
To rise up before the Speaker, and to help to guide the State : 
And when men air their ambition, what a glorious position, 
Would be ours to move adjournments and delay the dull debate. 


Instead of spooney sonnets on our hair or eyes or bonnets, 

Men shall praise us for our speeches and our useful private bills, 
We'll sit upon Committees, rule Railway Acts and Cities, 

While a chorus of approval every daily paper fills. 


We'll have our clubs together where we’ll scorn domestic tether, 
With a Carlton for our Tories, and a feminine Reform, | 
We’ll rule the poor man kindly, and not mike enactments blindly, 

We shall never reap the whirlwind for we'll never sow the storm. 


Then cheer for Female Suffrage, let us never heed the rouzh rage 
Of monopolising creatures who'd debar us from our rizht ; 
We'll keep the ball a-rolling till the glad time comes for polling, 
And we’ll use the Franchise boldly when we've won the famous 
fight. 





Held in Suspension. 


Tue inhabitants, who “look always on the Surrey side,” to th 
Lambeth Company for water, declare that the liquid supplied them is 
} 


CaLcraAFtT instead of the turncock. 


—————— 


Answers to Correspondents. 


We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 

OLp GoosEBERRY.—A very transparent cham! 

A CorRESPONDENT (Old Bailey ).—We don't call tat rubbish a juvenile 
magazine. 

J.G. C. (Highgate Rise).—You don’t a high rise get out of us! 

SuHow.—And a very poor show, too. 

C. (Wandsworth-road) —We shall not drop the subjact. Itis to be ho; ed 
that when Sir RicHaArnp MAYNeE’s most desirable retirement takes place, 
he will be succeeded by a man of tense, for a change 

J.C. K. (Stoke Newington).--Your MS. is not sufficiently comic. Your 
letter is. Of course, when we received *‘the enclosed’’ we could be sure 
‘¢ ¢],e same bas not been sent to any other journal.” 

NeE™o.—Your riddle—or perhaps we should say your #é/”. con.-undrum 
—is not suitable. 

J. K.—The jokes you send are good —we've langhed 
over again years ago! 

PAULL.—Appalling. 

F. A. (Reading).—Well, stick to that, it’s uiore in your line than 
Writing, we should fancy. 

W. B. W.—Spirited but unequal. 

FAMA SEMPEK ViRET.—But you must be very fluurishingly green, if you 
think we could allow you to make any religion a cock-shy in our columns. 

A-NONNY-MOUSE.—We smell a rat, however, and cannot insert withou’ 
some guarantee of originality. 

Win kKLEs.—Ah, if we were only near you with a pin! 
point of a joke. 

V. V. V. (Liverpoo!).—We tried your joke on the cat, and it did not 
make her laugh. We have given it to a well-known analytical chemist who 
will try the effect of the poieon on rabbits and frogs, and report the result. 

Catcuvus.—Tharks. The Old Series is quite out of print, {ut ali numbers 
of the New Series are obtainable. 

L. G.—Misprints. I: should have been ‘‘sharp.”’ 

L. C. D. H. (Edinburgh).—You will see it stated in our advertisement ci 
the work. 

Declined with thanks:—R., Torquay; A. H. D. C., Ramsgate; W., 
Leadenhall-street ; Zeta, Doncaster; A. B., Athenivuin; W. F., Liverpool- 
etreet; J. K.; Chawbacon; G. C. N.; Hoodwinted; A. L. H.; Muff; 
Ledbury ; Watty, Limehouse; A. L.C.; H. T., bu**o; Nemo; 8S. X.; 
H. W.: F., Lowestoft; C. D. B., Miie-end-road; Colenso; C. F.; Xilef; 
G. T. H., Brussela; R. P.B.; R. H., Aberdeen; C.A., Paris; H. T. O'L.; 
B.; Niluop; W.S., Commercial-road ; H. Wellington ; Shocking; Alpha, 
etc., Leeds; *‘ Buckinghamshire Eloquence’’; H. A. F., Strand; B., Ply- 
mouth; F. C., Dalston; RK. G., Warminster; A. H., Green Lanes; F. A., 
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AN EASTERN TALE. 










for a tale, if 
You're wise you will 
























































a Caliph— 

For howe’er you 
describe him your 
readers won't 
doubt him, 

For folks as a rule 
know just nothing 
about him. 

So allow me to 
say— 


way— 


Ho! Caliph, Fal-lay, 
lay! 


The Caliph of Bag- 
dad I choose for 
my hero, 

By name Hassan 
Acts Isn-Li1i- 
BURLERO, 

To a queer sort of 
title his sponsors 
condemned him 

When they thus by 
Mahometan rites 
“N or M’d” him. 

Don’t you fancy 
that they 

' Might have 

, christened 
| him, eh? 

| As Caliph Fal-lay, li-fal-lay, li-fal-lay! 


a This Caliph the husband of wives by the score he was, 
But got more dissension, united the more he was: 
| A statement perchance you may deem contradiction— 
If you'll marry as often, you'll find it no fiction : 
Sympathetic then, pray, 
Be your tone as you say 
Ri! Caliph Fal-lay, li-fal-lay, li-fal-lay ! 


Now he had a particular pet for Sultana, 
The queen of the Hareem—for rhyme’s sake Zenana-— 
And the elegant name of this dear little pet it was 
Marimwuna Zvuterka—which Anglice Bet it was. 
She was fair as the day 
And held absolute sway 
O’er Caliph Fal-lay, li-fal-lay, li-fal lay! 


In the breast of the Caliph a spark dwelt of jealousy, 
To which of suspicion a breath would prove bellows-y : 
And he fancied the black who brought coffee and sherbet 
Had somehow contrived by his beauty to stir Bst— 
When he saw her eyes stray 
To the nigger one day— 
Did Caliph Fal-lay, li-fal-lay, li-fal-lay! 


Then he called to his Chief of Police (or Bud-washes), 
With an oath, for a sack—let’s say sackcloth and— dashes. 
And at once on the pee, where at bedtime his clothes he hung, 
That unfortunate black by the ring through his nose he hung. 
Like the Moor in the play 
Most decidedly cra- 
Zy was Caliph Fal-lay, li-fal-lay, li-fal-lay! 
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’'VE been told, when | 


a hero you seek | 


certainly pitch on 


In a chorusing | 


li-fal-lay, li-fal- | 


LE 


So Bet got the sack, and her beau got the bowstring ; 
And his wives he declared he would up in a row string, 
But he’d prove, said the Caliph, to white wife and black wifg 
He was Caliph of Bag-dad—and also of Sack-wife ! 
In his jocular way 
He was pleased tu to say 
Was Caliph Fal-lay, li-fal-lay, li-fal-lay ! 
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Sunshine or Moonshine. 


Tue Stockholm <Aftonbladet gives a curious letter from Ericssoy, 
'the inventor of the caloric machine. The following passages occur 
| in it:— 

‘‘ Calculations which I have just completed have satisfied me that if the sun’s 
rays, now wasting their strength on the house roofs of Philadelphia, were con- 
densed they might be used to set 5,000 steam-engines, of 20-horse power each, in 
motion. . . . To give an instance, let us suppose a Swedish square mile 
(equal to 49 English) covered with condensing apparatus and sun machines. ay 
Let one-half the surface be occupied by buildings, roads, &c., and we have sti!] 
648,000,000 square feet free for our purposes. Now,as my condensing apparatus has 
demonstrated 100 square feet to be amply sufficient for the production of }-horse 
power, it follows that 64,800 steam-engines of 100-horse power each can be worked 
with the rays thrown on a Swedish square mile, I assert that . . . . bycon- 
densing the rays of the sun a force could be created that might arrest the earth in 





the course. Ina thousand years or so—a drop in the ocean of time—there will be 
no coal left in Eurepe unless the sun be put in requisition, True, the rays of the 
sun are often prevented from reaching us; but, with sucha large magazine whence 
fuel may be obtained, without labour or transport to draw upon, experienced 
engineers will have no difficulty in laying up a store against the rainy day.”’ 

If these statements are not moonshine they throw a new light—a 
patent sunlight, in fact—upon locomotion. We have heard of bottled 
moonbeams, but here we have stored sunlight spoken of in the gravest 


_manner. If Mr. Ericsson could but complete the invention by finding 


out how to extract sunbeams from cucumbers ! 


How To Sotve A Rippiz.—Either give play to your fancy or set 
your wits to work. 


Tue Loupgest Pattern in Ceramic Art.—The cup that cheers. 





Now ready, Price One Shilling (post free 1s. 2d.), 
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TALK. 


WHEN moving about in society, 

Amid old, middle-agéd, and young, 
We meet one unpleasant variety, 

Which appears manufactured of tongue! 
On some wretched, unfortunate sinner 

It is down like bird—that’s a hawk !— 
And at party, or breakfast, or dinner, 

It flows on in continuous talk ! 


Miss JANE ARAMINTA Ap CoRACLE 
(Who, alas! is no longer a lass) 
Casts sayings abroad, like an oracle, 
Upon schools and the criminal class. 
If from Billiards we take an expression, 
She gets all of the Balls into Balk, 
And our cue is a worthless possession, 
If we can’t make a cannon off Talk! 


Sir DE Roos ARTAXERXES Fitz Yorricx, 
Your button persistently holds, 
While on Times and on Men Pre-historic 
He astounding ideas unfolds! 
Hegoes back into far-away ages— 
Those of bronze, and of flint out of chalk— 
And you have to suppress fearful rages 
At his Antediluvian talk. 


Dear charming Avrora Fitz Mauriner! 
Her sweet words babble on like a stream! 
She sings all the gay thoughts that are in her, 
And you listen as if in a dream. 

She discourses of picnics and dances, 
And of many a ride, and a walk: 

And you sit and enjoy your own fancies ; 
For with her no one ever can talk! 


Of Talk, had it any utility, 
We should never have cause to complain: 
But we must, when it wastes all ability 
In an intercourse utterly vain. 
On the journey we all are pursuing, 
By the Road, or by Rail, or by Dawk, 
Life will show us that those who are doing 
Are never the people who talk! 


LOOKS INTO BOOKS. 


Tue child is father to the man—and the man certainly has a good 
deal of his father about him. If you doubt us, give him Merry Tales for 
Inttle Folk (Lockwood & Co), and if he does not sit down and read “‘ Beauty 
and the Beast,” ‘“‘ Jack the Giant Killer,’ and “‘ The Blue Beard,’ with 
as much delight now as his father did before him—vwell,all we can say is | 
We have read the pleasant little volume | 
ugh, beginning, as became our tender years, with “‘The House that | 
Jack built” and “Cock Robin,” and finishing up with the Grimm 
legend of “The Three Golden Hairs.” 
rhymes is a well-selected one—ANDERSEN, GRimMM, D’AULNoy, Per- | 
RAULT, and that very ancient and only original writer of nursery lore, | 
the famous “‘ Anon,” are all laid under contribution. The illustra-_ 
tions are with some few exceptions excellent, and are plentiful enough | 
to make the book popular with the small people—if a book containing | 
such stories as this does needs to bid for popularity on any other score. 

The Laws and Bye-laws of Good Society and The Art of Dress (from the | 
same publishers) would no doubt be useful, if it were possible to teach | 
people taste or manners, which we very seriously question. | 

The authoress of Neptune, the Autobiography of a Newfoundland Dog, | 
(Griffith & Farren) has set herself a very difficult task—the more 
especially because as she tells us the dog whose life she relates was 
not her own, but belonged to a friend. How difficult it would be to 
write the autobiography of men whom we know intimately—almost 
as difficult as writing their autographs: how much more difficult then 
to write the autobiography of a cog who is, as in Neptune’s case, only 
an acquaintance—especially as dogs speak so very little, and mean 80 
very much when they do speak. We have been honoured with the 
friendship and affection of several dogs, but we should shrink from 
attempting to write their “ autobiographies,”’ knowing in what eccen- 
tric ways they think and reason, and what peculiar views they hold | 
about Man It doesnot do merely to make a dog a man on four legs. | 
is is perhaps a hypercritical view to take of a book written only to 
amuse children, but we feel compelled to protest against Doggie’s mis- | 
representation. When we turn to the illustrations, however, we have | 
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RATHER SUSPICIOUS. 


Woman :—“TI say, MISTER, HOW IS IT WE NEVER GETS NO GRAVY WITH 
OUR J’INTS WHEN YOU BAKES ’EM ?”’ 








nothing but praise to award. Mr. E:wes draws animals with an apt 
and experienced pencil, and the pictures are full of character and 
‘“‘go.” The book is well turned out, and we can safely recommend it 
as a gift-book for the young. Such works are calculated at any rate 
to make children more kind to and appreciative of dumb animals. 


LINES, 
To One who has been Connected with Many. 


Who, sprung from hidden source and dark, 
Beginning as a railway clerk, 
Grew to a directorial shark ? 

My —. 
Who companies of all sorts nursed, 
And left them ere they reached their worst, 
But always lined his pockets first ? 


My —. 
Who did to suburbs folks ensnare, 
And having safely got them there— 
Who most unfairly raised the fare ? 
My ——. 
Who by the Liberals returned, 
His pledges on election spurned, 
And to o’erthrow the party yearned ? ~ 
y-—. 


Who, by constituents restrained, 
The little dodge away explained, 
But from the Tories knighthood gained ? 
My —-. 
And who, when the election came, 
Heard his constituents exclaim, 
‘** Get out! we see your little game?” 
My —. 
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THE COOK’S VOYAGE. 
A Cannibalistic Chrenicle.* 


ITE British Minister at the Caraccas 
Was terribly in want of a good 


cook : 
The servants that he had were 
quite as black as 
The Sender of all cooks, but 
then they took 7 
No pride in culinary art. No 
jackass 
Of all the lot conld roast, by 
hook or crook, 
Or boil, or bake, or broil, or bar- 
becue, 
They were in short too stupid e’en 
to stew. 


It chanced the Minister was one 
of those : 
nw EP - = Who think “good breeding” 
ne ! only means “ good feeding,’ 

| He wished to his wild neighbours to disclose 
Olé England's might.and majesty exceeding, 

And thought no better course he could propose 

Than banquets—to the savage stomach pleading - 
As, im the capital of his own nation, 
Its head he'd look for in its Corporation. 


| And so he wrote to a good-natured friend— 
Told him the dismal nature of his look-out, 
; 


+ “ye We 


And begged of him without delay to send— 
BY the next mail, in short—a clever cook out, 
i; And, farther still the favour to extend, 
He OF To see that all the requisites he took out, 
f Bat, chief of all, to choose a cook superior 
To be the Minister for his Interior. 





And soon the cook was found and sent on board, 
1} With pans and pannakins and pots and platters ; 
In fact the vessel's hold was but a hoard 

Of twenty thousand culinary matters, 
By whose aid hunger's routed—or restored. 

Now, Cookery’s great masterpiece the latter's ; 
For relishes must secuuin with banquets, 
As felons’ appetite hard work at crank whets. 


A Cordon Bleu our cook was, and a Frenchman, 
Who never deemed it merely was his part 

To stuff with solids, or with slops to drench man, 
But to make eating truly a “ fine art.” 

He had approved himself a faithful kenchman, 
As Chef to some one after his own heart— 

The city’s “ ancientest ” and greediest alderman— 

You never saw a fatter or a balder man. 


Well! the ship sailed. Her course, by chart or map ta’en 
Was son’-sou’ west, wind chopping, weather bad, 

Our friend the Chef made kickshaws for the captain, 

ye i ve agate that - hero had 
n is ship a passage by good ta’en : 
And he had reason sound for ere 

Regaled upon such sauce and soup and jelly! 

You'd Ups p’rhaps find them in—or FrancaTEL. 


The Captain was a very jovial dog, 
And gave himself entirely ap te feeding ; 
Whereby he did not rightly keep his log, 
And of his reckoning was all unheeding ; 
So when at last there came on a thick fog 
He did not know which way the ship was speeding, 
And when he thought himself long leagues from dry land, 
The vessel drove upon a desert island. ' 


A desert island truly! When in boats 
The sailors landed, found no live things there ! 
No rats, no mice, no rab and no goats ; 
There were no boobies (birds with thumbs for wings) there. 
No creatures wild—and therefore no wild oats— 
There were no tittlebats e’en in the springs there : 
An island so deserted ’twould exert 
One’s utmost skill to find e’en a dessert! 





* Founded on an anecdote in a recently published novel. 
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What made the matter worse was that the wreck 
Sank with her cargo in the quicksands shifting : 
One case alone, which stood upon her deck, si 
Shoreward upon the flowing tide came drifting : 
They broke it open gladly—what a check | 
Their joy received, when, on the lid uplifting 
They saw ‘twas full of saucepans, stewpans, colanders,— 
Useless to them, as Norton’s Pumps to Hollanders.* 


““ How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds 

Makes ill deeds done ’’—so says King John (see Suax ESPEARE. ) 
Hence most of those—as logic e’en concedes— 

Who drown themselves, must in streams, pools, or lakes peer. 
Hence also are their minds inclined to feeds, 

Who into books on roasts, and boils, and bakes, peer. 
To which last case was that of every man akin - 
Who gazed on empty stewpan, pot, and pannakin. 


With hunger p’inted by the sight of pots, 
Each began crying out for food, poor sinner! 
And somebody proposed their drawing lots 
To find out which should stand the others dinner : 
Not thereby meaning ‘“‘ who should pay their shots,”’ 
But who should prove the “mar.” described as “inner,” 
Whose line it must be, by supplying lining, 
To dress—the dinner? No! the party dining ! 


The lots were cast—the lottery not long was, 
The tickets and the drawers being few. 

The Chef was fated, since his chance the wrong was, 
To form—not cook—the dinner for the crew. 

He knelt and sued—his pleading very strong was 
But what it meant not one among them knew, 

And all believed ’twas terror animated him, 

Until the Captain, knowing French, translated him. 


And then his fancy proved to be a strange one ! 
He not the very least objection saw 
To being cooked—not cooking, fora change. One 
Sole wish he had—that they’d not eat him raw,— 
*T would be to waste adinner! He'd arrange one— 
If they would but allow him so much law— 
With lots of courses and the rarest dishes. 
He prayed they’d grant this last of all his wishes: 


They acquiesced, and gave him till next day 

To get his garnishing, and sauce, and gravy. 
They knew he had no chance to run away 

Because his bounds were very strait, though wave-y. 
And he set forth the banquet to purvey 

As though he were Purveyor to the Navy, 
Anda collection of weed, moss, and lichen, made, 
Assisted by the cabin-boy, as kitchen-maid. 


Next he drew up the following 





MENU 


Purée de Chef. Cooktek aw naturel, 
Teéte de Frangaés enchoué en tortue. 
Filet de Vhomme ala maitre d hotel. | 
Moi-méme aux truffes. Croquettes de Cordon Bic. 
Oreilies de rétisseur au Béchamel, 
Cotelettes de Cuisinier a I Hollandaise. 


Serving himself out thus in various ways. 


And last he ht the ship’s cook how to dress 

The several dishes that you read the names of ; 
With fall directions for each savoury mess, 

Each seasoning with allowance for the claims of : 
And all so clear there was no need to guess 

Even the least ingredients the aims of. 
Then, showing him the garnish to embellish him, 
He thanked his stars such appetites would relish him! 


Now going back he fell upon his knees, and 
Dociaret himesl® prepared. We did ot quail! 
But—as the knife was ready at his weasand— 
A cry arrested it. It was a hail 
From somebody who roaming on the sea-sand 
Had seen—and signalled to—a distant sail, 
Which proved to be the Seahorse from St. Mary’s, 
Laden with hemp-seed, bound for the Canaries. 





* The Chef would here observe ‘der is a mull in der!” 
Well, I’m aware some cooks pronounce it * cullinder.”’ 
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As captives, long shut out from air and sun, 
Welcome their unexpected freedom madly, 

So with a shout the shipwrecked sailors run 
To meet their rescuers—all hail them gladly— 

“All”? did I say? Iwasinerror! One 
Appeared to look upon the matter sadly, 

And loitered by the implements of cookery, 

Like mother-rook with marksmen in the rookery. 


It was the Chef! His eyes, with tears o’erbrimming, 
Dropt needless salt into the bubbling pot, 
Which, in a fit of absence, he kept skimming, 
Although the broth such tending wanted not. 
And then he saw how some of them were swimming— 
| And some can to the boats had got, 
| And sighed—“ Ze fools! to mees so rare a treat! 
Zey does not know so good I am to eat!” 


Then down he wandered slowly to the shore, 
And waded out knee-deep into the brine, 
Wishing—yet scarcely daring—to implore 
The rescued seamen to come back and dine. 
Yet long hours after, while the vessel bore 
Them far away, he could not but repine, 
And sighed, while pointing to the island small, 
*‘ You should moch best have eat me after all! ”’ 


APPLICATION. 


In human nature there’s strange contrariety, 

Some minds are very oddly warped and crook’d, 
And there are peoplé who would by society 

Far rather be looked-down-on than o’erlook’d ! 
Indeed one has known persons, whose anxiety 

Was—when debarred from cooking—to be cook’d. 
How many are there who would fain be glorious, 
But, failing that, are glad to be notorious ? 


Post-Scrrptum. 


Though I have said farewell, I must come back, as 
I had forgotten utterly to mention 

The British Minister at the Caraccas, 
And how he suffered from his cook’s detention. 

Well, of the Chef he did not feel the lack, as 

His native neighbours voted in convention, 

Not asking them to dinner was hiswhim— 

So asked themselves to dinner, and ate—him ! 
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OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


—- > 


Saturday Review are virtuous. 





_ doubt their heads or their consciences under its influence? Do they 
' Buspect that the weakness of their heads will lead them to make fools 

of themselves out of the columns of their respective journals, or the 

tenderness of their hearts make them say the thing that is not in those 
- Columns? ‘Their affectation is simply childish! In England we have 
alittle eating and drinking over every new beginning, from a ship- 
launch to the opening of a meat-market, and nobody for a moment 
8upposes that the christening of a new theatre or a new picture 
gallery will in the least influence criticism. If any manager or pro- 
prietor or committee ever thought so, the disillusion must have been 
rapid and complete. If these writers are correct, and the virtue of 
critics is so assailable, what will be the end of it? To carry out their 
Principles, these gentlemen must decline to be acquainted with artists, 
and would be bound, supposing they met an artist out anywhere, and he 
wished the pleasure of a glass of wine with them, to resent it as an 
insult. It is to be hoped that the reason of their complaint is not that 






HERE are to be no more “ cakes and ale.”’ The 

Pall Mali’s Magsman and the art-critic of the 
The former 
writes to the Gazette to inform its readers that 
he has, though ‘connected with the press,” 
another profession and a private address. 
Let us hope that in addition to this last 
luxury he is allowed an occasional ride in the 
; famous brougham casually mentioned some 
| time since in the P. 4. G. He goeson to say that he received a ticket 
. fur a private view of a new picture gallery; which invited him to 
 lunch—unwarrantable liberty and terrible crime! He then proceeds 
to grieve to think that journalists have brought such insults on them- 
selves, The Saturday critic is, as might be expected, more dignified. As 
| the gallery was opened with a champagne luncheon to the press, he 
' declines to say a word about the pictures. What is the matter with 
these gentlemen? Are they so unaccustomed to champagne that they 





the invitation was too public. If instead of a general invitation to the 
press, a private treat had been provided for the Magsman or the 
Saturday critic, they might have been satisfied—but would that have 
been better than the publicity of the other course? Possibly they 
may object that this is personal, that it is bringing ungrounded 
charges against them. But what have they done? They have, as it 
happens in this instance, libelled in a most unjustifiable manner an 
honorary committee, composed of artists, who get no profit or fee from 
the gallery, and have merely undertaken to see to the hanging, etc., 
of the pictures. In future, let us hope the Saturday critic will find at 
the opening of a new venture the champagne glass not altogether in- 
compatible with the possibly more congenial ‘pale of criticism.”” As 
for “the Magsman,” I hope committees will remember his “other 
— and fix the spread for some hour after the shops are 
closed. 

So this terrible election which was to bring democracy surging up 
to the altar and the throne is over,'and the reformed House of Commons 
after all is composed of very much the same material as the old one! 
So much for the wisdom of people who shook their heads—to be sure, 
it is about the best use they can put those ornaments to—and declared 
we should have a representative assembly as disorderly as an American 
Congress. Finusn and Brapiaveu were to snuff out GLApsTone and 
Brieur, and fustian, generally, was to oust broadcloth. Such was 
the dismal picture drawn by the croakers, but, to quote the words of 
the enthusiastic bard of the Standard :— 

“ But London saw another sight 
When the sun set at dead of night.” 

When that extraordinary natural phenomenon—-unrecorded by the 
astronomers, doubtless because of their being absorbed in the contem- 
plation of the star showers—took place, the representative chamber 
was found very much where it was before, although naturally some- 
what in the position in which Mosgs found himself when the candle 
went out. It has been a good fight, nevertheless, and I beg humbly 
to take off my hat to both parties. I respect the Conservatives who 
have stuck up for altar and crown no less than the Liberals whe have 
stood by their colours. But I must confess I have the most supreme 
contempt for those so-called Liberals, who have trimmed—and there 
are hundreds of them. They have been calling for Reform all their 
lives, and now when they have got it they are frightened. I fancy 
most of my readers have heard something of this sort— Well, I have 
always been a Liberal, but upon my word I think we are going too 
far, and I shall vote for the Conservatives this time’’—and so they 
voted for the party that had, in reality, brought us so far, farther 
than the Liberals these terrified folks were deserting. Now they see 
the result of the elections I hope they repent their alarms. I like an 
honest Conservative and a consistent Liberal, but as for these purblind 
bats who can’t make up their minds whether they are beasts or birds, 
they are not even “ good red herring.” 

This month’s Jins/ey’s contains an admirable paper on George Eliot, 
the fifth in the “ Criticisms on Contemporaries.” ‘Christmas by Con- 
tract” and ‘‘ Falsehoods”’ are amusing articlesas padding goes, and “The 
Sorrows of Sark ’’ is an interesting account of a dangerous trip to that 
island, but why does its author talk such silly clap-trap about the 
name of his vessel? When he hears it is called “the Reform” his , 
‘‘ heart sinks within him, and inwardly he takes this uncomfortable word | 
asabadomen.” ‘Aunt Anastasia” chats pleasantly this month, and 
we have some not very wonderful verse in the number. Mr. 
Warson’s picture is good, and full of light. The illustration to 
‘‘ Breaking a Butterfly ” is cleverly composed, though there is a little 
too much economy of background in it—but then to be sure it may have 
been cut away. The author of “In October” is to be congratulated 
on the originality of the lines— 

“ Beneath, the slow stream’s flawless face 

Unrutiled into rut or ridge.’’ 
There are two beauties in this—firstly, the notion of “ruffling a face 
into a rut,” and secondly the idea of a rut in water. 

I owe an apology to the London for not noticing earlier the first 
number of its new series, which appeared in November. ‘ Sensation 
Scenery,” ‘The School for Ballet Girls,” and ‘Five Weeks in a 
Balloon,” are quite strong enough to carry the number, which con- 
tains other very readable articles—‘‘Some Memories,” and “ The 
Zulu Kaffirs.” Printing and paper are good, but the wrapper 1s 
susceptible of improvement. It is always dangerous to change a 
wrapper, I know, but I think the present one might easily be so 
modified as to retain its general character and yet look “more like 


business,” 


SSS SSS 








NAUT. 
Wuy must the Council of the Astronomical Society be invariably in 
the right ?—Because it is always a-Star-Board. 


Wuart Queen or O_tp Tatkep Most ?—C.Lg0-rPatTsren. 
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ACCORDING 


Bankruptcy CourT BIGHT TIMES! 
MAKE A POUND I’m™ OUT IN MY ARITHMETIC !”’ 


- §NOOKS'S TABLE TALK. 


(From tHe Nots Book or xis Boswk Lt.) 


One of the company observed that no record of personal experience 
could be considered perfect without the ingredient of truth. 

Sxooxs.—“ Nay, sir, let us not rob fiction of that which is due to it. 
When the snow-drifts of Time have accumulated at the door of 
Memory to such an extent as to render the portals inaccessible, we 
must enter the mansions of the Past by the first-floor window of 
nage When we forget a fact, we can tell a Jie, and stick 

at.” 

‘ But suppose we get found out ?’’ observed a gentleman present. 

Svooxs.—“ Then, sir, we can resort once more to fiction, and boldly 
deny that we have perverted the truth.” 

‘* But somebody may call us names, or hit us in the eye.” 

Snooxs.—“ Sir, people have been called names and hit in the eye for 
centuries in the cause of that which they only Jelieved the truth. 
Shall we shrink from suffering on behalf of that which we absolutely 
know to be fiction? Surely, knowledge is of higher value than belief. 
ion is one too many for you, sir. You are out of your 

epth.” 

The rash individual who had provoked this crushing but not 
altogether undeserved reply, soon afterwards retired from the room, 
crestfallen and abashed. 

>. . >. o . ” 

We spoke of Joun Srvant Mriu’s writings. My illustrious 
was not quite at his ease upon this topic, being unacquainted with an 
of the works under discussion. He nevertheless displayed muc 


in going upstairs and never coming down again. 


re 


ae a ea 






“ 


Te eT A\S\ i 
ull ii t fee: | \\) Nt i 


Hi 
fous 
| 


qT 
r ii | eS 


J. Diddler, Esg.:—Not nongsst! I'yR ALWAYS PAID TWENTY SHILLINGS IN THE POUND. 
Wet, nut I palD TWO-AND-SIXPENCE IN THE POUND EACH TIME, AND IF EIGHT HALF-CROWNS DONT 


| however, the Liberals were opposed—and it rather served them right. 
a A 
friend 


vivacity in plaving upon the word MILL, and twisting it into such 
laughable combinations as windmill, watermill, aud treadmill. The 
latter institution he condemned as barbarous. No national being, he 
observed, could Jook forward without horror to a whole month spent 
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TO COCKER. 


WHAT DY’E 8AY ? BEEN THROUGH THE 








One of the company excused it on the plea of affording healthy 
exercise. 

Snooxs.—‘‘ Pooh, sir! you may as well assert that a Dutch clock 
derives healthy exercise from its perpetual ticking, or that the earth 
obtains it by monotonously revolving on its own axis. Let us talk of 
something that you understand, sir; if, indeed, there de anything that 
you understand.” ; 

This outburst of irony was followed by an uneasy silence, during 
which everybody present regarded his neighbour with gloomy looks. 
The harmony of the meeting was shortly restored by my venerable 
friend, who insisted upon treating the room to another bowl of punch. 
All was now joy and intellect, conviviality and amicable repartee. 
We did not separate until dawn was visible above the ‘chimneys ; and 
the lateness of our breaking-up had the effect of confining my revered 
friend to his bedroom until the twilight of the following day. 


After the Davenport Brothers. 

Ir we are to believe Lorp Curnton the Liberals and Conservatives 
of Notts agreed that if the candidates of the latter were allowed to be 
elected without a contest for the southern division, those of the former 
were not to be disturbed in the northern. In spite of this agreement, 


They tied themselves in slip Notts, which, of course, turned out 4 
noose-ance. 





A Random Shot. 


WHEN we read, as we too often do, that a sporting nobleman has 
mortgaged the ancestral acres, the thought at once suggests itself— 
Did he commence his career with hedge-popping ? 





| Tus Exeventa Hovr.—The Cricketing Season. 
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MRS. BROWN’S STORY OF CLEVER KITTY. 
(Coneluded.) 


| 
| Tr was jest on twelve o’clock, as I were settin’ by ‘er bed, as she 
| woke up quite quiet, and know’d me, and says to me, “It was all my 
| own fault, I was told not to venture and I would. I did it fora rise 
| in my salary.”” She says ‘‘ Oh, my poor mother”’ 
| says, “ My dear, lay still, 1 says, and then you'll get better the 
sooner, and you mustn’t fret.”’ 

She says, “I don’t fret, but,” she says, “I know I shall never be 

better. I’eard what the nuss said. Besides,” she says, “I feel I’m 
| dyin’. Give my love to mother and to them all, and ask father not 
| to be angry with them. I should like to kiss ’em all again and see 

baby once more, little dear ;’’ and she turned that faint that I made 
| sure she were a-goin’. 
| I never was more put out, for I couldn’t bear to leave ’er, and yet 
| was all of a fidget a-thinkin’ as Brown would wonder where I was 
got to, and jest then the nuss come and said I was wanted at the gate, 
and there was Brown, and as soon as ever he ’eard what was up, he 
says, ‘‘ You stop, like a good soul, as long as you can do any good, we'll 
manage at ’ome,”’ and he give me three shillin’s for them poor creeturs, 
as I’m sure he could ill afford, ‘‘ but,’’ he says, “ Marra, we shan’t 
miss it, and we don’t owe nobody anythink, so ’as a right to give 
it away.” 

He's. a rough way with ’im, ’as Brown, but it’s a ’art of diamonds 
as he’ve got. 

That poor dear child never spoke no more, but lingered on till 
nearly four o’clock, and then she passed away that quiet as we didn’t 
know as she were gone. 

I never shall forget goin’ to tell ’er mother, never, for that poor 
woman’s shrieks will ring in my ears to my dyin’ day. They ’ad for 
to take ’er away to the workus ’cos of the other lodgers, and she was 
there over three weeks, and then discharged as ’opeless. 

I’m sure, talk about doin’ good, it’s the poor that does the real 
good, not as I’m one to run down them as rides in their carriages and 
sends the money, as they’]] never miss, to the poor, for it’s lucky as 
they do send it, but I often thinks what wonders poor people will do 
for one another. 

I'm sure the way as them other lodgers in that ‘ouse in Baker’s- 


row turned to and took care of them children it was downright 


wonderful, 

As to Pupsry he wasn’t no good, for he’d drunk ’isself foolish, and 
couldn’t do nothink but wring ’is ’ands and keep on a-bustin’ out cryin’. 

As to them parties at the theayter they was downright trumps, as 
the sayin’ is, for if they didn’t get altogether near on fourteen pounds 
for them poor children as they brought to me, and Brown took care 
on and doled it out like, and what made it better was Pupsry a-runnin’ 
away and not being ’eard on no more. 

I never shall forget when that poor woman come back from the 
workus in er right mind, but quite the cripple; for she found ’er 
room tidied up and the bed all clean and nice, with another bedstead 
in the corner for the two as come next the baby; she ’ad a good cry 
and then she says, “This won’t do, I must do somethink agin’ the 
time as this money will be gone,” as there wasn’t but six pound 
seventeen left on it, what with makin’ the place decent and clothin’ 
the children tidy. 

T says, “‘ Whatever can you do?” 
thinkin’ of a stall.” 

I says, “'That’s a risk, for,”’ I says, “ fruit’s a perishable article, and 
as to oysters, they’re downright ruin.” 

“No,” she says, “ but I think if I can get leave for to ’ave a stall 
by the workus’ wall, with threads and tapes, I could pick up a livin’. 

“Well,” I says, “and much to your credit, but ’ow’ll you ever get 
leave?” « Oh,” she says, “the master of the workus ’as promised 
to be my friend ;” and so he were, for she got leave, and there she set 
over eleven year, winter and summer, and brought up all them chil- 

n except the baby as died, and never ’eard no more of Pupsgy, as 
€'8 always got a fancy as will turn up some day, as it’s my opinion, 
he went and drownded ’isself in the Essex mashes, for a body was 
found, tho’ couldn’t be indemnified by nobody, leastways, Brown 
eard about it, but it wasn’t no use a-botherin’ that poor woman about, 
for ske couldn’t ’ave proved as it were ’im, thro’ ’avin’ been weeks 
among them hosiers and was buried on the quiet, and might ’ave been 
& sailor, or any other foreigner, or even a party as ’ad fell overboard 
from a barge, as I see one once myself from aboard a Gravesend 
steamer, as was swep’ away by the tide in a instant, and must have 
found a watery grave, as the sayin’ is. 
_It’s wonderful ’ow things’ turns ont, for if that Fanny Pupsey 
didn’t ee f a publican down Limehouse way, as made ’er a good 
usband, and made ’er mother a comfortable ’ome with them, and both 


“Why,” she says, “ I’ve been 


Lem 


the boys are at sea doin’ well, and Clara, as is the youngest, she’s at 


School, jest a-being finished off, with a wonderful turn for the music, 


a8 she'll be able to teach, not as she’!]’ave to do nothin’ long, for she’s 


& reg’lar beauty, and will no doubt settle comfortable. 








FUN. 
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All ’er poor mother is afraid on is ’er a-takin’ to the stage, as were 
poor Kirry’s distraction, not as the stage is to blame, for they all told 
her not to wenture up where she was a-goin without proper supports, 
as she did while the carpenter's back were turned, and fell more than 
forty feet, without no blame attachin’ to nobody, as the jury said. 
But, poor dear child, she did it thro’ the other gal bein’ took ill 
sudden, without no chance of recovering, and ’oped for to get the 
place, as would ’ave been ten shillings a week. 

As to Mrs. Pupsry, tho’ a cripple, still she’s wonderful cheerful, 
and ’ad saved a trifle out of ’er stall, as ’er son-in-law put in the busi- 
ness, as is what I didn’t quite ’old with, no more didn’t Brown, and 
so he told ’im. 

_ That young man took it werry proper, and bought alittle ’ouse with 
it, a8 brings her in six shillin’s a week, as is always somethink, ’cos it 
don’t cost nothin’ for Cuara’s schoolin’, as is paid by a lady as ’eard 
the story, thro’ bein’ a actress once ’erself as ’ad married a lord, and 
was quite grand somewheres at the West-end, tho’ I don’t think as 
she was over ’appy, for that lord did used to drink like a fish, and 
neglect her shameful. So, you see, I never shouldn’t care for a child 
of mine to go on the stage for there’s a many risks as they runs of 
fallin’, or gettin’ set light to, or somethink, not but there’s risks 
everywhere for them as ain’t careful ; but I shan’t never forget clever 
Kirry, and ’er bright blue eyes and flaxen ’air, as ’er poor mother 
were that proud on, and that beast of a man would pull out by the 
handful when in liquor. Not as Mrs. Pupsgy ever said a word about 
it, nor yet her own ill-usage, as the neighbours told me all about as 
was the cause of ’er bein’ crippled, for he’d knocked her down a whole 
flight of stairs jest afore that baby were born, of a Saturday night, 
thro’ ’er a comin’ ’ome late, ’avin been tryin’ to pick up a bit of wittles 
for the Sunday dinner, and would have killed her, no doubt, only the 
lady on the floor under them come out and knocked ’im down with a 


ES 
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flat iron, and serve ‘im right, a cowardly ruffian. I often goes over | 


now to Mrs. Pupsey, as never can say too much about me, as I’msure } 


did next to nothink for ’er. 
She can’t ’elp a-sheddin’ a tear over Kitty now, but never mentions 


Pupsgy'’s name; as I’ve ’eard say she run away with ‘im from 
boardin’-school, and wasn’t never took no notice on no more by ’er 
friends, as was in the tea-line in the Boro’, but in course [ knows 
nothink about it, and don’t ask no questions, but this I will say, as 
she’s proved ’erself a true-’arted woman, anyhow, and ’er friends 
might be proud on ’er if they rode in their carriages, as there's a- 
many does now-a-days as won’t bear the light, tor I’m sure the 
rubbish as I’ve know’d as ’ave got up in the world, and ’olds their 
’eads very high, as ain’t got nothink to be proud on if the way as they 
got their money could be showed; but they ain’t ’appy for all their 
fine ’ouses, as is out of their elephants, as the sayin’ is, and the 
moment as they opens their mouths you finds ’em out with all their 
fal-lal rubbish, a-tryin’ to be ladies and gentlemen, as they never can 
be, not if they ’ad every ’air of their ’eads ‘ung with gold, as 
is what I calls regular Brommagem gentry, the same as old 
Cov.rer, as were in the tripe line, and as got up in the world, 
with a carriage, but law, you spots the tripe shop the moment 
as you sees ’em, tho’ they do live at the West-end, and ‘as their 
’ouses and carriages, for what's bred in the bone won't come 
out in the flesh,—and tripe and trotters will stick to you ’owever you 
may cover ’em up, and if people gets up in the world let ’em remem- 
ber where they ’arked from, as the sayin’ is, and not give theirselves 
them ridiculous hairs as don’t become ‘em. 


——————————_——_ 


THE OLD MOVE. 


WHueEN a mishap the Northern arms befell, 

In the American war—or so they tell— 

The Yankee General, as an improvement, 

Said his “ retreat’’ was a “ stratagetic movement.”’ 
DisrakL! beaten in the late election, 

Seeks in like euphuistic phrase protection, 

And in his Bucks oration valedictory, 

Struck out “defeat” and substituted “ victory.” 
Some folks complain, and call it an evasion, 

But for such protest there is small occasion: = 
He knows his every statement, while rehearsing it, 
We shall receive, like mirrors—by reversing it!’’ 





A Pol{ic)e Star. 

I1 is stated that the earliest announcement of the recent star-shower 
was made by ‘‘an observant member of the police force.” This is not 
the first time that the police have shown « partiality for star-gazing. 
We wonder whether the constable in question was watching Aries, 
or trying to discover if the Dog-star was properly muzzled. Perhaps 
he was on the look-out for the ‘twins’ hoops. 
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Ever singing, Tra!lla! la! 
L | T T L c O L | V e R : | Ever dancing, Tra! la! la! 
Ever singing, ever dancing, 
Ever singing, Tra! la! in! 
He skipped for joy like little muttons, | 
He danced like Esmeralda’s kid 
(She did not mean a boy in buttons 
Although he fancied that she did). 


| 

| 

Poor lad ! convinced he thus would win her, 

He wore out many pairs of soles ; 
| 


Her 


He danced when taking down the dinner— 
He danced when bringing up the coals. 


He danced and sang (however laden) 
With his incessant *‘ Tra! Ja! la!” 
| Fe ycetets reto | ist pil epee 3 
nd Though eighty-two, he still was hearty, He nourished now his flame and fanned it, 
hal aie he At twagth tip secvanite wolben’' otand it 


He had one ynexampled daughter, And Bow tgs the butler told him so. 4- 
The Lapy Minnik-HAHA JOYCE, 

















Fair Minnre-nana, *‘ Laughing Water,” | 
So called from her melodious voice. | é 
By Nature planned for lover-capture, 
Her beauty every heart assailed, | 
i The good, old nobleman with rapture 
i Observed how widely she prevailed. 
® Aloof from all the lordly flockings 
. Of titled swells who worshipped her, 
, There stood, in pumps and cotton stockings, 
i One humble lover—OLIver. i g.- 
; He was no peer by Fortune petted, Ne 
; His name recalled no bygone age ; 
: He was no lordling coronetted— At length on impulse acting blindly, 
Alas ! he was a simple page! His love he laid completely bare 9, 
With vain appeals he never bored her, The gentle Earl received him kindly, 
But stood in silent sorrow by— And told the lad to take a chair. 
He knew how fondly he adored her, “Oh, sir,” the suitor uttered sadly, 
| { And knew, alas! how hopelessly! ‘‘ Don’t give your indignation vent, 10 
ba Well grounded by a village tutor I fear you think I’m acting madly, 
if in on oa 7 and past, Perhaps you think me insolent!” | 
Bi i He'd say unto himself, “‘ Knee-suitor, The kindly Earl repelled the notion, Pr 
Oh, do not go beyond your last!” His noble bosom heaved a sigh, 
But though his name could boast no handle, His fingers trembled with emotion, 25 
He could not every hope resign ; A tear stood in his mild blue eye. Sle 
As moths will hover round a candle, For, oh, the scene recalled too plainly sone 
So hovered he about her shrine. The half-forgotten time when he, ie 
The brilliant candle dazed the moth well, A boy of nine, had worshipped vainly 
One day she sang to her papa A governess of forty-three ! 
The air that Manik sings with BorHwert My boy,” he said, his hands still wringing, F 
In NEIDERMBYER’S opera. “Give up this idle fancy—do— a} 
(Therein a stable boy, it’s stated The ballad that you heard her singin . 
y> ’ : : ging 
Devoutly loved a noble dame, Did not, indeed, refer to you. N 
And that the dame reciprocated Pi 
His rather injudicious flame.) : 
| 
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ee 
‘I feel for you, poor boy, acutely, f 
_1 would not wish to give you sie, | ( 
; Your pangs I estimate minutely, | f 
Se, I, too, have loved, and loved in vain. | a 
. ; * But still your humble rank and stati | 9 
And then, before the piano closin y rank ang station, . 
(Fle Wetened covty at the Soci” se Moser surely are not meet ””— | 
She sang a song of ha composing— a Ng mote in Comversssion b 
I give one verse from half a score : N ao it were needless to repeat. | 7 
Baap. ; Ww m prepared to bet a guinea, 7 
. ere this a mere dramatic case | 0 
Why, pretty page, art ever sighing ? The page would have eloped with Minnie 
Is sorrow * oe heartlet lying ? But, no—he only left his place. e 
Come, set a ringing, : , : t 
Thy laugh aie. The simple Truth 18 mY detective, t 
And ever singing With me Sensation can’t abide, ( 


The Likely beats the mere Effective, 


And ever dancing. 
nd ever dancing And Nature is my only guide. 


anerenbonenton 
December 5, 1868. ] 








DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 91. | \ 


Wir civic formalities one day last week | 
They opened my first in my second ; | AON 

By people most competent on it to speak, 7 
A boon to the city ’twas reckoned. 


1.—By Eskdale and Teviot he rode by the light fe: 
Of the moon that o’er Melrose looks charmingly bright ; “af 
There was fear in all hearts when they heard him, I wis, 
For with belt and with brand he rode onward o’er this. 


9.—A schoolboy stood upon his naughty head 
One evening in the centre of his bed; | 
And losing, what he lost, he had a fall, ! 
And hurt his legs against the bedroom wall. | 


3.—When Drocietian first division tried, 
He split in twain 
The empire, making power in these abide 
The first to reign. 
4—He watches the animals equine beginning 
Their trials, to see which will end in the winning. 


5.—It lay unheeded on the floor, 
And flashed, by sudden foot turned o’er, 

And many a matron’s eyes grew bright, 

At thoughts of good ones in delight. | 

6.—A regal appellation, with the end 

Cut off, when said by a familiar friend. 


7.—But lately dead, and still his name 
Resounds in most harmonious fame. 


$.—His friends they declared he would bitterly rue it, 
And yet he rushed off and audaciously flew it. 
Ah! me, how he paid for his folly hereafter, 
And moved us to weeping as well as to laughter. 


9,—The lady looked young, and the lady looked fair, 
With snowy complexion and beautiful hair ; 
In fact, you’d have called her the fairest of pets, 
But the frst was all this, and the second frisettes. * _ 


10,—A fruit you’ll buy best at the chemist’s, and some 
Will be good with hot water, and sugar, and rum. 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 89. — Lauper, Winter: 
Prow, Alani, Ullin, Pet, Exile, Roar. 

Correct SoLuTiIons oF Acrostic No. 89, Recr1vED NOVEMBER, 
25th:—Ruby’s Ghost; 5 o’clock, p.m.; Tiney Ditton; Funis; 


Slodger and Tiney. IS SUCH A 








SCOTLAND YARD MEASURES. 

Tux contempt of Sir RicHarp Mayne for public opinion and for the 
press especially, is one of the most remarkable things about him. He 
showed it by continuing his muzzle-edict out of sheer obstinacy, when 
even his own mistaken reason for its enactment no longer existed. 
Now he goes a step further, and shows the low opinion he has of the 
press by expecting it to publish and accept certain “ returns,” in which 
he endeavours to prove that robberies with violence are not on the 
increase. Unfortunately we know too well how evidence is manufac- 
tured by the police when it is wanted, and are therefore a little dis- 
inclined to accept from Sim Ricuarp a dish so easily cooked as 
‘ Returns.” 

To begin with, the fact, that the number of crimes shown in the 
returns 18 smaller for this year than for previous years, may mean 
nothing more than that the police do not report cases about which 
they have “received no information,’ and that people are tired of 
complaining when they get no remedy. In the words of Burns 
(slightly altered), “‘ What’s down we partly can compute, but know 
not what’s omitted.” But even taking the returns as they stand, we 


against 448 for 1866, and 601 for 1867—in other words 
on last year, an increase on the previous one. | 
. There is very little encouragement in the return of the number of | 
urglaries committed in the metropolitan district, during six months. 
They amount to 199—and only ninety-nine persons have been 
apprehended for them—scarcely half! And out of these, sixty-nine 
y have been convicted, ten having not yet been tried. 

If the public find these returns “ allay the alarm which has been | 
ened by statements of the increase of crime in the present year,” 

® public is welcome to put the returns in its pipe and smoke 
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| 


them. _ But we fancy the public is more likely to smoke the Chief | 
loner. J. H.L 





Soldat-carx.—Prize money—when he can get it! 


eh eo lee Se ie 








Eee — 













— 
, . 
Z a 
ad ; ‘ 
z ~ 
ae 





i 
PAM — 
~ 
Sh a n 
o" 
v 


\\ The = 5 
TA La 


A 





i st il ty, 
DA ash 
are Hsia ie ee Uno ks : y , “—~r " ’ 
AT f t MM 
I ( | : AA rr | | 
, it ; | | | Ir 


> 





/ 


DOWN ON THE DOCTOR. 


Doctor :—“ Is YouR PAPA IN, MY LITTLE MAN? No! Wet, ret, um 
I caLLED—you KNow ME—B.uimBeErR, Dr. Bumper !”’ 
Frank Boy :-—“ On, au! I KNow: you’RE THE GENTLEMAN TUAT PA SAYs 


STICK IN THE PULPIT!” 


SS 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied dy a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for loss. | 

R. N. (South Audley-street).—We should like to have some guarantee 
that it is original. 

RETLAW E.—We observed ‘ha! ha!”’ outside your envelope, but could 
find no reason for it inside. Are you sure you did not mean “ hee haw? ”’ 

EMPTY PockrTs.—Your pockets are not worse off than your head. 

Q. E. D.—Which ought not only to be shown but to be shown-up for 
such nonsense. 

A Great Lover or Fun.—But you need not love it so very dearly as to 
send us as a joke of your own a notion to be found in a former number. 

L. G.—Your muse is not calculated to amuse in the way in which you 
intended it to do so. 

CaputT.—No more of thine on that head—Caput, no more-tuum. 

W. S. (Coventry).—You really must find that out for yourself. Be a 


sensible cove an’ try! 
D. McC. (Glasgow) sends us a jest about the death of Rossini, hoping it 





at burglaries and robberies with violence are 533 for 1868, as | is ‘‘not making too much of a sad subject!’ We consider that to make a 
, if a decrease | jest of such a sad subject is making a great deal too much of it. For shame, 


H. S. (Sudbury).— We don’t care for contributions ‘‘ after the same sty/e’’ 
as serials already appearing in our columns, We prefer writers who “ gang 
their ain gate.” 

Cuaz.—Thanks, but we don’t quite see it from your point of view. 

Declined with thanks :—R. N., South Audley-street; M. C., Liverpool ; 
H. Ayr; J. R. P., Old Change ; M. P., Newcastle-on-'l'yne ; H. C., Walling- 
ford ; F. P., Norwood; S.J. C., Brixton; F. W. R.; H. W. W., Homerton ; 
W. W., Charlotte-street; B. M.; G. S.; H. O. Brixton-hill; J. H. 
Surbiton ; Cannie Newcassel; N. Z., Bingham; J. W. C., Spalding; J. T.; 
K., 19, Liverpool; E. S. L., Hitchin; H., Birmingham ; R. I., Walbrook ; 

.; A. M. G., Upper Holloway; L. M. C. L., Reading; F. B., 


Dursley ; H. J. L., Belfast; X. Y. Z., King’s College; H. B. B.; D.8., 


Glasgow ; S. S.; J. B. F., Primrose-hill ; F. L. ; 8. W. C— Club. 
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AFTER A PARTY. 


Charlie :— Come, I AY, GRANDPA, IT'8 TOO BAD oF You TO LET Mr. JONES GO OFF WITH ALL THE GIRLS, WHEN I WANTED TO SEB 


THE BIGGEST ONE HOME MYSELF!” 


N.B.—There are “the girls” on the right—the “biggest one’ in front. 


Arguing in a Ring. 

We learn from a paragraph going the rounds that at the late Pre- 
sidential Election at New York— 

“The democrats sent round the city, before sunrise, huge bells mounted on 
Wwaggons to rouse their voters.” 

We should like to have it explained why the bells should not also 
have roused the voters of the other party. Perhaps the other side was 
so wide awake that it did not go to bed at all, and therefore did not 
require rousing. 


Echo-nomical. 


Tz announcement of the new evening paper contains a strange 
statement to the effect that the Echo will be independent. Fancy an 
independent echo! Surely it must be the famous Irish echo, which 
always responded to the question, “ What will you have?” with a 
hearty “ Potheen, yer honour!”’ Possibly this statement that the 
Echo will be independent is an ill omen. An independent echo is not 
likely to answer, of course! 


Somerurne like “a show of hands.”—A Working Men's Industrial 
Exhibition. : 


NOTICE.— With the publication of the 3rd Vol. of Fun (New Series), 
a promise made at the commencement of the Series, that its readers should 
receive every advantage from its enlarged circulation, was realised, and an 


increased number of illustrations was given. The Proprietor is glad to 


announce that he is now in a position to put the promise in force 
again, and that in order te give the public the fullest advantage, it has 
been determined that on and after Wednesday, the 16th of December, 


FUN will be printed on rich Toned Paper 
of better quality and increased weight. 


NOTICE.—Now Ready, price One Shilling (by post 1s. 2d.), 


TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL. 


“*Some of the cleverest artists and writers of the day are represented in its 
pages. Itis meen the best Annual that has yet appeared.” —J//ustrated Times. 


** The shillingsworth of the season.’’—Land and Water. cade 
“The Annual is by far the best yet published, and one that we venture to *4) 
will not be excelled this season.””— Atlas. 


** By far the best Christmas Annual we have seen for years.”’—D/orning Summary: | 


** Brimful of wit and humour.”’—Brighton Times. 

** The list of contributors is a very strong one.’’—Bath Chronicle. : 

“‘ Nearly all the notabilities of light and laughter-creating literature have ©” 
tributed to its pages.’’— Reynolds’s Paper. 


OVER COATS, 21s. <o 635. 


IN STOOK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


'SAMUEL BROTHERS, 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, St. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and published (for the Preprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—Londeu: Dacemsss 5, 1968. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. 92. 


Tu8y’Rs hero, alas, and like to stay 
Among us many a weary day. 
Oh, shall we not rejoice when they 
At length are taking wing ! 
But that, as far as I can see, 
Not just exactly now will be— 
In short, as it appears to me, 
Not much before the spring. 


And no less, 

As you'll guess ; 
By the law it’s enjoined 

To be coined, 

When eloigned | 
Is a writ you once chanced to possess. 


2.—There is one curious quality about 
This preposition—you may guess it! Yet you— 
When you discover it—won’t find it out, 
I'll bet you ! 


3.—From fluctuations, marked with periodicity, 
In the obliquity of eclipticity, 
The earth acquires a tendency vibrational : 
(Sesquipedalian that is, and sensational !) 


4,.—This puzzle the acutest minds is certain of rebuffing, 
He never over-eats himself although he’s always 


1.—It’s a sort of distress, 
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stuffing. oH 
5.—It is the best of every thing, Ni 
But rarely fates allot it. ! 
All wish for it, from clown to king, ) 
But no one ever got it! ey 
6.—Old Christmas is coming, 
With beef and pud-plumming— = 
As we'll call, for the rhyme, 


Plum-pudding this time ; 
For I can’t make the rhyme without that, if you please, 
Any more than the pudding you'd make without these. 


a 
= 


\J 


Sotvrion or Acrostic, No. 90.—Mayority, Liberal : 
_— Aquitani, Jib, One, Rambler, Ida, Total, 
ears. 


Correct SoLutions or Acrostic No. 90, rEcRIveD 3rd Dec. :— 
Ruby’s Ghost; Lechuza; Alfred and Alyth; D.E.H.; I. A. P. 
andJ.H.N.; Dalziel Cottage; A Bloke; Mee-thrasher; Biled 
Owl; Chop and Sausage; A Defuncted Tom Cat. 


DatzteL Corrace.—We do not require name and address with 
Acrostic Solutions. 








HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


A REAL treat awaits those who goto the Royalty Theatre to see 
A Loving Cup—and come away after the first five-and-twenty 
minutes. Up to that period the dialogue is as brilliant and brisk as any 
we have heard for some time, but directly the plot begins to develop, 
the dialogue begins to decline. The story is very simple, almost too 
simple, and the interest of all the characters is too decidedly sacrificed 
to Jack Easy, described by the author as a philosopher for no very 
obvious reason, and well played by Mz. Dewar, who seems best suited 
with parts that do not call for a strong exhibition of vigour or feeling. 
Miss Oxtver has a slight part, the only bit of “ fat,’’ in which is a 
speech parodying a parliamentary oration, and therefore quite out of 
Place in the mouth of the barmaid of a small country inn. She has a 
Song, too, which she sings charmingly, though we ceuld wish her 

tter words, and cannot but feel that to wed them to such a fine old 
tune is something like desecration. The piece would be considerably 
strengthened if the part of the heroine were not confided to a lady who 
18 obviously overweighted, and if Mr. Danvers would be a little less 
jerky in his utterance in the first act. Mr. Hanupay is, however, to 

congratulated on a decided increase in his dramatic powers—his plot 


is better than that of Dappy Gray, besides being original, and his | 


dialogue is so good that we feel he will write something better still. 
© inequality of the picce is indeed a sign less of weakness than of 
strength, for he has evidently the power of writing telling and humorous 
alogue, but has kept himself under restraint for fear of interfering 
a the interest of the plot. Had he but kept till the end of the last scene 
brilliant writing with which the piece opened, he would have left us 


_ With a stronger impression of the success which the Loving Oup un- 


doubtedly achieved on the first night. 
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A GOOD REASON. 


Dominie :—“* WHY ARE YOU ILL-vsiInG Dopresg, Jongs P”’ 

Jones :—**’Cos HE WAS CHEEKY, 8IR—CALLED ME NAMES, SIR—HE SAID 
I was a Miase, str!” 

Dominie :-—“ AND, PRAY WHAT 18 A Miaa ?” 

Jones :—“‘ Wet, s1z!—I—I pon’t KNow, 81k; BUT I THovGHT I'D susT 
KICK HIM FOR 1T!”’ 


A Trustworthy Miss-ion. 


Miss Ryz is taking out batches of female emigrants to Canada, and 
putting them into good situations there. We are glad to hear that so 
many young women prefer going with Miss Rye over there to staying 
with Miss-E-Rye over here. It has often been stated that a Miss is 
as good as a mile, but Miss Ryz’s goodness is commensurate with the 
distance frem London to Toronto. Years hence, the worren whom she 
has settled in Canada will be able to sing with pleasar. recollections 
about their coming through the Rrs. 


Drop Him a Note. 


Tue other day Sie Srratinc Maxwe.t, on the hustings in Perth- 
shire, made a long statement of the different times and places when 
and where he had admired Mr. Giapstonsg. ‘I admired him when he 
was a Tory nominee! I admired him when he was the disciple of 
Pee.!’’ and soon, and go on, with any number of notes of admiration ! 
But Siz Srravinc, as a Scotchman, should be more sparing—unleas, 
in his case, an-oat of admiration is not worth a straw. 


Sedet seternumque sedebit. 
CapTaIn RasPeR was unsuccessful in his candidature at the late 
elections ; but to see the style in which he takes a double post and 
rails, you would scarcely credit that he had lost his “ seat.” 





Extremes Meet. 
Tue modern drama depends for its success on two very opposite 
things—the header and the tailor. 
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the imjudiciouws support given to the vulgar error about the 
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OUR FUN-DONE LET 
———— 
IR RICHARD MAYNE has at last with- 
S drawn the muzzle-edict. Unfortunately he 
cannot by so doing undo all the mischief he 
has caused. 3y his absurd manifesto and 
the absurd reason alleged for it—the fear of 
hydrophobia—he has encouraged a danger- 
ous error. I have not the least doubt that 
he has frightened to death mumbers of people 
by giving the weight of hie authority to the 
popular belief in the frequency of hydrophobia, a disease which is in 
reality an extremely rare one. In nine eases out of tem the deaths 
reported to arise from hydrophobia are due to traumatic tetanus, some 
of the symptoms of which are identical with these of hydrophobia. 
Now, if doge are to be tortured with muzales because a chance snap 
may produce tetanus, Srm Ricuarp ought not to stop there—he ought 
to order all rusty nails into custody, and should msist on the 
muzaling of finger nails even—for a mere seratch may produce 
tetanus. The worst of it is that it is a disorder of the nerves, and is 
probably often brought on by the alarm cused im the mind of the 
patient by mistaken fear of hydrophobia, for the power of the mind to 
produce disease is well-established. 1¢ will be remembered that when 
experiments were beimg made in France aa te the contagious nature of 
cholera, three unhappy ‘men died of it, because they were told, falsely, 
that they were in beds in which cholera patients had died. It is im- 
ible to exaggerate the injurious effects that may be produced by 


pre 
by such an act as the late 
Back of the North Wind” in this number of Geed 
Words for the Young, but ite absence is more than atoned for by the 
“ Lilliput Lecture.” It iathe very ion of a lecture for little folks 
telling of great things im simple language, quite comprehensible by 
children. Here is an instance :— 
“Think of the rocky hich places where eagles live, and the hills and mountains 






of hydrophobia 
I wise “The 


| gitting in rows like friendly giants.” 


Now it is not the fate of all children to ree mountaine, but they all, 
I hope, knew abeut giants, and so this figure brings the idea of a 
mountain te them at once. “King George’s Middy™ goes on with 
interest, and there is not a paper in the magaszime that one would 


_ willingly lose. I so often complain of goody things that I may be 


suspected of disregard for serious writing, let me therefore commend 
‘Finding when not Expecting” to all readers, for a living active 
religious spirit, instead of pious sentimentality. The illustra- 


_ tions are as plentiful and as excellent as those in the firsé number, 


i 
! 
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Speaking of the first number, I am reminded that the Pall Mali 
has allowed somebody who has no knowledge of art above 
mackerel on a paving-stone, to criticise the pictures in that first 
number. He falls f ul of the pietare to ‘‘ Lonely Jane,’”’ which he 
calla “perverse, ugly, and degraded.” Upon my word, I am more 
inclined to pity the poor fellow than to condemn him, for he must be 
in a bad way if he cannot see the nature, the truth, and the grace of 
that little study. Then he falls foul of the illustrations to ‘‘ King 
George's Middy,’’ which are in hia estimation “ vulgar.” There is 


| Only one word which can describe a person who writes such nonsense 
| as this—it is only a monosyllable, but I shrink from applying it to 


him, not out of any pity for him, but because it would be casting a 
elur on the most patient of quadrupeds to couple his name with sach 
idiocy. This critic, by the way, speaks of the artist who drew “ Lonely 
Jane,” as one of “Mussxs. Datzinc’s young men.” He may perhaps 
think this a Pallmallese and gentlemanly way of speaking of an artist, 
who is probably no more ‘‘ Massrs. Datztex's” than he is any other 


| engraver’s who may chance to engrave him. It is apity the Pal/ Mull’s 


| 
| 


| his journey from Pittenweem to his consulate at Barcelona, 


yous men cannot behave hike gentlemen, or that they are not edited 
y a gentleman with suf€eient taste to see and correct their vulgarities. 
Ix London Society the best thing this month ia“ Music Hall Morality,” 
by Mx. James Gusenwoop, which gives a most painfully true picture 
the depths to which those places of amusement have sunk, after all 
the promise of their commencement. Number Three of “ Everyday 
Adventures” is the most readable ef the series, though when one 
comes to analyse it, it does little beyond recommending you when 
going on a long railway journey to provide yourself with cold fowls 
and champagne, and buy Fun at the first station. “Gossip from 
Egy pt’ is interesting, and “The Married Bachelor” ends tellingly. 
With the exception of “* Pensive Moments,” the verse in this number 
is not remarkable—and yet, stop! “The Golden Boat” ts remark- 
able—but not for goodness. The illustration to thie“ poem ” has had 
all the artist engraved out of it, and should in fairness have been 
ublished without his name. The pictures by Bixxet Foster and 
188 Epwarps are good. 
In Temple Bar there's a pleasant paper by Mz. Hannay, recording 
where he 
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is being weaned no doubt on the local nuts after his removal frop, 
Brest. “Paris Gossip” is amusing, and the two chapters of “gi, 
Years in the Prisons of England” afford food for reflection. “ Hoy 
Mr. Blewstring got Chi-elied” is vulgar and uninteresting. 

Tue two pictures in the CornAil/ this month are good, and the letter 
press is more readable than usual. “Army Reform” is full of 
pleasantly given information, and so are the “History of the Silk 
‘Trade ’’ and ‘Old Towns in Provence.” _ 

Good Words does not descend to acrostics and puzzles of that low 
order, but it offers its readers a regular poser mm another form this 
month. Does anybody see any connection between “A Letter” and 
the picture which, I suppose, is intended to illustrate it? The illus. 
tration to ‘‘ The Bracelet’”’ is one of which Mr. Sanpys, our greatest 
draughtsman, would have no need to feck ashamed. The other cuts 
are fully up to the average—a hgh one—of the magazine. The 
literary contents are all good, with the exception, perhaps, of a paper 
called ‘‘ Treacle,’ which is affected and conceited—by which I mean 
overdone with conceits. 

Tus pictures in Belgravia this month are about the worst that have 
appeared in it since its start; and itis difficult to say whether the 
artists or the engravers are most to blame. ‘‘ My Enemy’s Daughter” 
increases in interest, and ‘ Bound to John Company’”’ givesa thrilling 
account of the horrors of the Black Hole at Calcutta. The other 
articles are readable enough. Mr. Crarker’s Elegiacs are excellent. 








RESIGNATION. 
By a Youna ConsgerVATIVE. 


Anrkzv to the Treasury glories, 
Ah! me, that it seems but an hour 
Since first we bewilder’'d young Tories 
Went up to the proud seats of power. 
This horrid election is over, 
The country’s pronounced ’gainst our plan, 
Short time had we resting in clover 
Ere strong opposition began. 


Adieu to the street known as Downing, 
Alas, ’tis a piteous case, 

But Guapstong behind us is frowning 
And wants te be into the place. 

NV’ importe we have made an archbishop, 
And wyers promoted in scoros, 

Some peerages managed to fish up, 
Before beiog turned out at the doors. 


Again on the left of the Speaker 
We'll sit as in days long ago, 

Our voices shall never grow weaker, 
We'll howl down the words of the foe. 
And Giapstong one day shall remember, 

When smarting beneath our attack, 
That desolate day in December, 
That sent the Conservatives back. 


One tear for this awful election, 
And one for the office I’ve lost, 
To the Carlton I go in dejection, 
Where sadly they're counting the cost. 
Of fighting the Boroughs and Counties, 
And recklessly lavishing gold ; 
In spite of Conservative bounties, 
We're left, you see, out in the cold. 


Ups and Downs. 

Some critic, speaking of the shower of rain in the play of Danger at 
the Standard Theatre, saya “sensation can hardly rise beyond this. 
Rise! Such a tremendous shower is what we should call a decides 
**come-down.”” | 





Come Home! Come Home ! . 
Rrete shooting, like all other manty exercises, numbers amongst it! 
followers those who misuse rather than profit by its good points. 
were pained to hear recently that Popoff had proved himself 80 Lae 
ficient in ‘‘ judging distances” as to place the Channel betwixt himse 









Aw easy way to raise a laugh.—Sport gig(gle)-lamps. 
Anour the only “ rough” we can tolerate.—A rough towel with the 
morning tub. 
Epicvunus, just returned from New York in a Canard her, #3 
that the most attractive part of the passage was the dii-dew fare. 
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CYRIL’S SUCCESS. 


‘Yah! ou’ Ieimics call penything ~ CT I. Scene 1. 
ee pepo fon "Hulling’ Fp Cr Cen 
( o£“ bi a 
' [ ' Brompton. Mrs. 
' CUTHRERT dits- 
covered. 
Mus. C.—My 
\ Cyril will soon 
be home from 
. the rehearsal of 
\ his new piece. 
\ Ah, he comes! 
Enter Cyn. 
Cxri. — My 
love! ( Kisses 
her.) Here I 
am, after tramp- 
ing all day 
through London 
mud, as my 
bran-new patent 
leather — boots 
with the white 
soles will testify. 
Mrs. CC. — 
Gracious, what 
a successful au- 
thor you are! 








‘ he 
ee 
poe 





‘ 
Ay 
AU 


Crrizr.—I am—I am. 

Mrs. C.—And most fully you deserve your success! 

Cyrit.—I do—I do! I spend my leisure writing autographs for 
enamoured females ; my superfluous hair is booked for the next six 
crops at least; even the bristles of my morning beard are at a 
premium! I have not lived in vain. Indeed, my success is so com- 
plete, and its fruits so lucrative, that being, of course, on the free-list 
of the opera, I have resolved to take you to hear the “ Barbery.” 

Mre. C. (with gentle emphasis).—‘ Il Barbiere di Siviglia’? ? De- 
lightful! I will go and dress. [ Exit. 
Enter Marruew Pincuer (a literary hack) and the Hon. Frev Tirspoy. 

PovenEr.—Cyril, here is a pitch into you in my own Weekly. (Pro- 
duces @ ‘‘ Saturday Review,” and reads an abusive notice.) 

Frep.—Cyril, here is a laudatory article on you, which I will read 
to you. (Produces another “Saturday Review”—Ha! ha! We have 
good opera glasses—and reads complimentary notice.) 

Pincurk.— Now that we have gone through the customary etiquette 
on entering a room, to business! Cyril, come and dine with us. 

Crnit.—I have promised to take my wife to the opera, and, indeed, 
she is now dressing for it—but I will dine with you with pleasure. 


Enter Mrs. Cutrunert, dressed for the opera. 

Mrs. C.—Oh, Cyril, what do I hear? . 

Cyrit.—A prior engagement, my love; you must go without me. 

Mrs. C.—Alas! 1 cannot go to the opera alone! 

Crzit.—True; but who will take her? 

Enter Mason TREHERNE. 

Masor T.—I will—Hawkshaw, the Deteetive! 

CyriL.—Eh P 

Major T.— Pardon. A quotation from the “ Ticket-of-Leave-Man.” 
But, jesting apart, I will escort her, with pleasure. 

Cyrin.—She is yours—take her—may you be happy! 

[ Tableau, Cyn blessing Mrs. CuTHBERT and Mason TREHERNE. 


ACT II. The Same Scene (after the Opera). 
Enter Mrs. Cutupert and Mason TBBHEBNE. 

Mayor T.—Fond one 

Mrs. C.—Sir-r-r-r-r, &c. ! ; . 

Masor T. (abashed).—Quite so. (Aside) I will away. Farewell, 
British wife, I did but jest. [Goes in a hurry, aceidentally dropping note. 

Mxs. C.—Insolent ! 

Enter Miss Grannet, Mrs. Curupert’s old Schoolmstress. 

Miss G.—It is about one a.m. ; I’ve come to spend a month with you. 

Mrs. C.—My dear old schoolmistress ! (Eabraee. 

Miss G.—My dear, as 1 am about to pass a considerable time in the 

¢ ef yeur family, and at your husband’s expense, permit me to 
give you my opinion of him: he is an unmitigated scoundrel, and 
deserves to be kicked. 

Mrs. C.—Really, Miss Grannet. 

Miss. G.—No thanks—he is. (Sees note dropped by Mason Tre- 
HBRNE.) Ah,anote. I will read it. 

Mxs. C.—No, Miss Grannet, pray do not. You trouble yourself 
unnecessarily about our affairs. 

Miss G.—My love, it’s no trouble at all. 





ACT 1V.—Jnterior of Grantley Clud. 


—patent leather baots).— Haw! 





(Reads.) “My own love, | 


dropped by your husband! 


Mrs. C.—Agony ! Evidently that is so. Come, Miss Grannet, we 


why don’t you come to see me ?—Cuara.” That’note must have been | 
will fly from him. Away to the Lancham Hotel. | 


Miss G. (not quite seeing the joke of spending a month ct an erpensive 


hotel, instead of being quartered, graturttously, on an agreeable family).— 
But stay—after all, perhaps, I may be mistaken. | 


Mrs. C.—No, impossible. Come, let us be off. 
Miss G.—But won't you take a change—a toothbrush ? 
Mes. C.—No. What has the deceived wife to do with toothbrushes ? 


I will neglect my personal appearance, and wear nothing but this ball 


dress till the silent tomb closes over my head. Away ! [ Freunt. 
Enter Cyrit, Prrouer, and Trreney. 
Cynit.—My wife! Ha! She has fled from me! 
PincuEn.—No doubt. 
Cyxin.—Annoying ! { Tadleau, 


ACT HII. (and a capital Act it is, too).—Mrs. Stxoieton Buiss’s hous. 


Mus. S. Briss and Mason TreHerne discovered. 

Mrs. B.—My fond Major! 

Mason T.—Adorable Clara! (A knock heard.) 
wi!l conceal myself in an adjoining apartment. 

Enter Mas. Cutupert and Miss Grannet. 

Miss G.—Ma’am, your lover is a married man. 

Mrs. B. (thinking she refers to TREHERKNE).— Eh! Impossible ! 

Mrs. C.—He is my husband! Read this note which he dropped 
yesterday. [Gives nofe dropped by 'TREHERNE. 

Mxs. B. (aside).—My note to the Major—confusion! (Zo ladies, 
rather unreasonably) Be off ! [ They goin a hurry. 

Enter Mason TREeueene. 

Mason T.—So, ma'am, that woman’s husband is your lover ? 

Mare. B.—So, sir, my lover is that woman's husband! Monster ! 

Mason T.—I will shoot Cyril for this! [ Brit. 


Comic Members discovered. 
First C. M. (a Manager).—Cyril's play is going badly, I hear. 
Seconp C. M. (a Musie Hall Viscount, in yellow straps and—of course 
What a baw! 

Turrp C. M. (ana, oh! sucu a Comic Member—a Royal Academician 
—dances @ dance of triumph). 

Enter Cynit, drunk. 

Cyrrit.—The piece is d-d-damned. Hiecup. 

Masor T. (aside).— Cuthbert ? I will shoot him! 

Cyrit.—Eh? Hiceup. 

Masor T—Puppy! Will you fight ? 

Cyzut.—I will—in Belgium. Away! [ The Club goes to Belgium. 


ACT V.—Cynrin’s ledgings, near Letcester-square. 
Enter Matrusw Pincuer. 

Pineuer.—Poor Cyril! He killed Major Treherne, and he has not 

been the same man since. Cyril hasn't, 1 mean. 
Enter Cyriu, very tli. 

Cyrit.—The failure of that piece has quite ruined me. Checked in 
the full flush of unprecedented popularity by one unhappy failure, I 
am suddenly reduced from affluence and a comic man-servant to in- 
digence and Pincher. I have no copyrights, I have no country- 
rights ; and } can’t get so much as a farce otf my hands. ‘There is no 
demand for my hair—and my autographs are regarded as curiosities 
only when they obliterate a receipt stamp. 

Enter Mrs. Cutupsxt and Miss GRANNET. 

Mrs. 0.—Cyril! 

Crrit.—My wife! 

Mus. C—I repent—I was wrong to desert you. 

Cyrrit.—No, no. 

Mxe. C.—But I was. The letter that I fancied was addressed to 
you was, I find, addressed to Major Treherne. 

Cyrus (sh/y).—Your lover! 

Mas. C.—No, indeed! I fled from you hecause I thought you 
were faithless. I have not seen Major ‘l'reherne since f left you. 

Crruiz.—Ah! Then I am sorry I killed him. 

Enter Mason TREHEENB. 
Masor T.—But you did not kill him! He recovered ! aor 
Aut.—Hurrah! Then we will celebrate this Joyful reconciliation 


by a supper of chops, with a view of the Alhambra by moonlight! 
[ They sit down to eat chops. 


Ha! a knock! I 


| Does so. 


(Aloud.) Puppy! 


CurtTAIN. 

Ovurservzs.—A particularly well-written piece, bat faulty in con- 
struction. The first and second acts might, with a little management, 
have been welded together, and the front scene im the fourth act is 
wholly unnecessary. The characters are admirably conceived, parti- 
cularly those of Mi-s Grannet and Mr. Fred Titeboy, and the dialogue 
is bright and sparkling. The piece is very well acted by Mr. CLanks, 
Ma. Davin Fisuer, Miss Hucues, Miss Huspape, and Mua. Stgpuens. 
But by far the most remarkable feature in the performance was Miss 
Macaie Brennan's ‘Hon. Fred Titeboy.” ‘The scenery is good. 
The new theatre is pretty, commodious, and well-proportioned. 
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Here foe go wp, up, mp; amd Here foe go down, dofon, dotuw. 


COMPILED FROM THE RETURNS BY OUR OWN COMMITTEEMAN. | 
s wos all very well in yore last, Sir, for to represent 





everythink what the French call collared heroes : why 

the dickens they should say so, unless its their militiary 
way of eg*pression, I can’t make out; but the fact is that 
three weeks ia a public house along of these elections, and 
settin’ in committee, with now and then of course a some- 
think for to stimilate purity of election, is told upon me 
more than enuff. Which the wust of it is I see dreams and 
talk in my sleep to that extent that if a separate maintainance 
don’t come of it, I shouldn’t be a bit surprised. It’s faces, 
sir, that ‘aunts me nightly, and the same sort o’ words alwis 
sounding in my ears as ends mostly with frases that has 
become familyar as household loaves to most of us, such as 
“ guarantea for our liberties,” “the irresistiable might of a 
grate peeple,” ‘‘the elevation of the masses,” ‘‘the thin 
hend of the wedge,” ‘the imbesillity of an effeat holly- 
gark,” and cetrer. 

Now, I[ should like to know, sir, what can compensate a 
man for such. Can a paltry silver teapot or a plated 
spittoon, which one reposes on the chiefonyer and the other 
under it in our parlour ; I say can such flimsy testimonials 
to a free and enlightened supporter of constitooshunal 
principles, and the advance of purity of election, be con- 
sidered equivalent to such services as setting a’most day an’ 
night for three weeks in the sanded apartment of a low- 
minded licensed wituler, where there was nothing more 
lively than a perch in a glass case to match a terrier dog on 
the other side, and the liquors was what I should calla 
remarkable inferior tap. All I’ve got to say to that 
wituler, sir, is this: he’s going to get up a Goose Club, and 
being overpersuaded to be in it, let him look out if I don't 
win when the bird is raffled for. It shall then be seen 
whether Acts of Parliament is dead letter, or if such parties 
as anaualitiktle chimists is employed by the State to be 
bribed into testimonials without a cause. If it ain’t to 
pisonous adulterioration that I owe my present suffrages,— 
which I of course mean to say sufferings, there was never 
such things as cokylis indicus, nor witrol, nor copperas, nor 
burnt shugar, nor snake-root, nor mastic, nor pertatoe 
sperrits, nor nothing o’ that known to the brewers’ 

ists and publikin’s rectifiers, as goes round reg’lar in 
their one-horse buggies, with a box o’ medicals in the boot, 
and makes a private and confidential wisit to the cellar, as 
must be cheap at a couple o’ guineas, though making a better 
income than the curate o’ the parish. Be that as it may, 
I’m a ’aunted man, without having made a bargain with the 
ghosts, like the chap in the play, as was showed at the 
‘Delphi with the magic lantern. 

It’s the faces, sir, of the two candidats that is ever afore 
my eyes, and I'd pull their blessed noses for them, sir, if 
there was anythink but a airy nothink to lay hold on, 
especially the one as was successful, and smiles at me, as it 
seems derisive, on the subject of the aforesaid teapot and 
spittoon. The scene at the pollin’ booth passes afore me. 
Ten o'clock: A damp crowd, too chilly to cheer, and two 
clean washed gents in two broughams, one with a egspres- 
sion of confidence mitigayted with modesty, an’ the other 
with one o’ fear overcome with ashorance. Eleven o'clock: 
Goin’ up, an’ goin’ down. Twelve o'clock: Complimints 
o’ the season in shape of a g 0’ roughs as pelts the 
westry with clay ets, and cheers fcr no bribery nor ed ~ 
c’ruption, on the strength of a gallon o’ beer a-piece all + “A 
round, as has been stood promiscus by a stray gent as has 
no interest in the ‘lection, but——. One o'clock: Everyone 
a-tearin’ backards an’ forrards, a lay burnt in ephigee right 
a-front of the pollin’ booth, an unsuccessful candidat told 
to go home an’ put a clean shirt on if he ain’t got affront 
with him. Other candidate comes back from a tidy lunch 
with a glass o’ old port in his brougham, and inwites five- 
and-thirty of his committee to dinner that day eleven 
weeks. ‘wo o'clock: Half adozen free and independent 
woters in custody for callin’ out shame when one o’ the 
other side shied a brickbat through the window of the 
unpoplar brougham. Three o'clock: Triumf and dispair. 
Four o'clock: All up an’ all down. That's how it goes on, 
and as I said before; but there, as the poet says, the 
winter's wind round yer jest like man’s ingratitood. 

Yours, Tures Ovrs. 
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| THE REAL IRISH BUTTER. LOOKS INTO BOOKS. 
To THE Epiror or “ Fux.” We are inclined to fancy that Dr. Crort is a humorist. If he be 


| Sm—At the risk of being told that in suggesting to import butter 
| into Ireland Iam carrying coals to Newcastle—a very appropriate 
Irish bull—I will, with your permission, point out a settlement of the 
Irish question, which will obviate the necessity of the threatened 
collision between the Liberals and Conservatives in the new Parlia- 


| The Premier of England, is, of course, the first man in the country ; 
and it is quite impossible that he should talk nensense. 
Mr. Diskazut was the Premier of England, and, therefore, his words 
are the words of wiedom. 
Mr. Disrarii has said of the Irish that they are discontented 
because they are not amused. 
The remedy, it strikes me, for the distress and discontent in Ireland 
is, therefore, the simplest thing in the world. 
Allow me to head, with the modest sum of five guineas, a subscrip- 
tion for the purpose of importing dolls, teetotums, penny whistles, 
| Jacks-im-the-box, and skipping-ropes into Ireland. At the same time, 
allow me to point out that the Government has the means of pacifyin 
Ireland im its own hands, unaided by private charity. It is state 
that there are at present in Scotland-yard seventeen thousand hoops, 
taken away from children by a vigilant and active police. If the 
accumulation goes on increasing we shall have to build warehouses, 
for which the tax-payers will have to disburse. By sending these 
hoops over to Ireland, we sball pacify the Irish nation, and that not 
merely at no cost to the tax-paying community, but constructively at 


-an actuel saving. ‘Chere! Yours, 
An ENTHUSIAST. 





VISIONS OF CHRISTMAS. 


Tuey tell me Christmas will be shortly here— 
And dreams of bygone merriment arise, 
Such merriment will not return, I fear, 
To glad, this winter, my expectant eyes. 
In vain for pantomimes I search each print— 
The comic business I closely ecan ; 
Of two delights I cannot see a hint, 
The red-hot poker and the warming-pan. 


The warming-pan, that everlasting joke, 
When clown was putting pantaloon to bed ; 
The red-hot puker—sure such fun to peke— 
A jest that could be seen—as well as red. 
The Clown Shakesperian and Conjuring Clown 
Completely alter pantomime’s old plan, 
They quite omit the fun of old renown— 
The red-hot poker and the warming-pan. 


I hate your clown with the performing dogs— 
The clown that plays upon the violin— 

The clown that dances nigger-trips in elogs, 
Or keeps a hat upon a stick a-spin. 

They are mere acrobats, not clowns at all, 
And therefore come beneath my solemn ban, 

Meanwhile for childhood’s old delights I call— 
The red-hot poker and the warming-pan. 


Dramatic authors of our modern time, 
Abandon for a period burlesque, 
Restore to us our ancient pantomime, 
The fun, the frolic, and the mask grotesque, 
Give us an opening with mirth imbued— 
Let it begin as those of old began— 
And let the comic business include 
The red-hot poker and the warming-pan. 


Delights of childhood, joys-ef middle age, 
Certain to raise a genuine hearty laugh, 
Fain—fain would I recall them to the stage, 
And therefore thus I plead on their behalf! 
For them I watched with eagerness, aa boy— 
For them I look with longing now, as man; 
Ob, would that clown this Christmas might employ 
The red-hot poker, and the warming-pan. 


a 


Don’t you See P 
Mr. Disrarut, in his speech to his constituents, described the 
people of Ireland as surrounded by a “‘melaneholy ocean.’’ Was he 
alluding to the Irish sees ? 


Tur Invisiste Grar—The Prineess Too. 





not why does he bring out his Hand-book for the Nursery (HAMILTON, 
Apams, and Co.), so near the season at which the inhabitants of that 
happy region are expected to suffer from ‘‘too many good things,’—a 
happy euphuism for ‘too many bad things,” in the way of rich 
puddings, adulterated sweetmeats, and other Christmas delicacies ? We 
can recommend the little volume to those “ brutes of bachelors’? who 
are reputed to hate children, forthey will derive much satisfaction if 
only from a glance at the “Contents,” in which there is a pleasant 
catalogue (beginning with “ Accidents” and ending with “ Wounds,”’) 
of the various ills that juvenile flesh is beir to. Seriously, however, 
the work is a valuable one, giving plaim hints for the best treatment of 
the ailments and aecidemts of child: en. 

Tu outside of Old Merry’s Annual (Hoppzx amd Srovcrrtos) is all 
that can be desired. The inside cannot be so umreservedly praised. 
As regards the title, we agree with the eritic of the ///ustrated Times 
that it is most undesirable to call the yearly velumes of magezines 
“Annuals.” It is not an absolute certainty that the public will 
understand thet Old Merry’s Annual is only the yearly volume of a 
publication called Merry and Wise, and anyone who, taking in the 
latter, should also purchase the former, might not enjoy the joke. He 
would not be “merry ”’ overit certainly, and if he should be too “‘ wise ”’ 
to make the same mistake sgain, he would at least have purchased his 
wisdom dearly. The contents as a whole are fair enough, though a 
little ‘‘ goodified.”” By far the best thing in the volume is the series of 
“* Flowers of the Month,”’ with illustrations that are good, the pictures 
as a rule being very poor, that om page 57 being simply atrocious. 
We are glad to see the Editor promises an improvement in this 
department: it is much needed. But why does he not look after his 
writers more closely ? He has allowed the translator of “ The Cobbler, 
the Clerk, and the Lawyer of Liebstein” to go a fearful classical 
cropper :— 

‘**Postnubil# Phoebus,’ he muttered to himself. ‘I know what that means,’ 
said Harold, ‘I know Latin; it means after raim sun again.’ ‘ Yes,’ suid Gunderman, 
‘so it does, but it sounds much grander im Latin; that is why the jearned men 
throw in so many bits of Latin im their writings.’ ” 

If Harold knew Latin it is a pity he did not correct Gunderman’s 
mistake. 













Answers to Correspondents. 


[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 

J. S. F.—Answers to the Acrostics, etc., in the Annual should not be 
later than the 16th instant. 

PATSARGEANT.—T he insertion of your contribution depended less on the 
humour we were in than onthe humour that wasin it: and so farewell, 
wishing you more humour. 

ARTEMUS F. (Bury).—If we give a prize to the correspondent who sent 
us the oldest and stupidest joke in the silliest form, you would have a very 
good chance of winning it : so now rest on your laurels. 

ZxTa (Doncaster) does very rightly to hide his Z! Pegasus won't budge 
an inch for him, though be may a donkey stir. 

Ong WHo Paps THE Hoor.—If the railway people call you a footpad, 


you have the consolation of knowing they are robbers. 
A. D. W.—Your wits are suffering from the Tait-o disease which as we 


expected has been very general since the elevation of the Bishop of London 


to the see of Canterbury. 

H. E. (Newark).—We regret we can make no use of what you style your 
‘¢ little effusion ’’—of nonsense on the brain, we presume, 

VERNIER.—You should remember that in the dialogue under our wood- 
cuts, we purposely give colloquial, and often incorrect language. 

A Fun-LovER.—Thanks.— You must have overlooked the Polling-Booth 


article. 
B. (Brunswick-sequare).—We have no recollection of the circumstance 


you mention. 
A WELL-WISHER.—It is not in our power to make the alteration you 





suggest. . 

F. C. D. (Trinity-square).—Hardly a fit subject for jesting. 

C. V. B. (Eesex).— Under consideration. ; 

J. (South Audley-street).—We cannot now recall what it was about. 

G. S. (Merton).— We never take any notice of such things. 

Declined with Thanks.—Bob, Derby; E. G.; G. G. M. M., Woolwich ; 
H. J. S., Clapham; H F., Thames-street ; Republicus; M. C. W.; Pat- 
sergeant; J. K.; G. M., Winchester; R. P. B., Reading; D. C., Liverpool; 
Delta, Rowland-street; W. N. L., Clapton; The Unmuzzled Dog; A.B, 
Clerkenwell; W. A. ; H. T., Southport; C. G. H—P. W.; E. T. B.; R. 
J. M., Paddington; N. F. S.,, Manchester; Nilnop; P. R., Glasgow; b., 
Lisson-grove; Fama Semper Veret; W. M., Glasgow; A Subscriber, 
Bristel; A Spinster; P. C., Mile End Road; Gastronomer; Jericho ; 
“‘ Ceylon,’’ Chesterfield; W. D.; F. F., Ramsgate; Cairne; A. B. K. Y. ; 
A. M B., Hull; Collins: Redivivos; W. E. G.; W. M, Stanstead; A. C. 
E., Walbrook ; Contributor; FP. H. H.; Olimpus-hall ; 5. X. ; Kubens ; 
‘A Quiet Sleeper ;’”’ Joan ; Chromatic. 
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ux ror ?”’ 
Arab’: 


DAY AND NIGHT. 


Tues be days without a pleasure, 
There be nights without a star ; 
There be times when 1 og treasure 

Of our hopes wey be 
But a day is quickly — 
And a night is fleetly past ; 
And the hope that is a rover 


May return to us at last. 


In a day when the o’erflowing 
Of our sorrows will not cease, 
There is comfort in the knowing 
That the night will bring us peace. 
In a night of sad endurance, 
In the darkness of our pain, 
We have ever the assurance 
That the dawn will come again. 


As the night will bring its morrow, 
And the morrow bring its night, 

Move the seasons of our sorrow 
Tow’'rd the seasons that are ee 
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VERY PARTICULAR. 
Shopkeeper (whose boy has been assaulted by Street Arab for interfering to stop an act of larceny) :— 


—‘* Now, THEN, WHAT ARE YOU HIITING 


—“*Go on! I am't A-Gor’ TO BE CALLED A THIEF BY 'IM AFORE A LOT 0’ LADIES!” 





And the day is quickly over, 
And the night is fleetly past ; 
And if Joy has been a rover 
’T will return to us at last. 


A Pourricat Re-szat.—The New House of Commons. 


NOTICE.— With the publication of the 3rd Vol. of Fun (New Series), 
@ promise made at the commencement of the Series, that its readers should 
receive every advantage from its enlarged circulation, was realised, and an 
increased number of illustrations was given. The Proprietor is glad to 
announce that he is now in a position to put the promise in force 
again, and that in order te give the public the fullest advantage, st has 
been determined that on and after Wednesday, the 16th of December, 

FUN will be printed on rich Toned Paper 

of better quality and increased weight. 


NOTICE.—Now Ready, price One Shilling (by post 1s. 2d.), 










TOM HOOD" S COMIC ANNUAL. 


——— ————————- 





OVER COATS, 


21s. to 63s. 








IN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 50, LupDGaTEH HILL. 


A 
Quinted by JUDD & GLASS, Phanix Werks, &. Andrew's Hl, Doctecs’ Commons, and published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C._—Londen: Devemman 12, 1556. 
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THE CONVIVIAL NIGHTINGALES. 


By A Sincina Memper. 


¢™. UR Amateur Musical Society, which goes 

‘by the name of the “‘ Convivial Nightin- 
gales” among the profane, is an institu- 
tion somewhat after the fashion of a 
Mutual Admiration Society. More 
strictly speaking it is a Mutual Tolera- 
tion Society, for when A sings, B C and 
D listen and applaud, simply in order to 
ensure attention and approbation for 
themselves when their turns come. Do 
you suppose [ care to hear Wicates for 
the twentieth time—not to say hun- 
dredth—croaking out ‘The deep—deep 
Sea?’’ Or can you imagine that the 
filtieth repetition of JoGcrns’s squeaky piping about ‘‘ My pretty 
Jane,” has any charm for me? No! I endure them because my time 
will come presently, although, to be sures, my rendering of ‘‘Come 
into the garden, Maud,” is a performance not to be compared with 
such rubbish as the singing of WicGLEs AND Jocarns, so that they 
have the pull of me. 

The portrait of our chairman adorns the initial. He is Crocompng, 
of the well-known firm of CrocomBe, BapGERBy, AND Co., of Cannon- 
street. He presides over our meetings with a placid solemnity which 
shows that he appreciates the importance of his position. It is really 
beautiful to see the deprecating glance he turns to members who rattle 
their glasses, or whisper, while a song is going on, and it is a joy to 
behold him flinging himself into the applause which he guides and 
moderates when needful. You would hardly suspect him of possess- 
ing a very high tenor voice—but he has one, and warbles ‘Good bye, 
— with great feeling, when he does sing, which is not very 
often. 

Our pianist is Barnany, the organist of St. 
Crispin Undery—one of those dim old City 
churches in which there are more monuments 
than worshippers; where, in fact, the incumbent 
with a stipend of eight hundred per annum is paid 
at the rate of two hundred pounds per head per 
year, for his ordinary congregation—including 
the clerk. Baxnasy is in a chronic state of 
maudlin and incipient intoxication when we 
meet him of an evening. Whether he «abstains 
from alcoholic excitement on Sundays, or whether 
he has taken to it with a view to doubling his —F MM 7 
audience at church has never been clearly stated. At our annual 
dinner he invariably gets hopelessly tipsy, 
and as invariably insists on playing the 
most complicated overtures and sonatas. 
He usually finishes up the performance by 
rolling his head along the keys, when his 
hands refuse to play — whereupon the 
chairman has him promptly sent home in 
a hansom. 

This is Currin. He is the life and 
soul of the society, full of good jokes 
and absurd riddles. He sings absurdly 
comic songs—really comic songs 
that is, not the vulgar rubbish so called 
' ™ by the music-hall songsters. Everybody 
likes him, and he is the idol of evening 
parties. He is indeed vastly superior to 
the next member I introduce. 

Popcz models himself on the stars of 
the music-halls which he frequents. His 
highest ambition is to be mistaken for 
Jolly Frasu, or the Great Prance. He 
certainly looks a shocking little cad, and 
we all regret his admission to the society. 

ARNABY detests him, and is being per- 
petually harrowed by the discovery that 
Some fine old piece of almost forgotten 
music has been stolen—and disfigured— 
by the music-hall melodists. Posae does 
hot care a bit for music, has no ear and 
no appreciation. He merely joined our 
Society because it gave him unusual op- 
portunities for howling the imbecilities 
which are described as “ comic songs’”’ by 
the nymphs and noodles of Music-halla. It 
18 rather painful and unpleasant for those 
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'is supposed to be “something in the City,” 
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of us, who do not care for such places and such people, to have music- 
hall melodies and music-hall manners thrust upon us by Ponce. I 
despise the little wretch always, but when he begins to sing, pity 
mingles with contempt. It is a heart-rending spectacle! As he 
stands wagging his poor, feeble noddle, with a stereotyped grin of 
affected knowingness on his doughy expressionless countenance, and 
bellows out in a harsh, vulgar voice the rhymeless and reasonless 
rubbish which he calls a song, he presents a spectacle which makes 
one inclined to think Darwin's theory of the origin of man by no 
means the worst that could be propounded. I would far rather fancy 
the human race sprang froma monkey thanamusic-hall comic songster 
—indeed, it is almost an unjustifiable insult to the former, to look upon 
him as the ancestor of the latter. 

Here you behold Tinkerton and 
Wanks. WaAnks Is tall and possesses 
a voice that seems to proceed from his 
boots. ‘TinKERTON is short and boasts 
a tenor that appears to come from 
somewhere in the top of his head. I 
have always surmised that the artistic 
manner in which they look down one 
another's throats during their chords, is 
to be attributed to each’s curiosity as 
to the locality whence the other's voice 
proceeds. They are here depicted in 
the act of singing ‘ All’s well!” It 
must not be imagined from their sing- 
ing duets together perpetually, that 
they are as attached to each other as 
Damon and Pythias. On the con- 
trary, they fight incessantly over their 
music, each trying to select pieces that 
give him the lion’s share of the sing- 
ing. As a rule it may be taken for 
granted that the ‘ sons of harmony ”’ 
quarrel more than most people—a fact to which we owe the old saying 
about “first fiddle.’’ In the best-regulated Musical Societies there are 
perpetual heart-burnings. A, who is first flute, is disgusted because B 
had a solo given him at the last concert; C would like to punch D's 
head for drowning his song with a loud accompaniment; E is con- 
vinced that in the last glee F purposely sang out of tune to confuse 
him; G declares that H, who was to sing a new duet with him, which 
owing to H’s absence through illness is left out, is only shamming in 
order to spite him—and so on through all the alphabet. 

The last member whose portrait I give is 
Mappiean. He is a wonder to us anda 
mystery to the world at large. By some he 





by others he is believed to be the surgeon of 
a lunatic asylum. He is such a fossilized 
old party that his age is uncertain, but he is 
no chicken. He remembers Branam and 
talks about INcLEDoN, and singers of earlier 
times even, so that he must have had an car 
from his earliest infancy. He goes to the 
opera two or three times in the season, bat 
he does not think they sing as well as they 
used to do. He himself has a pecuiiarly 
weak and quavering voice, which is little 
suited to compass the little trills and flou- 
rishes with which he decorates his songs. 
He has one or two old favourites that he 
pumps up at times with difficulty. “ By 
Celia’s Arbour ”’ is one of his pets, but his 
finest effort is “ From the white blossomed 
Sloe.’* His rendering of the touching passage :— 
“* No, by heaven, I exclaimed, may I perish 
If ev. rI plant in that bosom a thorn !”’ 

isatriumph. Unfortunately at times he is seized witha violent fit of 
coughing while he is among the high notes. However he is not dis- 
concerted, but waits like a plucky old boy till the fit is over, and then 
to our infinite rapture begins all over again! 

This concludes my brief sketch of the Convivial Nightingales. It is 





| by no means an exhaustive description, but it pictures the most dis- 


tinguished members. Space will not permit me to immortalise all. 








Rosy Wine. 

Ovr friend Glugabib, who is better acquainted with the ruddy 
juice of the grape than with the classics, always speaks of getting 
‘half seas over’ as “crossing the Rubicund.”” Does he mean that he 


does See,-sir, (C.xsak) double ¢ 








A Parapox.—The best of writing—‘“ To right wrong.” 
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ST. JAMES’S AND ST. GILES’S. 


Little Girl -—*“ ’Apv'’NY DIP—TWO HOUNCES REST FRESH—QUARTER 
YALLERK SOAP—FAKD'SWORTH MIXED PINS—AND A SOFT-ROED SODGER—AND 


MOTHENLLEL PAY A’ SAIURDAY NIGHT.” 


A flable Dealer :—‘* CERTINGLY, MISS—WHERE GAN I ’AVE THE PLEASURE 


0’ SENDIN’ ’EMY”’ 


OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


> 
om unpaid magistracy comes in— not altogether 





stupidity. But stupidity is not the exclusive 
property of J. P.’s. One of the chief London 
Magistrates has recently asserted the right 
of the stipendiary magistracy to a share of 
it. A gentleman applied the other day at 
Bow- street to Mr. VauGuan. 


Temple-bar selling what te purported to be atame bird. The man held on his 
linger the bird, which apparently had no inclination to fly away. The applicant 
bought one some time back, but on examining the bird. discovered that it was 
totally unable to fly, owing to the pinions under the wing having been snapped 
asunder, and completely drawn away. This process must have caused considerable 
pain. The man jives near Shoreditch, and comes up frequently to the Strand with 
one of these ‘tame’ birds for sale. 

“The applicant wished to know if this man could in any way be prosecuted, 


undeservedly—for a large share of abuse for | 
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TEN (OR MORE) LITTLE LIBERALS. 


A MunisTeExIAL MELODY. 


Wutwn Dizzy sold was, said he, *‘ We are dene! 
Send for Mr. Giapstong!”’ ‘Then there was one. 
Then said Mr. Guapstong, “ Mr. Brent, will you 
Take the Board of Trade, sir?”’ ‘Then there were two. 
Chorus. 
One Lib’ral, two Lib’ral, three Lib’ral Ministers, 
Four Lib'ral, five Lib’ral, six Lib’ral Ministers, 
Seven Lib’ral, eight Lib’ral, nine Lib’ral Ministers, 
Ten Lib’ral Min-is-teres ! 


‘For keeping our expenditure Lowe the best will be— 

He to the Exchequer goes.”” Then there were three. 

‘“ Lorp Justice Pace Woop must be High Chancellor 

Since we have no better.’’ Then there were four. 
Chorus.—One Lib’ral, etc., 


“Into the Admiralty Cum pers he will strive 

To introduce economy.” ‘Jhen there were five. 

‘Next for Lord Privy Seal on Kimpexzey I'll fix, 

He'll be a useful man.” ‘ihen there were tix. 
Chorus.—One Lib’ral, etc. 


‘¢‘ Next, with another peer the Government to leaven, 
Gi ANVILLE takes the Colonies.”’ Then there were sever. 
‘¢ GoscHEN, who at business is always very great, 
He shall have the Poor Law Board.” ‘Then there were 
eight. 
Chorus.— One Lib’ral, ct:. 


‘Since in Foreign matters CLARENDON will shine, 
He'll be Foreign Secretary.” ‘Then there were nine. 
FortTEscuz, AkGYLL, Bruce, CarpweLL, Haxtineton, 
and then 
Lorp pe Grey were chosen, too—then they were more 
than ten. 
Chorus.—One Lib’ral, etc. 








An Alarming State of Things. 


WY understand that Mr. Newpecare intends to move 
for a Royal Commission to enquire into the mansgement 
of the New Meat Market. He has been led to adopt 
this course by the fact that it is reported that a return to 
the “good old times’’ of QurEEN Mary seems highly 
probable, now that Smithfield is again mede the site of 
the stake (steal). 





| 
| bird, however much it might apply to some of the other parties to this 


| strange case. 


It is to be hoped Mr. VauGuan will not mention this 


| definition of Bow toa goose, for the bird will assuredly have the 
' advantage of him. In the meantime, I trust the Society for the Prv- 


vention of Cruelty to Animals will send one of its officers to watch at 
Temple Bar for the Shoreditch brute, undeteried by the decision of 
“that weak-minded bird’’ of wisdom in Bow-street. 

A worp about the annuals. Pictorially Good Cheer is excellent, 
but, as reading goes, it is a little too solid to my thinking, and 
would have been improved by the addition of tarts, jellics, and 


“It appeared that the applicant had his attention called to a man standing near | creams to its bill of fare. it affords an instance of the neces 


either under the Cruelty 1o Animals Act, or for obtaining moncy by false pretences. | 


Could a bird, in fac’, be designated an animal !? 
“Mr. Vaughan replied in the negative. 
“ The applicant stated that encouraging cock-fighting was punishable. 
“Mr. Vaughan said there was a sep rate Act of Parliament to that effect, 
“Mr. Vaughan consulted the various statutes, but could find no jurisdiction, as 


the birds soid were neither animals nor dumestic pets, and the case did not fall | 


The applicant must be one of those who are grateful for | 


| 


within the provisions of the Ac:. 
*“ The applicant thanked Mr. Vaughan, and departed.” 


small mercies. Did it not occur to Mr. Vavuenan to consult an 
Eagiith dictionary before he Jaid down the extraordinary dictum that 
a bird is not an animal? Had he turned to that authority he would 
have found ‘ animal” defined as “a living body, endowed with the 
power of voluntary motion.” ‘To be sure, there is a second meaning 


sity for illustrating stories well, if you must illustrate them. ‘Lhe 
only story in the number that | couldn’t get myself to read—and it 
will be the same with scores of others—is ‘“*A Will of Her Own,” 
which I have shied because the picture was weak and unalluring. 
The Mark is the Christmas number of the Quiver. I should have called 
it “under the mark.’’ ‘There are one good story and two readable ones 
in it, and the verse is feeble. But for the editorial addressit would be 
entirely wanting in the comic way; but that address is one of the 
funniest bits of high-falutin twaddle that ever tickled diaphragm. The 
wrapper is effective, and the annual, if it does nothing else, proves that 


Messrs. Cassaii, Petter, anp GALPIN can give us good printing, and, 


| 
| 


as the large pictures prove, good engraving when they choose. It is 
a pity that the “‘ Seven Poor Prisoners”’ of the Bow Bells Annual remind 
one so much of the Seven Poor Travellers of Dickens. ‘The annual is 4 
plentiful shillingsworth, amply illustrated, and its contents are varied 
enough to suit all tastes. The Belgravia Annual is another thumping 
shillingsworth. To say that it is sensational is to say that it is 
what it is intended to be, and so it would be absurd to object that 
ghosts and witchcraft occupy the principal part of it. Of the illustra- 
tions, which are numerous, [ like those best which have not been 


given—*‘a stupid person ’—but that of course would not apply to the | “ printed separately on toned paper.” I can recommend those who 
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‘too much of ghost stories. 


——————————__ " 
want a good laugh to “Chiistmas Eve in a Watch-house,” 
sparklingly farcical little sketch. 

Mn. Yates has got a good title for his Christmas number, 4 Stahle 

for Nightmares, but I cannot help thinking the scheme gives us a little 

Nevertheless, they have been written with 

gnirit, and with sufficient variety to avoid anything like repetition. 
“ip the Newsagents Publishing Company cannot turn out something 
netter than Cast Ashore, it would be more to the credit of the trade if 
it did not attempt a Christmas publication. ‘To be sure it is only two- 
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| pence, but things can be dear at twopence if they are not worth half 

that sum. I am not finding fault with the writing for I have not been | , i. 
| able to read it, but with the inferior paper and print which make its a 
| perusal a task to shrink from. Had the stories been presented with- | \W ek dorvie 


ne 
en 


_—_— 


out the drawbacks of battered type and poor paper they might have 


had a fair chance of popularity. 


Tur Atlantie Almanac appeals to its readers with a picturesque | 


\ had a nose 
with a pe- 


netrating 


cover, a2 good sample of colour-printing and refined taste. The smell 
coloured pictures inside are not so good—not better at least than those ies Bis 
of our J//ustrated News Almanac. The headings for the various months S) s dent oul 


are clever, and there is good writing combined with them, though 
there are only two English-known names—Lowe tr and Hormrs, (I 


walking full 


adozeutimes 


except the irrepressible Mus. Srowr). The former gives us a paper a day 
on * My Garden Acquaintance,” and the latter a disquisition on “I'he | istic dhe 
| Ard ogled all 


Human Body and its Management’’ ! 

TuE Atlantic Monthly has some interesting papers, and one amusing 
one on “Our Painters.” Our Young Tulks is rather rich in cuts this 
month, borrowing some from the editions of Tennyson and Dickens 
published by Mesesus. Tickson and Frexps. 
account for the improvements [ have noted in the engravings of late— 
Mr. W. J. Linton is doing them! I suppose we must not grudge him 
to our cousins. 

St. Paul's maintains its high position: there is not a single article in 
it that will not well repay perusal. Mr. Miizats is not at his best, 
and is but ill supported by Mr. Stone this month. He Anew he was 
Right, by the Editor of S¢. Paul's, goes on as if he had not known he 
was wrong in contesting—well, I won’t say what constituency fer fear 
it should be sacked by admiring nove!-readers. 

Tue Quiver is a trifle better in illustrations this month, and contains 
two or three articles that one may safely read without fear of “* goody.” 
There is of course more than enough “ goody,’ pure and simple, to 
counterbalance this, but one can always skip that! 
author of ‘ Lilies’’ one thing, if he will but tell me another. He 
will write better verse if he remembers that— 


** Expletives their feeble aid do join,” 


and is not guilty in future of ‘‘did rest” and “did grow,” in four 
lines, both helping to rhymes, moreover. Perhaps, in return for that 
— inform me, as I am no botanist, whether water-lilies, as he 
tells us— 


‘*From hour to hour 
Grow whiter in the tide.” 

Tue Lcho is no longer viewless. It has appeared. I will leave the 
public to decide whether it is enough for a half-pen-ny; but that it is 
not half-inky enough is only too obvious. The print is so very grey 
that I think we must christen onr new contemporary a very faint 
Echo. If this is the best that can be done by the Marrnoni’s new 
machines, their powers of producing 80,000 copies an hour are not 
like to be severely tested. I was very much amused the other evening 
when on asking a newsboy in Piccadilly for the new paper, I was met 
with, “* We don’t take ha’penny papers at this end o’ town, sir ?’”’ 


The Bite is Worse than the Bark. 


WE see it stated in the Mémorial de la Loire that the Jesuits’ College 
at St. Etienne was broken into a few days since by thieves who 
succeeded in carrying off two thousand and odd francs. There was a 
famous watch-dog at the College until very recently, when it was sent 
away on account of its making too much noise. We should think the 
Jesuits, after having been bitten in this way by the thieves, will wish 
they had not objected to the bark. 


A Little too Strong. 
A woman “met with her death the other day at Tunbridge Wells 


I see reason herein to | 


I will tel! the | 


steerer ae 


through drinking vitriol and water,” and the Coroner’s jury returned | 


& verdict of “accidental death’’ on the supposition that she had mis- 
taken the mixture for gin. Considering the composition of a good 
deal of the gin sold at public houses, we are not sure that the mixture 
can be said strictly to have been ‘‘ mistaken” for gin, as it is often 
sold fer it. 


_ 


LITERARY MFM. ; 
We hear that Wrecked in Port is not likely to have a sequel entitled 
Preserved in Spirit. 








the vouths 
ina fascinat- 
oN ing way, 


Singing, &e. 





There came by a little man whose legs weren't stont, 
Singing, &c., 
With a cnrly hat and jemmy coat cut all round about, 
Singing, &c., 
This cheeky little dandy, oh! he came it very stiff, 
Singing, &c., 
Which made ihe little doggie in a moment for to sniff, 
Singing, &c. 


When the pretty woman thought what course she onzht to fake, 
Singing, &c., 

Of his little game she didn't know exactly what to make, 
Singing, «c., 

She began to hesitate and she began to sigh, 
Singing, &c., 

My little dog shall say if he’s the bigger focl or J, 
Singing, «ec. 


And if it should be I, as of course it cannot be, 
Singing. &e, 


I will fascinate the fellow till he drops upon his knee, 
Singing, &e., 

And if it should be he, of which I’ve very little doubt, 
Singing, &e., 

Then my clever little dog will sure!y bring it all about, 
Singing, «ec. 


Home went this dandy fellow all in a fog, 
Singing, &C ’ 

And cast an eye of longing on the lady and the dog, 
Singing, «c., 

She considerel he was smitten, though the called him very cool, 
Singiny, &c., 

And whispered to her doggie, “ He is certuinly the fool,” 
Singing, &e. 


Home went the little woman ail in the dark, 
Singing, &c., 
She was hardly in a minute ere the dog began t» bark, 
Singing, «ec. 
“Tis a gentleman,’’ they told her, *f who has rung the servants’ bell, 
Singing, &c, 
And he begged that I would ask you if your dozgiv you will eell!” 
’ Singing, &c. 


Serious Accident. 


An enthusiast of our acquaintance who divides his time between 
music and rowing—ayvatics and chromatics—was present at the race 
between Ketiey and Sapier from Putnev to Mortlake. When the 
former came in winner our tris nd made a desperate effort ata pun 
upon dA, ché da (Keciey) Morte lake, but dislecated his brain in the 
atternpt, and had to be carried off on a stretcher, Ileis not vet pro- 
nounced out of danger, the doctors thinking the brain will have to be 
removed—but we don't think there is any necessity for that. 
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TUEY RIN AND TURNED THE WATER OFF ¢’’ 
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SCIENTIFIC DIALOGUES. 
Present: Mr. Bartow, Tommy, and Harry. 
Diatocus I. 
Mr. B.—The world, my dear young friends, is an oblate spheroid, 
resembling an orange in form. 
Haxny.— Who lives in the peel ? 
‘Tomuy.—Pray, sir, are the pips represented by desert islands in the 
Pacific Ocean ? 


the pips for several years. 

T —And shared it with his black servant. Oh, my! 

Mr. B.—It revolves upon its own axis once in every twenty-four 
hours. 

H.—It is odd that I shou’d never have noticed the circumstance. 
How is it that the water never gets upset all over the land while this 
goes on f 

T. (suggestively).—Screwed down underneath, I suppose. 


| there's no time for a drop to get spilt. 
H!.—Then how does it ever manage to rain ¢ 
Mr. B.—Ah, that is indeed a teazer. Science knows a good lot, 
| but not everything. Put on your caps, and we will take a walk. 
Driarocus II. 
Mr B.—Bear in mind, my dear pupils, that a generous action 
always brings its reward. 
T. (premptly).—Give me and Harry a shilling to buy tops and 
marbles, and then you'll see. 
H.—I would rather give mine to a poor old blind beggar, if you 
please. 
Mr. B.—Oh, thanks; but I can always do that myself, you know. 
It would be a useless employment of labour to trouble you. Whatdid 
I tell you yesterday about the employment of labour ? 


Mr. B. (decided!y).—They are. Robinson Crusoe lived upon one of | 


| without Mr. Smrrn’s authority for several reasons. 
Mu. B.—Not at all. The thing is always done so quickly that ‘he has been so long connected with the English stage, and is under 
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| A TIDE-Y GUESS. 


| Mary Jane (who is fresh from London, and never saw the Sea until last night, when the tide was in) :—“ Lor, MUM, WHAT A PITY! AIN'T 





H].— That it took more than twenty people to make a pin. 

T.—And that by making a pin a-day they could make a groat 
a@ year. 

Mr. B.—No, I didn’t. That came out of a different book altogether. 

H.—Then let us hope that it isn’t true. 

Mr. B.—It does indeed seem too wildly improbable for belief. A 
groat is fourpence. 

H.—Then why call it a groat? To puzzle people, I suppose. 

Mr. B.— The dinner bell is ringing. 


- A De-Grey-ding Proposition.. 

Wes hasten—but without the slightest authority—to contradict, on 
Mr. E. T. Surrn’s behalf, a rumour that he has engaged the Houri of 
the Holborn Casino, whose portrait, we regret, in the interest of the 
photographic art, to say is paraded in the windows of “ respectable” 
shops, to perform in his pantomime. We contradict the rumour 
In the first place, 


such obligations to ladies of the theatrical profession, whose talents 
have made his managements successful, that it would be impossible 
for him knowingly to outrage them or degrade the drama. In the 
second place, Ma. Smita must, from along experience, have learnt 
that the Aaditues of the Holborn are a small portion only of the com- 
| munity, and that English gentlemen would resent—and eveg the 
Holborn Aaditués would disapprove—such a gratuitous ins to 
respectable ladies and innocent children. In the third place, MR. 
E. T. Smiru must be aware that such a speculation would not pay. 
We have to apblogise to our readers for this allusion to subjects 
which have never before been mentioned in our columns, Our excuse 
is our regard for the good fame of the theatrical profession—and our 
respect for Mr. E. T. Surru. 





A Pretry Dance ror Stocksosppers.—The “Caledonians.” 
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T +] E. p PH A N 7 oO M i F A [) “Your eyes, with lightning pronge? 
Quite pierce me through and throu 
re THERE nevcr Was a lor many years l’ve longe d % 
face To have a head like you! ‘ 
So suited, in its way, *'To-morrow evening, halt,” 
A clergyman to race The awful Spectre said, . 
: Ais Mr. Panks’, M.A. ‘At yonder handsome vault % 
i here never was @ fier And you shall have my head.” ; 
-os ee pting Ik. “ Kor 1, and brothers two Lo 
Mowe « cake es (Y¥ ou would not know our names), ‘Te 
a20re sulted to its piace, Were all beheaded, through : 
Loan Mr.e Parks’: The wicked Second Jamgs. § 
clerk's. * We're weary of our beds, a 
ide te tet tins tie That mercil $8 | ld hunks, ‘. | 
| ; So medically fine ] reserved our little heads ce | 
=" So free trom metal bas pa burnt our little trunks. *" 
f as Shak At tame, Bass 7 Trunks, you'll observe, stand i ; 
, oe ; Fee ee ee Tee eee Our bodies—now no mor 
In fact, 1k actors could Not our portmanteaux, nor 
Contrive to “look # part” Lhe breeches that we wore.) 
As perfectly, they would OS 
Have mastered half their ont OO, Sure as eVags are eggs, 
— We never shall stir out 


Until we get some legs 
On which to move about. 
Go, tell your worthy friends 
That if they'll le nd us theirs, 
Twill serve their private ends 
And help us from our lairs.”’ 


These worthy people three 
They were the special pride 
| Of Twipton-on-the-Sea 
And all that country-side. 
And strangers who mixht be 
In Twipton, too, would say, 





‘‘ We never noticed three The doctor and the priest 
So comme il-faut as they. Rejoiced to hear that day 
| But, ah, and well-a-dav! | That they, good men, at least 
I foow 36 wasn’t meant, Might have their wilful way. 
That with our feature’s play Now mark the sorry plight 
We should be quite content Their envy brought them to: 
The clergyman would say, | They sought the vault that night— 
‘6 My face is far too mild, The He: ad had told them true! 
| Suggestive in its way 
| Of quite a little child.” 
The doctor wished for eyes 
That, eagle-like, would pierce | 
The little clerk, likewise, | 
He wished to look more fierce. 
(We must not be severe : 
We have our failings, all ; 
For none are perfect here 
On this terrestrial ball. ) 1 a. 
on nig | — 
path ote parte da But though the face there 
It befel, the clesk she Looked handsome in the light, 
Passed through the cold church- yard. In point of fact they wero 
And, lo! while treading there, Unsuited to them, | ail 
The causeway of the dead One handsome head, each frivn | 
He saw in middle-air | " Aaugmnes-atte oe 3 ened 
{ put, @& ; , ’ 
A Solitary Head. ' but, ah, the consequence : 


For none would take a pew 

In Mr. Parxs’s church, 

‘The Doctor’s patients, too, 
[lave left him in the lurc! 

The humble little cierk 

Has no companions, ,whi 

He rises grim and stark 

‘T'o give his loud Amen: 


>. 





I 
' 
: 


eer + Ee oom 


‘ Now this,’”’ he mused, “‘is strange, | 

And though I may be dense, | 
It’s quite beyond the range | 
Of my experience. 


ae 


5 ee 


ae PS 


“‘T’ve noticed heads before, | 
Young, pretty, old, and plain ; 
But all, I’m nearly sure, | 
Had bodies in their train.” | 
MoRAL. 
* Do you admire my smile; You'll learn this moral fit, That beauty, to the state 
The clerk politely eaid, Of him who pays for it Should be aj propriate. 
“It is my favourite style. 
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* Clerk,” said that Phantom Head, 
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THE CATTLE SHOW. 
From Miss Bestua Green To Miss Pertvum Brown. 
Dearrst Perpy,—Now don't be in a pe’, dear, because { never 


| answered your last. I know it, and I know you're angry with me for 


not sending you word when it was to be ; but you'll sympathise with 
me when I tell you that I'm not at all sure whether #¢ will 6e at ald. 
The strange revelations of the last few days have been so sudden, that 


reason has tottered on her throne, and [ shouldn't have been surprised 


to find one’s very chignon turning grey. Talking of chignons, | hear | what was his profession, and he said “ artist.””’ There was no denying | 
that powder is coming up again, and the hairdresser tells me that it is | 
for that purpose. 1 mean to hide the grey hair. But what are | 
fashions to one whose loftiest whatdoyoucallems have been blighted | 


by the whatso’names of thingamy. Don’t heed this hollow mask of 
mirth, dear, but bear with me, and if you can shed a tear of compas- 
sion, do so, and I will thank you. I baven’t had a dry eye since the 
day betore yesterday, when the terrible disclosure was made which 





must for ever exert an influence on my future destiny for weal or for 
woe. It seems likely at present to be for weal, dear, and perhaps for 
ham, also, and pickled pork, and oxta'l soup, and several other things: 
four or five courses at least—but I will not anticipate. 

When last I wrote it was after the tender reminiscences awakened 
by the Agricultural Hall, where je breathed words that can never be 
recalled. Under the present circumstances I can only be thankful that 
he did not call me a duck—but I will not anticipate. 

You will remember how we first met. I wrote to you at the time. 
It was when I was suffering from the accidental explosion of a ginger- 
beer cork, in Lovegood’s shop at Margate. He nobly came to the 
rescue, and was afterwards introduced to aunt and uncle through the 
medium of acambric pocket handkerchi-f. From that day he ad- 
vanced in their estimation as much he did in my more tender ——, I 
hate that word, and you will not wonder when I tell you—but I will 
not anticipate. 

It was only last Tuesday that I began to suspect a lurking sorrow 
behind the veil of a too-confiding affection. I don’t know what I am 
talking about; but I will not anticipate. He had commended himself 


by ne polite attentions, several of these in the shape of Strasbourg 
pies an 
who at once declared him to be the most sensible young man she ever | 


truffles, of which my uncle is remarkably fond. To my aunt, 


met in her life, his respect took the form of French confectionery, | 


iruit and rare vegetables; and I will do aunt the justice to acknow. 
ledge that she always shared with me, especially when it was any- 
thing that was nice for supper. Me, he actually loaded with elegant 
presents—bonbonniéres, scented waters, jewellery ; he even went so fas 
as to entreat my acceptance of a pair of red morocco hessian boots, but 
that I could not accede to. Itendedin my uncle asking his intentions. 


| He said he thought he had declared them. His income was seven 


hundred a-year with one thing or another. Then uncle asked him 


his taste, and for a time we were satisfied with this admission, though 
at present he had no studio, for he said he was staying at the Peri- 


cardium Club. All was to be explained by himself and his most | 


intimate friends (he has no relations poor fellow), on last Tuesda 
evening. Inthe morning [ went to the Agricultural Hall with him, 
You know, dear, how sacred were the emotions connected with that 
place—emotions which even fat cattle failed to obliterate. He was 


silent, I attributed it to deep sentiment; but I wondered at his thought- 
ful scrutiny of the pigs, at his profound excitement when he mechan!- 
cally measured across a sheep’s back with a pocket-rule. At length 
the dread secret was revealed—the secret which was to be disclosed 
that night; and my whole existence seemed to have been turned into 4 
voleano. It was before an ox, dear. a prize ox, with a ticket on him to 
say that he was bought for Crosby Hall—a place where aunt goes an 
has lunch when she draws her dividends, and that some baron or other 
would be served as he ought to be in the Great Banqueting H ill, or 
something of that sort, when Adolphus—did I say that his name w4s 
Adolphus—started, looked at the animal with wild eyes, measured him 
all over, and exclaimed, “Ox-tail, clear soup, @ da bisque—pieds de 
beufs en tortue, filet au ehampianons, saucissons piguantes ; baron of 
beef a Anglaise, mayonnaise of tripe, galantines aux langues, marrow 
puddings.” It was all out, dearest Peppy, he—he—he—is head cook 
at the Pericardium, and I am in hysterics! Yours, BerTHA. 





Objects of Pity. 
More frequently than Benedicts do Bachelors live beyond their 


means, and no wonder—poor wretches—they can’t “husband” their 
resources. 
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THE ARMY CLOTHING DEPARTNENT. 

Wuar becomes of the large sums experded on the army so lavishly 


as to alarm econotical politicians ? It is very evident from the fol- 
lowing police case that no money is wasted cn shirt-making for our 


prave fellows : 
Catharine Stenson, 2 ne dlewoman, Was summoncd for unlawfully pawning five 





hirts 
Teron Gibson, of the Grevadirr Guards, said that the defendant had been 
employed for some time in making soldiers’ shiris. Of 174 which had been given 
her, there were reven Missing, five of which she admitted she had pawned. 

In reply to questions frou Mr. S¢ Ife, 

Witness saia that the pice of her labour was 7d. per 
marked in any Way until they were taken into the stores «t Pimlico. 

Defendant said she was ¢xtremely sorry. Her hushand ccserted her five months 
ogo, leaving her ina destitute condition. She at first disposed of everything of her 
own to ob.ain the necessaries of life, und then being abso utely without bread 
pawned the shir.s. Hunger had driven her to the commission of the offence, and if 
ihe magistrate would but give her a few days she would endenvour to get them out. 
wr. Self having repr ved two pawnbrokers, who produced a shirt each, for 
taking trem in without making some inquiries, said he was very sorry for the 
defendant, but he must convict her in the penalty of Is., and 12s. value, after 
deducting the price of making, or seven davs in default; but if she could find one 
surety in £5 for her appearance he would adjourn the case fcr a iortnight, toenable 
her to get the money. 

She was sent to prison. 


Of course she went to prison! People who make shirts at 7d. apiece 
cannot earn more than fourteenpence a-day, and the possessors of a 
precarious income of seven shillings a week are not likely to have many 
friends able to go bail for them. ‘The pawning of the shirts singly, 
and not in batches, is evidence in favour of the poor woman’s state- 


ehiyt 
sAliLt. 


They were not 


ment that hunger drove her to the commission of the offence. The 
case is a deep disgrace to our Army Clothing Department. Are 


establishments, paid for out of the taxes, to be turnei into such 
“sweating shops” as were the disgrace of the East-end in the times 
of “The Song of the Shirt’? and * Alton Locket’ [tis a dishonour 
to the Queen’s scarlet that it should be donned over a shirt, 
made at starvation prices by poor needlewomen, like this CATHARINE 
Stenson. It is to be hoped that the poor woman’s case will be taken 
up by people who have not yet forgotten the appeal— 

Oh, men with sisters de:r! 

Oh, men with husbands and wives! 

It is not linen you’re wearing out 

But human creatures’ lives.”’ 
We trust something will be done to place Caruaring Stenson in a 
position to get better work than is procurable from the Clothing 
Department at Pimlico. 








THE ADORER AND THE ADORED. 
Tue AporeR, slightly confused, says :— 
On! yes; no doubt; but, then—at least—ah! why— 
I mean— but if—that is—perhaps you wouldn’t— 
Although, perhaps, )ou would—if you and I— 
If “yes,”’ it’s possible somehow you couldn't : 
But, any way, if chance it so should be— 
And wherefore not ?—sometime, perhaps—who knows /— 
That it might so occur to you and me— 
But, then, there's summer-heat, or winter-snows. 
It might, of course—or, differently proving, 
As one might say —despite the other side— 
Or some might put it otherwise—or moving 
Tco much one’s self—or, should ill-luck betide— 
Still, as I may say, if it prove the thought— 
So far as it may go—if go it may— 
» But, after all, unless one has been taught— 
How can a fellow know what he’s to say ? 
Tus Avorep, a trifle disconcerted, replies :— 
Ah! do not, for a moment—yet, if still— 
Or it may seem to be, alas!—yet why ?— 
The thought might strengthen—or the word might kill— 
Somehow it needs—but, then, how hard to try ? 
For if, or should it be in other guise— 
Or, speaking feelingly—for all must waive 
heir first sensations—or, should sheer surprise— 
Or, striving to become—yet why a slave ? 
For my part I would rather—is it fair 
To tell the sentiment? What ear can hear— 
Or, should it be that—or, if but one pair— 
Though seas divide—or, it may be a year— 

Oknows? The greatness of the plea is sound— 
Or, speaking plain]y—woman’s rights, when tasked— 
18 1s the substance of the case profound— 

Ow can a poor girl answer till she’s asked ? 





Sxocxinc N gews.—More accounts of earthquakes. 
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LOOKS INTO BOOKS. 

Mr. Ilorren has done a certain class of readers a great service bv 
his new edition of Dr. Syntar, with careful reproductions of the original 
pictures by Rowtanpson. The life of the author, “ now first written ”’ 
—so says the title page—is amusing and interesting. For our own 
part, we have always held that there were two curious things abou 
Dr. Syntax —first, that anyone should have ever written so many Lines: 
and second, that anyone should ever read them. We may remark 
here that in glancing over the advertisements at the end of the book, 
we see announced a cheap edition of Hoop’s Whins and Oddities, 
“with the author’s 40 inimitably funny wocdcuts.” ‘There must be a 
mistake here—those cuts, to uur knowledge, are not in Mr. Horten’s 
possession, and if we may judge from the sample he gives, his pictures 
are not even good facsimiles of the originals. 

Puck on Pegasus (Ho1ren) is gorgeously set, but it is a matter of 
grave doubt with us whether the s:tting be not worth more than the 
‘The illustrations are exquisite; and the 
book should be bought by every lover of art if only because the best 
examples of Poxrcii—-too early lost to art—are to be found in its pay 
The pictures alone are worth more than the money, and so we muy 
fairly take them and be thankful without enquiring too closely into 
the merits of the verse that accompanies them. ‘The printiny, more 
especially of the squares of “‘ tone” in each pase, is not calculated to 
add lustre to the typographical glories of Cray und Son. 

We cannot in these columns say what we think about Mr. Lyicn’s 
Carols of Cockayne or about Mr. Giipert’s Bud Ballads for obvious 
reasons. But we may say that Mr. Horrem has turned them out in 
worthy style, with admirable print and splendid paper. Their ex- 
ternals, in short, are everything that could be desired. Their contents 
will speak—as they have already spoken to thousands—for themselves, 


and need no commendation of ours. 


Plain as a Pyke-Staff. 


A LITTLE while ago the Evening Standard mentioned that :— 

**¢ A new metal combination, having all the appearance of gold aud susceptible o! 

the same polish,’ has been invented by Messrs. Pyke, of London, who cail it 
‘Abyssinian Gold,’ and say that it is a very suitable matcrial for ‘ gold’ ornaments, 
needing no electro-plating or washing.’’ 
We would suggest to the new CHANCELLOR ov THRE EXxcHEQueER that 
the expenses of the Abyssinian war should be met by issues of 
Abyssinian gold, which would be prying it off in its own coin. 
The new metal, which isa wonderful imitation of gold, ‘is very strong 
and does not oxydise ;”’ in other words, you will not find the promising 
manuiacture of Pykz rust, and it is not made to be broken. 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they ere accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hoid ourselves 


responsible for loss. | 

R. N.—*R. N.” indecd! Tell that to the marines, 

EuMinA.—Your joke about the shillings goes great lengths—and is 
ncarly as broad as it’s long. 

INFANT is one of those little children who should neither be seen nor 
heard-from. 

@. G. G. (Nottingham) gays he “ finds our poetry so excellent that he 
sends some which is not so, thinking it will contrast nicely.’’ We are much 
obliged, but we prefer veree to the re-verse. 

LEWIsSHAM.— You must not expect your Conservative fellow-travel!crs to 
waive their standards just now when their power is flagging. 

Sky BLug.— You don’t expect us to accept that az-ure own! 

P. (Norwood).— There was a little ham-biguity about the Ham advertise- 
ment, but the subject is not of sufficient general importance. 

S. A. T. deserves to be sat upon. 

E. K. (Putney) much obliged for the suggestion. 

A. G. W.—Send name and address and your question shall be answered, 

W. D. B. D.—Many thanks. 

C. pk V. (Hyde Park-square).—A false address, and an assumed namo 
(vide Directory) —we don’t notice that kind of thing. 

W. (Sevenoaks).—Not a bad idea, but too late. 

BLow-vup.—Clever child! You are almost amusing, but the ‘extra 
weight” of paper will cost you no extra postage—and it is clear you 


| have not a head to spare. 


Declined with thanks.—W. M. T.; E. C., Hexham; E. A. ; B. Penge; 
E. J. M., Blackfriars-road ; C. W., Dalston; R. W. L. ; L. S. ; Longlegs ; 
W. D., Corston; A. W., Blackheath; M. W. b.; T. T. C., Ireland; G., 
L.; J.. York; A. H., Old Kent-road; Wroxton; Lb. O'L, Nantwich ; St. 
Helier’s, Jersey ; W. R. Egulp; E. H., Brighton ; ‘A Subscriber,” Bristol ; 
S. X.; P., Poplar; Incognito; J. T., Holloway; Hastie; A. tt J. G, 
R., Aldersgate-street; J. D., Hereford; M. O'S, Chatham; H. I’. B., 
Monmouthshire; Cricklade Crumpet: Ninnikin; J. K., Liverpool ; Pawp- 
kins’s Dawg; Non Sine Gloria; B. W., Birmingbam; 5. Leamington ; 
N. N.; Peggy; Q., Cork; Roo-too-it, Liverpool; Jameson; Nix; Homo ; 
Rastic; J. J. G., Acton. 
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SLATED. 
Girl :—“ PLeasg, 8{R, MOTHER SAYS, WHAT IS THE COALS NOW ?” 
Retail Vendor :—“ ONRB-AND-FIVEBPENCE A HUNDRED.” 
Girl :—“ Ou, now pear! THE LAST WAS ONLY ONE-AND-TWOPENCE.” 


R. V.:—*“ Vary TRUB; BUT YOU MUST KNOW THAT COALS #8 COALS NOW.” 
Girl :—“ On! won't MOTHER BE GLAD ; SHE SAID THE LAST was all slate !”’ 








A Hit; a Palpable Hit. 


Tux critic of the Daily News, in speaking of Byron’s success—we 
beg pardon, Cyril's Success—seems somewhat to deprecate, or at any 
rate to be surprised to find in it— 

** Hits at critics, both of the mawkieh and the vitriolic schools; flings at canting 
publishers who pretend to be great philantaropists and popular educators,’’ etc. 
This appears to us to be one of the merits of the drama, according to 
SHAKSPgaRe’s maxim, that it should “show virtue her own feature ; 
ecorn her own i and the very age and body of the time his form 
and pressure.” England would be the better for an ARIsTOPHANES 
who would hold up to public gaze sugary or vitriolic critica, and 
canting publishers, and we are glad to see Mr. Bron putting a sharp 
point to his quill. 





A Topsy-Turfy Notion. 

We understand that there has been considerable excitement in 
betting circles in consequence of the announcement that Mr Rorerr 
BKxowntn@ has published a new work entitled The Book and the Ring. 
We hasten to contradict the report that the book in question is “a 
biography of a bookmaker,” than whom none other but himself could 


_ be his parallel—to use his own graphic or rather rac th 
late lamented Nicuoxas. y language—the 











OVER COATS, 21s. w 635. 


[December 19, 1868, 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 93. 


Tue battle is over, the struggle is done, 

A seat in the Parliament gallantly won ; 

Yet this is presented, and back with wry face 
Our candidate goes to his home ; ’tis a case, 
Familiar in childhood, for everyone knows, 

In shooting at pigeons you oft bring down crows, 


1.—The soldier earthworks stands behind, 
Whene’er the foe comes on he’ll find, 
When with the enemy he’d cope, 
This forms a very useful slope. 


2.—I go to a shop 
Where I know that this is; 
And I ask for a drop 
That goes off with a fizz. 


3.—Crowned with everlasting snows, 
Over India’s burning plains, 
Higher peak no trav'ller knows, 
To Heaven's face it almost gains. 


4,.—How nicely at luncheon my palate it tickles, 
Immensely improving the chops and the pickles. 


5.—It was a seedy, mouldy bloke 
Who gave me this one Sunday night! 
’T was in the streets, I mildly spoke, 
“Go, take it back, you ancient wight.” 


wishes 
Are kindly consulted, a diet of fish is 
Their favourite food and most oft on their dishes. 


7.—Where the crocodiles are swarming 
Mighty monsters most alarming ; 
On the river's bank, that river 
Pleasant *baccy does deliver. 


$.—The sun was hot, I Jaid me down, I took 
A volume of thy poems; as I lay 
I fell asleep ; twas not that wondrous book 
That sooth’d me, ’twas the middle of the day. 


Sotvution or Acrostic No. 91.—Meat-market, Smith- 
field :—Moss, Equilibrium, Augusti, Tout, Match, Alf, 
Rossini, Kite, Enamel, Tamarind. 

Correct SoLuTions oF Acrostic No. 91, Recervep DeceMBER 9: 
—Cilara and Annie; Little Oliver; Gerty; D. E. H.; Frank C.; 
Valerius; Dalziel Cottage; Old Cider Eye; Old Maid; Sapo Car- 
bonis; Silly S.; Annie, Tooting; Wee-wbopped; Ruoy’s Ghost; 
Con; Slodger and Tiney; Lex non scripta; D. D.; Knockalla; 
Assembly Rooms; Gerald. 





Disinterested ! 


Some of our contemporaries are mentioning the generosity of Mr. 
Axszortt, the unsuccessful Conservative candidate for Cork, who “ has, 
through his agent, voluntarily contributed £700 to the various local 
charities and institutions of the place.” Are they quite sure that this 
generous gentleman is not looking forward to getting, at the next 
election, a return for this munificence ? 


Your Wash-up. 


The other day the burgomaster of Rotterdam, with three other 
worthies, were going on board the Royal yacht to receive the Queen of 
Holland, when, owing td a movement of the vessel, the gangway 
slipped and they were thrown into the water. Of course they were 


not drowned, and got safe to land—a Dutchman is always sure 0! 
being washed on shore—not to say scrubbed. 


Ss ———— 


NOTICE.—Now Ready, price One Shilling (by post 1s. 2d.), 


TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL. 


2 Mesadiy groteaque, and would not be cared for we think by any of our readers.” 
Christian World, 





IN STOOK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


| SAMUEL BROTHERS, 


SO, LUDGATH Hitt. 


——____ 








6.— On the far Red Sea shore they must find that their ! 
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is old King’ Christmas coming— 


SE S a ST Lots of tooting and tum-tumming, 
— aw | If you please, when Christmas comes— 
Comes to fillip souls that stagnate— 
Comes to cheer all human ills. 
(Reflection by one who is hard up : ) 
‘If he’s such a jolly magnate, 
Will he pay my bills?” 
Chorus.—Christmas comes but once a year— 
Tradesmen wish their books to clear, 
Please to pay up your arrear! 


Lo! behind him on a waggon, 
All the mummers of Misrule, 
Lend a willing hand to drag on 
That enormous Log of Yule. 
Soon its blaze you'll be admiring 
As the red flame upward rolls. 
(Reflection by one who ts destitute :) 
‘“‘ If he’s such a lot of firing, 
Will he send us coals ?”’ 
Chorus.— Christmas comes but once a year. 
Wind’s to North and doesn’t veer— 
Frosts are sharp and coals are dear! 
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See he clothes the mountains whitely 
With a robe of silent snow, 
Ever falling—falling lightly 
On the naked earth below. 
Robes, more fair than tongue can utter 
Lie on hill and forest mute. 
(Reflection by one in rags -) 
‘¢ Will he—since he’s such a cutter— 
Give me a new suit ?”’ 
Chorus.—Christmas comes but once a year. 
If your wardrobe’s getting queer, 
Won’t you find the cold severe! 


Hail, King Christmas stout and hearty, 
Laden with good things indeed— 
Dainties for grand dinner-party, 


NA) ¥ Solids for the humbler feed : | 
A || (| ¥ Beef from prize ox heavy-sided, | 
} iil Pudding, turkey, goose, and chine! | 
il i. (Reflection by one who is hungry -) 
——— — “Will 
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|_ he—he so well provided— 
= é — Ask me out to dine?”’ 
jz ~ Cherus,—Christmas comes but once a year! 
When it comes it brings good cheer— 
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Not for every one, I fear! 
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Sound the trumpets—beat the drums: 
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LOOKS INTO BOOKS. 


and Sroventon) the same commendation we can give honestly to some 
half-dozen of them, which are tales thoroughly fitted to amuse and 
interest lads, without filling their minds with sensational ambitions. 
Unfortunately, the good qualities of these narratives are outbalanced 
by the weakness of some “goody ”’ stories, in which the “goody”’ is 
not even cleverly worked in. But this gives us reason to hope better 
thines of Mr. Epwin Hopper, who, with better opportunities—that is 
to say, when emancipated from goody publications—will give our boys 
honest manly stories instead of the mawkish stuff with which he has 
leavened this little collection. Where—as frequently happens in this 
book—papa winds up his story by producing a brown paper parcel, 

| which, as it turns out, contains Bibles, that he distributes amongst his 
r children, beginning with the baby !—it looks (and we speak with all 
reverence for Holy Writ) more like distributing fetishes or charms 
. among ‘little savages than inculcating the principles of a practical 
| work-a-day religion to young Christians. 

We would fain have read Diggs if we could, were it only because 
it has been so tremendously, advertised that no gentleman's library— 
: | we beg pardon, after-dinner conversation—is complete without some 

| Knowledge on the subject. . Unfortunately, before we had read to the 

_ bottom of page 3, we had met with many See eek, 
_ atrhyme. Now, as Diggles professes to be a sort of modern Ingoldsby, 
| thyme is rather an important element in its composition, 80 we took 
the liberty of transferrimg the direction given on page 67 to page 4, 
and substituted “ critics’ for “ladies.’’ Seriously, however, we have 
glanced over the book, and we should advise any one, who has been 


manship hopelessly bad. 
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COMPASSING THE BOX. 


Pecple have been writisg to the papers complaining 
Christmas Boxes. Fun begs 40 draw their attention to 
which they must approve, 


FUN. 





foolish enongh to buy it, ndt to take it home to his womankind. The. 
plot is disgusting, the treatment coarse and indelicate, and the work- 





of the annual custom of 
a fow Christmas Boxes of 
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‘¢ Whittington and His Cat,”’ and “‘ Children in the Wood,” two o¢ | 
a series of Little Plays for Little Actors (DEAN AND Son), 


We wish we could give to all the stories in Lost in Paris (HODDER | Miss Corner, and illustrated by ALFRED CrowaviLt, will no doult | 


draw well this Christmas at Theatre Royal The Nursery. 


Very Strange. | 

Mr. Bentiey seems to have taken to a sensational way of advertising | 
his authors of late. One is rather startled to read in the Athency, | 
that— | 

LADY FULLERTON’S TOO STRANGE NOT TO BE TRUE, 6s. 
Could not testimony have been borne to her Ladyship’s veracity, 
without a charge of eccentricity being brougkt against her? Then 
again we are assured that— | 

EDMUND YATES’S BROKEN TO HARNESS, 6s. 
We should like to know if he will go quietly in the shafts of wit, and 
very much doubt whether he will let any one get the whip-hand of 
him. We trust he will pardon this allusion, and not think that we 
have any idea of “ putting him at cheek”’ as the coachees say. 


Gore-acious! 


Tue Birmingham Journal, the other day, stated that— 

‘The Cabinet, a8 will be seen from the dist given elsewhere, contains a decided 
effusion of ‘new blood.’ ” 
That a Birmingham paper should connect blood-shedding with the 
Cabinet in which Mr. Bricut—the Friend of Birmingham—makes 
his début! ‘We suppose the effusion is the resalt of confusion—a mis- 
spelling, or rather mis-spilling. 


GrocrarutcaL Dutunzt10n.—Point de Galle-—Marriage. 
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BOUBLE ACROSTIC No. 94. 


CurIsTMAS is come 
And no one looks glum 
Unless it’s a dun who no payment can find, 
Here’s a feast for the season 
Of raisin and reason— 
With this for the palate and those for the mind. 


1.— Would you health and_ease secure— 

Seek a universal cure. 

I mast own I never met it— 

Don’t you wish that you may get it. 
2.—Two cannot make it; but aided by three 
This the revult of their labours will be. 

By the jolts and the jorks as you drive ’twill be “showed,” 
It takes five in our parish to lay down a road. 
3.—The undergrad exclaimed, “ Oh, rus ! 
Why should the old boy serve me thus, 
Though he'll at once acknowledge 
That ’twas not I who broke the pane ? 
Oh, would he but the cause explain 
Why I am sent from college!”’ 


4,.—Don Juan did not treat her well— 
But then as far as I can tell, 
Of all the ladies he’d to do with 
His conduct was correct but few with. 
5.—A very ugly kind of lizard, 
That twists its tail into an izzard. 
Some say that it is fit to eat— 
Some even vow it is a treat. 


6.—A pair of lovers—or three perhaps, 
A couple or so of wicked chaps, 
A crusty parent, a missing will, 
A signature forged to a heavy bill, 
The triumph of Love, and Sim’s miscarriage, 
Mysteries all cleared-up and marriage ; 
That’s the way in which, I take it, 
Most folks set about to make it. 


7o—It’s a sort of a craft that’s met with rarely, 
Though common some time ago, 

When the bostswain’s remark, as a rule, was “ Yarely— 
Yarely, my lads, heave ho! ”’ 

Though what that means, if 1 answer fairly, 
Is very much more than I know. 


Souvrion or Acrostic No. 92.— Winter, Months; | 

Withernam, Into, Wutation, Taxidermist, Enough, 
ins. 

Seenen Segueeees oo Sons De. 92, Ts eS, 

‘Burmie Kute,; Ghett; PB. J.; W.5. 8.5 ’ 

| Slo@ger and Times. a : 
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TAME CATS; 


THE TRIUMPH oF COLLETTR. 


CT I. Scene — Exterior 
of Mr. Wavernam’s 
House, Twickenham. 


Enter Brpprss, a Valet 
(and Not in pumps, 
thank gracious !) 
Brppirs.—This house 

is Mr. Waverham’s—a 

gentleman who inherited 

« large fortune from his 

aunt. It is over-run by 

toadies, whom we call 

Tame Cats. There are 

_ 4 hree of them now in the 

: Ze - house, and their speciality 
nid is that while two of them 

im conversation, the third is always listening unperceived. 
oure Men ix Staris.— Bat Collette. Where is Collette? Why 
don't he come ? 

Brter Mx. CorrEertE (the port he plays is that of Cuartes HaMPton, @ 

War Office Clerk, but his part is of no importance.) 
Mr. C.—Ha! 
¥. M. m Sratts.— Hurray ! 
Mr. C. —This must be the house. 
Y. M. en Sraris.—Never saw anything like it in all my life. 


Mx. C.—Now for the signal ! [ Claps three times. 
4 signal which is enthusiastically taken up by his injudicious friends. 
Enter ANNE TEmp.e. 

Arxie.—My Collette! [ They embrave. 

Mr. C.—What will the War Office say to my being here? 

(dt ie émpossible to describe the evstasy of the Young Men in the Stalls at 
this remark, which appeared to be susceptible of some special construc- 
tion with which we were, unfortunately, not familiar. But we believe 
the War Office is still going on.) (Exeunt ANNIE and Mr. Couterts. 
Enter Mrs. Lancixy. Young Men in Stalis subside into apathy. 

Mus. L.—I am a “ grass-widow,” and my husband is in India. I 
am carrying on a flirtation with a person named Wedgwood, a poet, 
who is one of the ‘Tame Cats in this establishment. 

(Somebody, we forget who, is listening, unperceived, to all this.) 
Enter Mr. Wepewoop. 

Wepewoon (But really there is no reason why we should trouble our 
readers with dialogues between subordinate characters played by such insig- 
nificant artists as Miss Mauiz Witton and Mr. Bancrort. CoLiEtte 
is our only joy.) [Exit Mrs. LAnciry. 
Enter Mr. Waveruam (a bad part very well played by Mr. Montacus, 

and quite out of his ordinary line). 

WaverHAM.— Wedgwood, I want to consult you on money matters 
—I have some thousands to invest. What would you advise me to do 
with them ? [Somebody listeniny—oh, yes, it's Mr. 'TwEeptie. 

Wepewoop.—Really, my dear Waverham, I am a mere child in 
money matters—I know nothing about them. 

AVERHAM.—That is precisely why I always consult you when I 
make heavy investments. It is my business-like way. 

Wepcwoopv.— Well, I know nothing about it; but I believe there 
are some things called Cotopaxis. 

Wavernam.—You recommend them? Good. I will invest every- 
thing I possess in them. Here is a note to my stockbroker to that effect. 
Gives note to servant to post, it is taken from servant by old 'TwrEvIe 

unperceived. 

Really we feel we are trifling with the reader's patience. There is no more 
of Mr. Coxretre im this Act. It is only necessary to say that Mr. 
WaAVERHAM neglects his wife, who is insulted by his guests ; that 
Mrs. Lanoury is carrying ona flirtation with Wenawoon, who also 


OR, 





lady is constantly overhearing everything, except when she is being 
overheard herself. Also, that a begging-letter impostor (admirably 
made up, and played by Mr. Hare) has a secret which concerns the 
stability of WaveRuAm’s fortune. But let us get on to Mr. OOLLETTE. 


ACT II. Interior of Mr. WAvernam’s House. 
Enter Mr. Couretre. The Young Men in the Stalls stretch themselves, 
and indicate in pantomime to Young Men in Private Boxes that here 
68 something worth living for at last, 
Mr. C.—This must be the house. 


¥. M. iw Sratis.—This reminds us all of Betterton in his best days. | 


Mr. C.—Now for the signal. 
[He claps three times. The Young Men 








| more intelligible, the dialogue might have carried it through. 


has designs on ANNIE 'T'EMPLE’S fortune, and that « very tiresome old | modern life. 
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Enter ANNIE. 
Is not this rather imprudent ? 


Axnizr.—My own! 
[Great laughter. 


Mr. C.—No. 
Awnniz.—But you are forbidden the house. 
Mr. C.—Yes, I know. 
Awntz.—And here you are in the drawing-room. 
Mr. C.—I am, I am. [ Sensation. 
Enter Maus. WaverHAam (who has been listening to all this). 
Mrs. W.—Mr. Collette, don’t you think you had better hide in the 
conservatory ? [.4 Mrs. Sorrer is listening now. 
Mr. C.— Why ? [ Loud laughter. 
a W.—Because if my husband were to return he would kick you 
0 
Mr. C.—Oh! Then I'll go. [Tremendous cheering. Exit Mx. Cot.etre, 
Well, really, as the rest of it lies entirely between such wninteresting 
persons as Miss Witton, Miss Car.totta Apprsox, Mr. Hare and 
Mr. Montacvue (two of them conversing, and a third overhearing all 
that is said), we will content ourselves by saying that Mus. Waver- 
HAM (Miss AppIson), noticing the flirtation between Mn. Wape- 
woop (Mx. Bancrort) and Mrs. Lanciey (Miss Wx ton), cautions 
Mrs. Laweiey, who pretends to accept the caution, but who even- 
twaliy turns the tables on Mus. WavERHan, by accusing her of carry- 
tng on an imtrigue with Mx. Cotuxtte, and charges her with having 
concealed him in the conservatory. Her husband (a moral ead) 
believes this until it is shown that the conservatory is empty. Mr. 
Twerepre has let Mr. Cotiette out. All this has nothing to do with 
the plot, and is interesting only because Mr. CoLLETTE’s name is con- 
nected with the charge. 
ACT III. Library in Wavernam’s House. Enter Mn. Wavernam. 


Waversam.—All is lost! The Cotopaxis have gone down, and Iam 
ruined! Assist me in this embarrassment. (Somebody me we 
forget who, Enter Wupawoopv.) My dear friend Wedgwood, I am 
ruined ! 

Wepewoop.— Oh, but this house is yours. 

Wavernam.—Yes, but it is mortgaged for £4,000. Of course, I do 
not know who the mortgagee is—a m seldom does ! 

Wepewoon (coming out in his true light, the serpent).—I am the 
mortgagee, and I will foreclose to-morrow ! ate 

WavernamM.—You? Monster! is it thus you repay my hospitality ? 

WenpGwoop.—It is! 

Enter Ezra Sreap, the begging letter impostor (who has been listening to 


ali this). 
Ezra 8.—Stop! The 


[ Loud cheers. 


The house was not yours to mortgage. 1: 
uncle you thought was dead still lives, and all this property is his! 
That is my secret, that is my secret! [ Chuckles. 
Wepewoop.—Sold! 
WaveruaM.—Undone! 
Enter Mr. Twesvie (who, it is hardly necessary to observe, has overheard 
all this). 
TweEeEpiz.—Not so. Jam that om and all I have is yours! 
WaveruaM.—Oh. This is satisfactory as far as it goes, of course; 
but how about the Cotopaxis that I invested in ? 
T wEgDIz.—I knew it was a bubble company, and so I intercepted 
the letter. Behold it here! 
Enter Mr. Cottetre. Great excitement in Stalls. . 
Mr. C.—I’m so glad! [ Extraordinary demonstrations of delight. 
WaveruaM.—Take Annie, and be happy. 
Mr. C. (to Anniz.)—My own! [Leud cheers. 
Maus. L. (Well it don’t much matter ; Mr, Cotietre has nothing more 
to say, and it is only a tag finishing up with the words * Tame Cais. 
CURTAIN. 


Everysopy.—Collette! Collette! Collette! 

But Mr. Cotrette being, to all appearance, a gentleman, and being, no 
doubt, disgusted with the preposterous folly of his friends in the Stalls, 
did not reply to the call, 

OvxrseLves.—It is impossible to speak with high favour of the plot 
of this piece. It is very disjointed, and conveys the idea rather of a 
smart novel with the descriptive passages omitted, than of a comedy of 
At the same time, much of the dialogue is good and to 


If the story had been a little more probable, and a little 


the point. Tt te 


| admirably acted by Miss Manig Witton, Mies Cantorra ADDISON 





(who, if the piece had been a success, would have made an enormous 
advance in her profession by her performance of Mrs. Waverham), 
Mr. Hake, who is excellent in every way, and Mra. Montacvgs. Mu. 


| Bancror?’s part does not appear to suit him; this very clever actor's 





peculiar talents seem to have been quite ignored by the author. Mr. 
BuakeLey and Mus. Buckincuam Wuute are simply in the way 
throughout the piece. This is not Mr. Brake .ey’s fault, who makes 
the best of a very bad part. Mn. Corretre played the insignificant 
character assigned to him ina quiet and gentlemanly manner. He did 


take up the applause as before. not attempt to make too much of the part—but his friends did. 
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HARD MEASURE. 


Jenxyns, who ts really musical, and unfortunately lives next door to a Young Ladies’ School, declares it is too bad :—as soon as he gets rid of 
the daily scaLes he gets the nightly waits.” 








’ I’m only a sweep, sir, poorly clad, 
THE CROSSING-SWEEPER’S CAROL. And wedded, of course, to the dirt and mire; 
I’m only a sweep, sir, kindly say But, on my honour, ’twould not be bad 
What’s this they are talking of Christmas time ? To leave the streets for a Christmas fire. 
I think most every hour to-day Rut when at home you are fast shut in 
The ringers have been at their change and chime. With all that you have in the world that’s dear ; 
The butcher with ribbons has deck'd his meat, *Tis then my covering seems so thin, 
And holly is bright in the raisin shop, And then the streets are terribly drear ! 
And friends who have nodded for years in street 
For smile and compliment now can stop. 





There's little of change in the London sky— 
I'm happy enough for a shower of rain, 
For when ‘tis muddy the passers by 
Remember the sweeper—and as to pain 
"Tis always a rheumatiz job with me 
With never a change of a coat or shoe, 
In wind or hail or in frost—you see 
Just one of the lot would be death to you! 


Tis strange how many aman goes by 
With parcel = paper under his arm, 

I ve often puzzled my brains to tr ; ‘ 
And thus Mecover thd Christmas charm. A Wife for Life. 

I know one year when a path I swept Tue Daily News the other day described “‘a contemporary who never 
Near honses over in Camden Town, smiles.” If it was the Morning Advertiser, all we can say 1s that if the 

The youngsters waiting in ambush leapt ’ Tiser never smiles it must be because it does not read its own articles. 
Near knocking the elderly gentleman down! The other day it informed us that— , 

: : ** The resistance offered by Baudin to the c 6 and for which he paid wit 

At Ch seuene Sane co ap ove ot — 9 his wife was an act of eter acne rom ' 

I a aly hay aoe pO aa Yes aoe » Say! We don’t think it worth while to quarrel with the ’ Ziser for the “ and 
So much for victuals ge by this way which ”’—as “and-which and a glass of beer” are legitimate supplies 

Of course it isn’t for me to cry , for the organ of the Victuallers—but does it really mean to say virtue | 
For many a gentleman tips the sweep, and patriotism consist in getting rid of one’s wife ? 


Thank God! for Christmas time, say I, 
With tips I purchase the children sleep Tear Doors.—The deors of too many Limited Liability Companies. 


Sesser eee re-set inane 


Little Boy Blue! 


In answer to a question put by a correspondent as to the colours of 
political parties, a contemporary observes :— 

“The custom varies in different localities; ‘blue’ is the Conservative eclour in 
some places, and ‘ yellow’ the Liberal colour. In London ‘blue’ is Con- 
servative, ‘red’ Radical, and ‘buff’ Liberal-Conservative. Blue, however, 
the prevailing colour for Conservatism.”’ 

There can be no doubt at present that the Conservatives do look blue 
—but then that is because it has not been the prevailing, but the van- 
quished colour. 
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OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


—_——>__—. 


] HE Daily News has administered a well-merited 
rebuke to the Pall Mall Gazette—“ an evening 
contemporary of great gravity’’—for utter- 
ing—and to “‘amorning contemporary never 
known to emile” for quoting—a childish, 
petulant diatribe against Christmas annuals 
and other seasonable light literature. The 
priggish Pall Mali has run a-muck, like an 
angry hippopotamus, at the whole harmless 

light literature of Christmas, because one comic journal has at times 

ed its unwieldly sides, as it wallowed along the turbid stream of 
snobbish and ungrammatical writing. I have no hesitation in 
attributing ‘the attack to this cause, for I have noted that in several 
instances ‘the P. M. G. has attempted to stab in the back gentlemen 
who lie under grave suspicion of the crime of contributing to Fun, or 
of being inamy way connected with it. We have had enough—says 
the Pall Mali—of alll this Ohristmas fooling recurring with wearisome 
punctuality eveny December. To which the Daily News replies, 
“Ah, solemn censor, all stories are old—to the old! Whilst 


Soberpate is going off tthe stage on one side, merry little Golden-. 


curls is coming m at ‘the other—and shall there be no fun 
for her?” ‘Of wourse there shall! There is a passage in 
one of the most charmimg essays in the English language—“ An 
Essay without End ’’—im which those, who envy Anam the sensation 
of seeing the sun rise for the first time, are rebuked. The sun rises for 
the first time for everyone of us, and the world is created afresh every 
day for us, and does not get worn-out and old, saysthe essayist. Just 
in the same way, Christmas, with its mirth and its kindly feelings— 
and its laughimg literature—is ‘a novelty every year to some, and is not 
to be abolished because:a few superannuated prigs have gouty legs— 
and gouty minds, and cannot dance when the youngsters pipe. The 
“Essay without End ” was, by the way, written by a Mr. Frepericx 
GREENWOOD, @ ttérateur, who raised himself to position and popularity 
by his pen, who had a hand in many a bit of Christmas literature, and 
edited a Christmas number or so, that Ican remember. He is not, I 
imagine, to be confounded with his doubtless high-born and lofty- 
minded namesake, who is spoken of as editor of “‘an evening contem- 
porary of great gravity.’’ Iam sure the writers in Fun are sorry to 
have brought down the weight of the Pali Mali’s wrath on a number 
of unoffending contributors to Christmas literature, and would have 
allowed that journal to violate daily all the rules of grammar at its 
own sweet will, if they had thought it would have been guilty of the 
cowardly injustice of spitting its spite, its intolerance, and its narrow- 
mindedness at all purveyors of Christmas fare. 

Tr does not need a glance at the contents-list of this number of 
Cassell’s Magazine to convince one of the absence of the writers who 
made it the best of the sixpenny—and perhaps of the shilling—maga- 
zines. It is overweighted with serials of the dreariest nature; 
“Thoughts in the Twilight,” “ Limbs of the Law,”’ “ Election Papers,” 
“Fugitive Notes” are all padding proper born of Museum readings, 
and but ill supply the place of the short bright stories, the brilliant 
essays, and the sound science we used to have in these pages. The 
writer of “ American Literature” can know little of the subject about 
which he writes, when he lumps together Peraotzum V. Nassy, 
Orpuzus C. Kerr, and Jos Brruincs as copyists of AnTEMUS WARD. 
They have the one element of American humour which is common to 
Wap, and to Sam Siicx, an older than Wann, but they have their 
distinctive characters, nevertheless ; and a professed critic ought to be 
able to define them without being expected to admire them. “ Fugitive 
Notes’ are hopeless rubbish, the best things in them being anecdotes 
and jokes which are already too well known. No! there is one excep- 
tion :—The writer of them tells “ from his own knowledge an anec- 
dote of a clerk in a Government office; and by so doing oversteps the 
decencies of social intercourse. I wonder, by the way, whether he gets 
his Horace from a translation—I don’t remember Horacz’s saying 
“Death with equal hand knocks at the hovels,” etc., etc. — If it be a 
translation he should get a better—one that gives “impartial instead 
of “equal,” and does not call yes a hand! Of the verse in this number 
the less said the better, especially of “The Life-boat.”’ I have not 
read the leading story this month, but I suppose it moves along, though 
to judge from the pictures Srk Witt1am Kerrpatz is still sitting out 
in the park in his bath chair as he was in the first chapter. 

Tue Sunday Magazine is rich in pictures again this month, the 
emall cuts to “Forgotten by the World” -being the gems of the 
number, though I must do justice to the graceful figure in the large 
Picture to “The Crust and the Cake.’’ The literary contents are up 
to the usual standard of the periodical. : 

I am rather sorry to learn that Woman's World is to be incorporated 
with a new magazine, under the title of Kettledrum. However, if it 
keeps up to the mark it has made, the name is not a matter of great 


loo 


consequence. ‘Pauper Orphans”’ is a capital paper, and the criticism 
of ‘Tennyson and Brownine is good. Is not the frontispiece an old 
block, re-worked? I hope not, for we have had good pictures with 
the magazine as a rule, and I should regret to see it resort to the 
detestable practice of using up old electros. 

Tux Christmas Number of London Society is the best that has yet ap- 
peared. From ‘the Editor’s Greeting,’ with a graceful heading by 
Mr. Txompson to “ Laying the Ghost,”’—one of the best things in the 
number—all is good, with but few exceptions. ‘Io be sure, “‘ A Christ- 
mas Oarol’’ is but poor doggerel,”’ and there are some queer rhymes in 
‘‘ Behind the Scenes,” while “Suggestions for a Christmas Costume ” 
is stupid. Nevertheless, the number as a whole is excellent, and 
vd no means the least interesting paper is Mr. Hariray’s “ Cake for 

ame.” 

Tose who know what admirable engravings of their school we get 
in the British Workman end kindred periodicals issuing from the same 
house, will be prepared to learn that the Almanacs pubhish« d with them 
are excellent from the pictorial point of view. The City Press, too, 
brings out a City Almanac, which, like the capital journal to which 
it belongs, is eminently useful, cheap, comprehensive, and well tarned- 
out. I must mot forget, also, to mention that complete and handy 
little work, Messrs. WyMAn’s Everybody's Year Book. 

Mm. Rozerr Bucuanan has been reciting some of his own writings 
at Glaegow. I suppose we shall hear him m London soon, ém which 
case I hope he will not forget to include “ Nell” in his programme. 

Tre Institute of Painters im Water-colours has opened its winter 
exhibition of sketches, and it is well worth a visit if only to see Mr. 
Lawron’s studies inchalk. There is nothimg m the Old Society that 
can compare with them—which is possibly the reason why so clever 
an artist was not elected by that Society. Mussxs. Hinz, Hayes, 
Mocrorp, McKewan, Pincron, SHALpers, Were, Vacuer, WARREN, 
WarNER, CATTERMOLE, and Beavis show to advantage this winter, and 
assist materially in making the exhibition altogether an exceptionally 
good one. 


PODOPHYLLINE PILLS, 


WueEn Earth is a sandy Saharah, 
When Life is a cup of quinine ; 
. When daily we drink from a Marah 
Too deep for its depths to be seen ; 
Hath Science a safe panacea 
For mental and physical ills ? 
Oh, yes; for the goddess Hygeia 
D.scovered Podophylline Pills. 
A gulp! It is over tiustanter ; 
Cold water is all that we need. 
One grasp at the brimming decanter 
Will clear us at once of the deed. 
Why, look you, ’tis easy as lying, 
For people with resolute wills ; 
There’s nothing remarkably trying 
About the Podophylline Pills. 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, wnless they are aceom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 

H. B. C.—Don’t you see that all “‘ years,’ being each a year old exactly, 


must be of the same age. Ifa mountain is not a locality, what is it ? 

H. J. G. L. (Ashford).—Send name and address, repeating your question, 
and we will oblige you. 

WarHoLa.—Hola! Way! Wo! You say your nom de plume is the name 
of a New Zealand chief—is it not a northern euburb tail foremost 7 

G. (Musselburgh).—Hardly to be expected. 

Nort a RITvA.istT (Reading).—We do not think a comic journal a suit- 
able arbitrator in cases of religious difference. 

B. (Stoke Newington).— It is rather late to send us verses about Harveat- 
homes at Christmas. : 

Frizp TaTers.—Don’t know who the Princess Too is Consult the 
Gotha Almanac or any respectable music publisher. 

A. A. §.—Not suitable for publication. 

Cuaz.—No. 

H. O. (Coventry).—Thanks. 

J. K. (Adelaide-road).—Thank yon for the suggestion. 

Declined with thanks:—F. H. 8., Egremont; RK. O., L’pool; J. B., 
Dublin; Peeping Tom; Spaszlich; C. C., Granville-square ; Puen; C. J. 
R.; E. A. C., Southport ; H. P., Kennington-park; W. T. Camden-road ; 
S. E., Hackney; A. H. B., Peckham; D. I., Glasgow; R. H., Glasgow; 
H. A. F., Strand; R. R., R. L. Y¥. Club; J. R. S., Douglas; M. R. P., 
Westbourne Park-road; H. S. V., Lewisham; T. H. G., Denmark-hill ; 
W. J. D., Manehester ; D. L. I, Glasgow; P. W. G. W.; Nilnop; T. W. 
C.; B. W. F.; Edgware-road; C. A. H.; N. L., Dublin; G. W. Hackney. 
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ENDING. 


Mr. Shotbelt :—“ Hutto, Cauppgr! Hap a Goop run? How pip THE OLD Hoss Gof” 


Mr. Crupper (who has not “come off” as well as he might) :—“ Same aS Most HOssEsS—ENpways! 





LIBERTY. 


I want to write an ode to Liberty, 

But can't imagine how it should commence! 

‘‘Go! Slavery, thou black-brow’d demon, hence! ”’ 
Is not at all the sort of thing, you see ; 
And if with Freedom I should make too free, 

To other writers I may give offence 

Using the lines for which they've had their pence 
In odes ; thus odiously forestalling me! 


But I am not obliged to write—a great 
Relief to one who knows not what to say ! 
This Liberty of action is the state 
For which “‘ hereditary bondsmen”’ pray. 
You, also, are at ao wait, 
Free—to expect the ode another day ! 





Obvious P 


Wut somebody translate for us this little elegance from the 
Atheneum -— 

“ have been made at the H i 
pc aaacgage ns Broce peters eon et a stew ee, 
The sentence we italicise seems to us to be only explainable in con- 
nection with another sort of drop—and too much of it. 
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SOLUTIONS OF ‘““WALNUTS FOR WISDOM TEETH,” 
In Tom Hood’s Comie Annual. 


Picror1at. Dovste Acrestic No. 1.—Jest, Fall: Jacob’s-staff, Esmeralda, 
Squirrel, Tell. Correct solution from Ottie and Lucy. 


PicroriaLt Dovusie Acrostic No. 2.—Cold, Heat: Codfish, Ogre, Laura, Desert. 
Correct solution from Ottie and Lucy. 


Picrorniat Dovstx Acrostic No. 3.—Work, Rest: 
Knight. Correct solution from Ottie and Lucy. 


Dovsix Acrostic No. 1.--See Saw: Sus (per coll.), Enigma, Elbow. Correct 
solution from Ruby’s Ghost. 


Dovusie Acrostic No. 2.—Pium Cake: Physic, Lava, Unlock, Microscope. Cor- 
rect solution from Happy Thema, John 8. B.; Admiral and Old Maid, Linda Prin- 
oom Se and Luey, Sybil G.; Old Cider Eye; Alte Volo; Cavendish on Whist; 

am Jaw. 

Cuanrane No. 1.—Perforate. Correct solution from Ruby’s Ghost; John 8S. B.; 
Tom E.; Admiral and Old Maid; Wrotham; Ottie and Lucy; Cider Eye; Sybil 
G.; Linda P. ; Jam Jaw; Cavendish ; Alte Volo. 

_Cuapaps No. 2.— Weatherwise. Correct solution from Happy Thema; Caven- 
dish; Jam Jaw; Wrotham; Ottie and Lucy; Cider Eye; Sybil Grey; Linda P. ; 
Admiral and O. M.; Tom E.; John 8. B.; Ruby’s Ghost. 

Resus—Paper.—Correct solution from Urmston; Ruby's Ghost; John S. B.; 
Tom E.; Cider Eye; Admiral and O. M.; Linda P.; Sybil G.; Ottie and L.; 
Wrotham; Jam Jaw; Cavendish; Alte Volo; Happy Tiema. 

Entema, Ring, and Lococripne, Manna.—Correct solution from Johannes, 
Oxon; Alte Volo; Cavendish; Jam Jaw; Wrotham; Ottie and L.; Cider Eye; 
Sybil G.; Linda P.; Admiral and O. M.; Tom E.; John S. B.; Ruby’s Ghost; 
Happy Thema. 


Warrior, Oriole, Russ, 





IN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OB MADE TO MEASURE. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 


te ss Sse easiesenenpenennenndesenepcecemesinneeeetetiesesspsppo sees ieee ersten 
Prenwd 0) JUDL &@ GLAso, Piuuuis Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and published (for the Preprietor) st 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: Dsc: mpm 29, Ito. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 95. 


SmvcerEty I pity that poor Mr. Gtryn, 

Who forty of these men will have to get in 

To the House, when they’re off to each distant address, 
Not dreaming of town in the Christmas recess. 

Not much of my second they’ll get when they’ ve curst 
The trouble and bother of being my first. 


1.—A lover with words of devotion 
His lady-love praised, and for this 
Did she, I oft have a notion, 
Reward his fair rhymes with a kiss? 


2.—The rocks above the ocean frown’d 
And oft gave back a curious sound ; 
The same thing heard I when I stood 
Deep in the bosom of a wood. 


3.—I heard it when I was a child, 
And, oh! how horridly it riled ; 
And now I’m often vex’d to know 
Its pointed, as in years ago. 


4,—In eighteen and six 
This man in a fix, 
Most angry did feel, 
We know with “ Achille,” 
When taken away, 
From Dresden one day. 


5.—He stopped, took a pull at the porter, 
is conduct was sadly amiss, 
We know that the lad “didn’t oughter,”’ 
For surely his mission was this. 


6.—A place we know with breezes cold, 
In Hyperborean regions old. 

7.— With myrtle, with laurel and roses, 

She crowned thee, her king she would call 
Poor me, while she gave me sweet posies 
And yet it was this after all. 

Sotution or Acrostic No. 93.—Election, Petition: 
Escarp, Lemonade, Everest, Chili, Tract, Ichthyophagi, 
Orinoco, Noon. 

Connect SoLuTions or Acrostic No. 93, RECEIVED 22nd Dec :— 
Ruby’s Ghost ; D. E. H ; Knockalla; F. W.S.; K.0O.; Clara 
and ; 8.0. Y.; Pim; H. and M.; Old Maid; Linda 
Princess; 8. R.A.; P.L.A.T.; Sapo Carbonis; Jack solved it; 
A Defuncted Tom Cat. 





A Man or Cotovurn.—J. W. M. Turner. 








HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 

Ty a new and pretty house, but one which has a certain general 
resemblance in its decorations to the Alhambra, Mr. Houuinesueap, 
the manager of the Gaiety, has been unable altogether to shake himself 
free from old associations. By a too liberal admixture of the ballet 
and “‘ mysterious fiddlers ’’—no mystery to habitués of the music hall 
—he in no slight degree endangered the success of the burlesque of 
Robert the Devil, which was, to judge from the expenditure lavished on 
it, intended for the principal piece of the evening. The scenery and 

resses were picturesque and gorgeous—though in the case of the 
latter, Mn. HotiincsHEAD’s Alhambresque reminiscences, coupled with 
Mz. Atrrep Tuompson’s French proclivities, did not give too much 
work to the costumier, and still less exercise to the imagination. We 
may note particularly that the—shall we call it dress? of the principal 
danseuse was so extremely sketchy that a few years back—ere the 
introduction of the Cancan had expanded British tolerance—it would 
have been publicly condemned. The gallery did indeed appear to 
express its disapprobation of these shortcomings in costume, but had that 
more respectable portion of the audience enjoyed the opportunities of 
observation afforded by the stalls the disapproval would, we think, have 
more decided. We regret to have to makesuch a complaint, and 

to have to deprecate the sacrificing of the action of a well-written 
burlesque to music-hall fooling, at the opening of a theatre conducted 
'Y &@ gentleman whose long connection with literature ,and wide expe- 
rience of the stage led us to expect better things. Of the burlesque we 
need only to say it was smart and telling, with well-selected music, while 
the scene in the Chamber of Horrors was genuinely funny and fresh. 
The performances commenced with The Two Harlequins, an adaptation 
from the French, in which a clever actress and a clever actor, Miss 
8kBy and Mr. Lyaut, had to contend with unsingable words and 
dull dialogue, and did so very successfully. Another adaptation fol- 
lowed—entitled, On the Cards, and affording Mr. Atrrep WicaANn 








160 


REG’LAR DONE-UP. 


Bacchanal :—“ Facr 1s, I’vE BREN LEADIN’ TOO REG’LAR A LIFS LATELY.” 

Reproachful Friend :—“Too REGULAR !”’ 

Bacchanal :—“ Fact,—A DEAL TOO REG’LAR. BEEN ON THE SPREE REG’LAR 
EVERY DAY.” 





ample scope for the development of the character of a Frenchman, with 
a daughter and broken English,—a character in which he has not 
seldom appealed to the British public. The story is interesting and 
the dialogue smart, the second act ending particularly well; while the 
third winds up abruptly and not very conclusively. Miss Rosertson 
and Miss Farren divided with Mr. Wican the honours won “on the 
cards.” It was owing to the exertions of the latter lady also—now 
one of our best burlesque actresses—that the interest of Robert the Devil 
was sustained in despite of the interludes and excrescences which 
checked its action. There are many things to be altered both before 
and behind the curtain ere we can pronounce the Gaiety to be the model 
theatre we hoped it would prove. It is an extremely pretty and com- 
modious house. Of the crowded audience which filled it on the opening 
night every one could see with perfect comfort, and we may without 
hesitation predict for it a prosperous career, if only because it seems 
to secure the support of the tribe which represents, if not intelligence, 
at least wealth. The abolition of all fees is a move in the right 
direction, which the public should assist the management in 
carrying out. 

WE should not be doing our duty if we forgot, now that the pesnere 
have begun, to recommend all parents to take their little folk to the 
Holborn Amphitheatre. Apart from the cleverness, which is great, of 
the various performances, it is a downright treat to see such splendid 
horses as are to be found in the Carrée Trcupe. The four, which 
M. Oscar Carréz puts through their paces at the close, are beautiful 
creatures, and their training is marvellous. Mr. Samwei’s dogs 
divide the honours with their four-footed fellow-actors. The clown 
dog is twenty times funnier than any of the two-legged clowns, and 
he seems to enjoy the humour of the tricks thoroughly. If any little 
boy or girl goes back to school after Christmas without having been 
taken to the circus, he or she will have full and sufficient grounds for 
an action for cruelty and neglect. 
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| for Ever” are in their way, but they are so very short that 
| seem jerky disjointed. “A Round of Dinners” Sten aoe 


“Anne Hereford 
| again. 
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OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


ae 
rp. Y respected friend, the musical critic of the 
“_ a 
. 


Science Gossip is interesting this month. There’s a capital paper 
in it describing the parasite of the slug; an almost invisible insect, 
that has retractile claws, worked with the same muscles and on the 
same principle as those of the lion! The Naturalists’ Note Book 
also contains some curious articles that will well repay perusal. 

Tur Gardener's Magazine has the beginning of what promises to be a 
valuable series—an article on winter-flowering plants for the conser- 
vatory. Le Follet gives us the winter fashions, which are not very 
striking this time. 

I nave received two almanacks—each excellent in its way. The 
first is the daintily perfumed little pocketpiece of Mr. Riamet, with 
pictures of the sports of various nations, by Jutes Cuerer. The 
second is a SHAKESPEREAN Almanac, with a well-selected quotation 
from the bard for every day. 

Tue Elizabethan, the Ipswich school magazine, is to the fore this 
month just before the Christmas holidays. It contains some good 
versification in “ Frithjof’s Temptation,” with which no fault could be 
found if the writer had given usrhyme for the ear only, avoiding those 

itfalls for young beginners, which are called ‘‘rhymes for the eye,” 
but are in reality no rhymes at all, “A Mythological Acting Charade’”’ 
is not without merit, but its author has modelled it on the lines of the 
worst instead of the best burlesques, and consequently we have some 
dire coekney rhymes, and not a few lines with, in some cases more, in 
others less, feet than the metre requires. The parodies are clever. A 
paper “On the Educational and Political Rights of Women’”’ is 
amusing reading, if only because it tickles one to see how solemnly 
the lads sit in judgment on the ladies. 

I nave had another copy of Rocuserort’s Lanterne, but I cannot say 
I care much for it. It seems to me anything but brilliant—the oil is 
inferior, and the result is more splutter than sparkle. If the French 
police had not foolishly attempted to trim it, nobody would have taken 
notice of the feeble “ glim.” 

















































Sunday Times, fell foul of me rather violently 

a little time since—as I thought at the time 
en somewhat unnecessarily. But I see now that 
ea hedid not quite mean all he said, when hethrew 
. suppressio veri and suggestto falsi at me with 
such fury. The other day, in an article on 
Christmas music, he pitched into something 
which he called the Directorum <Anglicorum, 
proving that he evidently was not fully aware of the force of the 
Roman, or I should say Latin, candles he discharged at me. He is so 
sound, except om one pcint (I don’t mean his Latin), that Iam glad to 
make this discovery ; for I agree with my Sunday Times as a rule,— 
bar the letters of a Mr. Somebody, junior, who seems to be 
employed by the Liberals to brimg the Conservative cause into 
eontempt. * 

Tux Stereoseopic Company, indefatigable as ever, issue a new batch 
of Christmas toys this year. Electricity is the bondservant set to 
amuse young —_ this time, but as the electricity is generated by the 
friction of a glass rod, I am inclined, after due experiment, to describe 
the entertainment as one that makes a pleasure of a toil. There are a 
number of small iments connected with the “electric wand” of 
which the ieeinging one appears to be the easiest to compass, while 
one or two I have not, despite full directions, been able to carry out. 
Some parlour fireworks brought out by the same company are infinitely 
easier to and indubitably more effective. A photographic 
purzle—“ how to take two from thirteen, and leave twelve,” or some- 
thing of that sort—is clever, and as it tends to the confusion of 
arithmetic, which I never could master, is hailed by me with profound 

leasure. 

" Onz would almost be inclined to think that it would be impossible to 
invent a novelty in photography. But there is something new never- 
theless: Mm. Warxer, of Margaret-street, has just publi an 
“opera box” series of cartes de visite ; an arrangement that has much 


_ 











OLD YEAR AND NEW YEAR. 


wm HE world rolls on carcer- 





to recommend it. It gives wide scope for natura) and easy posing, ing 

admits of good grouping—and last not least, affords ladies the excuse} Wee _ 5-2 7 Baa nN. CO Adown Time’s end- 

for an evening toilette, which certainly makes better pictures than ee less range, 

walking costume, The cynics tell us, 
sneering, 


In the St. James's Christmas Box—published far too late for earlier 
notice—there is one excellent story, “Told by our Retriever,”’ which I, 


| having many firm friends among dogs, whose criticism I have a regard we change. 
for, can yet thoroughly recommend. ‘“ Forewarned, Forearmed,’’ is I hold (the faith’s a 
good too; but I really cannot see why Christmas numbers should be bold one) 
so very much haunted by ghosts—there are at least half-a-dozen in We keep what’s good 
this. ‘“‘A Real Ghost Story’’ will be found infinitely better told by and true : 
“Siles Seer”’ in a letter to Gideon Shaddoe—the late Mr. Bropsznip, The bad goes with the 
the police magistrate—in his contributions to Hood’s Magazine, Volume old one— 
Two. The editor—if not the author of the “ Doctor's Ghost Story ”— So let us hail the 
should have been aware that the picture of the duel, in which the New. 
Pierrot of a bad masgué is left dying age uerading adversary, is 
a French work, not SoLomon’s: wi painted, however, a kindred Through trifles may 
work, “ Drowned, drowned.” The illustrations are still capable of unduly 
verment. At times our friend- 
ships chill ; 


the St. James's we have good instalments of “A Life's Assize,”’ 
and “ Hirell,” besides an amusing chapter of “ Bisset’s Youth.” I 
hope the so-called satirical novel “ Cut down Like Grass” will be cut 
down pretty shortly. Satire—especially such satire as this—is not 


Who loved us last year 
truly, : 
Will love us this 


improved by being spun out. The other contents of the magazine are ear still. 

saiiieal ! an improvement on the ding of former A fendly grasp, no 

numbers. Ican t say I think much of a sort of political — entitled cold one, 

“ The Coming Strife,” it is dull, as well as out-of-place. is a pity Will break all bar- 
riers through ; 


that the magazine should thus twice violate the canons of good taste— 
in the quiz of “Cometh up Like a Flower,” and this political squib. 
pa the pleasant little record, “Surly as a Bear,” does not quite atone 


And friends dear in the old one 
Are dearer in the new. 


Tus second number of The London contains two or three excellent The New Year brings no terrors— 
short stories— Mx. Parorave Simpson's “ Frozen-In,” “The House- The Old heed ne hed debt, 
keeper,” and “A Majority of Two.” ‘The Great French Revolu- The fruit of bygone errors 

tion”’ is so great an imitation of Carlylese that it would have been Is wisdom—not regret, 


Your maxim be the gold one— 
Give every year its due, 

A step be every old one— 
A higher step the New ! 


ele 


The illustration to the Argosy is better than usual, h the A Screw—of Tobacco, 
subject is a ghastly one, and is not the corpse a most enormous THe New York drivers reward any extra exertions on the part of 
ough, perhaps, that is meant for the result of a long illness? their horses with a mouthful of tobacco; and the animals enjoy it, for 
other picture is guite unworthy of the yee I am not nor despite the saying that dog will not eat dog, screw will chew screw. 
is done, and Iam glad Jonyny Lep.ow is The drivers allege as a reason for thus baccying their nags that it 1s 
only fair the horses should receive a guid pro guo-druped. 


better for its author to go half a step further and boldly describe it as 
a parody of the Chelsea philosopher. ‘“ Hop-picking” and “ Beautiful 


before—and oh, how much better! “Christmas Among the New 
Zealanders” is amusi 








That with the years | 
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AN AUTOGRAPH HUNTER. 


Ir is well known in literary and artistic circles that the late 
lamented Horatio Horsrtercu, Esqa., left behind him a valuable 
collection of autograph letters. This intellectual treasure will shortly 
be put up to public auction. Although Mr. H. was not personally a 
proficient in any branch of art, he entertained the highest admiration 
for celebrities of every kind, and carried on a persevering correspon- 

| dence with numerous individuals known to fame. ‘The letters forming 
| this collection are addressed in every case to Mr. Horseieecu himself. 
| The innocent pride that he derived from their possession will be 
remembered and respected by all who knew and loved the deceased 
gentleman. We are permitted by his executors to publish the follow- 
ing specimens :— 

Haymarket Theatre, Wednesday Night. 

Sir,—The approbation of strangers will ever be a powerful incen- 
tive to the conscientious comedian. Your generous and beautifully 
expressed appreciation of my performance in Box and Cox touches me 
deeply. Need I say that your kind letter will be transmitted as an 
heirloom to my children and my children’s children ? 

You have alluded casually to a couple of stalls for Friday evening. 
It is with a sorrow bordering on despair that I have discovered, from 
a mipute scrutiny at the box-oftice, that our stalls are engaged for the 
next six months. Your obedient servant, 

J. B. Bucksrons. 





H. Horse.eecn, Esa. 


| Pig and Whistle, May 10. 

| Honnerep Srr,—Most happy to introjuice you to Chicken any day 
_ and where you like. Right you are, the fight was downzite sold. 

| Yours to command, 

| PoRKY JENKINS. 








Mr. Cuartzes Dickens presents his compliments to Horatio Horsz- 
LEECH, Esq., and begs to express his regret that the salute of that 
gentleman should have passed unnoticed. Mr. Dickens vaguely 
remembers observing a stranger standing bare-headed at the corner of 
Wellington-street yesterday morning, but attributed the attitude en- 
tirely to the heat of the weather. 


All the Year Round Office, Aug. 21st. 





Blackheath, Nov. 5th. 


Srr,—It is a waste of time to attach conditions to your vote and 
interest for Westminster until I have solicited them. You are mis- 
informed on the subject of my political principles; I am not, as you 
tersely express it, “an out and out Conservative.” 

Yours obediently, 


H. Horszxzecu, Esa. J.S. Mixx. 


Hard to Please. 


Ir it be true that the Irish are discontented because they are not 
amused, and that, like the Spaniards, with their cry of “pan y toros,” 
they need not only bread but dul/s, the Irish Times deserves credit for 

| = following attempt to supply their wants with one bull at any 
rate :— 


WANTED, a smart and intelligent Dookkeeper and Cashier in an establishment; 

the situation being of trust must have unexceptional character and good 
securiety ; terms £65 a year, payable weekly; age must be over 40 and not under 
25; must be sober and steady. Apply with real name and address, G., &c. 

_ Why the situation, because it is one of trust, must have an unexcep- 
tionable character and good “ securiety’’—luliety !—we cannot pretend 
| toexplain. But we would ask the new Premier who has been called 

to power, in order to pacify our discontented Irish neighbours, what 
| Chance he sees of satisfying a nation whose demands are of such an 
_ @xacting nature as that exemplified in our quotation. It seems when 
Trish people advertise for a man whose age must be over 40, they are 
Rot satisfied unless it is also not under 25. 


A KITCHEN CATCH. 
Wuen the jack turns 
Then the meat burns— 
But gradually, very! 
When the jack stops 
It frizzles and pops, 
And one side gets black as a berry. 





One for his Knob. 





A MYSTIC RITE. 


Ix days of old, when Druids made 
Their churches of gigantic stones, 
Concocted barrows with a spade 
And filled them with their mouldy bones. 
They veneration-bumps immense 
Exhibited, as you may know; 
But even priests made reverence 
To parasitic mistletoe! 


Despite the ravages of time 
A superstitious rite or joke 
Is still kept up by willow, lime, 
Thorn, elm, fir, apple-tree, or oak. 
For never does old Winter come 
And holly-berries make a show, 
But trees accommodate with home 
The parasitic mistletoe! 


No plant that ever grew can boast 
One-half the usefulness of this ; 

Around it birds in horror coast, 
And maids in terror of a kiss. 

Its juice for flightiness we’re taught 
Can potent remedy bestow, 

For birds as well as girls are caught 
By parasitic mistletoe! 


And even in these modern days 
In which the so-called critics shy 
At girls, and Christmas books and plays, 
The rite is far too old to die. 
There’s not a man who will not t 
His faith beneath the plant, to ew 
No girl unkissed but will not sigh 
For parasitic mistletoe ! 





—_—— 


Short Commons. 


Ir has often been the subject of complaint, that the House of 
Commons ia too small to seat the whole of the members. This diffi- 
culty admits of a partial remedy, by “pairing” off the members of 
those counties and boroughs which have returned a Conservative and 
a Liberal. "Where four members are returned, and one of them is a 
Conservative (as in the City of London) this one would balance one of 
the Liberals, and two only wouldsit. These neutral constituencies are, 
in fact, nonentities in Parlaiment, and, having elected not to be repre- 
sented, their members are useless cumberers of the benches. The seats 
saved by adopting this plan will be upwards of one hundred in number. 
The members thus liberated from active duties in the House may still 
use it as a club, as some compensation for the expense of election. 
Billiard rooms will be added to the present accommodation, thus 
rendering it equal in convenience to any other West-end club. The 
letters M.P. attixed to the names of these unseated members, are to be 
considered as meaning Must Pair. 


Justice BYLES—and no Wonder. 


Ar the conclusion of a trial at the late Warwickshire Winter 
Assizes the learned judge remarked :— 

‘‘] cannot but think, now the case is over, that bares and rabbits are not the 
sort of property that policemen ought to be employed to take care of.’’ 
Fun cordially endorses Mr. Justice Byixs’s words, and has no 
hesitation in adding that our police force might be far better occupied 
than in their favourite practice of hunting up cold rabbit-pie. 





Drawing Him Out. 


PATERPAMILIAS declines to part with a single shilling for either of 
the annual Art Union ballots. He argues, with some show of reason, 
that his Christmas bills afford him more than sufficient amusement in 


the way of an “annual drawing.” 


‘‘ Trop de zele.” 


In many instances political enthusiasm ran far teo high at the late 
lesitanebeban heads and windows testifying that the “free and 
independent ”’ left no stone unturned. 


A Stout Ally. 
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THE PROPERTY MAN’S DREAM. 


Gay Boxing Night was over—the pantomime was past, 
And on the Transformation Scene the curtain fell at last. 
The empty theatre was prey to darkness and to dreariness 
When the Property Man 
At last began 
To realise his weariness. 
Day after day—week after week, 
e’er tiring he, nor fainting, 
Strip after strip, streak after streak, 
asks modelling was and painting ; 
Until perpetual pantomime his very dreams was tainting. 


And now, when the curtain is down, 
And Columbine homeward has sped 
And is soon fast asleep in her bed, 

= Harlequin, senieee wee 

re at supper perhaps at the Crown, 
Or the Albion—whiche’er they may choose 
Of the houses that “ play-actors’’ use ; 
The Property Man 
As fast as he can 
Hurries home—for the Pantomime’s past 
And the time come for sleeping at last. 


Oh, the people who laughed at the masks, 
Of the pantomime soldiers, whose tasks 
Were to strut in big breastplates and casques 
And drink out of flagons and flasks— 

Of the pantomime servants, whose fates 
Were to hand est pebiete and plates, 

And be hit very on the pates, 

The beholders of this “ com‘c business " 


[January 2, 1849. 





At length he has earned his rest— 
But no sooner the pillow has prest 
Than his troubles all seem 
To appear in a dream— 
There are demons again to be drest, 
Dragons in want of a crest, 
Bumpkins in need of a vest ; 
Courtiers, who loudly protest, 
Their masks must be all of the best, 
With a star on each nobleman’s breast, 
And a goblet for each jolly guest, 
With many a prayer and request, 
To suggest 
Which, I’m blest 
If I musn’t bespeak 
The best part of a week— 
And that, ’tis confest 
Would be rather a pest, 
By which, my good friends, you'd be sadly deprest. 


Above you may scan 
A sort of a plan 
Of the Boxing Night Dream of the Property Man. 
Giants immensified, demons intensified, birds, beasts, and 
fishes most un-common-sensified ; 
Dragons all nailified, scalified, tailified, 
Fairies all starified, sparified, carified, | 
Princes all girlified, curlified, twirlified, 
People all big-headed, 
Monarchs all pig-headed, 
Soldiers undrillable, 
Bogies unkillable— 
Such are the visions distracting and dread, 
That the Property Man 
Is fated to scan, 
When, Boxing Night over, he turns into bed, 
And the Pantomime pageant still runs in his head! 





Fee en eee 
istmas Great Free at WINDSOR CAsTLE.—Don’t be alarmed, it was merely to 
Has ne’er been to bed for a night! roast the Christmas Baron of Beef. 





| 
} 
} 


| characters in it, as actually brought together—is truthfal and lifelike 
| enough. The individuality of the characters is marked, in some cases 


| which, combined with great force in the writing, makes the book a 
_ genuine treat—and an uncommon one. For the ordinary novel-reader 


| matter where found, it will be “caviare” in a better sense. 


—_ 
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LOOKS INTO BOOKS. 


Every Day, a Story of Common Life [Provost AnD Co.) is decidedly 
neither everyday work nora story of common life. It is not, moreover, 
a novel, but it 1s a narrative, which,—given the various possible 


showing something like sketching fromlife ; it istheir juxtaposition in the 
limited sphere of the plot, which injures the eraisemblance. There is 
much excellent writing—and, perhaps, too much of the result of deep 
reading—in the work. Its people are too clever, too well informed for 
“everyday” life: yet there is a touch of nature in it throughout, 


it will be “caviare”’ in Hamuzt's sense, but to the reader blest with 
intelligence, refinement, and a catholic taste for what is good, no 


With the Tide (HoppER AND StovexTon) is not the best thing that 
“Si Daryl”’ has written, but it isamusing enough for the juvenile 
public, whose tastes it is intended to suit. We could wish it better 
illustrations, if only for the sake of the delicious little dedication, 
which will influence all readers in its favour. 

In Stories from Germany (HoppEr anp StoucutTon) we have a couple 
of tales that have not suffered very much in the translation apparently. 
At any rate, they will amuse the not too critical juvenile circle, to whose 
hands it may be safely entrusted. We could wish that a firm which 
is evidently making books for the young a specialty would remember 
how important it is that a child’s eye should be educated on good art. 
The illustrations to this work, as to others we have noticed, are v 
far from good, and appear to be turned out cheaply both as ath 
draughtsman and engraver. ‘These remarks apply also to Queer Dis- 
courses on Queer Proverbs (same publishers), the telling cover of which 
raises expectations that are disappointed when we turn to the pictures. 
The literary matter is very unequal, some of the stories being capital, 
while others might have been left to repose in the pages of Merry and 
Wise without being much missed. 

Otp Merry’s Fireside Chats with the Youngsters is a book that is cer- 
tainly harmless. If it does the youngsters no good, atany rate it won't 
injure them, which is something to say in these days. ‘The only ques- 
tion in our mind is whether, in attempting to bring himself down to the 
juvenile level, the author has not overshot his mark, and gone a trifle 
below it. In that case he will amuse his young readers from a less 
dignified standpoint than he intends. 


Chemistry for the Million. 


Ir cannot be too widely known that a solution of tungstate of soda 
will render textile fabrics incombustible—should the tongue’s state be 
at all heated, or, to use a technical phrase, “hotcoppery,” soda and 
brandy may be substituted with advantage. 





Levelling up. 
Ursuor’s business frequently necessitates his crossing the Channel. 
He piteously complains that he has often read of “the level of the 
sea,” but has never yet been fortunate enough to experience it. 





Sad Accident, 


Tue children of the rich have their sufferings alike with the children 
of the poor. Only the other day it was our lot to hear that a fine 
little “two-year-old,” his parents’ pride and first-born, had his nose 
put out of joint. 


NO ROSE WITHOUT A THORN. 


Even the festive season has its drawbacks,—show us the housewife 
who can produce Christmas puddings without “ hot coppers.” 





A RARE TREAT FOR PEDESTRIANS. 
Warcuinc—and helping—the “run of the teeth” at a “ poor 
children’s dinner.” 
PENNY WISE—POUND FOOLISH. 


It’s easy enough to send a sov. flying—easier, and far more pro- 
fitable, to aid “a tte reading.” 





WARRANTED NoT TO SHRINK.—Our soldiers’ coats (when facing an 
enemy.) 

AN unurxep Goop.—That little nip of eau-de-vie after the Christ- 
mas Turkey. 

Tusre’s many a True Worp Sroxen 1x Jest.—Diet for the Hippo- 
phagist.— Hot-s’oss-ages. 


THE POLITEST OF NATIONS! 


Parts fashions to puff people can't say enough 
Its idioms, its ikeunk, ad its A A a 
And people who chance to have visited France 
Are eternally singing its praises. 
Wherever we go, as all travellers know, 
We are met by the same observations, 
We are constantly told by the young and the old 
That it’s much the politest of nations, 
By far the politest of nations, 
Most courteous and civil of nations, 
Though Britons we be, we are bound to agree 
That it’s much the politest of nations! 


Though it’s true beyond doubt that they shove you about 
With an unceremonious behavement, 
And ladies they meet in a narrowish street 
They will w right off of the pavement. 
Though conduct like this, touchy men take amiss, 
As a blot on their civilizations, 
Yet only think how they will chatter and bow— 
It’s by chalka, the politest of nations— 
By chalks the politest of nations, &c. 


Though they fight with ill grace for a popular place 
At a theatre or concert or races, 

Though rollicking blades sneer at blighted old maids, 
And puff bad cigars in their 

Though they cover with shame any elderly dame, 

ie — en 
ow they twist and they twirl to a pretty young girl! 
It’s by far the politest of nations, _ 

By far the politest of nations, &c, 


Though the dresses they wear I'd be sorry, I swear, 
To see on my wife or my daughter— 
Though they rouge themselves fair, and don’t comb out 
their hair, 
And are n—not over partial to water— 
Though untidy by day in a slipsloppy way, 
And scorning all kinds of lavations, 
Yet it must be confessed that when—wwhen they are dressed, 
They do look the politest of nations, 
By far the politest of nations, &c, 





Answers to Correspondents. 


[ Weeannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 

A PRINTER'S Devit.—We de-deuce from the specimens you send—to 
judge ex P.D. Herclem—that your wit very properly belongs to the 
‘*inferior’’ regions. 

GLoves.—None of your “ kid’’—if we may be pardoned the slang. 

R. O. (Liverpoo]) is an Ar-row that has missed the mark. 

J. P. T. (Holloway).—We fail to see your object—if you had ary. 

A CORRESPONDENT, who says his nom de pium is Nonnullus must be 
labouring under a mistake. ‘There is no plum ofthat mame. Besides his 
joke is a plum that was fresh long sgo—he must have bottled it. __ 

OBsERVER.— Yes, perhaps :—but your range of observation is limited. 

H. W. A. (Liverpool).—We would gladly “ find a corner’’ for your bon 
mot in Fun—if we knew of a corner in which our readers are not likely to 


ook. 

A. T. (Turnham Green) has been anticipated. 

G. B. (Dover-street).—A worn-out idea—and (d)over-done. 

SnaPp.—We do not consider parodies of biblical subjects fit cartcons for a 
comic paper. ; ; 

GiLBEkt (Bristol).—The joke ought to have “raised a laugh in your 
domestic circle’’ some time since as it appeared in Fun ang oot 

Gas Tar.—What gestarly jokes! Such “ Blue Billy enough to 
turn one blue bilious. 

Sxy Bivs.—Not so milk and watery as we expected after all! And real 
milk too—for there’s not @ suspicion of calf’s brains even about the com- 

und! 

Ps. B. H. (Norwich).—If it be too much trouble for you to read our regu- 
lations, it is too much trouble for us to comply with your modest request. 

J.D. K. (Cheltenham).—See answer above. 

Declined with thanks :—S. E., Hackney; Winking, V.; E. L., Glasgow; 
T. Somersault House; H. A. F., |Northumberland-street ; A. W., Wandr- 
worth ; M. A. H. N., Kennington-road; C. M., Lower Clapton; E. U. V., 
Torquay ; Cad ; Jonathan; H. P.; A. M. B.; J. 8. R., Argyll-equare ; 
Observer; W. L., Lenden-rees 5 ieee! Larrinaie ceed J. B.; : B., 
Paignton; K.; Al afgow; ess; Nil Desperandum ; 8. D., 
Sori 6 Wells; . G., Liv 1; F. M. D., Dower; V. J. J. H., Oxford- 
., New Cross; Blow up. 
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street; C. P., Dublin; Q. T. 
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Furious Old Boy ;—“ You'’RE AN IMPERTINENT FELLOW! I'LL TAKE YOUR NUMBER, SIR !”’ 

Cabby :—‘‘ No, YER WON’T—DON’T GET A-IRRITATIN’ 0’ YOURSELF!” 

F. O. B. :—“ Nor Taxes your NuMBER P—nut I say I wit, siz!” 

Cabby ( pleasantly) :—“‘ No, xER won’Tt. I MBANS TO KEEP IT MYSELF—BUT YE MAY COPY IT IP YE LIKE!” 


Break—Break—Break! What, oh! Watteau! 
be he : . ° . We fear that the following item touching Parisian fashions will not 
Aw enthusiastic bard in s contemporary sings in the following | p,oyo go interesting as we onl wish to our fair readers :— 


strain :— 
The ‘* Pelissier”’ silk is not only of the richest quality, but its wear is un- 


THE SOUNDS OF LABOUR. equalled. The dresses are made 2 /a Watteau, both short and long, and some 
T love the sound of the woodman’s axe have rich velvet Watteau jackets, or rather mantles of the same hue. 
pf oe eh +e threshing-floor, In the simplicity of our heart we should have imagined that 
Ere the morning has fairly broke; __ “ Pelissier ” silks would have made up best in pelisses—(where’s the 
te chou Le of Go Pamter's whip, police ?)—and as for the style being “‘ a Ja Watteau,” why Watteau’d, 
pine ieee ce ees ee eee field, or, Anglicé, watered silks are anything but a rarity even in this 
As I pass down the old green lane. uncivilized community. 
For ow te how thought and toil combined 
Can Creation’s 
Aad multiply the wondrous gifts The Eastern Question. 
Spoue em SAR. Our cook says that nobody need be surprised at the threatened war 


Our poet does not get off his Pegasus until he has given us his | in the East, for at this time of the year nothing is more common than 
* sounds of labour ” for two more verses. We wonder whether it has | for Turkey to find itself in a broil with Grease. 
ever happened to him, after lying awake all night on a sick-bed, to 


have a fellow come at five in the morning and in to break | ;-,, ; 
stones just under his bed onelein os if he has not, and NOTICE.—On Wednesday, January the 13th, will appear, 


will just run down and stay with us a day or two we can accommodate THE PANTOMIME NUMBER OF FUN. 
him. Sizteen pages, profusely illustrated. Price One Penny. 


OVER COATS, 21s. 1 683s. 


IN STOOK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 5°, LuDGaTH HILL. 


LLL LL ut NN 
Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phamix Works, St. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and published (for the Breprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—Londom: January 2, 1869. 








January 9, 1869.] 


CONSEQUENCES. 


TuouGcH Time drops moments from his wings, 
And we in ages find them, 
We little think what little things 
Bring greater things behind them. 
Some little speech, o1 iittle act, 
Thoxght witty or delightful, 
Leads atterwards to what, in fact, 
Are consequences frightful. 


At joke or laugh, a sigh or groan, 
Administered unduly, 
Friendships you thought secure have flown, 
And e’en Love’s flame burnt bluely. 
Some unintentional neglect 
The oldest bonds may sever ; 
Yet we, apparently, expect 
Such consequences never. 


A very little weakness too 
May grow to great dimensions, 

If frequently allow'd by you 
To influence intentions. 

Her thread around you Fate will spin 
So gently that your senses 

Scarce heed your acts, till you begin 
To feel their consequences ! 


’Tis true, as I have said above, 
That, lawful or unlawful, 
Small things will lead, like Hate and Love, 
To consequences awful. 
Life gives you this experience— 
With face, or form, or carriage, 
You fall in love—goodbye to sense ! 
The consequence is—Marriace. 


CHRISTMAS RECOLLECTIONS. 


Tux children’s smile 

Would fain beguile, 
Their laughter may amuse, 

As they are pleased, 

With laughter seized, 
To smile I can’t refuse. 

Yes, their delight 

To Christmas night 
But adds for me a new barb, 

Who, to finish up 

The night, must sup 
On black draught, blue pill, and rhubarb. 


A VERY PERPLEXING CASE. 


TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 


Sirz,—Will you kindly give my friend Copcgsy a place on your staff. 
ae be a boon to society, a benefit to his friends—and besides, he is 
a joker. 

_The fact is, we can’t any of us go out walking with him for fear of 
his jokes. And yet he is as a rule a serious, well-behaved, and respect- 
able youth, the pride of Clapham and the delight of an admiring circle 
—when the joke is not too many for him. 

Allow me to explain. A few instances will more than suffice. 

A week ago we were walking down Garrick-street, Covent-garden, 

iscussing the bountifulness of nature and the price of pineapples, as 
displayed in the latter locality, when he suddenly grasped my arm, 
and pointing to the superscription over a shop, dragged me into its 
interior. A polite youth behind the counter at once attended on us. 

. Are you the Stationery Company ?” asked Copczsy. 

Yes, sir,” replied the youth. 

Then if you’re the Stationery Company, how can you expect to get 
on?” asked my friend: and then hastily adding, “Thank you, good 
morning,’”’ he left. 

few days since, while walking down the Brixton-road with 
our esteemed minister, with whom he was conversing on the gravest 
topics, he suddenly turned into a grocer’s shop. Addressing the pro- 
Prietor, he asked politely, ‘‘ Are you Mr. T. Porrs, the grocer?” The 
man replied in the affirmative. ‘ Then,” said our lamented friend, 
with the utmost imperturbability, “ Where does your relative Correz 
Porrs live ?”” and he then left the shop—and our respected minister in 
an awkward position. 

I might multiply instances, sir. Only a week since I made up my 
mind to bring him to you, but we had not got to the end of Fetter- 
lane, coming from Holborn, ere he led me unexpectedly into a shop, 
which bore in its window an announcement that maps and surveys 


ater 


ee . 


A DUCK AN AQUATIC BIRD. 


Neue thinks, as hats made of sea-birds are the fashion, that the modest 
puffin would be a striking and elegant style of head-dress. 


“ Are you Mr. Daw,’ asked my friend of the 
‘* No, sir,” was the reply, “he is out just now.” 
‘*‘ No matter,” said C. ‘‘ Will you ask him if he draws his maps with 
crow quills—or Daw quills. I'll call again for the answer.” 

Please, sir, you must do something for us! 


Your obedient servant, 
DANIEL Durrsr. 


[We have examined this painful and perplexing case. The patient 
declares he has never seen a burlesque in his life, but that his grand- 
mother once went at halfprice to see a pantomime. We are undecided 
whether we should pass him over to Mu. Frank Buckianp, whose 
acquaintance with the habits of extraordinary animals will no doubt 
throw some light on his eccentricities ; or should order his friends to 
start a new comic or satiric journal for him.—Ed. Fun.) 


were drawn there. 
person in the shop. 


FARE WELL! 


You bade me farewell when we parted— 

We parted for years—yes, perhaps ; 

But I Soca you were too constant-hearted 
To distribute your smiles among—chaps. 

I conceived your farewell had some pain to 1t— 

Was not bucketed, having a chain to it. 


You bade me farewell when we parted— 
We parted for years: had I known 
You’d have married soon after I started, 

Ere going, I’d made you mine own. — 
Your farewell! 1'd not trusted in sooth in it, 
But I thought it the fair well with truth in it. 


Op Blunderdore.—“ Brown Bess.”’ 
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OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


en iene 


H 
oy have beem im league with the snobs who de- 
nounced g connected with Christ- 


mas—aend it has been quite as unhealthy. 

In proper Christmas weather, just as birdsand 

beasts need fat as an adjunct of their food,the 

mind wants a certain oiliness and jollit 

, which the season affords, but against w. 

the Pall Mallites and ethers of their kidney 
— dees not heart, to judge from its productions—have been pro- 
testing. e have had summery weather, and as a consequence sick- 
ness is rife. The big barom of prize-beef promised at Crosby Hall fell 
a victim to the general mildmess—but its absemce was atoned for by 
another baron, which proved thet the sweeping tide of democracy has 
not as yet sapped the foundations of the peerage. I wonder—as we 
have had a reguiar Ametralian Christmas—whether our Antipodes 
have had a slice of our wemal! ; 

Br Jove !—kind readexs will moms the infimafion, and pardon the 
exclemation—here is a magagiwe! I have received it “in bulk’’ five 
numbers at a batch, but it iseutamd away, thefreshest and best readin 
of the magazine sort I have met with for some time. What is it, 
where does it come from? ‘Well, it is the Overland Monthiy, and it 
dates from San Francisco, and the gold seems to have got into i 
literature. Ihave plunged into the five numbersagain and 
each time have dived upon a pearl. Verse and prose seem good 
and the criticism is ey I only wish some of 
reviews would import the critie and shut him up im s crystal 
they could not keep him in any other way. I don’t always agree 
him, mind; but there's so much truth im whatever he says, 
can’t but take off my hat to him If the 0. X. only gocs on 
begins all I can say is oe those ef my —_ who owe an introdnc- 
tion to it to my mention of it omgh$to be very much obliged to me. 
I may just add that Marx Twasw eomtributes—and good stuff, 
not the sweepings of his note-books, such as he geems to have sent to 
London magazines. 

Under the Crown, the new Civil Serviee magazine, may thank either 
the printer or the maker of the wrapper-paper for the spoiling of a 
good a oe cover. Its 8 are 
they are done by the graphotype process are simply 
feebled. The magazine would be better without pictures, if it cannot 
do better. A ballad by the veteran Prancué is, however, worth more 
than the price of the first number; and Consut Camsron’s lines 
“From Magdala,” written as they were under circumstances cal- 
culated to put an ordinary writer of vers de société somewhat out, are to 
be read with pleasure. Mr. Gree tells the Civil Service some plain 
truths forcibly, and there are some interesting memories of Byron. 
Mr Pavoraveg had no need, surely, to drag in an address to ‘‘ ALFRED 
Tan» yson”’ as a bush for such poor wine as— 

** Oporto—a macs of white buildings, barring the end of the Douro valley—was 

the only sight before the rocks of Cintra and Lisbon. All around the city lay long, 
sloping hills, dusky and rich with vineyards. The vintage, we thought, must ripen 
to a happy maturity beneath such a breeding heat. But we learn this year will be 
another date of failure.”’ 
And much more of this sort. I am almost inclined to think Mr. 
Cuaries Ross is hampered by his colladorateur ; “ Little France” is 
so inferior to The Pretty Widow. Mr. Tom Taytor on “The Stage ”’ 
will be listened to the more readily because he is speaking chiefly of 
the French » with which his original comedies prove him to be so 
well acquainted. The drift of the article—unless it be to lend a back- 
hander to a brother dramatist, dealt in a note—as to prove that every- 
thing is at fault in an English theatre except the playwright. 

In Tinsley’s this month we have a sprightly beginning of the year. 
+e House of Cards” is thrillingly interesting, and even “ Guy 
Livingstone’’ soars a few inches above mere material grossness. “I'he 
British Playgoer,”’ with its cuts, is capital, and “The Highlands of 
Brazil’’—a notice of Borten’s last book—most readable. There is 
also an appreciative and just notice of Browninco’s last poem. ‘ Eng- 
lish Photographs’ drags its weary length along, and amuses those 

who care to knowwhat an expatriate! American sees of English Life from 
the other side of the area rails—when he doesn't sneak down and geta 
little information ont of the servants. ‘“ Faney Dresses”’ will intercst 
more than the ladies. The verse is not above the average. Of the 
illustrations I am half inclined to think “ Fancy Dresses” the best—but 
ther the wood-engravers have never touched it. 

Tue Anglo- Colonial, though it may not be classed by careless critics 
amorg the “cheap” magazines, is not a dear one, though its price is 
half-a-crown. It comes out with a wrapper that commends itself by 
quietness and solidity—that looks like business. It does not give 
ilustrations—very properly, because if a half-crown magazine gives 
illustrations it ought to give something superlatively good—better 


rity! 
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than can be easily obtained in that way nowadays. Its contents are 
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E Christmas weather we have had seems to 


| 

varied. There isa serial story for those who care for such frivolities, | 
but there are to atone for it, such papers as “a review”’—for so the | 
Anglo-Colonial takes position—should give, with a little light matter | 
and verse for garnish—and all good in its way. Besides its attrac- | 
| 

' 

' 


tions for English readers, it holds forth special inducements for the 
support of a Colonial public, and is likely to obtam such support. 


Tus New Year Annual comes late. Its contents are better than the 
r. Aplain type title would have been better than such poor 


eolour-printing. On the other hand, Talks from Fatryland boasts an 
exterior better than its literary matter, which is a little too shallow for 
its depth, or a little too deep for its shallowness—I don’t know which. 
If it is meant for children, its allusions are to matters beyond the 
comprehension of children. If for old folk, its philosophy is conveyed 
in too childish a form. Its illustrations ere clever, but I regret to see 
one or two old electros from New Year’s Eve served up again—and not 
any the better for being warmed a second time. 


Kettledrum—the new form of Woman’s World—would make a better 


show if the blue in its coloured wrapper were a trifle more decided. I 
could wish, too, that we had something like the old illustrations by 
TownELEy Green instead of the overdone portraits of royalty. The 
literary matter maintains its standard, and the magazine is one which 
Englishwomen should support. It caters for tue intelligent of the 
sex, and discusses higher subjects than tight-lacing, or the best shops 
for the purchase of crinoline. I believe it bas a wide field of useful- 
ness before it, and if it can wean our womankind from the weak—and 
worse than weak—twaddle professedly published for them, it will do 
mach to advance the sex, and assert its position. 


Mx. Cook, who seems determined to out-travel his namesake the 


Captain, issues a Christmas supplement to the Excursionist, in which 
he sketches out several tours for the coming season. It is not the least 
amusing Christmas number I have glanced over those last few weeks 


WOMAN’S GRATITUDE. 


(4 FACE.) 


i underbred society 
(Which I was nurtured in) 
No species of impiety _ 

Is reckoned such a sin— 
No shocking inhumanity 

So lowly to degrade 
(Alas, oh, human vanity !) 

As being badly made. 


Men, absolute iniquity 
With bandiness assess, 
And physical obliquity 
With moral twistiness. 
There, natural deformity 
Or curvature of bone 
Is viewed as an enormity 
No penance can atone. 
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No atom of mortality 
Bore worthier repute, 
For vigorous morality 
Than Mr. Baxer Coote. 
Conspicuous for charity 
And active virtue, too— 
In truth a moral rarity— 
A worthy man, and true. 


But, ah, my friends, unluckily 
His form was strongly warped! 

He bore his sorrow pluckily 
And seldom on it harped. 

At parties, girls, perchance, with him 
Would nothing have to do— 

No maiden cared to dance with him, 
Much less, of course, to woo. 





———— ft etc 
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Too short his legs were thought to be; 
His little back, no doubt, 

Was higher than it ought to be; 
His arms, at times, slipped out. 

One eye adored astronomy 
And bright celestial zones, 

The other (strange economy !) 
Inspected paving stones. 


Misshapon though amazingly 
With inconvenient twirl, 
He dared to mention praisingly 
The bowyer Witson’s girl. 
Grotesque as a barbarian 
(Poor Baker Coors, I mean) 
He dared to love fair Manran, 
The Beauty of Wood-Green. 


Although in form inferior 
He had affections fine— 
A sensitive interior 
Like yours, dear friend, or mine. 
He dared to love the Beautiful, 
The Gracefal, and the Truc, 
The Sensible, the Dutiful, 
The Kind, and Well-to-do. 


But she (poor Coors in talking with, 
She banished all his elaims) 
Preferred to go out walking with 
A well-made person—J ames. 
Poor Cowrs determined pluckily 
To stab that well-made man, 
But incidents unluckily 
Occurred to baulk his plan. 





So Coorr, with strange temerity 
Would gaze on her all day, 
Till James, with much asperity, 
Would bid him go away. 

** Don’t shorten my felicity,” 
Said Bax er in a blaze, 
**The cat of domesticity 
On Royalty may gaze.” 


“Look on yon sky’s concavity, 
The sun, celestial ball, « 
We, spite of our depravity, 
May love and worship all ! 
The moon shines brightly—beamingly— 
And though I'm crooked, it’s true, 
Yet I may court her. seemingly, 
Till everything is blue!” 


James, though adored by Martan, 
Was pitiably dense, 

A common-place vulgarian 
With no poetic sense. 

“Now, Baker, go your ways, my boy, 
You poor, misshapen loon— 

Spend, if you like, your days, my boy, 
In crying for the moon. 

‘‘ Perhaps she is— you say she is— 
Unangered at your smiles, 

But think how far away she is— 
Three hundred thousand miles! 














Were you a gay Lunarian 

You might, I'm sure, have stared 
All day at Mistress MARIAN 

For anything I cared!” 
No man of true nobility 

Could stand such taunts and names, 
Or suffer with tranquillity 

The gibes of well-made James, 
He used his blade unskilfully— 

With blunderbuss instead, 
He aimed at Jamie, wilfally, 

And shot that springald dead! 





I oO SG 6 Bc! 
You would have fancied, tearfally, 
He would not sigh in vain, 
Who braves the gallows cheerfully 
His only love to gain. 
Don’t let such wild msanity 
Upon your thoughts intrude, 
You little know the vanity 


Of female gratitude! 





Not Sufficiently Explicit. 

Tue following announcement is addressed to thoge who are in a 
posi‘ion to luxuriate in a trip on board those “ floating palaces”’ of the 
Tnames—the penny steam- vats :— 

Refreshments to be had in the fore-cabin. Tea provided. 
Provided! on what conditions?—we wonder—we can buat hazard a 
guess: ‘provided’? you have the mouey in your pocket to pay for it. 





Nothing New. 


Tus “Goodenough” system of shoeing horses appears to be 
attracting a considerable share of public attention—but is the idea 
original? We have a distinct recollection of having seen in our very 


earliest days ‘‘ Goody (Iwo) Shoes.”’ 





A-hoy! 
Wuart inmate of the deep—or suppose we say the shallows—makes 
most stir in the world? ‘The oy-ster. 





SHAKESPERIAN THOUGHT.—A slippery thought—Pantaloon. 
Bap GrammMar.—Legal gentlemen praying 4 ¢a/es. 
Oxtp Saw ADAPTED To Mopean Times.—-As you make your bet, so 


you must lay to it. é 
Tur last man to appreciate Mznpeissoun’s Lieder Ohne Worte.— 


Mr. WHALLEY. 

AsTonisHInG TeLecrapuic Feat.—An operator on the Metropolitan 
Railway lately telegraphed that the line was “ clear” 

Wuat letter of the alphabet—mark you, a capital letter—very im- 
perfectly describes Mz. Pzaxopy's munificence to the London poor ? 
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AN ODE. 


HUT the old book 
With a lingering look— 
Ere its leaves to the flames we con- 





sign. 
Sixty-eight is now dead, 
And reigns in his stead 

A new monarch the young Sixty- 


nine! 


Well, as we know, 
Old years will go! 
It’s useless of course to repine. 
Whate’er was our fate 
In the year Sixty-eight, 
We shall hope more from young 
Sixty-nine! 


So let him be swift 
With wages and gift— 
Not delay "twixt the two, to repine. 
For he only can boast 
"YR Twelve months at the most 
To do it—can young Sixty-nine. 


For when Seventy comes, 

We shall turn down our thumbs— 
To ee oe existence decline : 

So he’d better be quick 

And —— the trick— 
And shower benefits—young Sixty-nine. 


Wuart topic should occupy the least space in the newspapers? 
Police intelligence. 
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HARD-HEARTED. 


Huntsman at hopeless check :—“ Bugss THIS DELIGHTFUL BOB-TAIL’D rox! THIS 18 THE FOURTH TIME I’vE HUNTED AND LOsT HIM. I 
B’LIEVE THE BEGGAR BEARS MALICE AT HEART, AND WON'T LET ME KILL HIM!”’ 
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Let’s be Thankful. 
Wuew any friend says to you, “ Let’s get a Diary,” be sure you 
answer “ Lerrs’’—to parody an old epigram:— 
The party makes his friends rejoice 
Who new year’s presents gets ’em. 
If they of Diaries make choice, 
Why, then, of course, he Lerrs ’em. 





The March of Science. 


Tue complications in the East are not likely to cause any great 
amount of inconvenience to intending investors on the Stock Ex- 
change. Thanks to the enterprise of a Ludgate-hill tradesman, 00 
man about to visit his stockbroker can pass up that busy thoroughfare 
without being fully posted as to ‘“‘ which way the wind blows.” 





Query for the British Chess Association. 


Wuen a fraudulent lodger “spouts” his landlady’s goods and 
slopes, may that be termed “ giving the pawn and move ?”’ 





A Thought at a Dog Show. 


To award the prizes in the terrier classes must be anything but 4 
sinecure. Have not the judges to take “the rough” with “the 
smooth.”’ 





A Cook’s Oracle. 
ConceRNING war ’twixt Greek and Turk, 


Let cooking art suggest a , 
When Turkey’s bane, ’tis the work 
Of dripping—not of grease ! 


Tus Poacusr’s Parapisz.—A Gin Palace. 
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| FUN. 
SSS 
| MRS. BROWN DOES A FAVOUR. 

| 


Jaxuary 9, 1869.] 


I cenTINGLy didn’t know much about Mrs. Rancerretp more than 
+? ° 
‘avin’ seen ’er at Mrs. Papwic’’s once or twice and ’eard say as she’d 


been ead nussin a noblemar family, and was quite took aback by ’er 


| g-comin’ in to call on me, and that friendly as I didn’t expect from one 
| ag I’d only took tea with ata mutual friend’ s, as the sayin’ is. 


She come in werry elegant dressed, and a Chantilly wail as you don’t 
often see, and says, ‘‘ I’ve often promised myself the pleasure of comin’ 
tosee you, Mrs. Brown.” 
I says, “Mum, you're werry perlite,’ as she certingly were, and 
know'd manners, thro’ ’er mother ’avin’ been in the baby linen 
| jine, and supplied the fust families and made shirts for the Duxg oF 
| Yorx, as were sold second-’and at two guineas a-piece, bein’ cambric, 
. as wouldn’t have fretted a baby’s flesh, and ’ad ’em in my own ’ands 
_ and never paid for, as is often the way. 
_ §o she set and chatted wery pleasant, and she said at last, “I must 
be oin’.” 
tar, ‘“‘ Where’s your’urry,”’ a-knowin’ as she’d nothink for to do. 
“Qh,” she says, ‘I'm werry busy, and only come out for a little 
fresh hair, thro’ bein’ nearly wore out nussin’.’’ 

I says, “You don’t say so; why I thought as you’d give that up 
long ago.” 

"Oh yes,” she says, “‘so I have,”’ but she says, “ Lapy Lrpta come 
in’er own carriage, and was ready to go down on ’er knees to me for to 


| come and nuss ’er daughter asis Mrs. Nrate.”’ 


I says, “Oh! indeed, and I hope she's a doin’ well.’’ 

“Bless you, no,’’ she says, “she might do well but for ‘er temper, least- 
ways,” she says, a-checkin’ ’erself—‘‘it’s one of them cases as wants the 
greatest care and watchin’ constant, and I daren’t ’ardly leave ’er as 
‘ave got ’er in a lodgin’ near Clapham Common, but was obliged to get 


' alittle fresh hair this mornin’, and it’s werry ’ard to think as she can’t 


ne 


= for my boy’s a-goin’ to be married the day arter to morrow and 
can’t go.” 

“Well,” I says, ‘that is’ard, to be sure ;”’ but I says, “‘ Why not get 
some one as you can trust for to watch ’er ?’”’ 

“Ah!” she says, “Where am I for to find sich a one—not as she’s any 
trouble, for she’s always a readin’ or a sleepin’, except at meal time; 
and all I wants is some one to mount guard for a ’our or two while I’m 
away.” 

“Well,” I says, “ Mum, if I could be of any use.” 

“Law,” she says, “ Mrs. Brown, you're the werry one as I’ve been 


longin’ for.’’ 


So I says tomyeelf, ‘‘Oh! oh! my lady, that’s what you come arter ?” 


I was s as I'd spoke, but law, she jumped at me so sudden as I 


— couldn’t get out of it, so was obligated to go. 


rrr ~~~ seen 


It was a quiet-looking ’ouse as she were a-livin’ in, and I got there 
by ten in the mornin’, and Mrs. Ranceriewp said as I were a dear, and 
= ~ 7, only gayin’ as I needn’t go near Mrs. Naware till I was 


I ’adn’t been in the ’ouse ten minits when I ’eard the bell ring like 
finder, end lightning broke loose, and the servant says, “ That's 


© up I goes to the first floor front, and there was that inwalid a- 
settin’ agin’ the winder with a face that flamin’ as I says to myself 
ain t been brought on by toast and water. : 

When she seg me she says, ‘‘Oh, you’re the old woman as is to 
amuge me.” 

T says, “Fxcuse me, mum, but I were not aware—” 

She says, “ Oh, bother, cut it short.” 

Well, I did stare at ’er to ’ear a lady talk like that ; she says, ‘“ Don’t 
stand starin’ there, come and set down.” 

So I set down, and she says, “Old faggot in flounces is out, and T 
mean to do as I like in apite of you, so ring that bell.” 

i course I rung it, and up come the servant, and she says to ’er, 

me the drops.” 

The servant says, “ There ain’t none in the ’ouse.” ; 
She oa “That’s a lie, andif you don’t bring it I'll raise the neigh- 


I says tothe servant, “ For mercy sake give ’er the drops, if they'll 
er.” 


“ 


“ Werry well,” she says, “mind it’s your doings ;” and out of the 
room she goes and brings back a black bottle. 

I says, “ Whatever drops are they ?” 
, a-fore the gal could answer me that poor creetur ‘ad grabbed 
old . e, as I see and smell were brandy, and if she didn't 

a-drinking it out of the bottle. 
., + Says to the gal, “’elp me get it away from ’er,” and I’d ’ave got 
it away only I see the young woman was afraid, so I watched my 
at any and got ’old of the poker and gave that bottle sich a tap 
&8 it flowed to atoms in ’er ’and. 
If you'd ’ave ’eard ’er scream and dash the neck of the bottle at me, 
® made a dent in the wall behind me ’arf a inch deep, and then she 
© rush at the gal and ketched ’old of ’er by the ’air of ’er ead. 
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I throwed myself on ’er with all my weight, and down she come 
with a squash, and I ’eld ’er on the floor; but law ’er strength was 
that tremenjous as she soon rolled me over and was up agin and at 
the young woman, as ’ad jest time to get out of the room, and left me 
at bay like with that drunken tiger. 

I'd kep’ the poker ’andy, so I says to ’er, “ Now you keep off, or 
else I'll try what cast iron can do.” Notas I meant to’it the poor 
wretch with the poker ; but I says, “Set down.” 

Well, she kep’ ’er eye on me, and didn’t move till she ’eard some 
one on the stairs, and then if she didn't take and lock the door. 

So I says, “ This won't do,” and I made up my mind for to close with 

er, and so I did that sudden as she was throwed off ’er guard, as she 
turned to lock the door, and I ketched her by the harms, and I throw’d 
’er on the bed, and set on ’er legs and ’eld down ’er arms. 

To ’ear ’er yell was awful. I called to them as was outside to bust 
open the door, or else get a ladder and come in at the winder ; I ma- 
naged for to ’old that deluded maniac down in the bed, as tried to bite 
at me, and raved, and I was jest a-feclin’ my strength a-giving way 
when a man’s ’ead come up to the winder, as were soon in the room. 
We'd a ’ard struggle to get the key from ’er, but at last we did, and 
then the gentleman as were the doctor's assistant, let in the servant 
and another woman. Ofall the figgers as ever you see I was the 
queerest without a bit of cap or ’air on my ’ead and my face scratched, 
and my gownd nearly tore off my back. 

So says the doctor, ‘‘ Where did she get the drink ?”’ 

Says that impident hussey of a servant, “‘ This good lady give it ’er.”’ 

I says, “ Me!’ 

**'Yes,’”’ she says; “ you told me to let ’er’ave it.” 

I says, “I never did ’ear of sich a thing.” 

“Why!” she says, ‘“‘you said to me, ‘ Let ’er have the drops, if 
they'll pacify ’er.’”’ 

I never was more took aback, but there wasn’t no time for talkin’, 
for we ’ad our work cut out to keep that poor wretch in bed, and at 
last she was quite wore out and fell into a sort of stupor like. 

I says to the doctor, ‘‘ She must have got at the brandy afore I come, 
for what I see ’er take couldn’t ’ave drove ’er mad.” 

I stopped till jest on five o’clock, and then went away, as no Mrs. 
RANCEFIELD didn’t turn up, and if that woman didn’t go and tell Mrs. 
Papwick, as she’d asked me for to look arter a lunatic for a ‘our or 
two, and ’ad been ’plied the poor creetur with brandy till I brought 
on delirous trimlins. 

So I ’ad it out with ’er, and made ’er beg my pardon, for she found 
out as it was that servant as did used to let that poor thing ‘ave the 
sperrits on the sly, as was a confirmed drunkard as nothing wouldn't 
cure, and all brought on thro’ the doctors a-giving of ‘er them stimy- 
lants for medicines when low, as got ’er into the ’abits of drink, as I m 
told is werry common among the first ladies as takes to it like that. 
But never will I forgive Mrs. RaNcErieLp a-playin’ me sich a trick, 
not as she’ll ever ask me ag’in, for that poor creetur is dead and gone, 
and never ’ad ’er senses no more not to know any one, as was werry 
awful and a-warnin’ not to give way to them sperrits when you feels 
low, as only gives relief for a time, and is sure to end bad. 





“Cut your Coat according to the Cloth.” 


Goopnegss knows! I’m very willing 
To regard this caution—but 

Vain ’tis this to be instilliag 
When I’ve got no cloth to cut! 


Some are lucky, birth provides them 
With their coats already made ; 

Such their style—no one derides them, 
All their tailors’ bills are paid. 


Others, true, have got the bother 
Of the making of their coats ; 

But they get the cloth sans pother— 
No harsh fate their lot denotes. 


Others have much toil and racket, 
For but little cloth have they, 

Scarce enough for e’en a jacket— 
Yet that serves them in its way. 


But, alas, for me, though clever 
In the “ cutter’s”” complex art, 
For myself I labour never :— 
Is it strange I’ve lost all heart? 


Is it strange these words impel me 
To give way to bitter wrath ? 
How to cut my coat pray tell me— 
But when I have got the cloth! 








PRE et a emer ene on 
ua 


- 


LL 
FUN. 


182 


THE STREET SEMAPHORE. 


Master Eprtvr— 


Lundun ta spen’ the Chriselmas holdays, it's mostly t' case that we 


goes aout an "baout a good deal heer an’ theeur for t’ see soights. 
Thaira t’ waxwurk, an’ t’ Pollythickneck, an’ t’ Tower whair they 
keep ta carown jewilary, an’ t’ Hoyde Parks, an Son Poles, an’ mony 
others for to go an’ look at. Wot’s mooar, their's t’ Wassminst’ Abby 
as shows a soite larger than our pairish church foive toimes ower. 


But I tell thee, m* lad, that I never could ha’ guessed t’ see such soight 
as me and t’ missis come to t’ day as we was away for t’ peep inta t’ 
Commons House an’ t’ Haouse o’ Loords. We ha’ heerd somewat doun 
wi’ us aboat the ways o° the Polis in London, an’ that they was 
t' be refoormed, along o’ everything else, ’cordin’ to t’ new Parly- 
ment, so t’ paapers did say ; but we had nought to say gin it. We 
ha’ no call to grezzle ourael’s "bout no polis when we live at hoam, 
becos there’s nobbut one elderly old person that answers to that naim 


Das 


wi’ us, and we care nought ’bout him whilst he keeps himsen to ’msen. 
We had heerd how 'twere much t’ same in Teicien of late, and that 
folk was minded to tak’ care o’ their own houses, an’ just hold their 
honds ready for to gi’ onybody a swoipe that com’ a-interferun wi’ 
un; but we worn't ready for to see wot t’ koind C’missioners has 
been doin wi the poor feeble chaps, so as t’ keep ’em out ’o danger. 
Them there's wonderf»0l playthengs, them “Sam afores” sure-/y ; but 
theire a bit mischeevious a’ doabt, as me an’ missis knows but too 
well ; an’ t’ ould lass aint ben t’ same sence day ’fore yest’day, when 
we was stannin’ at a main junction o’ streets, an’ waitin’ for the 
an pul an’ t’ cooaches to go by, so ’s we might roon t’ t’other side. 
Ve was one foot off o’ the pave, when a mon as stood near by hollers 
out, ‘“* Hold hard,” sez he; “‘doan’t yee see t’ Samafore?’ “I doant 
care,’’ I says, “‘ whether Sam be afore or b’hind, but go ‘cross I wwii,” 
un’ begins to drag missis arter me, when ‘nether feller says, “ You'll be 
smashed sure-/y,” sez he, “for now t’ pollis is a signaloilizing for t’ 
stop all t’ traffick boath horse an’ foot. Look at t’ afore.” Wii 
thot he pinted at a great big thing, as loike as one bean to ’nother to 
the things as I’ve seen on t’ railway line, with arms like a apperition 
starked out o’ either side, and t lamps as goggles at you, red an’ 
“'Wot’s that?’ says “Why, t’ new Sam afore,” sez 
“Well,” says I, “burn my picture if I seed much o’ 





som’ un. 


Srr.— When us as live ’t a distuns comes up ta} House and go cross I wull.” 


| stay where thou art.” 





[January 9, 1869, 


Sam afore, and a’ doant want t’ see um agen. 


’ “Stop for yer life,” sez another 
“ Doan’t yer see as the arms is up—and a green light. That means, 


down an’ then we wos just off agen—wen "nother roars out, “Not gq 


sharp—t’ red loight’s on’y half way up.” ‘ What o’ thot,” sez [| 


‘‘ Why that thou must stop were ’t art, ef you doant want to be locked 
up.” So we stopped, till t’ arms begun to move o’ our side, an’ then I 
tuk hard hold o’ missis and made a run for ’t. 
the peepul.” ‘What for?” sezI. ‘“’Cos there ’s one arm oop and ¢’ 
other down, and one green an’ one red loight.”” “ What then ?” [ so, 
| from the midst o’ t’ road. ‘‘ Why ta means that thou’lt be tooken i. 
custody, whether thou triest to go ’cross a whether thou stop were ¢’ 
art.” ‘‘Then,” I says, “ Danged if ’t matters which,” and I made 4 
roosh for t’ other soide—and two polis snatches hold o’ me an’ begins 
for to drag me off. ‘Keep t’ hands off o’ em, Joe,” screams miszis, 


‘ 
Se ae Ne 


| an’ go quiet, or else there’s no knowin’ what mayn’t come on ’t, 
| for them polis all hangs thegither an’ might swear ’t you was blood- 
| thirsty.” She ’d read t’ papers, Missis had—an’ knew the ways 0’ t 
| London polis coorts, an’ so I held my hands off o’ the pair ov ’em. 
When they seen this, I can’t say at they did ’s much for me, for they 
poonched, an’ kicked me all t’ way to t’ station, so that ma blood biled 
to throttle ’°em—an’ I says, “‘ What charge is there ta bring ’gainst 
me.” And they says, ‘ Magistraat wull tell you in th’ mornin’ what 5 
t’ charge,” and so he did—and he said as I were to be fined a pound 
for obstructin’ o’ the polis in th’ axacution o’ ther dooty ; and when I 
said, ‘‘ No such a thing ”—as it was all along o’ that ther Sam afore— 
he says, ‘‘ We doan’t allow such language here; and when rooffians 
like thee,”’ he says, “ molest the polis in ther innercent amusements, thee 
must be made to larn as t’ law was made a porpos to proteck the 
polis.” An’ so I paid t’ fine, and t’ Commons House may be at t 


bottom o’ t’ sea ’fore I go there agen.— Yours obedient, 
JosH. CoGGLs. 





Our in the Cold. Those who predicted skating at Christmas. 


“Union 18 Srrenoru.”—True, but what would become of our 


manufacturers without a division—of labour ? 


| A s’pose as it's 
| statty to Sir Rost. Pze1, I says, but we're boun’ ta t’ Commons | 


So we staid, tull t’ arms went all but most | 


‘Come back,” roars | 
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LA DONNA INCOGNITA. 


Wen cityward daily I travel, 
My friends are discreet who suppose 
In the park, I’m inteut on the gravel, 
And muse, in the street, on my toes. 
Still in spite of this excellent virtue, 
1’d whisper in passing and own 
My feelings whenever I skirt you, 
My little unknown. 


Yon’ve children—yes, three—to take care of, 
Your voice is more sweet when it scolds, 

I would give half the world for a share of 
The hand that the tiniest holds. 

Their hair shines anew when your fingers 
Put straight what the breezes have blown, 

And someone, though walking still lingers 

To watch you, unknown. 


Very often the hoops that they trundle, 

Take CLavupE off and Karey unkempt, 
And Guy, who is only a bundle, 

To follow makes frequent attempt. 
It is then that I feel I am plucky, 

And then when you know we’re alone, 
That I just get a smile if I’m lucky, 

My pretty unknown. 


In dress you could scarcely be neater, 
I’ve frequently made the remark, 

I could set my poor father’s repeater 
Precise as we pass in the park. 

If late—due to wine or to whist—you 
By chance in the morning have flown, 

I’m sulky all day when I['ve miss’d you, 

You know it, unknown. 


A governess’ life isn’t surely 
So painful as some would insist, 
Or the face that looks down so demurely, 
Wouldn’t seem as if glad—to be kiss’d. 
As a half kind of nurse do they treat you, 
And talk in an affluent tone, 
Or do they with courtesy greet you, 
My lady unknown? 


We’ve come, as you know, to the season 
When love—well, with loveliness blends, 

And it really seems scarcely in reason 
That we should refuse to be friends. 

My heart is volcanic as Etna, 
So instead of a Christmas alone, 

Let us ride off instanter to Gretna 

Together, unknown! 





LOOKS INTO BOOKS. 

Ix Picture Fables (RourtepcEe & Sons) Orro Specter “ives us some 
of his wonderful pictures of animals, full of truth and individuality, 
small though they be. They are engraved by the Messxs. Daiz1zu most 
faithfully, and afford a complete answer to the growlers who assert 
that modern wood-engraving is mechanical. A “ mechanism” which 
au not the idiosyncrasy of the cutter, but the touch of the artist, has 

much sympathy with art to be very distinct from it. The colour- 
Printing is satisfactory because not too brilliant, although as the book 
18 a cheap one it is not to be compared with too lofty standards. It is 
48 good as—if not better than—the J/lustrated Almanack, which is often 
quoted as an example. The German fables are fairly enough trans- 
sted, and the book as a whole is one that we can recommend as a gift 
young. 

Although literature may not be laid under any great obligation by the 
Sppearance of the Amateur Authors’ Magazine, we fancy Editors will 
have some reasons to be grateful to it, for absorbing MSS. which 
might otherwise attack them. It is started by an “ Amateur Authors’ 

Ociation,” which is under the management of a “ proprietary 
Committee.” We daresay the committee will wake it answer, for human 
ny and the ambition for print will pay up all the fees set forth in 
a © prospectus, whereas the contributions to the magazine being 

paid for according to merit” will not put them to a great outlay. 
One of the “regulations” is that MSS. submitted to the Association, 
will be transmitted, if approved, to such editors or publishers as are 
considered likely to accept the same. One would like to know a little 
more about the Association, in connection with which not a single 
name eppears, as that would enable one to estimate the value and 
Weight of this agency. For our part, we fancy MSS. so forwarded 


FUN. 


would stand rather less chance than usual. We have looked over the two 
numbers of the magazine, and cannot see anything either in prose or 
verse which rises above mediocrity, or the publication of which is of 
any good to anyone—except its author. Seriously, the scheme is only 
likely to benefit the proprietary committee, and will do little to further 
the interests of the ambitious amateur, who, if he have the stuff in 
him, must sueceed. The magazine is calculated to encourage the vain 
aspirations of those who fancy literature the easiest thing in the 
world. We have over and over again seen the letters of people who, 
having failed in trade or commerce, are “anxious to make a little 
money with the pen.’ What would a bootmaker say if an amateur 
offered to make @ pair of boots, or an engine-driver if he offered to 
pilot an express? Literature needs an apprenticeship like anything 
else. It is the most amusing thing in the world toa man who works 
hard at the literary profession to hear an amateur talking about the 
novel he knocked of + while he was shaving, or the comedy he wrote 
over a cigar after dinner! However, to return to the azine; un- 
less there be a great improvement on these first two numbers, it is not 
likely to take a place in the world of magazines, The anonymous 
Committee, moreover, will do well to give a better guarantee of the 
careful and competent reading it promises than an anonymous Editor, 
who wants a little reading himse)f—witnees the elegance of the sen- 
pane One or two repetitions of the formula completely disheartens 
em. 


———— ene 
BREAKING. 


I Love to see the morn break o’er the hill, 

The breaking mists adown some forest glade, 
The water-breaks upon a headlong rill, 

Or breaking light through stormy elouds arrayed. 
The break in some long range of mountain- 

That gives a glimpse of loveliness beyond-— 
The break—how brief—of lovers ‘hed becnemhe 

The future reconciliation fond. 
But of all breakages that I have met— 

And I have seen a little in that line— 
The one that I have ne’er experienced yet— 

The sight which I shall never claim as mine— 
The sight that never will be beaten—no ! 
The man who breaks, yet pays what he doth owe. 


Let Right be done, 
Anp give a flourishing Midland Counties town of world-wide repu- 
tation its due. It is but just to state that, at the late election 
Burton was not in a state of ferment. 


A YANKEE VIEW OF THE CLASSICS. 
A very one-horse affair.—The taking of Troy. 





Answers to Correspondents. 


[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for loss. 
G. Onn Well feo had said G, we should have named another qua- 





druped. ; 
D. (Luton) must not get D-lutin’ good jokes like that. 
OxyYGEN (Veterinary College).— You mean hoesygen, we gas. 
G. C. C.—(Cavendish-square).— We did not care for them. 
J. W. S.—We do not see how your picture of a blind beggar led by a dog 
is an illustration of ‘‘out of sight, out of mind.” Is the second clause a 


delicate allusion to the artist ? 
W. W. (Bermondsey).—The joke is not worth a tanner, being also un- 


worthy of one. 
H. J.—We cannot insert an old joke—even to oblige an elderly gentleman. 
HyYActntH.—Not up to the mark :—one doesn’t expect bulbs to be up 
aT Ey. B. (Bedale).—If that was your “first venture ia the joke- 
market’ you‘had better stop. Or try the drug-market, it might go there. 
B. (Leeds).— Your oe per = aes a ghost of a chance, for there is 
hade of a departed joke even in i : ; 
a that “ cael "8 not in the Dictionary. Izzard it? Then it 
ought to be. cams See oe tet Ss. semen 
. W. (Stalybridge).—Thanks :— per ‘ . 
Declined eb. eens :—K.; W., Brighion; T., Hertford; W. D, 
Regent’s-park ; X.; H. E. H., Brighton ; A.A. S.;F. W. B., B edford; 
W. J.C., Leeds; J. B.; Ywd, Stirling ; G. S., Handsworth; W.; J. B., 
Needham Market; Don Hilaro; M., Congleton; J. J.; J. K., Adelaide- 
road; R., Liverpool ; Nobody’s Great Grandmother; Next but One; Dra- 
matico; X., Southampton; R. S., Cheltenham ; Jivins ; Nemo; the Party 
as Done it; L. M.;S., Bristol; T.T.; U., Yeovil; Ugly Mug ; Popley’s 
Dog; T. M., Islington ; R., Hull; G., Ashton; Romeo; Cannibal K. ; 
Q. in the Corner; F. V. ; Letsby ; J. J., Merthyr, 
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DREADFUL DISFIGUREMENT. 


If AtczRnon pgs Winton will smoke those horrid pipes in the street, he must 


take the consequences of the foreshortened meerschaum, 








EXPLANATORY. 
a TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 
| Stn,—I observe that the following paragraph is going the rounds— 


In the Nautical Almanae 105 new planets are entered. There is now a difficulty 
| %n finding names for them. 
' Taking into consideration the amount of benefit accruing to the public 
from the large sum I contribute to the revenue in the shape of 
income-tax, duties on alcoholic liquors, tobacco, &c, I put it to you 
whether it would be anything more than an act of common courtesy to 
' mame one of these lesser luminaries after 


Your humble servant, 
Joun SMITH. 





A Patent Fact. 


» _ Ws notice the follewing in the list of patents on which the S 
, Daty of £100 has recently been pai " ao co 


“J. D. Napier, Glasgow, improvement in breaks; December 6th, 1861.” 
Look to your laurels, Messrs. Pootz, Perens, and Joun Roserts! 





Tus day of the week.—Pay-day. 


| A verry fishy neighbourhood. Bream’s buildings. 









en eee 
[January 9, 1869. 





































DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 96. | 


Ws have had them as long as this child can remember, | 
They were sure, as the sure thirty-first of December! — 
It will last for some time, 
And we'll say—just for rhyme— 
You may think of the next towards the endof November, 


1.—It’s an ancient institution ; 

But a recent distribution 

Of power a revolution 
In its working may effect. 

And a saving of some billions 

It will be—if not tintillions— 

To the real hard-working millions, 
A reform that’s quite correct. 


2.—Things unpleasant, I opine, 
In eighteen sixty-nine, 
All the bothers, disagreeables, and sinisters— 
And this among the lot 
Will be done away: we've got 
A Parliament reformed, and Liberal ministers. 


3.—From papers like the great Pall Mall Gazette— 
Such splendid education now we get, 
That blunders of this kind another year 
Perchance may altogether disappear. 


4,—*‘ Ring out the old—ring in the new!”’ 
And Mr. Brieurt thinks if you do— 
‘“ Ring in the new—ring out the old!” 
We ne’er shall this again behold. 
** Ring, happy bells, across the snow!” 
But there’s one thing I surely know, 
‘** Ring, happy bells, across the snows!”’ 
If Turkey should pull Greece’s nose— 
There'd be a row, I do suppose! 
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Sotution or Acrostic, No. 94.—Pudding Annuals: 
Panacea, Uneven, Don, Dudu, Iguana, Novel, Galliass. 


Cornrnecr Sotvtions or Acrosric No. 94, REcEIvED Dec. 30th:— 
Fag; Old Maid; Plump-centre. 


A Spur Rina.—The P. R. 
A HiguHwayMAN.—MacapamM. 











Making Assurance Doubly Sure. 
A rarmMinG friend of ours has such a wholesome dislike to those 
pests of the farm—rabbits—that he not only kills them on every op- 
portunity, but smothers ’em afterwards—in onion sauce. 


Musical. 

Tue Musical Times says that the lowering of the musical pitch 10 
England is about to assume a practical form. We are glad to hear it, 
for there is a great deal of musical pitch which defiles those who touch 
it. It would not be a bad beginning of the movement to abolish the 
per-centage to singers. The next best step would be to abolish those 
oe who have been tarred with the same brush as—well, never 
mind. 


Seeing is Believing. 
Yes! and members of the prize-ring will not credit anything that 
is not a knockular demonstration. 








NOTICE.—On Wednesday next, January the 13th, will appear, 
THE PANTOMIME NUMBER OF FUN. 
Sixteen pages, profusely illustrated. Price One Penny. 
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THE POWER OF PANTOMIME. Brancuarp, E. L., as of old, is his oracle— 


Annual oracle, never grow old— 
Sent years ago in a classical coracle, 
Fancy to fashion, and fun to unfold. 


Ministers faithful are found for his cabinet, 


ANTOMIME! Fie! 
You’re a wicked 
old sinner, I 


See you at Colum- CuAtrerton, Harris, and Suepuerp, and Smitu, 


bine winking your Pantomime’s politics! Surely they’re dab in it. 
eye; Subjects? the public, its kin and its kith. 
Father of mirth, and of Worthy old Pantomime monarch, we bow to you, 


Never a moment our loyalty fear, 
Rule us we humbly entreat you; and now to you 
Wish all success and a happy nezt year ! 


fun the beginner, I 
Earnestly beg that 
you'll never say 








die! 
None of us need to be . , 
up in astronomy— HERF, THERE, AND EVERYWHERF. 
ZavkieL even is oft | Our notice of the Pantomimes and Christmas performances will be 
in a fog— found elsewhere in our columns. At such @ season even criticisth is 


Prophecy’s bosh when | not above indulging in a jig, afd our remarks have, for diversity's sake, 
your fat physi- | proken into rhyme. There are, however, two places which cater for 


ognomy é=Ct«. the juveniles, to whom the holidays are especially devoted, and which, 
Tells us you're jolly therefore, although they do not strictly belong to the round of the 
as ever, old dog. theatres, must not be overlooked. 


. At the Crystal Palace we have, with a host of other amusements too 
Let the world cynical long to enumerate, a very capital pantomime entitled Harlequin Little 
be and censorious, | Roy Blue and Little Bo Peep. The story is intelligible enough, but it is 
Pulling __ tradition | surrounded by a number of extraneous details, which, however, aré 80 
and * memories amusing that they could be ill dispensed with. Little Boy Blue 
down. develops into a sort of miniature St. George who destroys the dragon, 
Arguments out of your by whose aid the wicked squire has run away with Boy Blue's sweet- 
way, it’s notorious | heart, Little Bo Peep. ‘The opening scene, in which the fairies of the 
Better reply cannot | twelve hours step out of a gigantic dial-plate, is pretty and fanciful, 
be than a Clown! | and the procession of months and days is telling, while the transfor- 
Blasé old fellows to| mation scene is one of the most brilliant the Palace has ever displayed. 
laughter inimical, | [¢ ig poetical justice that in the opening of this essentially juvenile 
Often pay dear for | pantomime the honours should be carried off easily by Pexcy Roseiis 
their crabbed | and his sister. The comic business is brisk and bustling, and the 
grimace, clowning is good. oe 
Satire is best when At the Holborn Amphitheatre the performances of the Carné 
it’s happy and troupe have been supplemented by a novelty, of which the scientific 
mimical— title of The Marvels of Electricity does not give an adequate idea, for it 
Pantaloon surely gets | is full of grotesqueness and comicality. 
slapped in the 








face! Ps 
A Touching Case. 
Maybe that fortune has treated us scurvily, Read dhe ales nastiine te 
’re livi ; A yours of respectable appearance was found the o rning 
ae = ee = 7 sn Dr etl an exhausted ade outside our office. On inquiry, it renee me 
‘Hl os ; oe rar a oth aA he had been engaged in a severe struggle with a — t pun, y = 
B hel i ee . t glory in he was anxious to lick into shape. After the usua custom e 7 . 
pt ag Eves Very se & —. puns, it had taken the form of a riddle—“ W hy is an actor who oes 
ting at love with a a Sah y= just joined the Prince of Wales's company likely to ineneay te 
aes See Bees Seat 17 popularity of that theatre? Because he’s an Appison-al attraction - 
Peres Walle we OF love ie 6 Chaee' It is to be hoped the young man’s friends will shortly reclaim him. 
Little ones laughing around him are lingering, 
Mais vin Sialind orca tha heute A Master or Winp InstruMents.—The man who can play on the 
All of us here are invited to learn. Anemometer. 
. 
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One hears it rains pitchforks— and cats, too, and deg:. 
So you'll gladly believe when I tell you the town's 
At pantomime season 
With very good reason 
Supposed to be blest with a shower of clowns— 
Deceiving and thieving, 
And spying and prying, 
All wickedness trying, All virtue defying, 
Excited policeman incessantly flying— 
A regular shower of clowns! 


A respectable person can’t stir in the streets 
Such insults and jeers from the clowns there he meets: 
To the theatre go—for a couple of crowns. 
You can purchase a stall there, 
And then you'll see all there 
That comes of the fall of a shower of clowns— 
Such fibbing and cribbing— 
Sach jeering and leering— 
Sach rude interfering—Such wild private ring— 
From the houses and shops all the goods disappes:1 ' z— 
A regular shower of clowns! 


hey steal ladies’ chignons—and kiss them as well, 

They waylay the butcher—they bonnet the swell, 

They dress up in all sorts of bonnets and gowns. 
They take by shrewd dodgings 
Respectable lodgings, 

Whose landladies dream not of showers of clowns, 
With mobbing and robbing, 
With eating and cheating, 

The servants maltreating, The little ones beatinc, 

Then, sans paying the rent that is owing, retreating— 
A regular shower of clowns. 


But the reign of the shower of clowns at last ends— 
And each for his many misdeeds makes amends: 


For clowns like the rest have their ups and their dow2s— 


Yes, like cheating directors, 
Or babble projectors— 
Who do as much harm as a shower of clowns, 
With cajoling, controlling, 
With rooking and cooking, 
And tricks in the booking, And no overlooking, 
And all scrts of profits by hook-or- by-crooking— 
As bad as a shower of clowns. 
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Oh, no! Avaustus FizziEton ts not naturally dishonest ; 


in a week, and it has completely undermined his morals. 





A COMIC OPENING. 
A SvuGGEsTIon FOR oUR PANTOMIMISTS. 
UR pantomimists appear to have somehow 
i entirely overlooked one source of very 
| legitimate fun in their comic business. 
Limited liability companies have afforded 
so very little amusement to those who have 
been unfortunate enough to become con- 
nected with them, that it is only fair that 
we should do our best to extract some fun 
out of them as a compensation. 
But our clowns appear to have missed 
their tip on this point. 
We would suggest that the scene should 
ayaa be the exterior of a city house of business. 
meVnnenWsti"" Enter clown, who goes through a little 
dumb-show, expressive of his desire to fill his pockets with money. 
® then takes the house of business by knocking at the door and 
lying down on the threshold. The landlord comes out and falls over 
im. Clown jumps up and exit into building, slamming door in pro- 
Prietor’s face. 
Then presently re-enter Clown, got-up very “respectable.” Dumb- 
thow expressive of great business-ability, and strict honesty. 
Enter Pantaloon, who desires to be taken into partnership. Clown 
ots for testimonials of probity and solvency. Pantaloon winks and 
é his pocket. They shake hands. 
lown points to the blinds of the house and signifies that the firm 
Tequiresaname, His partner assents. Clown throws a summersault 
to signify that it is to be called the firm of “ Overhead and Turney.” 
Enter the British public, which deposits its money and receives bits 
of Paper in return, which Clown represents to be shares. 
F inally exeunt Clown and Pantaloon with all the cash, followed by 
ritish public calling out “ police.”’ 
.¥@ think this might be introduced into one of our present panto- 
mimes with considerable effect. 
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AWFUL CASE OF CLOWNOMANIA. 


but in his capacity as dramatic critic he has had to go the round of the Pantomimes 
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LOOKS INTO BOOKS. 


_ We gladly welcome The Era Almanack, fuli of the most recondite and 
interesting information. The Calendar is compiled by Mr. E. L. 
BLANCHARD, whose knowledge of stage history is unbounded, and this 
valuable feature is supplemented by amusing and instructive matter of 
every description. Mr. Byron relates very comically the story of ‘‘ The 
Rival Ritoorals,” and Mr. Murray discourses pleasantly about Milan 
Theatres. Mr. Howe notes down ably the history of the Opera 
Season of Sixty-eight, and Mr. Sawyer sings his “Fairy Love”’ 
musically. And in this way the contents are admirably varied, with 
regard to the utile et dulce. One of the funniest things in the 
Almanack, if yuu only picture to yourself the narrator going through 
the adventure he relates, is Mr. Bucxstonr’s little story of the 
Havanna. 

We have received the Musical Directory—or, as an eminent critic 
of our acquaintance would call it, the Directorum Musicorum—and a 
very handy and useful Jittle work it appears to be, combining the con- 
tents of an almanack with a professional directory, very useful to 


those interested in musical matters. 





















Girls of the Period: 

A THEATRICAL dressmaker was summoned and fined the other day 
for employing workpeople beyond the hours allowed by Act of Parlia- 
ment. Her defence was that she was making dresses for “ Girls of 
the Period,’ and could not get them done in time without working 
overtime. From the description generally given of the dress of a girl 
of the period, we should have thought the dressmaker’s time would not 
have been very much taken-up in its manufacture. 









A Hirt To THE CoMMISSIONERS OF INcomE Tax.— Wanted to know— 
what is the amount returned by the “ property-men”’ of the panto- 
mimes f 

THE MOST SERIOUS PART OF THE PANTOMIME.—The comic “ business.”’ 
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‘Two little babes dwelt in her humble cot, 
One was her own—the other only lent to her: 
Her awn she slighted. Tempted by a lot 
Of gold snd silver regularly sent to her. 
She ministered unto the little other 
In the capacity of foster-mother. 


‘6 Twas her own, oh, how T lay and sobbed, 
In my poor cradle—deeply, deeply cursing 
The rich man’s pampered bantling, who had robbed 
My only birthright—an attentive nursing ! 
Sometimes, in hatred of my foster brother, 
I gnashed my gums—which terrified my mother. 


BARY at heart and extremely ill ; 
Was Patsy Votraresz of Bromptonville. 
Tn a dirty lodging, with fever down, 
Close ta fhe Polygon, Somers Town. 


Ley VoLLAIRB was an only son 
(Por wh , is mother had had but one) 


d Pacey herited gold and grounds 
Worth geyeral hundred thousand pounds. 


he, many a rich young man, 
hrough this magnificent fortune ran, 
And na was left for his daily needs 
But dup copies of mortgage deeds. 





“One day—it waa quite early in the week— 
I—in my cradle having placed the bantling— 

Crept into his! He had not learnt to speak, 

. , But I could see his face with anger mantling. 

He slept, and dreamt that the clock’s “ tick, tick,” It was imprudent—well, disgraceful, maybe, 


Shabby and and sorely sick 


Was one of the Fates, with a long, sharp knife, 
Snicking off bits of his shortened life. 


He woke and gounted the pips on the walls— 
The out-door pagsengere loud foot-falls, 

And reckoned all over, and reckoned again 
The little white tufts on his counterpane. 


A medical man to his bedside came 
(I can’t remember that doctor’s name) . “We w up in the usual way—my friend, 
nd said, “ You'll die in a very short while My foster brother—daily growing thinner, 
f you don’t set sail for Madeira’s isle.” While gradually I began to mend 
And thrived amazingly on double dinner. 
And everyone, besides my foster mother, 
Believed that either of us was the other. 


For, oh, I was a bad, blackhearted baby! 


‘So great a luxury was food, I[ think 

No wickedness but I was game to try for it. 
Now if I wanted anything to drink 

At any time, I only had to cry for it! 
Onge, if I dared to weep, the bottle lacking, 
My blubbering involved 4 serious smacking ! 


“ Go to Madeira ? goodness me! 
I haven't the money to pay your fee! ”’ 
“Then, Pargy Votuatrs,”’ said the leech, “ good bye, 


I']l come no more, for you're sure to die.”’ ‘“‘T came into his wealth—I bore his name, 


I bear it still—his property I squandered— 
I mortgaged everything—and now (oh, shame !) 
Into a Somers ‘Town shake-down I’ve wandered! 
Iam no Patey—no VoLiaire—it’s true, my boy! 
The only rightful Patey V. is you, my boy ! 


He sighed and he groaned and smote his breast, 
“Oh, send,”’ said he, “‘ for FrepBaick West, 
Ere senses fade or my eyes grow dim, 

I've a terrible tale to whisper him!” 


Poor was Frepericx’s lot in life, 

A dustman he with a fair young wife, 

A worthy man with a hard-earned store, 
A hundred and seventy pounds—or more. 


“And all I have is yours—and yours is mine, 

I still may place you in your true position, 
Give me the pounds you've saved, and I'll resign 
My noble name, my rank, and my condition. 

So far my wickedness in falsely owning 
Your vasty wealth, I am at last atoning!” 


* * * * 


Frepericx he was a simple soul, 

He pulled from his pocket a bulky roll, 
And gave to Patey his hard-earned store, 
A hundred and seventy pounds or more! 


Patzy VoLLAIRE, with many a groan, 

Gave Frepsgricx all that he'd called his own, 
Two sbirts and a sock, and a vest of jean, 

A Wellington boot and a bamboo cane. 


And F rep (entitled to all things there) 

He took the fever from Mr. Vottarre, 

Which killed poor Freperick West. Meanwhile 
VoLLAIRE gailed off to Madeira’s isle. 





Faepericx came, and he said “ Maybe, 

You'll say what you happen to want with me?” 
“ Wronged boy,” said Parey Vottarrs, “ I will, 
But don’t you fidget yourself—sit still. 


“’Tis now some thirty-seven years ago 
Since first began the plot that I'm revealing, 

A fine young woman, whom you ought to know, 

he oe her oer down in Dram-lane, Ealing. 
erself by means o ling reimbursing, 

And now and then, at intervels, web-oursing. 





Mark time! 


Some people have sneered because the Premier represents so small a 
constituency as Greenwich. They forget that it is an appropriate 
representation of one who has just reached the meridian of his power. 


Be Blowed! 


Or all pantomimic characters Pantaloon is most to be envied—he 
so often comes in for a “thumping” legacy. 
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A PAGE OF EARLY HISTORY. 


CoMPILED FROM AUTHENTIC Sources. 


clusive possession. 


the laborious Kertcutitry, and Mrs. 
MARKHAM. 


Kina Lup, 


thwarted by the mischievous effects of an 
“Vp ungovernable temper. 
mee acts of Lup’s reign was to enact that all 
conversation should be carried on in 
decasyllabic couplets, for the encourage- 





£4 
cae 


the public taste. Those who were unable to overcome the difficulties 

of vigsification were compelled to express their wants and wishes in 

dumb show. The severity of this restriction is supposed to have given 
@ first impetus to the conspiracy which ultimately drove Lup from 
ethrone. Such was the unpoetic character of the Early Briton. 
Lup had one lovely and accomplished daughter, the Princess 

Pnasss. She was an extremely beautiful girl, and sang with great 

and execution the popular melodies ms 
of the period. Her chief charm con- yoy 
fi e 





A | | 
WA) nts 


sisted in the quantity and quality of 
her golden locks. Her dresses, in 4“ 
short, were not so long as her tresses. °” 
Her dancing was considered exquisite. 

Lup, though @ proud and affectionate 
parent, was, as we have hinted, afflicted 
with a hasty temper. So long as its 
ebullitions were confined to the kick- 
ing and cuffing of the Court and 
attendants they were pardonable— 
very pardonable indeed, for the 
courtiers and retainers were endowed 
with a superlative stupidity that at 
once gave the lie to the speculations of 
phrenology ; since their heads being 
abnormally large gave promise, according to that art, of considerable 
intellectual capacities. 





Unfortunately, Lup and his only child had some differences of 


opinion as to the eligibility of the suitors who presented themselves 
to the Princess ; and His Majesty displayed his temper very decidedly, 
and refused to argue the point in choice decasyllabic couplets. When 
the poor girl attempted to move him by singing an appeal to the air 
of “Goody, please to moderate,” he became so incensed that he seized 
her by the wrist, and dragged her about the room, between the verses. 
The cause of the quarrel was this: His Majesty wished F'LosaLBa 
tomarry an old friend and schoolfellow of his, the Duke of Dodder- 
' daddy, alleging that 
His Grace’s age and 
experience were calcu- 
lated to benefit and 
advance the interests 
of the nation. The 
Princess naturally ob- 
jected to a husband 
who was as old as her 
father. She had, in 
fact, bestowed her 
affections on a young 
prince—Prince PrReEt- 
TIKIN, son of a neigh- 
bouring potentate. It 
is, of course, impossible 
at this distance of 3 
time, to pronounce on = \\\W/ See Se 
the merits of the dif- /: “Nee 
; ference between Lup ~ 

and his daughter; but the king would appear not to have been 
eatirely unreasonable in his objections to Pxince Pastry. That 
. man was decidedly of effeminate appearance, and was pas- 
“lonately fond of fine clothes. He wore his hair long, and bound up 


let a ral 








E have much pleasure in placing before 
our readers some facts in early English 
history, of which we can boast the ex- 

They are derived 

from certain illuminated MSS, at present 

preserved in the Record Office, where 
they would seem to have escaped the 
researches of the indefatigable Macavtay, 


From these documents we gather that 
founder of the British 
Monarchy, was a ruler whose wishes to 
advance civilization were unfortunately 


One of the first 


ment of literature and the refinement of 


193 


in @ knob behind, resembling the modern chignon. He wore his 
tunic shortish, to display a very symmetrical and shapely leg of a 
ladylike description, and his voice was silvery and girl-like. He was 
not, perhaps, the man whom a prudent monarch would have chosen 
as his successor on the throne of a semi-barbarous nation. 

The prince and FrosaLna found frequent opportunities of meeting 
and singing duets—a somewhat rash amusement at a clandestine 













téte-a-t¢tes by the infuriated monarch and his senile friend the Duke 
of Dodderdaddy, upon whom, in revenge, the Princess assisted by 
PRFTTIKIN, played off the most heartless practical jokes. 

_Lvp, driven to desperation by his daughter's conduct, called together 
his Cabinet, to consult them as to the course he should pursue. His 
Cabinet contained men with the biggest heads in the kingdom, but as 
the utterance of their wisdom consisted of hollow mumblings of 

te-rum te-rum te-rum te-rum! te-rum ! ! 

te-rum te-rum te-rum te-rum! te-Rum! 
it is scarcely to be wondered at that His Majesty lost his temper— 
wiped his enormous pen on the Chancellor’s nose, dipped the Lord 
Treasurer’s head in the inkstand, and laid his sceptre vigorously about 
the heads of the rest. At last he determined to hold a tournament, 
the prize of which was to be his daughter's hand. He probably 
adopted this means of deciding the question because he concluded from 
PRETTIKIN’s effeminate appearance that he was no warrior. The Duke 
of Dodderdaddy, by the king’s advice, sought the aid of a noted witch 
res:ding in the neighbourhood of Whitechapel, from whom he pro- 
cured a magic sword w rranted by an eminent firm at Sheffield to 
conquer its owner’s foes. 

On the day of the tournament crowds of suitors arrived, but were 
vanquished one after the other by Prertrixrn, who, to the astonishment 
of everyone, turned 
out to be an accom- 
plished swordsman. 
At length the Duke of 
Dodderdaddy entered 
the lists mounted on 
his fiery hobby-horse, 
and challenged the 
prince to single com- 
bat. Prince Pxrerti- 
KIN had received in- 
formation about ihe 
magic sword from a 
lady who was driving 
an opposition trade to 
the Whitechapel witch. 
He, therefore, con- 
trived, while he and 


the Duke were salut- 
ing the Princess, to exchange blades. The result was that after a 


terrific struggle the Duke was overthrown, and Pretrikin claimed 
the Princess’s hand. Luvp, forgetting that a monarch’s word should 
be his bond, refused, and declaring the tournament at an end, retired 
fo the palace with his daughter, followed by the Court, The White- 
chapel witch having been in the crowd at the lists detected the cause 
of the Duke’s defeat. Mixing, unobserved, with the retinue she 
entered the palace, and explained to the King and the Duke the reason 
of PRETTIKIN’s success. Lup immediately ordered the Prince to be 
executed, and gave the hand of the reluctant FLOSALBA to the Duke. 
But the tyrant’s career was at an end. The insurrection that had 
long been smouldering burst out suddenly, and the tables were turned 
on King and Duke, while the Prince and Princess were victorious. The 
documents are somewhat obscure and difficult of interpretation just 
here, but it would seem that the royal palace was undermined, and 
that just as Prerrixry was ordered for execution the walls fell, and 
| revealed to the astonished monarch the insurrectionary forces. The 
| women seem to have been at the head of the movement. Clad in short 
| skirts of book muslin, they advanced with threatening actions—some 
suspended in air, others waist deep in the translucent Thames, which 
was lit up by the glare of torches of various colours. 
But little remains to be told. Prince Prerrikiy assumed the habit 
and title of regent. The title seems to have been Ear o Kin, while 
the habit was a close-fitting one covered with triangles of all sorts of 
colours, and plenteously spangled. FLosana, thenceforth known as 
CoLvMnINE, gave up her singing, as ladies generally do after marriage, 
but devoted herself more than ever to dancing. Lup escaped by painting 
his face, and assuming the simple white and red dress of a peasant or 
| clown. He wandered through the kingdom, supporting himself by 
pilfering and all sorts of dishonesty. He was perpetually at war with 


| the consti d authorities, and gave great trouble to the police of the 
| ee “The Dak ied him in his wanderings with a faithful, 


The Duke accompani 
‘if imbecile, friendship that was ill-requited by the torments and 
| tortures the King heaped on him. He became, in short, the thing 


| SHAKESPEARE alludes to as “ the lean and slippered pantaloon.” 
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A SIMPLE STORY. 


“Cuan-Lix twas a cle-ver boy. He got up a pant-o-mime in the nur-se-ry. But it was ve-ry wiek-ed to paint ba-by's face like the To 
Clown at Dru-ry Lane last year ;—and so his ma-ma would not li-cense the per-form-ance.” 


m Dot 








If of Burlesque you are upon the track— 


Oe a 














' ROUND THE THEATRES. Why, try the Haymarket, where they have Lit-oNn 
Comp, let’s shake off the troubles that environ The Frighiful Hair of rightfol-lairal-whack !— 
This paltry plodding life of every day, Or Royalty, with Humpback Dicx a hit on ;— 
And take a cab—the regulated hire on— e The Holborn, where Prince Amadel's the crack ;— 
And have a holiday to see the play. Or Gaiety, with Operas a skit on ;— ; 
There’s Covent Garden, where the muse of Byron The Queen’s, whose Gnome King very funny games 1s at, 
Of Crusoe’s story makes a grand display : Or Piancut’s Sleeping Beauty the St. J ames's at. 
Where being Haruisep is a joy past measure, Or. finall ae este basic f 
’ Whilst (S)royx and lots of Parnzs conduce to pleasure. r. finally, to Drama would you hark : “ot 
, : You have a choice—although no great varicty. 
| There s Drury Lane, where (as the French would phrase it) Go visit the Princess’s After Dark, 
| The tricks of Chat-are-tonic for the Nerves ; Or if you wish to be in good Society, 
The cat—an actor so des-Invine plays it— The Prince of Wales's is about the mark, | 
| = lion 8 share of the applause deserves, — Where Jame Cat-astrophes seem impropriety. 
The op’ning, Mx. BLancuanp,’s good bekase it The Globe’s Success (and Cyril's) ends our list—oh, 
So little from the ancient legend swerves. There's the Adelphi, too, with Monte Cristo ! 
Besides, we've heaps of fun and gorgeous scenes, 
| And tiny tars and miniature Marines. 
| There's the Lyceum, where one meets fresh VoxEs, Back her . iratical 
| And Parxzs, and scenes, wherein one views Brew’s hues. Mr. Bovercavir, who has always been 60 loud am nig 
And there’s the Surrey, where the fun Clown pokes vermin, has been accused of piracy himself at last. As injee the rail- 
Is of the good old sort we're loth to lose— been granted at New York to restrain the representation ; m Under 
The red-hot poker practical old jokes, way scene in After Dark, on the ground that it is pirate R qd running 
To laugh at which one never can refuse. the Gaslights. It seems that Mr. Boucicauit has arrogate 
Then the police are plentifully peppered— powers over somebody else’s lines. 
But why those poor scared dogs, oh, gentle SuHrruEnp ? . 
At Sadler’s Wells The Fair One, golden-tressed, 4 Regular Jack-pudding One. it is both 
Finds fairy friends, sky, Haze.-woop, and wave in. Wuy is the pancake an anomalous condiment ?—Because } 
At the Victoria the tender breast tough and /ri-able. 
Of Bluff King Hal to Cupid's forced to Cavz-in. 
i o ene omer (but I'll be blest A Poor Quiddity. a bis 
can introduce ‘hat name my stave in)— : : . : overeign ° 
With Alfred's Whittington and Standard’s Tale ane Cosnasnrn avenanne See Se tel young ras¢ 
; ’ return to school; for this act of kindness the ung J 
And Grecian Conquzst, of the list to swell tail. calls the old gentleman a “ quid-nunk.”’ 
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THE GENERAL OUTLINE OF THE PANTOMIMES. 


A Christmas stedlev. 
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OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 
—— 

HE new brooms of the Government have begun 

their sweeping reforms without delay. It is 





they will not admit any of that dilettante 
economy, which is so desperately bent on | 
saving at the spigot, that it entirely overlooks | 
the fact that its efforts have caused an escape | 
at the bung. I have heard a rumour that 
- geems to suggest a possibility of this. It is 
whispered that the Treasury has issued orders that all discarded quill 
pens are to be returned into store, and that a department is to be 
opened for the sale of them at reduced terms to the general public. 

The idea may be worthy of a nation of shopkeepers, as our lively 

allies ca)l us, but it is a question whether it will work economi«aily. 

Let me see! there will Have to be a clerk to superintend the issue of 

quills and check their return to store—say he is the Chief Quill-Dis- 

enser, with a salary of £300 per annum. Of course he must have a 
Der uty Quill-Dispenser, at £150. Then there must be a body of clerks 
to touch up the returned pens—say a Quill-Reviver General, and six 
Assistant Nibbers, with salaries. These, with storekeepers and 
messengers, will more than swallow up the savings, I fancy. Of 
course this isa rather exaggeri.ted sketch of what will happen, but 
there will be something of the sort done I honestly believe. 

In Jilustrated Travels Messrs. CassEtt, Petter, and Garin have 
given us something worthy of the position they have asserted for 
themselves—a work that is a credit to literature and a boon to the 
public. It is edited by Mr. H. W. Batzs, who is acknowledged by 
common consent to be the right man in the right place—long may he 
remain there; for one would be sorry to see this publicatiun follow 
the course of others, which, deprived of the able editing that began 
them as successes, have degenerated into failures Mr. Batss has been 
able to command good material— every article is full of interest, from 
first to last. The passage of the great Canon of the Colorado is a 
thrilling narrative. The illustrations are admirable of their kind, but 
appear to be French. The printing and paper are excellent, and, if the 
standard of the first number be but maintained, will render the complete 
work a most valuable and beautiful one. 

The decadence of Cassell’s Magazine is very marked. There is 
nothing in it that soars to mediocrity, and it is overburdened with 
such pointless serials as ‘‘ Fugitive Notes,’’ from which all the sense 
has escaped, and “Thoughts in the Twilight,” with more twilight 
than thought inthem. An article on adjectives is the most absurd 
nonsense. Its writer apparently knows as little of composition as he 
understands of versification; he twice makes Gray rhyme “ holds”’ 
with “fold.” By the way, if the editor is not strong in languages he 
should get some competent person to see to his quotations. “ Par 
méme académicien’’ and “e mensaet thoro”’ occur on one page. 
The illustrations in some instances show an improvement in art and 
engraving. ‘The frontispiece, apparently a French electro, is chiefly 
noticeable for the ludicrous disproportion of the men on the mail to 
the su. ages, even the more distant ones. 

In St. Jaué's this month Mx. Mrizais favours us with a sample of 
his schoolboy style—the figure of Mapame Gors.er, however, might 
have been put in by one of the engraver’s apprentices. “The Story of 
Rosina” is very noteworthy verse by A. D., who, if he goes on as he 
begins, must publish a volume of poetry shortly, which we shall be glad 
to see. The political papers are full of interest, and few will miss 
“Christmas in a Cavalry Regiment.” 

Good Words for the Young pushes alorg at full swing, both pictorially 
and “‘literarily."" Happy youngsters who have such magazines !—they 
are better off, I am almost inclined to think, than their elders, though 
there are twenty magazines for the fogies to one for the little folk. 

Tus Quiver, thoug it seems to have shrunk back alarmed from its 
recent reaction ageinst “goody,’’ contains one or two fair enough tales 
this month. For its verse I cannot say much—some lines calied “A 
Form of Self-Examination”’ are so bad that one would be inclined to 
whip any boy who turned out a copy of verses of such wretched work- 
manship. How any one, with any pretension to taste, could have 
allowed euch slipshod to pass is a marvel. 

Tus London continues to be conducted with great spirit, and con- 
trasts by no means unfavourably with some of its shilling rivals. 
Where all the articles are good it would be invidious to particularise 
a one especially. ; 

HE Argosy seems to be trying a new artist, very inferior to the 
former illustrator, who, with all his faults (and engravers), had the 
right artistic instinct. The present draughtsman should be relegated 
to the inner pages of the London Journal. There is not much literary 
matter in this number, but what there is is good. “Johnny Ludlow” 
is ‘‘ excellent strong’’ this month. 

Tue Sunday Mogazine is always £0 full of clever pictures that one 
looks forward to it with pleasure. This month it by no means dis- 





























to be hoped that in their anxiety for saving | 
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appoints expectation. The literary contents are good, too, and J will 
defy anyone to read “‘Hoppety Bob's Christmas Treat” without « 
| sensation” very different from that caused by seeing a real liyo cine 
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saved from being run over by a canvas railway-train, 


THE PANTOMIME DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No, 97. 


Ler grumblers growl howe’er they choose at pleasant Christmas timo - 


Give me the merry holidays and lots of pantomime: 

When all the happy little folks—in rows, but not in tears— 
Discourse such silv’ry music as one very seldom hears. 

How clear the little voices are—how bright the eyes that glisten! 
On those ’tis happiness to gaze—to this delight to listen. 


1.—The Gaiety sbould you repair to, 
The music you'll like in Roverto, 
And this kind of stage 
The place, I'll engage, 
You’ll a welcome addition declare to. 


2.—At the Holborn Frince Amabel can’t be a-miss, 
Although he’s a miss not a beau— 
And yet if no bow he is certainly this, 
Which is very much like it, you know! 


3.—This Afric tribe ’mid those at Covent Garden 
You will not find, I’ll bet you half-a-farden. 
Yet they—if Byron only bade them do so— 
Would, ’ere you'd say “Jack Robinson” accrue so. 


4,—This sort of an adjective certainly means 
The kind of a King you will find at the Queen’s. 


5.—When Pussy is at Drury Lane 
Within the hamper thrust, 
If you should look for her in vain, 
She will be this—she must. 


6.—The Lyceum’s Little Man 
When his sporting he began, 
If he owed to aim his shooting, not to luck, luck, luck, 
At some such rifle meeting 
Repeatedly competing 
Must certainly have learnt to kill his duck, duck, duck. 


7.—At the Grecian you perhaps 
Have seen Conquest shooting traps— 
Shooting traps so small that you 
Wonder how he comes up through— 
Yet with safety this can do. 


8.—Jack and Jill 
Go up the hill 
Each evening at the Surrey. 
But with this come down 
And crack Jack’s crown, 
Because of needless hurry. 


Sotvtion or Acrostic, No. 95.—Members, Holiday : Mouth, Echo, 
Moral, Brizzi, Errand, Russia, Slavery. 
SoLutions oF Acrostic No. 95, aecrivep Jan. 6th.—None correct. 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return wnaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 

ZUMALACARREGUI.— Well, suppose you do. 

H. W. H. (Stratford-place).—Unfortunately, we are unable to comply 
with your suggestion. 

S. (Blackman-street).—Thank you. ea 

A CORRESPONDENT who assumes the name of “Lord Stanley 18 = 
— to desist from sending communications which are utterly uninte? 
igible, ; 

Declined with thanks :—J. D., Chelsea; S.; J. T., Manor-road ; J. H. ; 
I. R., York Terrace; Podsnap; V., Vestminster-road ; Gee Roosalum 5 
T. J., Liverpool; A party in the name of Walker; S. M. W., Reading ; 
W. H.; H. A. F., Northumberland-street ; Venadidn’t ; W., Leeds ; ae 
Poor Pillicoddy ; R., Islington; T. W., Wilton; A Dorset La‘ad; J. - 
Dublin ; Robin ; J. J., Dalston; T. O'M., Cork ; Exceleior ; Yank; Lk sd 
Se | A Subscriber ; Martinus Scriblerus; A Few Chap ; Sol 1 : 

oy ; M., Leamington: T. T. W., Louth; S., Bodmin; B. B., re: 
N,, are i No, rullus; An Amoosin’ Cues ; Planxty Donovan; Ready 
Writer ; Nipper the First: L., Redhill; S, B., Brompton ; D., Kilkep2y; 
Q., the Curious; Nobby James; J. W., Bromwich. : 


en 


NOT I1CL—Now Ready, price One Shilling (by post 1s. 24.), 


TOM HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL. 




















































































Janeary 23, 1869.] 





DIVIDEND DAY AT THE BANK. 
From Miss Bertha Green to Miss Peplum Brown, 


My Dearest Perry,—The stream of what’s-his-name?—Pac i 
don’t forget the Maunder that I learnt at school—can never be Mian 
as the waters of Oblivion, or I might at the present moment write to 
you in the highest instead of the /owest spirits. From that dreadful day 
when we visited together the Exhibition of the Empire of man over 
the brute creation at the fat cattle show, a gulf grew up, or, ought [ to 
say opened—well, a broken heart is unable to attend to the niceties of 
metaphor, so let us say existed between me and him, that has never 
since been healed, or, I should rather say, filled up, or, better still 
bridged across. To marry a man who was a connoisseur of cookery 
would be, dear, to destroy that delicacy of appreciation which should 
ever exist in the matrimonial state, and the want ef which in such a 
direction might lead the partner of one’s sorrows to spend the greater 
part of his time in the kitchen, or would at last drive him to seek 
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away from the domestic hearth that satisfaction which a dinner of 
herbs should ever afford to the well-regulated mind. But to marry a 
cook, dear. One’s nature protests, unless he should have two thousand 
& year, and could keep another cook of his own, or would consent to 

ve entirely on mutton chops and ale, as I have heard some in the 
peoteesion 0; or would bring home his own food in a pocket-hand- 
kerchief, or a carpet bag, or something, and have it warmed up, or eat 
it cold. None of these lots—which seems a vulgar mode of expression, 
but I am too agitated to alter it—were likely to be mine, and so I 
returned all Ais presents—(uncle couldn’t return the Strasbourg patés 


de what-do-you-call-’em, except by eleven barrels of oysters, which he 
did)—and there was an end of everything for ever. I have been at 
home ever since. The festive season has been to me, dear, a time of deep 
tribulation. Nota ball nor a party have I been to, for uncle has had 
an attack, and aunt has lost eight hundred of her own money by shares, 
for which uncle called her a fool, because she hadn’t consulted him in 
the matter, and thought to surprise him by making a fortune; and we 
have been thoroughly miserable. I should have apres it under the 
circumstances very much, but oh, dear Peppy, I've such a dreadful 
fright, and you may expect me down to see you, dear, the day after 
to-morrow, for stay in London I will not, especially after your kind 
invitation. Indeed, I don’t think I shall ever like London again, dear, 
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aud I may after all quite make up my mind to e , 
pene, but what matters) a canal ie. He isa m4 Tene & ca 
v was. You know who I mean, dear,—Artillery Company, you know. 

e met, ’twas in a crowd, and I thought—nay, common delicacy of 
Rg ere taught me to expect that he would shun me, but, instead of 
that, judge of my surprise to learn that he is not engaged : “ has never 
ceased to regard her on whom his first fond affections were fixed, and 
fearing lest malicious tongues had severed those chords which can never 
cease to vibrate while life remains, had buried himself in seclusion 
determined at least if not to forget at least to seek no palliation for his 
grief in the giddy whirl.” Oh, how I did cry, and, dear, what do you 
at P he has taken a farm close to you,—you know old Squire 
: ogby’s—and rears his own pigs and poultry, and keeps an ugly old 

ousekeeper, and has come into property that enabled him to give up 

the volunteers, or whatever it was that he got his living by before. 

I was sitting in the Bank of England, dear, where I had gone with 
aunt to draw her dividend from the Consols, or something, and was 
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| horrified to think what I might come to some day. There were dread- 
ful people coming and going—old, trembling, shrivelled, eager-looking 


people, who seemed never to come out into the fresh air except on divi- 
dend days, and were suspicious of everybody round them, only a few 
really healthy, happy souls, and they had a cloud on them all the time 
that they were signing the books under one of the letters in the alphabet 
that represents their initial in the bank books. The clerks there, dear, 
are very strange young men. They mostly wear their hats tilted 
back on their heads, and those of them who are not munching 
ham sandwiches are paring and eating ribstone pippins. Oneor two 
wolanchoty persons in cinnamon-coloured coats stand about, but 
though I believe they are pew-openers or beadles, or something, they 
never tell anybody anythi I was sitting with a feeling of cold 
water running down my back, thinking shall I evér be old and 
withered, and come out only twice a year with my shrivelled face and 
false hair, and faded clothes, to draw the pittance that an old maid may 
possess without envy? when a low voice near me murmured—‘ Miss 
Green !—Bertha! may I dare to say but one word?” Oh, Peppy, if 
he hadn’t led me to the Rotunda, where there was a secluded seat én 
the side farthest from the door, I should have fainted: as it was, when 
I heard what he had to say, he was obliged to go and look for aunt. 
But more when I see you, from your own Barrua. 
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OF PUDDING. 


DREAMS 


little while since 


proa 


of pastry and mince, 


broaching. 


cynical’s scoff, 


joyment. 


a pleasure to come— 





! plum! 
But, ah, when the season of revel arrives, 
With the laughter of friends the enjoyment to sweeten, 
We know we must flourish our forks and our knives, 
For the dainties of Christmas are made to be eaten. 
And ’tis when we have eaten you, dreams come the most— 
Dreams of terrible meaning beyond any question ; 
Ah, happy the man who at Christmas can boast 
He has known not the dreams of a troubled digestion. 
For, oh, they are dreadful—all Fee-Faw—and Fum, 
Oh, pudding, plum-pudding—oh, pudding of plum. 


Adieu! for a twelvemonth we meet not again— 
For ree wy leas rich and less noble allure us, 
The most @iteme, and pleasant of pain 
*Tis yours—and yours .only—each year to insure us. 
So we’ eg still—but in dreams undisturbed 
By horrors, anil dangers, and strifes, and estrangements, 
Far the mind is at rest and the fancy is-curbed 
‘When no pudding fall out with the gastric arrangements, 
When it does, then our visions are ghastly or rum, 
‘Oh, pudding, plum-pudding—oh, pudding of plum. 





| Gone to Sing-sing. 
A taree farmer, of 
of beef unfit for human food. 


of the Tommy Dopps were punished to this t th 
iobiamen pu _ une, the Alderman would 





‘There you Air! 
Ws learn from a colonial journal that— 
on ae diggers at Chefoo have armed themselves, and intend resisting 


But it forgets to add that the determined little: iots 
selected for its national melody the port aieieekon aaa atone 


A Thought and s Warning. 
Lawpsirrs are of more uent occurren : 
posed. Many an owner of brand aces efits sain ee 
sport, has found his estate slip through his fingers. 


oo, BY A THOUGHTRUL—RBUT HENPRCK’D—OLD Boy. 
our schooldays, the “rule of three” is bially trying— 
much +Aarder, in after life, do we foal the rule af “one”. am 


A Lgarnep Fisx.—The re(a)d herring. 
Luz Hareur or Eccanrnicrry.—Driving four “neat” cattle round 


P War a railway ehould the Upper ‘Ten patronise? {fhe 
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UDDING, oh, pudding; a 


We dreamt of you 
fondly—a glory ap- 


With Christmas’s treasures 


And tts cellars of casks 
only waiting the 


A sign of the time when 
we laughing throw off 
For a holiday season 
life’s ‘busy employ- 


ment, 
And all, undeterred by the 


Have made up their 
minds to go in for en- 


We dream of you then as 


Oh, pudding, plum-pud- 
ding—aye, pudding of 


the name of Dopp, occupyinga farm in Norfolk, , 
‘has been found guilty of =e the London market four quarters ’ 
of be ’ fi BRMAN Finnis gave hima month’s’ 
imprisonment, saying a fine would be no punishment. Ifa few more. 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


A reaper who will read and not rant is.an acquisition. The art of 
reading seems somehow or other to have become a lost art. Fie 
declamation, fantastic attitudes, wavings of the band, waggings of the 
head, tricks of tapping with the foot, and in many cases sensational 
effects in the way of musical accompaniments, have been introduced to 
prevent an audience being bored with the sight of a gentleman in g 


| dress coat behind the inevitable desk, candles, and water-bottle. As a 


rule, everything false in art, and wrong in tone, is greedily caught up 
by the groundlings. They enjoy having their ears split, and hence the 
popularity of many of these so-called readers. 

A happy exception to an almost universal rule of readers is found 
in a Mr. p. B. Puiurrs (of a name and family which should be well- 
known to journalists of the old school), who modestly the other night 
gave his first public reading in England at the Victoria Hall, Bays- 
water. A young reader like Mr. Puiriies deserves encouragement— 
first, because he reads well and knows what he is about, and, secondly, 
because he shows great judgment and taste in preferring to follow in 
the footsteps of such readers as Mr. Tuacxgray and Mr. G. A. Sata, 
who have read and won tears from their audience without any clap- 
trap dodges, to consorting with the popular readers of the period, who 
ruin their author as much as they destroy the taste of their audience, 
Mr. Purtuirs is far better in prose than in poetry. Let him take the 
advice of the oldsters and abjure such selectionsas “ The May Queen,” 
done to death as they have been by the ranters, and of but small profit 
to the artistic reader. His ‘“‘Chadband”’ was carefully studied; his 
‘“‘ Death of Joe”? rendered with rare taste and effect; but it was in a 
sketch from -A// the Year Round, called ‘‘ Pray Employ Major Namby,” 
that he literally brought down the house, and gave promise of a 
successful career. This sketch was new to most of the audience—it 
sounds uncommonly like Mr. Witx1z CoLtins, suggestive as it is of 
Major Wragg and his weak partner—and warmed a cold house into 
genuine enthusiasm. The author of the trifle, whoever he may be, 
should certainly be grateful to Mr. Pxruures for his admirable inter- 
pretation of it. In these days of penny readings it is a mistake to dose 
an audience with hackneyed selections. People like to hear something 
fresh, and an untouched mine of literature is ready at Mr. PHILrips’ 


j hand. If, next time he reads, he prepares a programme of prose selec- 


tions as new to his audience.as certainly was that of ‘‘ Major Namby,” 
he will increase his fame, which, when all is said and done, must always 
date from his first appearance at Victoria Hall, Bayswater. 


ooo eee 
FOREIGN CLIMBS. 


Ox, téll-me not of foreign climes— 
Though lovely they may be. 

I’ve heard you tell a thousand times 
The charms of land and sea. 

The silent heavens overhead— 
Below, the Adriatic ; 

‘But I’m confined, sir, to my bed, 
A prey to pangs rheumatic. 


I could not toil up mountain-sides, 
Or stride through bosky valleys, 
Where soft the gentle streanilet glides, 
Or torrent madly sallies. 
There is a dampness, well I know, 
In landscapes fluviatic— 
*T would aggravate my torture so-—— 
A prey to pangs rheumatic. 
So rave about your foreign climes, 
And welcome, sirrah, warmly '! 
I’ve heard you talk a thousand ‘times 
On that theme uniformly; 
But who would get on cal ortandk, 
Except a mere fanatic, 
To talk to one, who’s.on'his back 
A-prey to pangs rheumatic. 





It Little Boots. 

{BricHaM Youne, it is stated, ‘has fixed ‘the proper length of ladies’ 
dresses to be to the top.of their feet-coverings. Some of the fair sex 
appear to have given in their adhesion to the rule, taking ‘“fect- 
covering” to mean stockings. Others, again, who are content to 
construe it “boots,” meet the rule literally halfway, by wearing the 
Parisian ‘high-ankle tasselled article. 





‘Wuo-should lock the stable-door when .the steed is stolen? The 
Gxoom.of the Stole, of course ! 
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OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 
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Gs. most agreeable, artistic body, the Langham 
: Society, gave its conversazione the other 
evening, at which the water-colours to be 
sent to the Dudley Gallery by members were 
exhibited. The show wasa'good One, some 
of the portfolios being extremely interesting. 
» A German photograph exhibited’ by Mr. 
ce ie Wanton Simpson was universally admired 
for its force and vigour. An exquisite marine 
study By Mui Haws}, and! a picture of children with a calf, by Mr. 
PINWELL,, Were ations thie’ most noticeable features of the exhibition, 
the post off Hortour g awarded to a large oil painting by Mr. C. 
Nioxorts: The Langham conversazioni are among the pleasant 
evenings that one looks forward to in the exhibition:season. 

TuerE has been-a-discussion on wovd-engravitie in the columns of 
one of our best dilly papers. It shows how unfairly art is represented 
on the press Wher even so high clas# a journal’ adinitted an article, 
which to. the experienced bore on!’ thiv’face of it’ the: admission of in- 
sufficient knowledge: The fact is, that'most of the:smart writers who 
pronounce opiiiions: or wood-engtaving have never seen a drawing 
on the block im their lives, and seem? to think that-am artist's drawing 
is gre to the engraver as an authot’s copy is given to the printer, 
an 


can be cut in tint or facsimile just as the copy can be set up ix |; 
“long primer”’ or “‘ bourgeois.” Thisignorant outcry is doing serious '|' 


injury to art. At present the engravers of France and Germany admit 
that we have outstripped them. If the art is thus discouraged we 
shall go bacle Hopelessly. 

PuotocHaw@H® is’ an art that is making such rapid strides that it is! 
most interestiig to look over the “Year Book of Photography ” 


(Prrzr anp CarTER, Gough-square) and note its progress. The pub» 


lication, which began as a simple almanack, has in comparatively # 
few years developed into an important annual record. Mr. WHARTON 
Simpson, who sd’ ably edits it, has collected a number of valuable 


articles on the latest inventions and improvements, which make tte 


work a complete hand-book. 


London Society boasts several telling and sparkling pictures this | 


month, Mr. Wuyte MEtvit1z, always amusing, opens a new story, 
and the other articles are of the right sort. ‘ Luck in Families” is 
full of curious information. I don’t think the author of the “ Intellect 
of Animals”” has properly studied his subject; at any rate, he writes 
too flippantly. ‘‘ A Pipe of Tobacco”’ rises above the run of magazine 
verse. A paper on ‘* Sewing: Machines” will be read with interest, but 


an article entitled.“ Trath-in. Wine ” isin this. line decidedly the best }, 
essay we Have’ had: in: Z. 8. for some time, discussing the qualities: of }; 
the old brandied wines and the lighter Greek wines introduced by |. 


Mr. Denman, and the low-priced but sound wines of France imported 

by Messrs. WILLIAMs, the:account of: whose cellars, on the site of the 
d East India. House,.is-very, curious. | 
Tum St, James’s is*better in-its art this month. The absence of. “ A 

Life’s\Assize”’ is to be regretted. 

take the place of ‘Cut Down Like. Grass,’’ which. gets weaker than 

ever, There isa ! 

ment of “ Bisset’s' Youth,”’ and other readable. 
In Temple Bar we have a-continuation of: ‘ 


pers. | 
ix Years in.the Prisons 


of England,” with: one or two other readable'papers.. There is quite jj 


& curious. preponderance of the female element in the number. Out 
of nine articles, five are written by ladies. 

Good Words is plentifully: illustrated. this month, and has some two 
or three excellent pictures. There is a ghastly story by Da. GitBeRrt, 
with a. good impli . 
Ballad of War” “The Captain's Wife,” too, is good. 


ConcerninG Plait Words (Morvarr, Dublin), a few plain words will 


suffice. It is stated to be “A Miscellany for Protestants and. Roman.}, 


Catholics ;”? but the portion intended for the latter corisists of prose- 
lytizing condemnation of their faith; On the same grounds the Tablet 
ht be called “A Journal for Roman Catholics and Protestants, 


and the Record ditto. . 
Taw glad’ to learn front Sttence Gossip this month, that art associaw 
tion’ for the: protection of sea-birds on our coast 18 being organized: 
€ wanton destraction’ of the poor creatures’ by poppingand banging 
snobs is one of the drawbacks to the enjoyment of one’s autumnal 
holiday. Le Follet shows a very charming Watteau costume in one of 
its plates—a' most graceful! and picturesque style that one y 
8ee revived. _ 
Tue Naturalist’s Note Book gives % very good frontispiece with this 
number. Its contents are, as they always’ are, full. of interest. to 
red who admire, if they cannot understand, the wonderfal workings 
, nature. ° > ‘ . 
Messrs: Canter’ ieste’ a’ new edition, at a’ fabulously low prive, 
their Gardener's and’ Farmer’ s' Vaile Mecum, which givesa full catalogue 


It would-have been better to. let it |; 
od’ translation of Horacy, with a capital instal- |; 


ed moral; and’ some touching verse, entitled, “A 


.Cur most‘ regular correspondents, 
_ stringeney. 


‘small, white; earthenware plates 


of ; 
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of flowers and plants with a description of their colour, size, and 
habit—a feature of great utility. By this means the book is elevated 
from the range of a mere trade catalogue, and becomes a valuable 
summary for farmer and gardener. 

I rut the best thing in the Atlantic Monthly for J anuary is the 
poem of “The Flying: Dutchman.” “The Sunshine of the Gods”’ is 
remarkable for its peculiar form, eminently melodious, and with but 
three rhymes in fifteen lines, or thereabouts. For a really good 
school-boy story commend me to “ The Good-natured Pendulum.’ 

Tus Gardener's Magazine has an attractive series of studies of 


Adiantum, or Maidenhair,, Besides plenty of information aw to what 


one should do for one's'plants this strange winter. 

Tux Atlas is, I understand, about to be incorporated with a Pud/ic 
School Chronicle. The various schools will be visited and reported 
upon, and the publication will be edited by a Graduate of Brasenose. 
I should say such a venture will find a wide field before it. 

He knew he was: right moves along steadily, and carries its readers 
with it. The illustration to No. 8 looks as if Mr. Stone had been trying 
graphotype; but-if so, he recovered his senses in No. 9. 

Ir the blue-stockiog who, according to the ballad, lost’ # busband 
because her suitor,, when abeut to kiss her hand, detected an ink stain 
on her finger, had only knowmof Psrry's Ink Extractor, she might 
have indulged in Both literwture’ and matrimony, for all trace of her 
inky A patmaaaa would have’ been removed by that. useful little 
invention. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC Wo. 98. 


Tw thi office people say, 
That the order of the days, 
Is economy, to see 
That the estimates agree: 
With what every Briton “axes” 
For, when paying heavy taxes. 
I,—I¢t’s pleasant in prospect, but when you come rear, 
And try the experiment, say, for a year ; 
You'll find, as poor men are too apt to repeat, 
The bitter’s more frequent by far than the sweet. 


2.—A poet’s prenomen stuck on to another, 
And shortened to this, say by cousin or brother. 


3.—Where the orange groves are fairest, 
Where there shines the bluest sea, 
Where the climate is the rarest,— 
Seek in Southern Italy. 


4,—He sloped and’ went slowly far into the West, 
But I’ve heard from the people who ought to know best ; 
That aithough he was great and’ went gallantly down, 
The West doesn’t mean the west end ot the town. 
5.—How great he was all novel readers know, 
He loved a Manion’; ’twas’some yéars ago. 
6.—To Swinsurne’s muse this word is very dear,. 
With seas and kisses oft it will appear. 
7.—In Bonrvia it rises’ 
A wonderful height ;: 
# word that surprizes, 
And hard to guess right. 
$,—A. poet-once asked Tom if-e’er he had this, 
ith allusions to singing, I think to 4 kiss, 
But, if not wrong, he used all of the word, 
And didn’t abbreviate thus,. as I've heard. 
9,—The billet. was enclosed: within, 
And. this wrapped round it like a skin. 
Sorvtion ov Acnostia No. 96.—-.4 New Yeor: Admiralty, 
Nuisanve,- Errata, War. 
SoLUTIONs oF Acnostic No; 96; necktveD Saw. 12 :—None correct. 


as oes: rather hard; but’ our rules must be definite amt precise. 
T. and’ C.—It does'stem e 5 Sion euler at got — 


——————— 
Pots and Pans. 


» Christmas: prize-meeting of the Middlesex Rifle Volunteers, 
sete : were set up and fired ati. The 


Volunteer’ who did most damage among the crockery received the 
highest number of marks. Well, we'think crockery-cracking. a much 
better amusement than. pot-hunting. 
ED 
A MISNOMER, CLEARLY. 
Taw Abode of Misanthropy.—The Man-shun house. 
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THE HISTORY OF A GENIUS. 


1, At an analy Oop & wee said by an undoubed au- 
thority that I had a decided ability for drawing. 

2. A specimen at the age of 3. 

3. Accident revealed the bump of form. 











THE OLD MAN OF THE PERIOD. 


TO THE EDITOR oFr “ Fun.”’ 


Sm,—My governor is an old bore ; he is always talking about Lorp 
Brovenam and the Reform Bill. My sister Louisa positively declares 
that she wa ne the Battle of e or the March in Saul 
to him upon _ any more. He goce to sleep after dinner. 
When he goes eep he snores; and when he snores—oh, crikey ! 
We have asked him to ame and leave us alone, but he won’t. 
This is very selfish ; but the old men of the present day are all in that 
line. Can we have him put on board whan g and sent away some- 
where? He has plenty of money and makes me find clothes out of my 
own income, £150 a-year. Yours, obediently, ‘ 

OM. 





TO THE EDITOR oF “ run.” 


father. To call that father the most utterly 

iy degenerate unit of his own or any other sex 
e and fulsome adulation. My brother and J, 
of several Christian Young Men’s Associations, 
l by his vicious courses. He haunts the lowest 

music-halls and ce frequents the Holborn Casino, and 
returns home so late and so intoxicated that we have been forced at 
length to allow him a latch-key. As he is a widower, and barely 
sixty, we have introduced him to some nice maiden ladies in the 
neighbourhood, hoping to tempt him into a ble second mar- 
riage. But he shuns our li tea-parties, and slinks cut alone to 


Srr,—I have an o 
and ho 


indulge his coarse tastes. He frequently borrows money of us, which 
is never id; he smokes pipes in the sitting-room, and swears all 
over the carpet. In short, sir, he is a e old nuisance. 
Can we legally stop his or send him to areformatory ? Some- 
thing must be done at once. Your obedient servant, 
A Dorirvt Son. 


4. Accompanied by that of colour. 

5. I was put to figure drawing. 

6. But preferred to be an animal draughtsman. 
7. I was always good at making faces. 


9. Sometimes I was advised to “ take myself off.’ 
10. I tried to draw a cart but failed. 


8. And tak'ng people off. 
11. I experienced a violent longing to be a big man. 


TO THE EDITOR OF “ FUN.” 


Sin,—My pa is a wretch, and won’t let me marry Franx FLicuTy, 
because he only gets eighty pounds a-year in the City. I am sure I 
shall never love anybody else, and pe calls me silly. I suppose I shall 
be justified in running away, and I mean to do it, too. Papa married 
for love, and says that he has always been very happy since mamma’s 
death. He is very vulgar, and has no sentiment. I am full of it 
myself. He makes rude remarks about crinoline and chignons. My 
life is quite miserable. Pray advise me how to treat the selfish old 
creature, do. Yours ever, ANGELINA. 





. TO THE BDITOR oF “ FuN.”’ 


Smm,—The old one wants me to study high art, and says that pool 
and pyramids are low. I can’t bear domestic tyranny, and mean to 
cut it. When I expostulate he quotes Latin, and slams the door after 
it. I tell him that youth is entitled to respect; but I never get it. 
What shall I do to him ? Yours truly, JUVENIS. 





Trade Mark. 


A Crossinc-sweEPsrR—one of the public characters of the metropolis 
—has been for so many years the recipient of “the browns” of the 
charitable public that he has turned almost copper-coloured. 





VERY WASHY. ' 
CIRGUMSTANCES ALTER Casgs.—Not every man may be a bishop, even 
though he has a lawn-dress. 


A “Dovsie Evenr.”—The Shadow Dance. 
Tus Bunarir or rue Act.—A call before the curtain. 


Anoraer Reason wHy Wk SHOULD Nor cede GIBRALTAR.— Because & 
barren rock is about the least likely spot for seed to vegetate. 


[January 23, 1869, | 
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LOOKS INTO BOOKS. 


Geographical Fun (HoppEr and Sroveuton) is very original in 
design, and the notion is carried out with considerable quaintness—the 
notion being to fill up the outlines of the various countries with figures 
emblematic of their history or resources. This is done with more or less 
success. The best is the map of Italy, which is made into a figure of 
GarrmBaLDI. It is to be regretted, however, that “tho young lady of 
fifteen,’’” who originated the idea, should have committed an error of 
taste here, which will offend some religious scruples. The pictures are 
well printed in colours, and admirably turned out on the whole. 

The Musical Directory (Rupaut, Rosz, Carte and Co.)—or, a8 we 
suppose the musical critic of the Sunday Times would call it, the 
Directorum Musicorum—seems to be a work well adapted for its purpose. 
We can only suggest one improvement—that it should contain the names 
and addresses of the various musical critics, which would increase its 
value to the profession. 

Famous London Merchants (James Hoae and Son) is a book to be 
safely recommended for boys. Mr. Fox Bourne has not been book- 
making, and there is no scamping or carelessness in the work, which 
may interest ‘‘old”’ as well as “ young boys.” 

For those who like the quaint in art, Mr. Moyr Smrtu’s Studies for 
Pictures (Moxon, Dover-street) will be a great treat. He has a poetic 
fancy, with a turn for the grotesque, and considerable artistic power. 
The only noticeable weakness in his work is a tendency to make the 
extremities too small, and that is rather a trick thana fault. It would 
be unfair to dismiss the little work without drawing attention to the 
designing of the cover. There are so few artists who possess the 
peculiar talent for ornamentation which such work requires, that we 
venture to hope Mr. Saitu will turn his attention to the subject. 

In Croquet Taeties (Cox, Strand) Mr. Wurrmore has devoted a 
great deal of time and study,to a game which, like billiards, can be 
made thoroughly scientific, or converted into an amusement for ladies 
and gentlemen at a,country house. We venture to differ from the 
author as to the admissibility of the two-handed stroke. The one- 
handed stroke is the only scientific one. A number of coloured 
diagrams explain the various laws of the game and the policies to be 
pursued under various complications. We will defy any one to read 
the book carefully and ‘intelligently without becoming, theoretically, a 
master of croquet, to xipen into a practical player by the help of the 
hints as to practice. 

Tux intention of Phrenological Stump Orations is better than the 
execution. The humour is too obviously laboured. It is described as 
“satiric, comic, and pathetic,” but the last-named quality somewhat 
overlays its brethren. 

It is impossible to say anything that can better recommend The 
Garden Oracle ncieumead than that it is edited by Mr. SHrrLey 
<a I the first authority on all questions floricultural and horti- 
c ° 





After Dinner. 

Paterfamilias :—“If my wife does not make any plum puddings 
next year, why may I conclude that two towns on the South Leicester- 
shire Railway have been removed ?” 

Guests, not knowing the answer, politely give it up. ; . 

Paterfamilias :—* Why—ha, ha!—because there will be less stir 
(Leicester) and none eaten (Nuneaton) in this place. 





No End of Travels. 

We are to have more Royal roads to various places. Her Maszsty 
has herself published her trips in the Highlands, and now Mr. Hrp- 
WortH Dixon announces another tour, described rather generally as 
“Her Majesty’s Tower.” He ought to tell us in what parts the 
tower took place. 





A Baccy-nail. 

Tux captain of the ship Glencairn tried to smuggle some tobacco the 
other day at Liverpool in a missionary box ; but the tobacco was 
“smoked” by the revenue, and the box, the captain found, was the 
Wrong one. He should have remembered the Custom-(m)’ouse is 
quick at smellng a rat. 





A Lesson from Brother Jonathan. 
Ovr ’cute transatlantic friends have shown their appreciation of the 
services rendered in New York by the imported English sparrows, 
y building houses for them in Union-square, oteting a protection 
against the rigour of the American winter. After this, let us hear no 
man speak of our sober-ccated, familiar little friend in terms of dis- 


sparrow-gement. 





Sharp’s the Word! 
Nor exactly—it usedto be—but now on all sides it’s —Sharper. 


FUN. 
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THE GOOD, THE TRUE, AND THE BEAUTIFUL. 


Tusre’s a duty tormenting my life, 
Which some people expect me to do, 
And it is to discover a wife, 
And to wed ere I'm quite thirty-two. 
I’ve been reading Lorp Lyrton of late, 
And fancy that marry I should, 
If I only could win for a mate 
The Beautiful, True, and the Good! 


But the Beautiful, Good, and the True, 
(Each with capital letter, you know !) 
All prefer—’tis a pity they do— 
Isolated existence below ! 
And I never, as yet, could obtain, 
Or found any person who could, 
Good or True not decidedly plain, 
Or the Beautiful, Truthful, and Good! 


Tis a very unfortunate case, 
That my love I’m so bother’d to find, 
I have been led away by the face, 
By the manner, and even the mind! 
But the manner was only outside— 
Like beauty I soon understood— 
And I never could fancy a bride, 
‘As “ blue’’ as she seemed to be Good ! 


I’m beginning all Beauty to doubt, 
It may owe all to Racuar and dress! 
When at home ladies say they are out, 
So the True they can never possess! 
And my seareh must be therefore confined 
To diffident, shy, maidenhood ; 
Where true love and the beauty of mind 
Are fitly enshrined in the Good. 


I don’t covet neglect in my house 
By a Beautiful, frivolous wife 
Who thinks dressing herself, and not grouse, 
Is the principal object of life! 
But I should not so strongly object 
To Beauty, if only it would 
Be the True in this needful respect, 
At least let its dinners be good ! 


Some fair soul of whose presence I dream, 
I am sure in the world there must be, 
Whose opinions will not be extreme, 
And who's not above making my tea. 
Such a light for my life I will woo, 
If I find her, and she will be woo'd; 
And shall pray let her give me the True, 
And the Beautiful both in the Good! 


Oh! my poor Head, 

Tux clowno the present day, in his efforts to secure the apprecia- 
tion of the public, relies more upon his acrobatic proficiency than on 
the brilliancy of his wit, thus reversing the usual order of things, by 
making his heels save his head. 


Not to be found in any Manual of Courtship. 
Never show the slightest affront at any apparent coolness on the 
part of the Fond Object. Should Miss Florence give you the cold 
shoulder, call her your ice-F/oe—won't she fire up! 





The New Musical Pitch. 
We hear that Mr. Suss Rezvgs, when he takes an outing Hendon- 
wards, patronises the Lower Welsh Harp. 


To Meteorologists. 
Do you prepicr Rove WeatHer ’—Wear a seer-ious aspect. 





Tur Grow] of the Period.—Where’s the police ? 

Fics are imported in layers. Well, what’s.the odds ? 

CarrraL PunrsuMment.—A thousand a-year and nothing to do. 

Never confound Ignorance with Crime—a man may drop his H's 
and yet be no D-faulter(er). 

To an InqcrRInG PepgsTRIAN.—We fear that a * wind-dial’’ would 
not prove of service to you in testing your, powers of endurance. 
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THE BAB BALLADS. 


THE TWO OGRES. 


And wicked children too— 
This pretty ballad is designed 
Especially for you. 
One grown up—one a lad, 
The younger was as good as gold, 
The older one was bad. 
A wicked, disobedient son 
Was James McA.pinez, and 
A contrast to the younger one 


t_ : Sof Good AprpLtEBopy BLAND. 


A melancholy victim to 
U ened appetites. 

Good, well-bred children every day 
He ravenously ate, 

All boys were fish who found their way 
Into McA.pinn’s net. 

Boys whose good breeding is innate, 

sums are always right— 

And boys who don’t expostulate 
When sent to bed at night. 

And kindly boys who never search 
The nests of birds of song— 

And serious boys for whom, in church, 
No sermon is too long. 

Contrast with Jamzs’s greedy haste, 
And comprehensive hand, 

The nice discriminating taste 
Of Arritzssopy Bianp. 

Bianp only eats bad boys, who swear— 
Who can behave, but don’t, 
i lads who say “don’t care,”’ 
And “shan’t,”’ and “can’t,” and “ won't.’’ 


ee Pt 
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Who wet their shoes and learn to box, 
And say what isn’t true, 

Who bite their nails and jam their frocks, 
And make long noses, too. 


And boys who twirl aren kittens in 
Distracting zéetropes. 
But Jamzs before he grew so big, 
Aad thtngh, eferusia, 6 reeklen pl 
course, a recklees pig, 
He wasn't quite a fool. “7 
At eae with him could vie; +) 
To his peculiar sect, 
He could a fallacy 
With si effect. 
So, —— _ Mentors said “ Fon honed, 
0 his Mentors he would sed 
this absurd reply : 





OOD children list, if you're inclined, 


Two ogres dwelt in Wickham Wold, 





‘‘T have been taught to love the good— 
The pure—the unalloyed— 

And wicked boys, I’ve understood, 
I always should avoid. 


‘¢Why do I eat good children—why: 
Because I love them so!” 
(But this was empty sophistry 
As your Papa can show.) 
Now, though the learning of his friends 
Was, truly not immense, 
They had a way of fitting ends 
By rule of common sense. 
“* Away, away!” his Mentors cried, 
“ Thou uncongenial pest— 
A quirk’s a thing we can’t abide, 
A quibble we detest ! 
‘“‘ A fallacy in your reply 
Our intellect descries, 
Although we dcn’t pretend to spy 
Exactly where it lies. 
‘¢In misery, unworthy son, 
Must end a glutton’s joys— 
And learn how ogres punish one 
Who dares to eat good boys. 
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** Secured by fetter, cramp, and chain, 
d gagged securely—so— 

You shall be placed in Drury-lane, 
Where only good lads go. 

‘Surrounded there by virtuous boys 
You'll suffer tortures wus, 

Than that which constantly annoys 
Disgraceful Tanratrs.” 


(“If you would learn the woes that vex 
Poor TantTatvs, down there, 

Pray borrow of Papa an ex- 
Purgated Lemprizrz.) 

“But as for APPLEBoBy BLanp, 
Who only eats the bad, 

A orang recompense we've planned 
For that deserving lad. 





‘Where naughty boys in crowds are stowed 
He shall unquestioned rule, 

And have the run of Hackney-road 
Reformatory School.” 


Tet 
[January 23, 1869. 
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HISTORY MADE EASY. 


TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 


My pear Box.—I am going up at Chelsea for the next examination 
for direct Commissions, and before the examination comes off I want 


C ON. 


By an Otp Foey. 


Aas, grey hairs bring thoughts so sad! 
The world is for old age a college— 











call the attention of the Commissioners, or whoever the peop + . : : 
pe organize the thing, to the absurdity of corducting it by aie < oe eee Ore ee * 
and answer. ‘The system is most unfair, for don’t you see, they may ut bitter after-growths of knowledge. 
ask juatithewery questions which you can’t answer, and at the same You find that friendship is but show— | a 
timetthereymay be-five hundred questions which you can answer and An outward seeming to cajole you! Ate 
whidbithey don’t askatall. The proper way to ascertain a candidate's But likewise—to be sure—you know— rtm 
proficiency is, of course, to ask him—not whether he can answer You learn a something to console you. ‘ 
inti ugl questions on the subject of examination—but to state at For if false friends deceive you so, Oe 
onee,all he knows about it. For instance, say the subject is English It is a likely thing to follow, 1 
Very good. I am required to state all I know on the When your own teeth, too well you know, Lie | 
ie 


Have every one of them proved hdllew ! 


- 


Higtory. 
subject of Englgh History, and I furnish the following paper :— 
“THe Saxon Perron. 

“England was formerly a thinly populated place, inhabited by half- 
make men. At the close of the Saxon Period the country wasinvaded 
‘by ‘the Normans under W11.1AM THE Conqugror. 

“THE Norman Periop. 

‘There were several kings after Wm11aM THE ConauBroR. The 
Haypies, the Epwarps, Kine Joun, and others were of ‘this kind. 
Theexact.order in which they came is of little or no consequenee, and 
can dilways ibe -ascertained by reference to any standard historian. 
Some aif \these, however, were PLANTAGENETs, from which fact is 


“THE [PLANTAGENET PeERiop. 
“era full description ofthis eventful epoch, see last section. 


, : ‘Tue Tupor Periop. 

“There is, I think, a -period between the Plantagenet and Tudor 
Period, tbut if so it was.of mo consequence, The most remarkable 
Tuflor,monarck was QurEN ELIZABETH, who was related in some way 
to Henny VITI. and Quazn Mary; the exact relationship, however, is 
mot quite clear, nor indeed jis it of any importance. SHAKESPEARE 
flonrighetl in‘the Tudor or Stuart Period—according to some Chroni- 
clers,jin portions of both. QusrEN Mary was socalled for her-ernelties. 
Aw Rossaat and Herne-tHEe Hunter flourished. 

“Tue Sruarnt Pgriop. 

“Reineipdl characters King Cuarizs I. and Oxrver Cromwell. 
For re of Stuart Period see last section. 

“THE Brunswick Periop [or is it the Hanoverian Period ?), 

“No; it’s the Brunswick, because the Hanoverian rats came over 
with one of the Gzorcrs. Principal characters: QuEEN ANNE, THE 
Duke or Marnporovcu, Mrs. Masuam, Dr. SACHEVERELL, Poprr, 
Rassgias, THE VicAR OF WAKEFIELD, GOLDSMITH (or was he under the 

_ Hanoverian dynasty ?), Cottey Cipper, Sir Roger pz CoveR.y, and 
GULLIVER. 
‘THe HANOVERIAN PsRIOD. 

“Tam not quite clear when the Brunswick Period ended and the 
Hanover Period began, or, indeed, whether they are not two names for 
the same epoch, but this is a matter of detail which a reference to 
any wellvestablished authority on the point-will at once clear up. Prin- 
cipal literary characters: Sir Lyrron Bunwer, Mrs. Gore (or were 
they later ?), Petuam, Sovrney, Lorp Byron, and Sir CHaruzs 
‘(Geanpison. Principal event, the Battle of Waterloo, which the 
English (under WeLLINGTON) gained over the French (under Naro- 
%EON).* (Principal other monarchs, the Gzorazs, in the following 

‘1, GEORGE THE Frmst. 
2. GEORGE THE SECOND. 
3. GEORGE THE THIRD. 
4, GEORGE THE Fourtu. 


“I forget how long the Georgian era lasted, but it was a long 
While. ‘This exhausts the subject down to the reign of QuzEEN 

ICTORIA, 

‘* Notes. ; 

“The following celebrated persons flourished between the accession 
of Ecrgrt and the death of Gzorce IV., but I do not know their 
exaet dates, nor indeed are they of any great importance :—CHAUCER, 
Suettzy, Warrs (poets); THe VENERABLE BepE, Cricuton, Mac- 
AULAY, Brackstong, Bacon, SHERIDAN (celebrated authors); Guy 
Fawxes, Lrorric, Jack Cape (remarkable conspirators); Jack 
| Suerrann (famous highwayman) ; Neti Gwynye (celebrated beauty) ; 
Cuanes II. (remarkable libertine) ; Manrrep (great thinker).” 


ere, sir, you have an examination which shows—not what a 


candidate don’t know—but what he does know. Pray insert my sug- 


Sestion that it may be taken up before my time. comes. 
Yours ever, Tommy Puvcrton. 





A Senseless Saying. 


“PLuck up your courage.” Do nothing of the sort! Foster and 


cherish it. The deeper rooted it is, the better. It will stand yyou in 
rare good stead one of these dark nights. 





‘The First Glub in Europe.” 
Sr. Stepuen’s, of course. Were half inclinedo dissentdrom this 


generally accepted statement, heariag as we @o that ‘before amany 


weeks have elapsed more ;fhan ome avho has ithe entrée there will 
ig : 4d. keno. emibered. 


positively be—horrid tho 





““Biasing Ship” 
Ir is a matter of surprise :that this heading, so sad:to-some-readers 
of newspapers, so familiar to.gll,is.not of still more frequenteceurrenc::. 


How many people are there, wearily waiting year afteryear—till thei: 


‘“‘ship.comes home ?” 





A Wipeawake Monarcu.—King Cotton. 
THe Man to Piay gue “Rogue's Marcu:”—Fi-forShame! 
A Hint 10 Younc W.areamen.—Fine featherers makegood oarsmen. 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they ave accom- 
panied dy a stamped and dirceted envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 


responsible for loss. | 

H. W. H.—Under an agreement —no alteration can be made. 

T. (Leeds).—Very possibly, but he doesn’t lead trumps. He hasn’t the 
odd trick of comic-writing. 

W. (Cowes).—We must decline the produce of your Moos. 

F. R.—We have received your *‘Chariiy,’’ but, in mercy, decline to 

rint it. 
G. T. F. (Derby).— We don’t see how it could be utilized. 

A. S.—We are tired of saying that we do not require double acrostics. 

E. K. (Adelaide-road).—We think it is hardly worth your while trying 
to be comic so continually, and with so little success. 

B.—We wish you would B quiet. 

QuERY—very queery. There is not an atom of sense in the suggestion. 

G. W. M. (City-road).—Hardly the subject for a joke. : 

C. (Clifton).—It’s very kind of you to say that if your MS. is “not up to 
the mark, we may tear it up, and use the idea.” You compel us by euch 
civility to say “‘ thank you’’—for nothing. ' 

T.’s A. (Morley’s).—No, you're not! But you're a correspondent whose 
long silence has made us quite anxious. Glad to hear from you again, old 
boy,—and the compliments of the season. 

M. (Notting-hill).—We are not surprised to hear what you say about the 
Amateur Authors’ Magazine. a 

ZUMALACAAREGUI.— Don’t talk nonsense—you get over-measure as it is. 
If you wanted an answer you shou!d not have written anonymously. 

Mepicvs.—Our remarks were aimed at the correspondence to which you 


de. . 
- W. S.—We must have overlooked the second sketch, if sent. 

St. GEoRGE (Kensington).—How often must we repeat that we do not 
consider matters of religious belief fair game for a comic paper ? 

BEATRICE.— Decidedly -. Laie: see 

NCASHIRE CHAP.—Too flattermng. 

Declined with thanke:—R,, Hereford; E. L. M.; L., City Club; 
H. R. V., Hackney ; G. W,, Poplar; A. M. Z.; R. O., Walworth ; A. L. P., 
Hampstead ; D. ; J.J. B., Newcastle ; J. K.; D., Swaffham ; F., Strood ; 
White Lie; X., 290; E. W. B., Liverpool ; Boulanger, Southampton ; 
J. M., Westminster; G. F. H. ;\B., Gresham-street; N. S., Weaste ; Eme- 
lule; B., Royal Military College; F. M., D., Dover; E. D. W., Newport ; 





G. F. W., Cheapside; W. B., Stratford; J.B. Leiees- 
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Florist ; M. E. H.; 


a 


ter; J. I. I. Cur. | 


* As a matter of “cram” it is as well that a candidate for a direct.eommission 
should be well posted in this fact.—T. P. 
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THE BAB BALLADS. 


THE TWO OGRES. 


OOD children list, if you're inclined, 
And wicked children too— 
This pretty ballad is designed 
Especially for you. 
Two ogres dwelt in Wickham Wold, 
One grown up—one a lad, 
The younger was as good as gold, 
The older one was bad. 


A wicked, disobedient son 
Was James McAtping, and 






a. ? A contrast to the younger one 
: hal, Good ArrLeBopy BLanp. 


McA.rimve—brutes like him are few— 
In greediness delights, 

A melancholy victim to 
Unchastened appetites. 

Good, well-bred children every day 
He ravenously ate, 

All boys were fish who found their way 
Into McA.rin»’s net. 

Boys whose good breeding is innate, 

ose sums are always right— 

And boys who don’t expostulate 
When sent to bed at night. 

And kindly boys who never search 
The nests of birds of song— 

And serious boys for whom, in church, 
No sermon is too long. 

Contrast with Jamzs’s greedy haste, 
And comprehensive hand, 

The nice discriminating taste 
Of Arrissopy Buianp. 

Buanp only eats bad boys, who swear— 
Who can behave, but don’t, 

Disgraceful lads who say ‘“‘ don’t care,”’ 
And “ shan’t,” and “can’t,” and “ won't.”’ 





Pi Perse) 









. V . 


“M*ececece 


Who wet their shoes and learn to box, 
And say what isn’t true, 

Who bite their nails and jam their frocks, 
And make long noses, too. 

Who kick a nurse's aged shin, 
And sit in sulky mopes, 

And boys who twirl poor kittens in 
Distracting zéetropes. 

But Jamus before he grew so big, 
Had often been to school, 

And though, of course, a reckless pig, 
He wasn’t quite a fool. 

At few with him could vie; # 
Tobie sect, - 


He could a fallacy 
With effect. 
So, oe - Mentors said “ Fon honnd, 
ea children w ” 
0 his Mentors he would somed 
this absurd reply : 
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‘«‘T have been taught to love the good— 
The pure—the unalloyed— 

And wicked boys, I’ve understood, 
I always should avoid. 

‘‘Why do I eat good children—why: 
Because I love them so!” 

(But this was empty sophistry 
As your Papa can show.) 

Now, though the learning of his friends 
Was, truly not immense, 

They had a way of fitting ends 
By rule of common sense. 

‘** Away, away!” his Mentors cried, 
“ Thou uncongenial pest— 

A quirk’s a thing we can’t abide, 
A quibble we detest ! 

‘*‘ A fallacy in your reply 
Our intellect descries, 

Although we dcn’t pretend to spy 
Exactly where it lies. 

‘‘In misery, unworthy son, 
Must end a glutton’s joys— 

And learn how ogres punish one 

Who dares to eat good boys. 
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** Secured by fetter, cramp, and chain, 
And gagged securely—so— 

You shall be placed in Drury-lane, 

Where only good lads go. 


‘Surrounded there by virtuous boys 
You'll suffer tortures wus, 

Than that which constantly annoys 
Disgraceful Tanrauvs.” 


(“If you would learn the woes that vex 
Poor TantTa.vs, down there, 

Pray borrow of Papa an ex- 
Purgated Lemprizre.) 

“But as for APPLEBoBY BLanp, 
Who only eats the bad, 

A fitting recompense we've planned 
For that deserving lad. 
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‘‘ Where naughty boys in crowds are stowed 
He shall unquestioned rule, 

And have the run of Hackney-road 
Reformatory School.” 
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HISTORY MADE EASY. 
TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. 


My pgar Box.—I am going up at Chelsea for the next examination 
for direct Commissions, and before the examination comes off I want 

call the attention of the Commissioners, or whoever the people are 
gho organize the thing, to the absurdity of conducting it by question 
and answer. ‘The system is most unfair, for don’t you see, they may 
ask juatithe wery questions which you can’t answer, and at the same 
timegfhereymay befive hundred questions which you can answer and 
whidb they don’t askatall. The proper way to ascertain a candidate’s 
paigeoney is, of course, to ask him—not whether he can answer 
ialieit 





























C ON. 


By an Otp Foey. 


AtAs, grey hairs bring thoughts so sad! 
_ The world is for old age a college— 
Not with the studies of the lad 
But bitter after-growths of knowledge. 


You find that friendship is but show— 
An outward seeming to cajole you! 

But likewise—to be sure—you know— 
You learn a something to console you. 


For if false friends deceive you so, 
It is a likely thing to follow, 
en your own teeth, too well you know, 
Have every one of them proved héllow ! 


questions on the subject of examination—but to state at 
oneefill he knows about it. For instance, say the subject is English 
Higbory. Very good. JI am required to state all I know on the 
subject of Engligh History, and I furnish the following paper :— 
“'Tue Saxon PeErtop. 
was formerly a thinly populated place, inhabited by half- 
pakel men. At the close of the Saxon Period the country wasinvaded 
ihyithe Normans under WiLL1aM THE Conquznor. 
7 “THE Norman Peniop. 

“here were several kings after Wim.1aAM THE ConaupRoR. The 
Hanypies, the Epwarps, Kine Joan, and others were of his kind. 
Theexact.order in which they came is of little or no consequenee, and 
can 8 \be -ascertained by reference to any standard ‘historian. 
Some (these, however, were PLANTAGENETs, from which fact is 





A Senseless Saying. 


“Puck up your courage.” Do nothing of the eort! Foster and 
cherish it. The deeper rooted it is, the better. It will stand you in 
rare good stead one of these dark nights. 





‘‘The First Club in Europe.” 

St. Stepuen’s, of course. Were half inclinedlo dissent from this 
generally accepted statement, hearing as we @o that ‘before many 
weeks have elapsed more :fhan ome avho has ithe entrée there will 
positively be—horrid thought—dhiementberel. 


““Biasing Ship” 

Ir is a matter of surprise ;that this heading, so sad:to-some-readers 
of newspapers, so familiar to,4ll,:is.not of still more frequenteceurrenc:. 
How many peopleare there, wearily waiting year afteryear—till their 
‘“‘ship.comes home ?” 





‘THE (PLANTAGENET PeERiop. 
“Pera full description ofthis eventful epoch, see last section. 


“Tue Tupor Periop. 

“There is, I think, a -petiod between the Plantagenet and Tudor 
Petiod, but if so it was.of no consequence, The most remarkable 
Tullor;monarck. was Quen Evizanetu, who was related in some way 
to Henay ‘VIII. and Quazn Mary ; the exact relationship, however, is 
motquite clear, nor indeed jis it of any importance. SHAKESPEARE 
flonrighetl in‘the Tudor or Stuart Period—according to some Chroni- 
clers,fin portions of both. QurzN Mary was socalled for her-eruelties. 
Aus Rossaar and Herne-tHe Hunter flourished. 

“THe Sruarnr Pgriop. 
ipdl characters Kinc Cuarues I. and Oxrver Cromwell. 
of Stuart Period see last section. i 


“*Txe Brunswick Periop [or is it the Hanoverian Period 2). 
“No; it’s the Brunswick, because the Hanoverian rats came over 
with one of the Gzorcrs. Principal characters: QuEEN ANNE, THE 
or Marngoroven, Mrs. Masuam, Dr. SAcHEVERELL, Poprr, 
Rasseias, THE Vicar or WAKEFIELD, GoLDsMITH (or was he under the 
_ Hanoverian dynasty ?), Cortzy Crpper, Sir Roger pe CovERLy, and 
Leuvet Guiiiver. 
“THE HANOVERIAN PERIOD. 
‘Tam not quite clear when the Brunswick Period ended and the 
over Period began, or, indeed, whether they are not two names for 
thesame epoch, but this is a matter of detail which a reference to 
any wellvestablished authority on the point-will at once clear up. Prin- 
cipal literary characters: Sir Lytton Bunwer, Mrs. Gore (or were 
they later 7), Petyam, Sovrney, Lorp Byron, and Sir CHARLES 
(Gaannison. Principal event, the Battle of Waterloo, which the 
English (under Weiumnaton) gained over the French (under Naro- 
kE0N).* \Principal other monarchs, the Gzorazs, in the following 
(order: 








A Wipgawake Monarcu.—King ‘Cotton. 

Tue Man To Play gue “Roaue's Marcu.”—Fi-forShame! 

A Hint 10 Younc Warenmen.—Finefeatherers makegood oarsmen. 
SS 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 

H. W. H.—Under an agreement —no alteration can be made. 

T. (Leeds).—Very possibly, but he doesn’t lead trumps. He hasn’t the 
odd trick of comic-writing. 

W. (Cowes).— We must decline the produce of your Moos. 

F. R.—We have received your ‘‘ Charity,” but, in mercy, decline to 





int it. _ 
ra. T. F. (Derby).—We don’t see how it could be utilized. 


A. S.—We are tired of saying that we do not require double acrostics. 
E. K. (Adelaide-road).—We think it is hardly worth your while trying 
to be comic so continually, and with so little success. 
B.—We wish you would B quiet. 
QuERY—very queery. There is not an atom of sense in the suggestion. 
G. W. M. (City-road).—Hardly the subject for a joke. ; 
C. (Clifton).—It’s very kind of you to say that if your MS. is “‘ not up to 
the mark, we may co it up, ne ~~ the idea.’”” You compel us by euch 
ivili ‘‘thank you’’—for nothing. 
ee (Morley’s).—_N 0, you're not! But you're a correspondent whore 
long silence has nares us gue onto. Glad to hear from you again, old 
— the compliments of the season. 
bo (Notting. hill.—We are not surprised to hear what yeu say about the 
Amate thors’ Magazine. a 
Z Ne esti tan talk nonsense—you get over-measure as it is. 
If you wanted an answer you shou!d not have written anonymously. 
Mezpicvs.—Our remarks were aimed at the correspondence to which you 


anew. S.—We must have overlooked the second sketch, if sent. 

Sr. GEorGE (Kensington).—How often must we repeat that we do not 
consider matters of religious belief fair game for a comic paper ? 

BEATRICE.— Decidedly me, pee va 

Cuap.—Too flattermg. 

Declined with thanke:—R,, Hereford; E. L. M.; L., City Club; 
H.R. V., Hackney ; G. W,, Poplar; A. M. Z.; R. O., Walworth ; A. L. P., 
Hampstead ; D.; J.J. B., Newcastle; J. K.; D., Swaffuam ; F., Strood ; 
Whit Lie: X.290; E. W. B., Liverpool; Boulanger, Southampton ; 
JM. Westminster; G. F. H.;\B., Greeham-street ; N. S., Weaste ; Eme- 

ae College; F. M., D., Dover; E. D. W., Newport ; 


al Military M.. D., , 
ie; Se H.; G. F. W., Cheapside; W. B., Stratford ; J. B. Leices- 


ter; J. I. 1. Car. 


‘661, G@eorGE THE F mst. 
2. GEORGE THE SECOND. 
3. GrorGE THE THIRD. 
4. GEoRGE THE FourtTuH. 


“I forget how long the Georgian era lasted, but it was a long 
This exhausts the subject down to the reign of QUEEN 
Vierorza, 
2 ‘* Notes. 
The following celebrated persons flourished between the accession 
Ecxgrr and the death of GzorcE IV., but I do not know their 
éxaet dates, nor indeed are they of any great importance :—CuavceR, 
Susitzy, Warrs (poets) ; THe VENERABLE BepE, Cricuton, Mac- 
AULAY, Buackstong, Bacon, SuHerman (celebrated authors); Guy 
Fawxes, Leorric, Jack Cane (remarkable conspirators); JAcK 
D (famous highwayman) ; Nett Gwynne (celebrated beauty) ; 
Cuantes II. (remarkable libertine) ; Manrrep (great thinker).” 
lere, sir, you have an examination which shows—not what a 
candidate don’t know—but what he does know. Pray insert my sug- 


Sestion that it may be taken up before my time. comes. 
Yours ever, Tommy Puvcron. 


* As a matter of “‘cram”’ it is as well that a candidate for a direct eommission 
d be well pested in this fact.—T. P. 
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SUGGESTION. 


Mrs. Lovebird (with acrimony) :—“TI po so wisH, Mr. Tozer, 48s DEAR HaRky’s OLDEST FRIEND, YOU COULD SUGGEST SOME MEANS OF 
KILLING TIME FOK HIM—HB SUFFERS 80 FROM WANT OF EXCITEMENT, POOR FELLOW !”’ 


Tozer :—“ Lzr’s DO A BILL TOGETHER, OLD BOY, AS WE USED TO DO IN YOUR BACHELOR DAYS. THAT WILL MAKE TIME POSITIVELY 
’ 


rity, Maus. L.’ 


A Classical Question. 
Wuen Pan pursued along the river's wae 
Syrinx, she (changed to reeds) became his pipe. 
When off with rustic maid the satyrs ran 
Did she at once become a Patty Pan ? 


Do it again! 

Tax Weekly Dispatch, which has come out strong of late, is deter- 
mined to supply the public with sensational news. Here's an 
example :— 

** Anelderly woman was found dead on the pavement in Gray’s-inn-road by a 

last night. The officer took her to the Royal Free Hospital, where she 
soon afterwards without being able to give any account of herself.” 
Really, when a woman who is found dead can contrive to die soon 
afterwards over again, we must account for the phenomenon as a 
Double not a Happy—Dispatch. 


Cos tis! 
Tsar bitter old curmudgeon, Grow zs, says you call your bride's 


outfit her trousseauw, but you never use the word after marriage. You 
say costume then—because it has cost-you-m-uch ! 


4A High fa-Luton Note. 


Ws glean from the Time Tables of the Midland Railway Company 
that by a.certain train marked “A” “ Passengers are set down at 
Luton.” Now, in cases where contumacious smokers refuse to conform 
to the rules of the company, or, on the other hand, when lovers of the 
fragrant weed are de from exercising their privilege by the 
presence of strong-minded females in smoking carriages, we cal 
understand that a “set down” is well deserved, but to include the whole 
of the passengers in this sweeping regulation appears to us to be 
unjustifiably ‘“ hard lines.” 


Thereby hangs no tail. 


Tx new Lord Lieutenant of Ireland will set the people he rules 4 
good example of peaceableness. The challenge to “tread on the 
of his coat” is impossible in the case of a SpENnczER. 


“THINK OF YOUR HEAD IN THE MORNING.” 
Far better bestow a thought on it when a “ mountain-dew-y” eve 
bids fair to set in! 


Tue Srrarcut(s) Trr.—Stick to Gibraltar. 


OVER COATS, 21s. 1 63s. 


EN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 50, LupGatTH HILL. 


SE 
Printed by JUDD & GEASS, Phenix Works, 8. Andrew’s Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and published (for the Preprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, B.0.—London : Jaxvary 23, 150. 
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January 30, 1869.] 


TEA IN THE TAPROOM, 


No more strong drinks, so bad for men, 
Shall injure thirsty mortals, 

Behold a great improvement when 
We pass the tavern’s portals. 

The publicans now deal in tea, 
How wonderful the trade is, 

In Congou or the rich Bohea, ‘ 
Beloved by ancient ladies. 


About a cup so cheering, 

How much superior’s tea to low 
Indulgence in rash beering. 

And even if you’ve had your Bass,— 
His brewing of October 

Right bravely creams within the glass, — 
Why, tea will make you sober. 


The poet Cowper talked, we know, | 
| 


That is if you should ever find 

* Your friends becoming double, 

A state of things which to my mind | 
Will always end in trouble. | 

So, mark me, if such things should be | 

And moons are growing plural, 

Why take a soothing cup of tea 

To keep you “ toolyrooral.”’ | 

| 


I have sometimes, I blush to say, 
An awful taste for drinking, 

I love to see the bubbles play, 
Upon the tankard winking. 

In such a case I think it right— 
All Cowrer’s drivel scorning— | 

To take my stimulants at night, 
And keep the tea till morning. 


MAKING NO BONES OF IT. 





—A skeleton-k 
ton-key, we presume. couRsE. AND OF AN EVENING, AS I DON’T APPROVE OF FRIVOLOUS AMUSEMENTS, THERE WILL 
NY BE THE CHILDREN’S STOCKINGS TO DARN, PLAIN WORK, AND ” 
— anne Tie FoR THE ADMIRALTY.— Governess :—“* PosstnLy, MADAM, YOU WILL CONSIDER IT PART OF MY DUTY TO POLIsH | 
ying CHILDERs. THE KNIVES AND BOOTS, AND CLEAN THE DOORSTEP ?” 








A Curious Question. 


A CORRESPONDENT asks us to inform him whether if an oyster is 
crossed in love Cockle’s Pills might not cure thecomplaint? It would 


depend, we suppose, on the state of the mussel to some extent. We 


should recommend the jilted bivalve to shake himself free from his | 
trayer, crying ‘ whelks and liberty.” But our correspondent had 
better consult Mr. Buckxanp. 


The Right Man in the Right Place. | 


One of the first reforms set on foot by the new Ministry will be the | 
appointment of several butlers, housekeepers, and head servants, to | 
conduct the “examinations for direct commissions.” Their knowledge | 
of perquisites will supply them with all the requisites for the task. 


Bow Wow! 


Tue teetotallers are very fond of instancing the sobriety of animals 
48 @ reason why we should not make beasts of ourselves. We met 
with a dog the other day in a stubble field that could stand a p’int as | 
Well as the oldest toper. | 


The Money Mart. | 


We have heard so much for a long time of money being tight that 

We were quite delighted to read in the paper the other day about 
(8’) silver. 

A Curious Calico-lation. 

1 Tue oyster-beds of Virginia are estimated at 1,680,000 acres; it is 

they are water-beds, and therefcre require sheets of wa 

Y, or it would ruin Mr. Buexianp to supply 

| | 

A Mem rrom tue Sr. Jamzs’s TueaTkE.—All is not gold that's 
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ALL WORK AND NO PLAY! 


: Mrs. Grinder :—“ A THOROUGH KNOWLEDGE oF FRENCH, G iD I 
Wuart is h . Ks . . a + H, ERMAN, AND TALIAN, THE | 
the best thing for a dead-lock? | pupiments oF Latin, Greek, ASTRONOMY, AND THE USE OF THE GLOBES. 








Tue Piano oF | 


AN AFRICAN LOVE SONG. 


(Communicated. ) 


Ou, Ebony Queen of my bosom arise, 

And lighten the gloom with the whites of your eyes. 
Oh, come to your lover—but light as you pass 

Be your foot on the ground as the dew on the grass, 
For rouse GoGo your brother—or father Nonapaw— 
And they’d certainly kill me, and eat me up raw. 


Wab, boori eio! 

Wooria bangaree bo! 
The rib-nosed baboon 
Tells his love to the moon, 

Wooo! wungalee go! 


If you will not consent to take me for a hub 
I must tenderly strike on your head with a club, 
Till your scruples give way, and your bashfulness ends, 
And I carry you senseless away to my friends, 
Who—supposing by chance that too hard I have struck— 
Will dine off you, deeply lamenting my luck. 
Wah, boori eio! 
Wooria bangaree bo! 
The rib-nosed baboon 
Has a voice out of tune, 
Wooo! wungalee go! 








What's in a Name? 
A coop deal at times. For instance, some people say that the 





It Won’t Hold Water. 


Merz assertion is not proof. 


Whenever we read that “Cording’s 


| waterproof” we are compelled to add that’s a-cording to circumstances. 


ter | keeper of the National Gallery has allowed some of the pictures to 
his pets with | undergo a cleaning process that has worn-’um out. | 
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| ACT I. Seewz—A Glade. Bewua (a Pupil Teacher) discovered relating | 


_ lady’s educational c 


' 


‘ 
' 
' 


i 
| 
i 


SCHOOL 


(For Scanpat). 


the story of Cinderella to Naomi and other school giris. ' 
Beiia.—And she married the Prince, and lived happily ever after! 
Scuoot Graus—The history you have been telling us is thrillingly 


interesting. None of us ever having heard of Cinderella before, and her | 
adver. tures being wholly unknown to any of us girls (whose ages vary | 
from three to three-and-twenty), the incidents of her career come | 


upon us witk a novelty that is absolutely startling. 
Enter Dia. and Maus. Sutrciirre, the Schoolmaster and Schooimisires:. 


ALL THE Yuune Lapis (to Da. S.).—Doctor, what is Love? — 
(The Doctor gives them a page of Lempritre (Head, “Cupido” ). 
Aut TE Y. L’a—Thank you. We like this school, because we are 
taught physiological’ fects that are generally omitted from a young 
urmeulum. [ Bzeunt Young Ladi«s. 
Enter, with guns, Tonp Beavror and Jacx Pornrz (two very nice 

young gentlemen), and vu Fammross (aes edderiy buck). 

Jack P.—You see yonder midge. [ load my rifle with ball, and I 


| have at him—thus! (Hires—a scream is heard. Miss Naomt Ticue 


and Baca ren across the stage.) 
Lonp B. (leoking at Buaaa).— How perfectly lovely ! 
Jack P. (loeking at t).— How absolutely beautiful ! 
Naomt (to Baiia).—Aim't they nice ? 
Beuxa (te Maomt).— ious ! ; 
Naoun.— You saved our lives. The bull would have gored us if yon 
had not shot him. 


Jacx P.—It was an accident, I assure you. I aimed at a midges, Lae Wwandie where dear Jack Poynte ia? 


the ball glanced off the insect and cannoned into the bull. 


[Recount Young Ladies. The gentlemen sit down to lenok..} 


Baav F.—Lord Beaufoy, I wish you to marry an heiress—IMiiss 
Naomi Tighe. I don’t know her, but she is at school at Mra Satoliffe’s, 
and as Mrs. Sutcliffe has selected us three as the most eligible persons 
she could lay her hands on to speud a happy day with her young 
ladies, why you will have an opportunity of making her acquaintance 
under particularly favourable circumstances. 


Lorp B.—Talk not to me of any young lady, except the darker of’ 


the two, whom Jack Poyntz rescued from the bull 

Brav F.—Here is the very ladies’ school I was speaking of. Divlish 
fine gals! Divlish fine gals! (The young ladies cross and: exeunt. 
Beira pathetically enraptured by Lorp Buavroy; Naom1 comically 
charmed with Jack Poxntz.) 


ACT II. Scens— The School-room. 
(This Act has little or no. conneetion with the story. The girls are put 


FUN. 


| She comes. 
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but the dames have memorialized the head master on the subject, and 


the thing is not quite settled. 
Lorp B.—Come. We will milk the cow together. 
[ Hueunt to milk. the cow. 
Enter Jack Porwrz. 


Jack P.—I’m making tremendous running with little Naomi. Ah! 
Enter Naomi. 


Naomu.—Dear Jack! [They flirt, 

Jaca P.—Will you let me kiss you ? 

Neomt.—Certainly ! Enter av Tre Gratis. 

At raw G ris.— Well, Naomi. might. let. us have him for a little 
while. I’m sure Mrs. Sutcliffe never intended Jack Poyntz to be 


_monopolized by her. She said the two young gentlemen were to flirt 
_ with all of us by turns—half an hour each. 


Enter Bewwa, fondled by Lorv. Beavrox. : 


ALL THE Grris.—I say, Bella, haven’t you done with him yet’? 

Briia.— No, dears; don't interrupt us, we're getting on so nicely. 
Besides, we’re going to elope presently. Enter Mus. Svutc.irrs. 

Mxs. S—Elepe? No, Bella; you were only introduced to Lord 
Beaufoy two-hours.ago, and I never allow a match to be run up in 
my establisliment under twenty-four hours. Decency, my love! 

ALL THE Giwus (aside).—Something has put Mother Sutclifte out. 

Mas. S.—This indelicate haste is rey to set . ps —_—— wea 
pupils, & (asyou don’t pay anything for your board and education 
I raseneien in disanlaciing youfrom my establishment. Ladies’ 


to your dormitories ! Tableau. 
ACT 0V.—The same Scene by Daylight (two months have elapsed), 


Enter Naomt. 
Waomwn— Mrs. Sutcliffe has told me to go out and flirt for half an 


Jack P. (Woking over wall).— Here! 

Naomi (opening door to let him in).— Darling Jack! 

Jack P.—What has become of Bella? 

Naomi.—She was sent away from school.the day after the row about 


Lord Beaufoy, and has never been heard of since. 
Enter Dr. and Mrs. Sutcuirr8, Beau Farintosu, and the Youne Lapigs: 

Beav F.—Dr-. Sutcliffe, I have come to say that one of your young 
ladies is my long lost granddaughter. They call her Bella. 

Atu.— Alas, she has bolted with Lord Beaufoy ! 

Brav F.—With Lord Beaufoy! The scoundrelt 

Enter Lonp Bravroy. 
Beav F.—My lord, the girl you eloped with is my grand- 


daughter. Marry her. Now do marry her! ; a: 
Mrs. S.—Yes; do marry her, there’s a good soul. It is a principle 
with me that a girl should always: be married within two months atier 


through a long—a very long—examination on a vast number of | her elopement. 


subjects, for the special edification of a dissipated old buck and two 
handsome young gentlemen, aw por usual. The two handsome young 
gentlemen fall more in love than ever with Bwita and Naomi, and 
the dissipated old buck is generally fascinating. The usher—that 
inevitable feature of all laces’ schools—iv in love with Beiia, and 
has proposed to her. She has rejected him, and he, to be revenged on 
her, orders her to brush his coat and perform other mental services. 
The pupils, in disgust, shy their slates at him. Rally.) 


ACT IIT. Scenz— The Grounds of Mra. Surcuirre’s School. Moonlight. 


Enter Lonv Bzavroy. 
Lonp B.—We have hed a most agreeable day, and Bella and I are 
quite enraptured with one another. Ah, here she comes! 
Enter Batra with jug. 
Be.ita.— My lord, I am going across the meadow to fetch:seme milk. 
Loxp B.— Allow me to escort you ! 
Brgiia.— Oh. happiness! 
Loxp B.—This is the place to spend a happy day. Compared with 
a young ladies’ school, whose pupiis are allowed to wander about the 
grounds late at night with handsome strangers, e’en Rosherville pales 
its ineffectual fires. 

Brita — Quite a domestic Cremorne, my lord, is it not ? 

Lorp B.— How many young ladies are there here ? 

Briia.— Eight. Six weeks ago there were ninety-five, but the rest 
have eloped. 

Lorp B.—And what did Mrs. Sutcliffe say to that ? 

Briia.—Oh, she was very much amused, of course. She has a keen 
sense of humour. 

Lory B.—And you are happy here? 

Brita.—So happy! There is always some fun geimg on. Last 
week the University Eight drove over here from Oxford to spend the 
evening with us; a fortnight since we had a happy, happy day with 
the Grenadier Guards; and we are now making arrangements to 
entertain the officers of the Hoveehold Cuvalry by squadrons. Mrs, 
Sutcliffe is anxious to take us all to spend a week with the Eton boys, 





Lorv. B.—I cannot marry her—I am married already! 

A.t.— Monster! 

Lore B.—Wait. Observe! (Opens garden door and discovers Brus, 
dressed. as a bride, in custody of two frotmen in great coats—for ts tt not 
summer ?) Let me introduce Lady Beaufoy! ; 

Mxs. S.—Rapture! We apologise. And as this business has 
ended so satisfactorily we will redouble our endeavours to procure 
govud husbands for our pupils. Arrangements shall be made to place 
on the free list of Sutcliffe House all the unmarried members of the 
two Universities, the Church, the Bar, the Senate, Wardsin Chancery, 
Widowers of Position, Foreign Office and Treasury Clerks, the Privy 
Council, Noblemen, Honourables, Baronets, the Army, the Navy, the 
Militia, and the Volunteers, 


CuRrTAIN. 

OvrseLves.—The story of this piece—pretty, amusing, and utterly 
impossible—is unworthy of the brilliant dialogue. in which it is told, 
and of the singularly excellent manner in which it is acted by Miss 
Witton’s wenderful company. A girls’ school, governed by a lady 
and her husband, lieutenanted by an amorous young usher, examined 
by a committee of two handsome young men and one dyed, padded, 
and painted old one—a girls’ school, moreover, whose component 
members are permitted to roam over extensive grounds late at night 
with the two handsome young men in question—is an anomaly that 
an intelligent audience should not be called upon to accept. Ae reste, 
the play is charming. Of the manner in which the comedy. is acted 
it is almost superfluous to speak. Everyone knows by this time 
how perfectly pieces of this claes are represented at the Prince 
of Wales's Theatre. Its company, unapproachable in England (und 
we will venture to say in France), is in itself, and in the pieces it 












- 


plays, a standing contradiction to the idivtic parrot-talk about the | 
decline of the drama and the dearth of dramatic power in our | 


actors and actresses. Mise Wiuten and Miss Caxtotra ADDISON 
are absolutely at the head of their respective lines of business. 
Mr. Hare is the best representative of eccentric old gentle med, 
Mr. Bancnorr is the best “swell,” Mr. Appison, a recent 
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English stage. 






by Mr. Hawes CRAVEN, is excellent. 


















OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 
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silatiam for private claims 







asiness —knows 






trainieg, His Mesculer 











moned so to speak, for his army “‘dressed in blue.”’ 







pepeesentatives of a-system that was utterly bad and mistaken. 
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Ome would have thought 
ittle shy of resorting te the old game. Nota bit of it! 






generous would-be M.P.’s. 








mind with bribery and treating. 










As for the rail wa 








the lines and worked them for the general advantage. 





‘that Parliament will step in before long and l»ose their finger ‘rom 
Sur throgts. ‘Then, and not till then, will there be a chance of the 
greatest of modern inventions becoming really a natioaal boon instead 
of what it is now—a curse, a terror, and a destruction of confidence. - 

Since Mr. Jerrenson Dawss has been in England he has sat for his 

otograph to Mr. Briocs, of Leamington: a copy lies before me, 
and T can’t help thinking that the ‘horrible picture of him sent over 
@uring the war must have been taken by Northern sympathisers, and 
made intentionally bad. ‘This picture shows a curious resemblance to 

© best portraits of his great rival Lrneotn. It has merit asa well- 
Composed study, besides being a good likeners. 

_ Tue sixth number of the Overland Monthly has reached me, and is 
‘Quite.as good as its predecessors. A paper on “ Duelhing in the ‘West 
’ ” wbounds with laughable anecdotes, and “ Lost in a Fog” is 
good. I don’t feel my“ dander riz” because there is a perceptible 
tone of anti-English sentiment, for it amuses one and doesn’t hurt. 
is much pathos in Deus Enfants perdus, though the general 














HE report is that Mz. Tuomas Hucues— Tox 
) Brown” as he is most familiarly known— 
is likely te succeed to the late Sim Ricuanp 
Marna. It is pleasant to see that one of the 
first appointments that it devolves on a 
Ministry to bestow is given with 

regari to the public mterest, and not as 4 
We may con- 
| gratulate ourselves that the Chief Commis- 
siopamship did not become vecant im the premiership of Mx. Disrazxt, 
whe hail so many hungry claimants for snug berths waiting around 
him Maz. Hocues is just the man for the post. He isa good man of 
somethamg of the working of Government depart- 

mests—is acquainted with fhe law—and has had, in his volunteer | 
i something betiber for this particular purpose than even a 
Sieber tens i Charistianity will tell to advantage in 
euk a position; and we may look with confidence to him for a firm- 
imto obstinacy, and an intelligence 
witch will mever issne orders that maike the force a laughing-stock, or 
iefiet meodless pom.on dumb animals. I only hope Mx. Hueuss will 
must on having a few clewer subs— he will need a few good ‘‘commis- 
And i 

hope, moreover, he will take up an independent position, and not }ct 
inelf ‘be Ted by the “subs” of the late Chief Commissioner—the 
I can 
ne before the new Ohief of Police :—What could 
he doi hin did friend Beaizs, M.A., were to insist on carrying Hyde | 


pstition cases ought to make people epen their eyes’ | 
t with the new i waiting to 

candidates would have been a | 
Free and | 
independent electors were bought in a tap-room by the score like sheep ; 
and publicans laid-on voters, and drew them at so much a head for 
Is there any possible bope of our making 
head against such corruption, when its remedy can only be legalised by 
the very men who practise it. Drunken and venial electurs are bad 
enough ; but I would have those severely and ignominiously punished 
who, while seeking a seat in “ collective wisdom ”—men presumably of 
superior education and position—do not scruple to debauch the popular 


Ir isto be hoped that the public will not lose sight of the Tram- 
way Bills which have been brought before tho House of Commons. If 
‘the monopoly of the railway companies is to be at all kept in check, 
the only means of so doing will be found in the establishment of 
tramways. If the schemes before Parliament receive proper support 
out of doors the interested opposition of the railways will go tor nothing. 
themselves, the time is close at hand when Govern- 
ment will take charge of them. As at present managed they benefit 
aeither the public nor the shareholders, and never have benefited any 
but jobbers and contractors. A gentleman writes to the Daily News 
to say that al he receives for the half-year for £5,000 investe1 in 
railways is some £10; he would be better off if Gover mmaes, boaght 
Tbe pro- 
moters and makers of railways—and the bourds—have drained the 
Shareholders dry, and are now squeezing the public ; it is to be hoped 














































_ is marred bya slovenly line here and there, There are few 
oar a a you can read trom heginning to end without Skip} 1! or, as 
you can this one. A good desl of this may be owing to the fact that 


it has an object, being as its wrapper states “devot-d to the devel - 
yeaa of the country Hence we have most interesting papers 
escriptive of the region and a!l ite faci'ities and capabilities, 
_ Cue Royal Drawirg-Room Almanack: makes its appearance late. Its 
oo are neither BuMmerous por striking, hut its contents are 
oe and appropriate. A list of all the presentations of the y: ar 
wil) commend it to fashionable circles, while the papers on ‘ Social 
Movements, “The Drama,” “ Cricket,” and similar topies will be read 
with pleasure by thove interested in the various subjects 
_ Our Young Folks begins the wew year well. There is a most charm- 
ing picture in it, entitled “ Honor’s Dream,” engraved by Mk. Linton, 
mm his best style. Mr. ALDuIcH opens a capital “ Story of a Bad Boy,” 
and there are two other excellent serials commenced in the number. 
The number of illustrations is much increased, and I think the quality 
of the art is improved. 








DOUBLE ACR@STIC.—No. 99. 


In Janusry weather 
We look for those and these : 
But winter altozcther 
Forgets the way to freeze. 
No icy chains environ 
ae 9 still and clear; 
0 sound of ringing irom 
Is heard on pvol or meme. 
On earth's green floor no jewels hoar— 
Ne single glittering aplamter! 
Weshan’t have theve, so, if you please, 
Leave those until next winter. 


1.—If quite at your euee, 
Sit atill, aud don’t aneese ; 
While we fix it. 
If you fidget or stir 
The pictare you ll blur 
Or elae mix it. 
Ef you don’t keep your hands where I put them in place 
You'll Sind they'll look ten times as big as your face. 


2.—This a bird— 
But if preferred, 
Tis a tower, in a crack, 
On an elepbant’s back. 


3.—Little ALcrBIADEs 
Learnt his letters by degrees : 
When he got as far as this 
He was very glad, I wis; 
Out he rushed and joined his pals 
in a game of astragals. 


4.—Dark Blue and Light Blue are side by side, 
The tide is strong and the stream is wide. 
But slowly and surely the Dark Blue gains— 
And vainly but gamely the Light Blue straine! 
‘‘ Well pulled, Cambridge—row on to the last, 
The race is not won till the post is past !”’ 
But the long boat Jags, and the strokes diminish, 
They've not enough left them for this at the fiaish. 


5.—The best of trimming for a lady’s dress— 
The best adornment of a speech, vo less; 
The safest guide for all—or old or young! 
Where does it dwell You have it on yourtongue ? 


6.—“‘If ‘please, m‘lad, the object of these pleadings 
Is for a writ whe:eby to stay proceedings. 
An order will your lordship please to m»ke it, 
And grantus thie?’”’ His lordship said, “ Yes, take it.’”’ 
SotuTion or Acrostic No. 97.—Laughter, Children :—Lyric, Arch; 
Ujiji, Gonmical, Hid, Tir, Emerge, Run. 
Correct SOLUTIONS oP Acrosric No. 97, Recervep 20th Jamvaay :—Lran; T.T. 
Amicus ; Four Corrugated Capsicums; M. Tvoting. 








HOLD YER Jaw! 
Wuat MAN NEED NEVER Scanve—One who has “ matton-chop” 
whiskers. 





A Be(a)Neractor To THE Equine Racs.—The cornchandler. 
THE REAL “* Derby virricuLty.”—Spotting ths winner. 


er ee ene eee enenstennenennsansimenamnsnnuenaermeenane_.. 
FUN. 


addition to the company, is the best representative of testy or 
amorous old men, and Mr. MONTAGUE is the best jeune premier on the 
Under these circumstances, the piece, of course 
receives the fullest justice at the hands of its exponents. The scenery, 
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STRANGE. 


Grones (re-visiting his native scenes):—“DeaR MB, YE8, ALL 80 ALTERED! THAT CHURCH I8 NEW—AND THAT'S NEW—AND THAT'S 
%° 


NEW—AND 


Friend’s wife (who has no romance in her nature) :—“ Yus! AND WHAT DID YOU THINK OF OUR NEW MOON LAST NIGHT ?” 


A GREAT PROSPECT. 
‘* This is the view of Mr. Drew.’’ 


Wett, at length we have Bricut fairly officed— 
A brilliant look-out for our Jand, 

He will scatter the schemes of the sophist, 
And strengthen the labouring han 

He’ll inspect, with the keenest assessors, 
The weights of blind Justice’s scales, 

And rout landlords, and peers, and oppressors— 

And bottle-nosed whales. 


He’ll add meat to the labourer’s 
Give freedom of conscience to Pat— 
He’ll extend to the working-man’s cottage 
Education, you know, and all that. 
To scatter he'll busily frame laws 
The ignorant gloom that prevails, 
And abolish war, taxes, and game-laws 
And bottle-nosed whales. 


He will give us mere freedom and power, 
And battle for right against wrong; 

And his name shall be counted a tower 
For ting the weak from the strong ! 

He will list to the humblest one’s prayer— 
And, lo! the glad matron she hails 

At her “free breakfast-table” the slayer 

Of bottle-nosed whales. 


———oooooeeeeee—e——a—_—_—_—_—= 


A Goop Promenane ror Fasnionasrte “ Briangs.’’—Whetstone 
Park. 


The Spread of Education. 

Ir is a curious evidence of the spread of bread and butter—we mean 
education—that we should see advertised— 
** Butter’s Reading and Spelling.” 

We presume it prefers the study ‘of Grecian literature, and we cannot 
but attribute its extraordinary intelligence to the large quantities of 
literature published every year, especially for the butter shop. In 
such cases knowledge of course comes pat to the butter anxiously 
expecting it. 


A very ‘‘ Black Country” Idea. 


Ir appears that the Council of the Midland Institute, Birmingham, 
have made arrangements for “lecturing” the ladies! If the fair 
listeners are granted the right of reply, we opine that the promoters 
of the scheme will be glad to beat a hasty retreat from their ungallant 
position, 


Tar them both with the same Brush. 


Burciars are not singular in their weakness for cracking “a crib ;” 
those who unblushingly pass off as their own the jokes of others 
should undoubtedly be classed in the same fraternity. 


A Farm-yard Fancy. 


Dame Partierr teaches a useful lesson; see her eager anxiety for 
the brood of ducklings sporting in the gutter, saying plainly enough, 
** Wayward, wilful children !—but are you not of my set ?’ 


A Frovrisuimc Busrvess.—Ornamental Penmanship. 
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A VERY QUEER FISH. 


ESENT not the insult, dear reader, if | 


Descendant direct.of one Brxy of note. | 
If ever the eela at “The Anglers” | 
you've tasted, 





“The pleasure of winning is surely 
the wooing,”’ 
Quoth Baxnany, “ woman is nothing 


: Marlow, Exci when won, 
A town “ the Thames I describe as I | pea te pleasant, but then the 
quote, . ; 
Th wt p Will cancel perhaps the original fun. 
2 preg of Bacuztor Bannasy | "Tis sweet to be pi and Senshooaind 
* and petted, 


With hearts any bachelor lover can 


play ; 
But a bachelor fisherman. sees what 


ee Or over y ovr gudgeon if ever you’ ve sat, | , 
ASR 4 i Whater ; ‘4 he s netted, 
425 SS =a 1) Ane t ih, ~~ And if he don't kn ithe flings it 

ee Nay SHAW No chance like old Bartow to “laugh | ' 
aH ON ile j S Bill Pe Le — and grow fat.” S® | “Awwomanis aptto kickoverthe tracee— 
= AA ¥ AG! = ie age A barbel perhaps runs away with my 
eo ae Ss In vain did the maidens of Camberwell | hook— 
eS! dangle | A Benedict bears with caprice and 
: Round Barnasy Bartow and ar- grimaces— 


A fisherman hands what he’s caught 


hy dently wish 

See To fish for his heart, and persuade him | to the cook. 

AA to angle They say man is blest who possesses a | 
quiver 


For them when his line and his heart | 
were in fish: | 
Ia vain did they look at him witching | 
and winning, 

And poke atthe bachelor feminine fun. 


Of leather-lunged clients for measles; 
but mark, 

That all [can catch is a cold ontheriver, 

And all that a jack ever does—is to 


Of ladylike arts he knew nothing but | bark!” 
“spinning,” "Tis sad to relate how, in spite of hi 
And nothing so dearly he loved as“ | conahiens, = 
run. To practise the same was old 


Barnaby loth, 


" 
fo Marlow on Saturday weekly he | One hand was unfettered while fishing 


Koa’ ~ _——— Camberwell and teaching, 

am j oted @ Sunday ab Vamberwel! | But someone in Marlow was trying 
—~ By a, he vowed he would never be a 
ee ee ee ~ of ra _ . . ° 1 . 
SSS = oented, Tn — Daub a of Camber 


SS 4 ay i 
SS WS 
a — Sent 


——aor 2 ss 





He’d heard, but the famous JoHNsonIAN rule, 
And boldly pronounced the old Doctor the fool. 








The Extraordinary Mildness of the Season. 
TO THE EDITOR OF “ FUN.”’ 


Sm,—As a proof of the phenomenal nature of this very peculiar 
r, I beg to forward for your inspection the enclosed joke, which 
; d growing in the open air. Several others are coming into bud, 
and I doubt not, if this mild weather continues, that. I shall be able to 
4 pun-net full in a few weeks, quite ripe. 
Your obedient servant, 
QUEERY QUIDNUNC. 


gltte specimen enclosed was so damaged in passing through the post 
it- was. reduced to a pulp when it reached us.—EZd. Fun. ] 





; TO THE EDITOR OF “FUN.” 
eK moved into this house—Stucco Villa—only last spring. I 
W observe in my back garden two half bricks already showing 


on ground. [I attribute this to the extraordinary mildness of 
® season, Yours, etc., SuBURBANUS. 





TO THE EDIiOR OF * FUN.” 
gat do not know whether you have noticed the size and 
pn ance of the blacks this winter. I have observed several, and 
attribute their magnitnde and plenty to nothing but the peculiarly 


weather we have been enjoying. Yours, etc., 
CocknEIvus CAPRICIOUSUS. 





TO THE EDITOR OF “ FUN.” 


hey Allow me to record the fact that I caught. a fine specimen of 
weumatisma sylendida flying about my garden the other day. It 
Since settled on my knee. I look upon this as a sign of the mildness | 
© Season. Yuurs, etc.,. Noppy. | 





a TO THE EDITOR oF “FUN.” | 
Sim,—I have at this moment a holly and two Portugal laurels in leaf | 


And quitted her tongue for the 
Tamesis flow. 


Of a worm at oneend and a fool at the other 


As though 'twere a worm, he endeavoured to smother, 


| gaol delivery ? 


And simper, and whimper, waste, 
| worry, and wish, 
| Old Barnapy scarce had the time for a 
nibble 
Before a rich widow had landed her 
fish ! 





in my back-yard. Yesterday I bought at my grocer’s scme tea that 
was in leaf and quite green. This 1s a strangely mild season. 
Yours, etc., Ponsoy, Senior. 


Prophetic. 


Few people of those who at the time laughed when Mr. GLapsTone 
on resigning office declared that ‘time is on our side!” could have 
been aware that he was alluding to his future election for Greenwich. 





Oyster-e Measures. 


A new journal entitled L’Huitre was announced the other day at 
Bordeaux, but the Prefecture prohibited its sale in the streets. Why ? 
For a journal called the Oyster there was surely an opening. 





Homceopathic Measures. 


Wuen things are at the worst they will turn, says the proverb. 
Let us trust that, the state of the national education being at such a 
low ebb at present, the addition of another Lowe will bring turn of 


the tide. pri heed 
Radically Right. ms 

Dr. Danwry’s theory of development has a striking instance in its 

support in the fact that the mang/e is usually the ultimate fruit of a 


severe deet-ing. aa 





CC A 


At His Post. 

any complaints about the irregularitice at the 
eople declare they don’t get their letters as 
ld they say if they had nothing but a 


THERE are a great m 
General Post Office. P 
they ought todo. What wou 





Evertastinc Frowers.—The Wall-flowers of evening parties. 
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A DAY'S WORK IN THE CITY. 


By Owe or tHe UNDERPAID 


SIX O'CLOCK.—_THE LOMBARD EXCHANGE. 


In my last, Mr. Editor, and there’s been a considerable change of 
weather since then in the City, which, what with the quarter’s accounts 
and our balance-sheet, and OverEnp Guaney’s trial, and the accidents 
in the streets, has prevented my pursuing my usual course of reflections ; 
in my last I spoke of those lucky dogs that could leave early, and of 
some others not quite such lucky or early birds, who was content to 
stay to pick up the late worm. To the ordinary observer, and there 
are a good many very ordinary observers in the City, the “‘ busy hive, 
the teeming mart,’’ as some poet (or else it was an eminent lexico- 
grapher) called it, is nothing after six p.m., but let me tell you there’s 
a good deal to be seen after business hours are supposed to be over, and 


.- many a light may be seen through dingy office windows on these foggy 


' evenings, when such as we have to stay late to make up for seascn- 


able festivities, and try to drown the recollection of the Christmas bills 
that come at the beginning of the New Year by absorbing ourselves 
in other people’s gains or losses over the ledger. I’m one of the “ out- 
door” myself, so have more to amuse the mind and to enlarge the 
understanding. There's one thing, though, that my understanding 
never was large enough quite to grapple with, ard that is thst in the 
“greatest city of the greatest country in the world,” as the Lord Chief 


\ 


[January 30, 1869, 


too, sir, as you’d say if you’d been where I had to go yesterday to see the 
governor. I was only at the refreshment bar myself, which, if you don’t 
know Nag’s Head Court, you wouldn’t be up to, but the governor was 
taking his oyster soup and his something or other, ¢ /a something else, or 
perhaps only his steak or his chop in the subscription-room, s0 that [ 
had to wait till he’d satiated himself, and then went through to the 
Exchange itself, which I should call palatial if that wouldn’t fall a 
little short, where a building, about as big as the biggest modern bank, 
is full of dodges for keeping employers occup’d and preventing their 
staying too long in their offices, a-breaking peoples’ hearts in hunting 


after ’em from post to pillar. In the Lombard Exchange there’s first | 


every known paper and a good many unknown ; Second, all the 
authentic and a few that mayn’t be more authentic than other tele. 
grams; third, inkstands; fourth, writing tables and desks; fifth, 
drawers for private papers ; sixth, letters received ; seventh, desks and 
quill pens; eighth, lots of air; ninth, lots of light; tenth, lots of soap 


and water and clean towels in the lavatory down stairs; eleventh | 


‘ i 7, , ~ (| 


lunch in half a minute; twelfth—but there, what I want to know 1s 
whether it’s a club, or a general office, or a hotel (only there’s no beds 
there, which. however, there may be some day, who knows ’)s or a 
compound of all these? One thing’s certain, the governors more 
comfortable there than he is in his own private room, and were 4 
precious sight more comfortable too, not only because he don’t take 
the Times with him when he goes there but because there’s a chance 
of our getting our own dinners before our appetites have quite gone and 
want coaxing back with fowl and ham, or roast goose and apple sauce, 


Bsron generally calls it when he addresses the Lord Mayor on the | or turkey and sausage, all of which when had constantly are a little 


9th of November, the merchants and big wigs should have been for 
years and years satisfied to meet on business in nasty little frowsy, 


! 


' 
' 


Jow-ceilinged, fried-mutton-chop-smelling, dingy, fly-marked, steamy, 


dim, backdocr places, not half so convenient as some of their own 
cffices,—and that nobody should have made any effort to alter this 
state of things. Ob, Jerusalem! and if it comes to that, Oh, Baltic! 
and Oh, Jamaica! and oh, half a dozen other cabinned, cribbed, con- 
fined City mercantile dungeons, where men make money in penal ser- 
vitude for a part of every day; if it had been a d tic government 
like that of Mr. Hauesmann in Paris that we lived under in the City, we 
should all bave had elbow room long ago— and hang the expense. As it is 


it's left to private enterprise to do it ; and private enterprise has done it | 


above my cut at all events, even though they only run to a shilling 
or eighteenpence, without counting the vegetables and the beer. 


Bottled! 
Ws quite agree with Mr. Bricut, in his answer to Mz. Drew of 


Nairn, that we should not waste the public money on bottled-nored | 


whales when we can jevote it to better porpoises. 


A VEGETARIAN QUERY. 


Wat route does a policeman generally take ?—His beet, to be sure. | 


| 
| 





See eeeaek. 
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The Passionate Stupid to his Love. 
A Modern Version of an’ Old Sona. 


Come pull a cracker, love, with me, 
And what the motto is we'll see! 

’Tis sure to be of darts and hearts, 
And loves and doves and tender smarts. 


And we will sit and con it o’er, 

As if we'd ne’er seen such before ; 

While I call you Janze—you call me Gus 
The greengrocer hands round the negus, 


Then I will help you gladly very, 
To some jelly and some sherry. 
While with tipsy cake and trifle 
My deep sighs I strive to stifle. 


The motto shall for ever rest 
In left-hand pocket of my vest— 
Of white vest. But that is bosh, 
For I must send it to the wash! 


And then one glass of brisk champagne 
And we'll go back and dance again. 

If these delights you seem to see 

Come pull a cracker, love, with me 





A Fry-ghtiul Suggestion. 

A Mz. Drew. of Nairn, has been impressing on the new President of 
the Board. of Trade the necessity of supporting by a public grant a 
company for the suppression ef bottle-nosed whales, porpoises, and 
other-sea-monsters, as destructive and injurious to the fisheries. He 
appears en the face of the conrespondence, in which Mx. Bricar de- 
clinee te undertake the task, to have rather the best of it. Can it be 
positie that Mx. Bricut’s last letter on the subject has not been 
published? And is it probable that it merely stated that “he had 
other fish te fry ?”’ 


All the Eye of the Wind. 


Taw new Yankee yacht, which is to compete with our vessels, is 
such a tremendous clipper that, we are assured, on cre occasion, while 
sailing in the eye of the wind, she carried away two of its lashes. We 
bave this from authentic American sources. 


Pressing Demands. 

Tm volunteers are so pressing! ‘The other day a deputation 
waited on Mr. Carpwewt to ask for an increased capitation grant to 
stimulate their patriotism. But Mr. Carpwe ui did not seem to see 
it, The reason urged was the wear and tear of costly uniforms. Well, 
let our brave ‘ellows adopt a simpler garb, more business-like and less 
like Playing at soldiers. It would weed the ranks of dressy patriots, 

80 increase their real value. 


Not a Bad Shot. 


SavmRat officers of the Pearl, stationed at Japan, have challenged an 
bg number of the residents of Nagasaki to a shooting-match. ‘The 

ds are in favour of the “Pearls” of course, for they ought to know 
how to “draw a bead.” 





A Packed Jury. 
Some of our foot regiments have been for a long time waiting for a 
mpply of knapsacks. Tne delay, it now appears, arose from the Pack 
being unable to decide on the best form. It is pleasant to 
think they were not caught (k)napping this time and did not deserve 
the (k)nap-sack in consequence. 





Botanical Note. 
A cLose observer will notico at the pantomimes that the canvas 
es in the transformation scenes are generally full of water- 





Backing it Up. 


Ovr youn i s through the 
ordeal gest, aged ten, having lately seen us pas g 

of a rheumatic attack, asked us the other day, on taking up 
Sond Words for the Young, whether “the back of the north wind 


oa. be rather stiff, and if so would not a mustard piaster do 





we (e2Y Taanstation.—“Levior Cortice.”’—More'silly than the Mayor 


 _P a, 


LOOKS INTO BOOKS. 


We have received a batch of publications from Musers. Morrat and 
Co., of Dublin. We dismiss the religious and politico-religious 
pamphlets, as containing subjects we cannot discusg in our space, even 
were they fitting themes for our columns. (Jueer Papers are not worthy 
of the author of Patrick's Ructton, though there is a clever bit ef verse 
among them. We cannot say we care for Jona and other Sammets. A 
man who can print such a line as, 


.; “Can flush that ivory clay with rosy life again,” 

is deficient in something very necessary for a versifier, not to say poet. 
Romantic Episodes is turned out in admirable style, as far as print, 
paper, and binding are concerned. ‘The matter enshrined hardly 
deserves so much honour; for however much a master of French the 
translator may ‘be, his knowledge of English is questionable. We 
judge from the = ashort one, but containing this sentance, “ to 
which any earlier or contemporary standard classic could be brought 
down to.” The.oddities in the body of the work may be defended by 
the translator as“ Bligabethian,”—to use an adjective of his coining. 


Tue appearance of The Daisy and Her Friends (Warne axp Co., 
Bedford-street) is remarlubhy tasteful and pretty, and adds to the 
credit which Mxrssrs. Warns AND Co. have already won for the finish 
and elegance with which they turn out their publications. Murs. 
Broperrr, who has long been a caterer for the juveniles, supplies a 
collection of stories, punparting to be told by the birds, beasts, and 
flowers, whovare friends of aeertain little Daisy which lived om a com- 
mon at ‘“ World’s End.” ‘The tales and poems are full of suggestions 
of which the artists have ably availed themselves, and the work 
altogether is one of the pretitiest of the season. 

WE have to acknowledge:the receipt of the Ladies’ Treasury, and of 
Practical Remarks on Rating, by J.Castiz. The latter is a book which 
should be in the hands of exery parochial officer, since it gives a clear 
exposition of the principles.en which railways, for example, should be 
rated—and we hope they will be too! 





Quite so. 
Waxy should you go to the Prince of Wales’s Theatre this muggy 
weather ?— Because you’ll find it’s (*)chool there. 


‘Whur is the sprightly babe of a sallow Chinaman like an Olympic 
melodrama ?—Because its the yellow pa’s-sport. (This is the 
result of a recent play-bilious attack—not of a jaundiced eye.) 


Is the play now running at the Queen’s called The Cricket on the 


Hearth ?@—No! it’s Dot! (This is the result of a coldin the head. As 


we have nothing else in our head, we will leave off.) 


Answers te Correspondents, 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, wnless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 


A Poor Player appears to be a poorer player on words. 

 Aesgnat aos of the fingers, and hardly that. ’ 

Visunvu.—None of your Sham-a-Brahm. It’s a crib, and you know it. 

Denarivs.—More like hobble-um. a 

G. S. (Union-road).— We see no reason to doubt the originality of what 
you send ; but fail to see its point. ; ; 

S. H. B.—The notio appeared some time ago in Fun. as 

G. W. (Woolwich).— Oddly enough, they have all been anticipated. 

H. E. F. (Dablin).—Your muse is not likely to wreathe your brows with 
a crown of the celebrated bay of Dublin. fam 

“THE WRITER” of an ode to—a Norfolk Howard, trusts for its insertion 
to our private ill-feeling towards the subject of his lines. We can assure 
him that— great as is our objection to things that creep—we have a greater 
horror of verses that halt. ; 

_R. K.—We cannot see the point of your joke. ae 

C. H. B. (Islington).— Your question about an empty jug with air in it 
is a question in Natural Phoolosophy. Apply to Professor l’epper. 

PHANTOM (Liverpool). -Not the ghost of a joke can we see. 

VIOLENT.—We would do a great deal to oblige a lady, but we really can- 
not see what to make . the nee caieadliaas 

SaLT (Liverpool).—We can admit no mull in- here. 

pen Liverposl).—& pocket-comus ;—and with all the teeth gone. 

MARGERY Daw.—Not worth one of the straws, which form your Daw- 
mitory. ; ; 

i ith thanks :—Stiggina; H. H., Putney ; A. C. B., Lymington ; 

ore . J. H. Be Y.., "Paria; A. B., Fife; Gee Hosophat : 
J. A. B., Leicester; H. F. M. C.; T. A. C. N., Berwick; J. B., Newnham 
Market ; W. M. C., Glasgow; C. H., W indsor-park ; Nathaniel Noddy ; 
Nemo: x. L., Mancheeter ; T., Liverpool; Smith ; Henry J.; E. M., 
Hove ’ Sphinx, No. 2; E. R.; N. G.; Abelard; Old Subecriber ; Jiffy ; 
Mox;. _R, Newcastle-op-Tyne ; Constent Reader; A Poser; M.;J. Ky 
: W., Bayswater ; Tiffie ; Tootletumtay ; B. S., Cork; L. Chelten- 


ae nha '§ 
anes ge th Nevvy ; Amicus ; Lumster; N., Dublin ; F., Chatham. 
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FEMININE TACT. And 
Mamma ;—“ Sypnzy, I insist ON YOUR EATING THAT PIECE OF MEAT, YOU SHOULD NOT HAVE ASKED FOR IT IF YOU DID NOT WANT IT.” “7 
Sydney :—“ It's so sic, Ma.” | Sissy :—“ Bur 1F You FOLD IT UP, IT WON’T LOOK 80 BIG.” 


BIRTHDAY REFLECTIONS. | pias VERY 80-80. Ps 
My hdir’s rather thin on the top, WueEn may a man be said to be thoroughly “ sewn-up ?”—When Wit 
ee niet is a little too wide, he has pins and needles in his foot and a stitch in his side. 
y teeth e’en though stopt will not stop, Oo 
And rheumatics have fixed on my side. AN EXPLETIVE. 
To-morrow my birthday will be— “Te I sing again at the present pitch,” said a tenor the other day, 
my age is I scruple to say, ‘why, shiver my ¢imdre !” 
And they'll wish me—ha, ha! they'll wish me a oe ae ee 
turns i ° 
M _. . P eae edly . ow , OssEcTIONABLE TO Lovers or Deconum.—A free breakfast-table. The 
i ear I’m ] ; Tue Rai ir Rarnetu Every Day.—After the late copious rainfall, “Bu 
very y m less fitted for work ; 3 
Though I'd sooner not labour at all, surely we shall hear no more of “The Great Unwashed.” 
The necessity still I can't shirk. Tue Time To CLENCH AN ARGUMENT.—When the attention of your OF 
There's Janxuvs anp Co. have gone smash, audience is riveted. : 


I should call it ateot toto THANK YoU FoR NoTHING.—Conservative Motto—“A liberal trial ‘Th 
The most happy returns of the day. | ben tay rae t 


My wife i eke Lai re gs : : 
y ellineake one 8 disobey, NOTICE.—Reprinted from Fun, on toned paper, gilt edges, price 65., 


I am poor—TI am ill—I am old— by post 6s. 6d. 
Oe ere ey ee ened exer THE BAB BALLADS; 
8 no 
‘But if in its whislit ligig way scope, Or, Wuch Sound and Fittle Sense. 
Time must bring returns—let us hope By W. 8. Guuperr. 
They'll be happy returns of the day. Fun Office, 80, Fleet-street ; or of J.C. Horren, Piccadilly. 


OVER COATS, 2s. 10 63s. 


IN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 50, pupGaTE HILLI. 


Se 


Beas 2s 


rej 






Bm 
are 


Sa — —— 


Printed by JUDD & GLASS, Phenix Works, 8, Andrew's Hill, Dostors’ Commons, and published (for the Proprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London: January 30, 150. 


2/ BE EPFE P 


-al 





ene eninmienenasenvenonoenneneesee-e... 


FeprvaRY 6, 2869.] 






H, listen to the tale of 
Mister WI1x114M, if 
you please, 

Whom naughty, naugh- 
ty judges sent away 
beyond the seas. 

He forged a party's 
will, which caused 
anxiety and strife, 

Resulting in his getting 
penal servitude for 
life. 
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They waited on the Secretary, somewhere in Whitehall, 
Who said he would receive them any day they liked to call. 


“Consider, sir, the hardship of this interesting case, | : | 
’ 
j 
} 
! 












. He was a kindly 
x goodly man, and 
naturally prone 
Instead of taking 

others’ gold, to give 
away his own. 
| But he had heard of Vice, and longed for only once to strike — 
; To plan one little wickedness—to see what it was like. 







A prison-life brings with it something very like disgrace, 
It’s telling on young Witttam, who's reduced to skin and bone— 
Remember he’s a gentleman, with money of his own. 
















“‘He had an ample income, and of course he stands in need 
Of sherry with his dinner, and his customary weed ; 

No delicacies now can pass his gentlemanly lips— 

He misses his sea-bathing and his Continental trips. 






Heargued with himself, and said, ‘A spotless man am I; 
Ican't be more respectable, however hard I try ; 

For six-and-thirty years I’ve always been as good as gold, 
And now for half an hour I’ll plan infamy untold! 






“‘He says the other prisoners are common-place and rude— ¥ 
He says he cannot relish uncongenial prison food. 

When quite a boy they taught him to distinguish Good from Bad ; 

And other educational advantages he’s had. | | = 






“A baby who is wicked at the early age of one, 

And then reforms—and dies at thirty-six, a spotless son, 
Is never, never saddled with his babyhood’s defect, 

But earns from worthy men consideration and respect. 






‘A burglar or garotter, or, indeed, a common thief, 

Ts very glad to batten on potatoes and on beef, 

Or anything, in short, that prison kitchens can afford, 

A cut above the diet in a common workhouse ward. 


‘‘ But beef and mutton-broth don’t seem to suit our WiturAm's vhim, 

A boon to other prisoners—a punishment to him. | 
It never was intended that the discipline of gaol, 

Should dash a convict’s spirits, sir, or make him thin or pale.” 







“So one who never revelled in discreditable tricks, 
Until he reached the comfortable age of thirty-six, 
May then for half an hour perpetrate a deed of shame, 
Without incurring permanent disgrace, or even blame. 







“That babies don’t commit such crimes as forgery is true, 
} Bat little sins develop, if you leave ’em to accrue; 

And he who shuns all vices as successive seasons roll, 

Should reap at length the benefit of so much self-control. 


“Thecommon sin of babyhood—objecting to be drest— 
If you leave it to accumulate at compound interest, 
For anything you know, may represent, if you’re alive, 
lary or murder at the age of thirty-five. 
“Still, I wouldn’t take advantage of this fact, but be content 
With some pardonable folly—it’s a mere experiment. 


r the temptation to go wrong, the leas the sin ; 
So with something that’s particularly tempting I’ll begin. 





ce snenmemene 






‘Good Gracious Me!” that sympathetic Secretary cried, _ : 
“ Suppose in prison fetters Mister Witutam should have died! 
Dear me, of course! Imprisonment for Life his sentence saith : 
I’m very glad you mentioned it—it might have been For Death ! 


‘‘ Release him with a ticket—he’ll be better, then, no doubt, 

And tell him [ apologize.’”” So Mister WI titam’s out. 

I hope he will be careful in his manuscripts, I’m sure, | 
And not begin experimentalizing any more. 
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_| “Iwould not steal a penny, for my income’s very fair— 
not want a penny—I have pennies, and to spare— 
And if I stole a penny from a money-bag or till, 
sin would be enormous—the temptation being m/. 


| “But if I broke asunder all such pettifogging bounds, 
forged aparty’s Will for (say) Five Hundred Thousand Pounds, 
With such an irresistible temptation to a haul, 
course the sin must be intinitesimally small. 


+ there's Witson who is dying—he has wealth from stock and rent— 
< divert his riches from their natural descent, — 
® ed in a position to indulge each little whim.’’ 

he diverted them—and they, in turn, diverted him. 


qufortunately, though, by some unpardonable flaw, 
Mention isn’t recognised by Britain’s Common Law ; 
And d him out by some peculiarity of touch, 

Wits got a “lifer,” which annoyed him very much. 
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Appropriate. 
AN on dit reaches us to the effect that “ Lady Elizabeth,” of world- 
wide notoriety, will shortly be re-named. She will be known for the © 
future as the “ Tell-tale Tit.” 
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For, ah! he never reconciled himself to life in gaol, 

He tted and he pined, and grew dispirited and pale; 

That beam bered like a cabman, too, which told upon him so, 
$ spirits, once so buoyant, grew uncomfortably low. 

He gzmpathetic gaolers would remark, “ Its very true, 


He ain't een brought up common, like the likes of me and you.” 
aie 






Birds of a Feather. q 


WHEN a man has feathered his nest you will generally find that he 
also plumes himself upon it. How true is it therefore that “ riches 


take unto themselves wings.” 

















k him into hospital, and gave him mutton chops, 
Chocolate, and arrowroot, and buns, and malt and hops. 





“THovu ART SO NEAR AND YBT 80 rar.” —“ An Expectant One” | BE | 
naively remarks that distant relations when making their wills are | 


invariably “very close.”’ 
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tnt Clergymen, besides, grew interested in his fate, 
by the details of his pitiable state. 
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— 
CORRESPONDENT of the Atheneum, who 
signs himself W. A., bat whose name will 
be guessed at once by readers of English 
poetry, writes to complain that ‘ musical 
composers get leave to set a living writer's 
words,’ and when the song comes out are 
found to have altered the words more or less 
to suit their notions, without consulting the 
author. ‘‘This,’’ says W. A., “seems to me 
And W. A. is right. What is more, such alterations 
ness on the part of the composer, 


A 


unjustifiable.” 


of the words are a sign of w rt of the 
for a musician who has had a thorough education in his art never 


needs to alter words. It is only the half-amateur who cannot 
adapt his air to the words, and therefore cuts them about to fit 
his melody. But W. A. labours under one grievous mistake. He 
seems to think that the words of a song are of importance— 
they are nothing of the kind! He ought to know that if he wrote 
one of the hest lyrics the world ever knew, his share in the 
credit, when it came to be set to music, would be xij. The lyric 
is “a new song by Mr. Smith”’—the compasses. “Smith’s new 
song ’’ is the way in which it will be advertised and programmed, and 
the mere writer of the words is remitted to deserved oblivion—even 
supposing the song, om the strength of a royalty paid to a pepular 
singer for singing it-at concerts—generously given by music-publishers 
for no possible benefit to themselves—were to become quite a rage! 
But, then, the musical world is faultless in all its arrangements, and 
if any one is rash enough to murmur at its doings, abuse and vulgarity 
will i heaped on him ! 
In Tinsleys’ for February we have a good hunting paper, illuatrated 
—if that be the correct term—by “G. B.,’’ whose notions of per- 
spective are as unlike nature as-her horses. There is a readable essay 
on Pantomime, with some part of which I most heartily agree—but 
that part is not the beginning. I cannot say I agree with Ma. 
Yates's estimate of Cuantzs Dicasye’s new reading. I think the 
semi-dramatising of Nancy’s murder is an offence against good taste, 
and a pandering to the present rage for “sensation.’”” The “like- 
nesses’’ of Mr. Dicxune given in the article are very like—any one 
but Dickens. ‘“ Whited ulchres” was nearly being very good. 
Altogether the number is an entertaining and interesting one. 

Tue February number of Belgravia contains a strong instalment of 
** Bound to John Company,” and an interesting paper on the CounTass 
GuIcecIoLi'’s memoirs of Soe, Mx. Tuornpury is amusing, as he 
always is, in his recollections of ‘‘Lendon Theatres and ee 


Actors.” I wish I could congratulate Mr. Sava on his “ Prude,’’ but 
unhappily I cannot. As for the illustration of Le Bal de i’ Opéra, and 
the— we say verses ?—-that accompany it, I can only say that 


they are in the worst possible taste and the worst possible art. “In- 
tellectual Solace’’ would be more conselatory if it did not confide 
common-places in sesquipedalian language. I am always finding 
fault ; but there are other papers which I have not mentioned enough 
to make up the value of the shillingsworth, though the art does not 
add much to the weight, 

Tue February number of London Society has a Valentinish flavour 
that is seasonable. The pictures are better than usual. Mr. Lawson 
shows to especial advantage. A paper on “The Christmas Entertain- 
ments,’ with quaint illustrations, is 7 good, and one on “ Help for 
the Halt”’ is most.iz i The “ Piccadilly Papers”’ are always 
amusing, and Ma. Wuyre- VILLE’s novel is sure of readers. 

Tue London seema te me enlarged. It certainly keeps up its 
standard of e it is a little overdone with short papers. 
“‘ Elsie in Fairyland” is a very pretty and touching little story. “A 
Paff of Tobacco”’ is rather enthusiastic than argumentative, but it is 
readable enough. 

I nave received the Volsung Tale, which is described as being the 
“ ae history of Sigurd and Brynhilda, wherein may be read many 
delightful matters touching their noble and famous lives, their loves, 
and most sorrowful deaths.” And all this is “newly set forth in 
English verse” by Mz. F. Scanuer Porrer, I should be tempted to 
describe it as es | rather than “ poetry,”’ for it is the sort of 
thing that may be turned out in any quantity bv an intelligent reader 
of Tennyson. It certainly lacks the indescribable spark and flush 
that poetry needs, though there is no lack of intelligent and echolarly 
writing in it. 


Tue [Uustrated Phot hie Aimanack may be regarded as a fort 
of annual number of the [Uustrated Photegr , { sup and isa 
good and useful work, though I am glad to ink that it contains no 


internal evidence to connect any living photographers with the two 
criminals gibbeted in prominent positions on the wrapper. In the 
contents there isa t admixture of the wtile et dulce, which is 
weleome at any rate to outsiders im such a work. 


FUN. 








[Fesrvuary 6, 1869. 


I nave received the first number of the Commercial World—a big 
title that !—and I have looked through it, and I find the ** Commercial 
World,” out of sixteen pages of matter (including advertisements) has 
not more than, forty lines to.devote to the important case of OvEREnn, 
Gurney, AND Co., and so I begin to think that it is scarcely the organ 
of the world which it assumes to represent. 

I oveur to have noticed ere this a colonial magazine—-a. quarterly— 
which is sent to me from our Canadian provinces. I see it has reached 
the second volume, which proves that Stewart's Literary Quarterly hag 
an indulgent public. Its paper and paint are quite worthy of its 
literary excellence: It would do well (and I grieve to say so asa 
Britisher) to set.the Overland Monthly before it as a monitor. 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. 100. 


An orator gets into office and then 

He’s bother’d of course by inquisitive men, 

It's all very well on the platform to stand 

And sway mighty meetings by speech, to the land 
In those days, unharassed by Drew or by gales, 
We'd never been bored by the bottle-nosed whales. 


1.—She smiled on his speech, 
But the sensitive miss, 
She never could teach 
Her beau to do this. 


2.—Far mid the spiey isles he ever dwelt, 
And to bim dusky natives lowly knelt, 
Until be died and since with them he won 
Much fame, ’tis said they choose his eldest son. 


3.—Once came heavenly shapes descending, 
Softly o’er these slopes of snow, 
To the hero there low-bending, 
Standing in a beauteous row. 
How that meeting had an ending 
Fateful, you read long ago. 


4.—He’ll soothe your pain when sicknass comes to keep 
Your fever'd brain from happy dreams and sleep ; 
And, strange-to say, you'll meet it evermore, 
Where the lone seagull flits along the shore, 


5.—So fair she was, so fair her mission too, 
I’ve often caught myself serenely thinking, 
When gazing up into her eyes of blue, 
I wonder did she stop the gods from drinking. 


6.—A memory of a by-gone time — 
A dream of happiness— 

A sibilant soft word in rhyme, 

It strayed adown her dress. 


Soxvtion or Acrostic No. 98.—War-office, Economize : Wife, Alec, 
Reggio, Orion, Fosco, Foam, Illimanni, Coz, Envelope. 


Corrxct SoLuriens oF Acrostic No. 98. Recetvep 28th Jan.: Ruby’s Ghost; 
Porker; M. B., Tooting; Little Toddiekins. 








Courtship and Matrimony. 


Lert this paragrah, which we clip from a contemporary, be a warn- 
ing to all ardent bachelors :— 

A female weaver at Bradford, named Sabina Carey, has gained £5 damages 
against a young man who, while courting her, squeezed her hand so hard as 
break one of her fingers. 

If Sanrna Carpy’s young man had only been learned in the law he 
would have married her out of hand before breaking her finger. It is 
one of the privileges of a married man under our wise laws to break 
his wife’s head—or her heart—with perfect immunity from the danger 
of damages—to himself. 





Arma Virumque Cano. 

A coop many heraldic engravers announce that they will “ find 
arms.’ We only wish somehody would teach some of our actors— 
especially amateurs—what todo with those with which nature has 
supplied them. 





Literary Note. 

Tue great “ Proverbiat Philosophy” of our Turrrr has just been 
translated into Swedish. We trust it will be appreciated by the 
turnip-headed Swedes. We only wish Stockholm would relieve us of 
the home-stock of the work, 
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A TERRIBLE TALE, 


11h bai #\ hia} OULD yon like from 
eS ee ee i 'nrror’s store o 
Tale ot deatr, and 
wounds, and 
gore, eh, 
In the style of Gus- 
TAVE Dori— 
Dorz, when he 
sups on pork ? 
Something that your 
soul shall har- 
row— 
That shal’ freeze 
your very mar- 
Yr row ! 

Till your teeth shall 
loudly chatter as 
you faintly mur- 
mur ‘lork,” 

Till, I say, your 
teeth shall 
chatter 

With a castanet- 
like clatter 

As you murmur, 
“Goodness! 
lork!” 

Clucking like a 
smart -drawn 
cork. 


Shall it be about a 


giant, 
Of propriety defiant, 
On his mere brute 
strength reliant, 
Also great in 
magic charms ? 





And about the brave Str GALAnap, 
Chaunting of his simple ball-a-had, 
As he rode along the valley, in his bright and burnished arms, 
As he rode along the valley, 
Till the giant made a sally, 
At the noise of clashing arms, 
Breathing threats of fearful harms! 


Then suppose that I should image 
How they did each other dimage 
In a most uncommon scrimmage— 
"T'was the fashion of the age ? 
And how GataHap when he’d whopped him, 
And in.twenty pieces chopped him, 

Found he'd skivered accidentally both his esquire and his page. 
And it pained him deeply mentally— 
Though he’d done it accidentally : 

And besides the squire and page, 
A cat and blaekbird from a.cage ? 
If you do not prove auspicious— 
Call my efforts apne 
Get in short a little vicious— 
And create a philliloo ; 
Please to visit the affront on 
That there artist, Mr. Brunton ; 

What else could a fellow tell you of the picture he hath drew? 
What else could a fellow tell you, 

Not intending for to sell you— 
Though perhaps it seems a do. 
’T wasn’t me, sir, please! Boohooo! 
Let the artist have his due. 








Not such a Bad Notion. 
Tx Directors of the North London Line, with a view to economise 
the consumption of fuel to the utmost extent, are about to try the 
experiment of heating the offices and waiting-rooms of the Kentish 


Town station with ‘Kentish fire.” The N. L. R. is in many respects 


& pattern to other lines, and the Directors have our best wishes ‘for 


8UuCCEBS. 
ssiatiiasiaaiincemeesiasaaniianion 
“ Ere Cures Lixz.”—How to pacify a passionate man—Offer him 
a “ foaming > 


HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHEBRF, 


Phe ? at which Cyril's Success continues to attract, as it 
co. s ; 0, & new “piece of absurdity,” by Mr. Reece, was pro- 
ga ; 7 week. Its plot is identical with that of the TJilustrions 
. ranger, but Brown and the Brahmins has merit of its own. It is to 
io aoe that Mr. Rerce has not set before hinself more sterply 
: = es of good composition in verse. His burlesque has so much in 
. at the admission of careless lines and loose rhymes ig to be 
eplored. He could do himself infinitely more credit with very little 
i painstaking. The actors went into the piece with spirit—Mnr. 
ee was drily comic as the shipwrecked Brown, and Miss MaGcte 
DRENNAN—80 good in Cyril's Success—although not altogether at home 
3 burlesque, played Keemo-Kimo with great vivacity and apprecia- 
t rt of humour. _ She may yet ripen into a clever burlesque actress— 
if burlesque survives the efforts which some of our burlesque writers 
appear to be making to abolish it. We regret to note that the pre- 
vailing mania for scanty costume has not altogether been ignored at 
the Globe. The run of a burlesque nowadays seems to be effected by 
quantity of leg rather than smartness of dialogue; but Brown and the 
Brahmins is good enough to hold its own without such adventitious aid 
as all true lovers of the stage must deprecate. 

Tae Vic.”’—“‘ Queen Victoria's own Theyatre,”’ as it is styled 
by an esteemed lady—has become, under Mr. Cave’s management, 
one of the most orderly and pleasant of houses. One reason for the 
improvement is to be found in the rule that no encores are allowed—a 
rule which, especially on first nights, might be adopted with advantage 
in houses which are considered greatly superior to the Victoria. The 
pantomime of Bluf’ King Hal is one of the old school of pantomimes 
—and all the more enjoyable on that aecount. Like the rest of the 
theatres it provides a very gorgeous transformation scene, but the 
opening is devoted to the telling of the story, without the introduction 
of extraneous ‘‘effects,’”’ and the comic business—with one or two 
ingenious tricks introduced—is of the practical kind, with lots of 
slapping and banging. Mr. Cave—ably seconded by Miss Mowsrar 
—is the life and spirit of the opening. His performance is admirable, 
full of unetuous fun and character. His delivery of a patter-song is 
scarcely second to that of CHartzs Maruews, and his dancing is 
curiously good, being thoroughly in keeping with the solidity of the 
stout monarch, and yet as lively as possible. 

eee 


On their Metal. 

A Panis letter says :—‘‘ It is solemnly announced that ladies will wear in their 
hair this year silver dust; this fashion has been started by the Duchess of Madrid.’’ 

For such a fashion to become prevalent the ladies’ husbands must 
have a good deal of tin, while the ladies themselves must possess un- 
limited brass! And to think that such extravaganee can boast no 
wiser a source than the Ducngess or Map—! Ah, well! perhaps when 
Time supplies the silver the ladies’ heads will be worth more. 





Answers to Correspondents. 


[ We cannot return unaceepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 

E. J. F. (Poultry).—No more of such poultry wit! We have a hen that 
would set you an egg-sample. oe 

G. R. should have sent us the whole case, not a mere clipping. 

D. C. L. (Dublin). ~Evidently not a Doctor of Civil Language. 

A Hussy.—Don't talk Hubbysh—we mean rubbish. 

Vaca.—And let us add our “‘ bond,” for sending us so old a joke. 

XENOPHON.— We zee-no-phun in your contributions. 

“ SHAKSPEARE” (Gray’s-inn).—You are quite right to call yourself 
name which none of your friends would think of applying to you. The 
die guise will be perfect. 

AN IRISH CORRESPONDENT says ‘‘ If you decline please, say ‘ Carlo, 
Dublin ;’’’—very Irish! If Dablin is not in Carlow, how can Carlow be in 
Dublin :—Don’t be puttin’ the comether on us like that, sure t 

“Ho, Ho” —(lately signing “ B”’).—You must B—we can t say what. 

F. R. (Southampton).— Under consideration. 

“Tam DUNN.” —We require the name and address of our correspondents. 

F. A.—To borrow an expression from the law—f.! F. A. ! 

Declined with thanks :—U. W. W., Greenwich ; W. T., Bristol; E. H.S., 
Camden Cottages ; W. C., Holloway; FP. L., London; A Sabscriber ; B. B. ; 
Pea-soup ; J. W.. Southampton; I. S., Dalston-lane ; C. B., Needham 
Market ; I. B., Needham Market; A Junior; S. V. N.; C., Montague- 
street; R. N., Stockwell; B Owen; D. Boyton; P. P., Stamford- 
street; Blue Violet and Lily; G. V., Cavendish-rquare; F. P. J., Univ. ; 
Coll; London; B. S. A., Queenstown ; A. M. B.; J. P., Stockwell; 
H. S. V., Lewisham; Bub; M. R., Liverpool; W. Jd., Bristel; B. R., 
Islington ; P. N., Brixton ; No-one; A Card; B. P., Manchester; “* After 
Marriage ;” Six to One; Reward; Bowton Trotting; A Youngster, 


Canonbury. 
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THE MEYRICK ARMOUR. 
By ovr RiTvALAVALISTIC REALIST. 


In the middle age of life, when the Brutiful wooed the Toothful, and 
their offspring were mostly represented by capital letters, well might 
this country be called Merrie England. Gramercy, yes. For by my 
halidame, then had every man a groat in his gypsire, and a free people 
carrying strong arms in their hands and hands at the end of their 
strong arms that could use the strong arms that their strong hands 
carried—but what boots it that we should rede this riddle. More 
fools’ eostard pates have been broken, and, by my fey, more knaves’ 
sore bones set a-aching by the good old law—the /exr non scripta—the 
chiefest outcome of justice that was wont to be known as club law, 
than by all the prating, horsehair, maggarded lawyers and mumbling 


mounted on his own destrere, the gallant looked forward to the lavish 
feast, when his varlets would bring him the mighty flagon, and vassals 
would bow before him in the dust, and no bailiff running up and down 
in his bailwick would come anear the frowning portal whereon his ears 
might hang if but the word were given to capture him and slice them 
from his recreant head. Brave times, indeed, they would have been 
for some of us, priests as well as laymen, but not for the sons of 
weavers and curriers, not for the cordwaining aristocracy of a later 
time, nor for the peddling schoolmen who wield a pen where a sword 
should be the fitter instrument to put down the ignorance of the varlet 
mob. 

Gramercy, but an’ they were not satisfied with their bouzing 
and their gittern-playing, and a bull or a bear to bait on nowadays. 
they should have none other than the books that the shavelings chose 
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clerks that have since ousted sturdy burghers, or stout yeomen from the 
inheritance that the nine points'of traditional possession had conferred. 
We who live in an era of tea and thirteenpenny kid gloves, of 
chignons and paper collars, can little estimate those steel-clad times 
when women went not abroad without their wianion, and every man, 
before he dared show himself in the streets, had learnt the whole art 
of carving—could foin, and cut, and slash, and thrust, and slit a 

creditor’s ears, or leave the impress of his iron heel upon 
the face of the money-grubber who plucked up spirit enough 
to say him may. 

Oh, they were brave, gallant times for noble hearts. Would that 
some of us—one or two of us, perhaps, of whom I am undoubtedly 
one—had lived in them, the days of long fasting and hard riding from 
morn till eve in the selle. Days of wild sport or wilder battle, when, 
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to read to them in the church porch, and while they danced and piped, 
and grumbled not at their betters, they and their donzels, and the 
young cub that called them father should be fed out of our charity 
when we s? pleased, or should do us suit and service for the crumbs 
that fall from rich men’s tables. Beshrew me, I could dare demi- 
lune and pique, haubergeon and escarpment, greave and breastplate, 
epaule and mail of proof. The puny skidlings of this degenerate age 
know not such terms of grim significance, nor in good sooth do I, and 
yet—and yet—the distance is far from Brompton its Boilers to the 
wilds of Newington on Stoke, and even the romantic fanes of South 
Kensington fade in the effort to wend my weary way homeward in the 
unpardonable absence of the daring serf who plies for hire in the 
purlieus of the past, where the post-prandial pedestrian pads the pave 
the prey of passion and of poverty. 
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« Delectus.” 


Fesruary 6, 1869.) 


ACT I. Scene — Drawing-rocm in Mr. Dorr 


Mrss Lucy Dornison, a fine, full-grown 
Lucy D. (calling through window.)—Bert 
Enter Bextiz Tompson, 


H 


OME; 


Or, “On, Brame not tue Lup!” 


(Thank goodness, 


| FUN. 
—— —_ 000 


1s0N’S Country House, 


with a wall-paper at last !) 


Bertie ! 


young woman, discovered, 
16 . 
a very mannish little boy of twelve. 


Bentix.—My darling Lucy, I have been forbidden the house, 


Your cruel papa says that 
' Lucy D.-Dear Bentie, 


twelve is too young for you. 
you must not abuse poor papa. 


he is am old man, and his notions are behind the age. 


Finter Cononzn Joux. Wurtte.. 


Lucy D.—A stranger! = 
= Cot. W.—Rardon. Let me introduce myself—Colonel White of the 


American Army 
Lwvey D. (rath 


er taken abark).—Colonel. White, this: free 
Cot. W.—I come from the Land of’ Freedoms: and: of Laberties. But 


a truce to jesting. Lucy, I am your long-lost brother! 
Lrey D.—My brother ? 7 


Cot. W.—Yes. I left home at the-a 


Remember, 


[Kisses her. 
dom—— 


ge of eighteen: im consequence 


ofa row with the governor. I wanted to ® lady: oft ninety-nine, 
but he objected. was quite bebind his age.. 
Lvey D.—He isstill. 


Cor. W.—K told him I would erlist. He said I had not: the pluck 
todo so. That taunt stung me. I left the paternal roof. 
' Lucy D.—And you enlisted ? 

Cot. W.— Well, no. The old boy was right: But I went to 
America, and stopped there until it occurred to me that as papa was 
very rich, and would soon die, I should do well to look him up. SolI 
returned to England after an absence of eighteen years, and here I am. 

noble brother! But why call yourself Colonel White ? 
ell, Lucy, it’s a dreadful thing, but I am a fearful liar. 


Lucy D.— 
Cot. W.— 


Ican’t help it. I cannot tell the truth, do what I will. 


I am grieved 


to deceive my poor old father, but c’est comme cela que je suis fait. 
Lvey D.—Oh, in that case, of course, I shall have much pleasure in 


Cot. W.—Papa goin 
Right of Dower and 
my father’s property sliced up in this way ! 


to be married ! 


wiotking at the fraud. Poor papa is going to be married again! 
I must put a stop to this. 
idows’ Thirds! Have I come over here to see 


vey D.—He is going to marry an adventuress—Mrs. Pinchbeck, 


who, with her brother, Captain Mountraffe, is now stopping here. 


Berriz T.—And I am going to marry Lucy as soon as I get into 


Cot, W.—That was ‘oo early. 


Avpriency.— 


alone. 
Mx, Soruznn.—I humbly beg pardon. Iam very 


not occur again. 


_ Cen... Wi—Mr. Dorrison,I beara) 
_ Mx D.—From my boy 
Fj RIsON, by way of keeping 


Enter Win. Dornison: 


? Welcome 


Sor what itis worth.) Sir, my son never told a lie. 


‘Con. 
“Luow BD. (aside to Cou. ; 

Mx. D. (aside).—Well, it’s clear he don’t intend to go. I suppose I 
(Aloud.) Make this your home. 
[Ezeunt Mr. Dorrison and Lucy. 


Enter Cartatn MountTparre.. 


must do the hospitable. 


irr: M—How do. I am Captain Mountraffe: 


Cor, W.—I will. 
Cox. 


W. (eside).—This man is almost as base an impostor as I am. 


Hé-is-ne more-a captain than I am a colonel. 





Gave. Mi—My sister, here, 
Mus, P.—Pinchbeck 


ty to prejudice strangers in my favour. 


Con." W. (aside).—Now to cut out the governor. 
Pinchbeck, I love 
Mas. P.—Ob, 


and myself. 


Cox... W.— 





you! 
Colonel! 





She , 
1 headlong into the snare. 


H, anice young lady § 
hough, I love. your—de 


But more of this anon ! 


AOT 11.—The same Scene. Three months have passed away, 80 has 
| Ware's billy-goat beard. Enter Co 
Cot. W.—Lucy, Mrs. Pinchbeck appears 
So I have invente 
have left a letter on the piano, purporting to 
ica, saying that White is n 
Genman Count in disguise ! 
my exalted rank, she will fall headlo 
time, I must amuse myself by deceiving 

Oh, of c urse, Miss Dora Thornhough. 
nter. Miss TuornHovG 
ies Thorn 


ye 


etter of introduction from your son. 
« (Awkward pause. Mr. Dor- 
the ball going, throws.out the following remark 


W. (aside to Lucy).—Oh,. Remorse! Remorse! 


.)—As you say! [Awkward pause. 


is going to marry old Derrison. 
Enter Mus. PrncHBecr: : 
is not my real name; but I assume it because, 


an adventuress, it is better calculated than any other name in 
( Aloud.) 


p. Waite, meeting Lucy. 
to be hesitating between 
d such a splendid lie. I 
be shor by dnd in 
a miserable colonel, buf # SPLENDID 
: will read that letter, and, dazzled by 
In the mean 


Who 


topping with Mr. DokRIsON. 
eply— devotedly! 


I have loved her from the early age of two. 
Come, come, Mr. Sothern, none of this. Do leave 


sorry. It shall 
[And it didn’t. | 


Mrs, 
[ Tableau. 


shall. it be? 


Miss T.—But you seem so fond of Mrs Pinchbeck 
Cor, W.—Not atall. Oh, Dora, say you will be mine! 
Enter Mins. Prncunece. 
a ei of this anom pw 
OL. W. (aside).—An annoying interruption. N have 
&goinat Mrs.P. (Adloud.) Mr. Piaphbeck, be =—" 7 
- ae Colonel White! 
ov. W.—Certainly. I love you deeplp—d ! 

Mus. P.—But you seem so fond of Mise Thornhough ! 

Cot. W.—Not at all. Ob, Mim Pinchhecls, ou will. be mine! 
Enter Mr. Dorrison and Miss Tuornaover.. My PIncHRECK sees 
Dornieanm, but Con. Wurre don’t. 

Mrs. P.—Monster! Never! Aivannti!! 

Mr. D.—Colonel White, yom hawe violated all rules of hospitality. 
Quit my roof to-moraw;,and tale: witih you: the execrations of nice 
old gentleman. Mrs. Pinchbeck you lave Beliaved nobly. 

Miss T.—Pig! (Beit Mine. P’, Mr. Di, and Mine T. 

Cor. W.—Sold! Tite failune:ie , [Enter Lucy. 

Lucy D.—My brottien! I havecome to tell you that I have told all 

























to Miss Thornhough, and site has come to tell you titat she is sorry she 
called you a pig. — | Enter Miss Twornwovcu. 
Miss T.—Forgive me! 
Cot. W.—I will! [Forgives her allover her face. 


Enter Mam Pincuprcr. She does not see the other ladtés. 
ae ao “a tance I Kave come to say that I wasforced tg 
tasIdid; bu id not mean what I said. I will fly with . 
Azi.—Oh, perfidious one ! 7 on 


Mrs. P.— Ah! Detectedi!’ Tinter Mm. D 
Mr. D.—What! At itt again! Why, me Pinehiteck. youre 
encouraging him. Leave my honse. Coloneli White—seoundrel ! 


Lucy D.— Oh, father, don’t speak so to hin!’ 

Ma, D.—Sir, I am. am old man, but a.gameene; and a round wonld 

, no, under the circumatances, be out of place, [&guares up to Cor. W. 
Lucy D.—Stop!. He is your sen! : { Zableae. 


AGT TIE.. The same. Tivelve hours have elapsed. Bmter Cot. Wurre. 


Cot. W.— Now to polish off Mrs. Pineltheck and hor brother. My 

father has _— me carte blanche to do what I like. 
ter Mus. Pincuppex aud Cartain MounTrarre, 

Cor. W.—Mrs. Pinchbeck, your game is blown upon. 

Mrs. P.—Spare me! 

Cot. W.—You intend, of course, to bring your action for breach of 
promise against my father. I am willing to write you a cheque for 
any sum you please, if you will promise not to do anything of the kind. 
(But here, Ootonztn WHITE, you are behaving like a donkey ; for when a 
lady, who is engaged to A, 1s detected in the act of suggesting an elopement 
with B, even a jury would consider A released from his obligations. ) 

Cart. M.—She will compromise the matter for £700. 

Cot. W.—The sum is yours. [ Writes a cheque for the amount. 

Mrs, P.— Thus do I show my contempt for my past ill-conduct.. 

Tears up cheque.—Enter Mx. Dornison and all the others. 

Mr. D.— Well, ma’am, haven’t you gone yet ? 

Mrs. P.—No; but. lam going. You despise me as an‘ad¢enturess. 
Well, perhaps you are right. But remember—I never had a mother ! 

Cot. W.—QOh, I’m really very sorry—I didn’t know that—of course 
that accounts for everything, You're a very superior woman—in fact, 
quite a trump in your own line. 

Mrs. P.—And when I imagined you were a Live German Count I 
was fascinated by the bare idea of the giddy social pinnacle to which 
you proposed to raise me. I loved you, Colonel White, 

Cot. W.—I am deeply touched. You are a woman of taste. Pray 
don’t go. You should have told us you never had a mother. 

[Exit Mrs. Prncungck mournfully, followed by Cart. Mounrrarre. 

Mr. D.—Well, she was a fine woman, and if she had had a mother 
might have been more alive to the advantages of Home— 


Miss T.—Or, 
Cot. W.—“ Ob, blame not the liar !’” 
Courralin. 


OvurseLves.—An unpleasant story very pleasantly told. The story 
(the only unsatisfactory portion of the piece) is taken from the French 
—a fact that an author of Mr. Ropsxrson’s position can very well 
afford to acknowledge. ‘The piece is capitally written; the characters 
are well defined, and, on the whole, well embodied. Mr. Sornzrn 
plays easily and unaffectedly, but the part is not one that should carry 
with it the sympathies of the audience. Miss Apa CavenpisH 
startled her audience by a display of semi-tragic intensity that 
few would have given her credit for: Miss Burxe, Miss Hit, and 
Mr. Curprenpane left nothing to be desired. Mr. Compton seemed 
rather out of place as Captain Mountraffe; his dress was ill-chosen. 
A word of congratulation to Mn. Rosgrt Astitey—a very young gen- 
tleman indeed, who played Bertie. He was evidently nervous, and, of 
course, he has had little or-no experience in stage deportment; but.he 
spoke distinctly and with judicieus‘emphasis, and did net over-act. 
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PUTTING HIS FOOT IN IT. 
If Avousrvs could only know that he is impressing the spectator with a mistaken estimate of his ANGELINA’s feet, what would he say * 











NEURALGIA. . Scientific Nonsense. 













Ir 7 know what it is when your teeth seem the keys on 
high- ed piano—and those that are carious 
“ene 4s notes—and your jaw some fiends seize on 
‘o play ing airs on, in which, although various, 
The aud the flats beyond question predominate— 
: You'll guess what “ neuralgia”’ is meant to denominate. 


If know what it is when each nerve that’s your face in 
ious a red-hot, wriggling, reel-dancing viper— 
( ae ae cee mn i eee going the pace in, 
| You fancy the Deuce must himseif be the piper— 
If you know the fierce torture that dance is a token of, 
You'll guess what is meant when “ neuralgia’ is spoken of. 


But when you beseech those around you to slaughter you, 
And all sorts of remedies wildly they seek for you, 
If Have apriabled wit in most scalding hot water you 
Have spri with laudanum and clapt to the face of you— 
After four applications how easy you'll be for it— 
And when you're relieved, why, I hope you'll thank me for it. 










Tux real “Star Artistes ’—at Greenwich Observatory. 


As Samno would say :—The last thing we shall do with Gib., gib it up. 


Putiosopxers are always destitute of common sense. They walk 
along, nose in air, gazing at the stars, and tumble into the wells, in 
which truth is proverbially resident. Scientific men are in some 
respects like philosophers. Wrapt in their speculations, they ~~ 
to note the plain facts whlch lie before them. An instance of thi 
shortsightedness is afforded by the last meeting of the Royal Botanic 
Society, at which, according to the report— 

Mr. W. Sowerby exhibited 2 ‘‘ bonnet ”’ from Jamaiea, made of a most novel ma- 
terial, whichis said to be the skin of the leaf of the Indian dagger plant. Mr. Sowerby 
had found, by microscopical examination, that the substance agreed in structure 
with the cuticle of the “ Yucca,” and he thought most probably it was derived from 
some species of that plant. The material has the appearance of glazed tissue paper, 
or very thin ~ ©” shavings, naturally white, but may bedyed any colour; but 
being exceedi’ sragile wonld scarcely be suitable for clothing, although for many 
of the hundred and one fancies of our female friends it may be found of use ; the size, 
however, is limited, the largest samples being only 14 to 2 feet long, and as many 
inches broad. The specimen will be placed in the Society’s Museum. 

The idea of any man, with eyes in his head, being afraid that, 
‘* bonnet ”’ aaa between one and two feet long, was too limited in 
size for use! Why, a leaf two feet yi by two inches in breadth, 
would supply at least a dozen bonnets of the present style. 


Morro ror H. M.’s Srarionery Orrics.—Take care of the pens 
and the pounds will take care of themselves, 
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The great Competitive Examination on the 14th. 


Saint VALENTINE giving his promising pupils a few lessons in writing. 


—— 
Nox Erat, 


AN OLD THEME, 
sues i); EE weather—the weather—the 
<< — ce |W maa weather, 
ye a | Is horrible altogether ! 
It drizzles 
And mizzles, 
It patters and roars, 
It’s the very worst bore of 
the tribe of the bores, 
Ts the weather— 
The horrible weather, 
And hateful altogether! 


At the corners of streets 
In your face it* “*s—d’ 
The rain—the pitux .rain! 
And it runs down your neck 

in a drain, 
And sets you all in a shiver 
With its icy spinal river— 
You'll feel ‘‘comf’table’’ 
never again! 
And all because of the rain. 


The dye has come out of your hat, 
And the drops on your nose fall pat— 
And you know it will stain, 
The sooty rain, 
And don't feel delighted at that— 
And you hate it altogether 
This slushy sloshy weather— 
This weary dreary weather— 
Soaking through broadcloth and leather, 
Till you splutter and stutter 
: As curses you utter— 
‘Oh, beather the woth—I mean wother the beather— 


yy Sy 
i"; eS OW 


Tue Broad Arrow (avery capital journal by the way) has some 
startling news about the War Office :— 


*““Itis rumoured that Mr. Cardwell, who has become wearied with the littleness 
of those who aspire to empire, has quietly put the rough estimates into his own 
dispatch box (one of Jenner and Newstub’s A BC), and desired Mr. Knox, one of 
the younger War Office clerks, to go with him into the country and tal« the 


matter over.” 

What will the other War Office clerks say to this system of Knoz et 
preterea nihil 2 We hope they won’t come to blows with Knox, or say 
that placida Knox is all moonshine, or that he has played his Card- 
well or anything of that sort If the estimates are moderate, the 
country will have a higher estimate of Mr. Knox, and will allow 


no ob-Knox-ious remarks. 


Et tu, Bute. 


Tue Maravuis or Bure declined to contribute to the election 
expenses at Cardiff—and very properly too. When it was discovered 
that they amounted to about ten thousand pounds it is said a second 
appeal was made, but with no success. His Lordship had said he 
would give nothing, and he stood by his word. We are delighted to 
record this union of the Truthful with the Burs-ifual. 


A New Invention. 


Youne Rapin, who has been reading an account of the new dove- 
tailing machine, which performs the operation, “leaving nothing to 
be effected by the hand,” says he wishes he could invent a similar 
machine for kiteflying; for he says that is harder than dovetailing, 
and the difficulty of getiing a second hand is the greatest possible. 


Adapted from the French. 
WE once heard a rank Teetotaller speak of the hero of a fine old 
song—(Why can’t they write such songs now-a-days ?)—as Simon 
the Scélérat! 


7 Psha! weather the bother—No! Borusr THE WeaTuER!”’ 
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THE BAB BALLADS. 


__— CF 


No. 61.—THE MARTINET. 
verse, 


prece, 


needs, 


rule, 


Blue 
May be demoralized. 


When his ungrateful country placed 
Kind Reece upon half-pay, 

Without much claim, Sin Berxexy came, 
And took command one day. 


Srr Berkey was a martinet— 
A stern, unyielding soul— 

Who ruled his ship by dint-of whip 
And horrible black-hole. 


A sailor who was overcome 
From having freely dined, 

And chanced to reel when at the wheel, 
He instantly confined ! 


And tars who, when an action raged 
Appeared alarmed or scared, 

And those, below who wished to go, 
He very seldom spared. 


E’en he who smote his officer 
For punishment was booked, 

And mutinies upon the seas 
He rarely overlooked. 

In short, the happy Mantelpicee 
Where all wil Gaia so well, 

Beneath that fool Sin Bexxexy's rule, 

@ floating hell. 

When first Sir Berkey came aboard 
He read a to all, 

And told them how he'd made a vow 
To act on duty’s cail. 


Then Wiiu1aM Leg, he up and said 
c Captain's coxswain he) : 

“ We've heard the speech your honour’s made, 
And werry pleased we be. 


“We won't pretend, my Jad, as how 
’ We're glad to lose our Rezes: 
Urbane, polite, he suited quite 

The saucy Mantelpiece. 


“« But if your honour gives your miad 
To study all our ways, 
With dance and song we'll jog along 
As in those happy days. 
“s i like row oe looks, and feel 
ou're worthy of your sword 
Your hand, my lad—I'm doosid glad 
To welcome you aboard!” 
Str Bsrxery looked amazed, as though 
— didn t understand. o 
“e 't shake our ” W. aot 
t=. 
“It’s grasped a better/hand than. yearn— 
Come, guv’nor, I insiat!’’ 
The in stared—the coxswain glared— 
The hand became a fist ! 








 —- time ago, in simple 
O™ 


I sang the story true 
Of Captain Rexce, the Man/e/- 


And all her happy crew. 


I showed how any captain may 
Attach his men to him, 

If he but heeds their smallest 
And studies every: whim. 

Now —1ark how, by Draconic 


And hauteur ill-advised, 
The noblest crew upen the 


FUN. 
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“ Down, upstart!” said the hardy salt, 
But Berxety dodged his aim, 

And made him go in chains below : 
The seamen murmured ‘‘ Shame!”’ 


He stopped all songs at 12 p.m., 
Stopped hornpipes when at sea, 

And swore his cot (or bunk) should nos 
Be used by aught than he. 


He never joined their daily mess, 
Nor asked them to his own, 

But chaffed in gay and social way 
The officers alone. , 


His first lieutenant, Perer, was 
As useless as could be, 

A helpless stick, and always siek 
When there was any sea. 


This first lieutenant proved.to be 
His foster-sister May, 

Who went to sea for love of he 
In masculine array. 


And when he learnt the curious fact 
Did he emotion show, 

Or dry her tears, or end her fears 
By marrying her? No! 


Or did he even try to soothe 
This maiden in her teens? 

Oh, no!—instead he made her wed 
The Sergeant of Marines! 





Of course such Spartan discipline 
Would make an angel fret, 

They drew a lot, and Wixu14m shot 
This fearful Martinet. 


The Admiralty saw how ill 
T hey’d treated CarTain Reece ; 
He was restored once more aboard 
The saucy Mantelpiece. 








Tux Song of the Netted Herring—‘ Let me like « Soldier fall” 
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OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


——— 


Gel EN things come to the worst they will 
turn, It seems that indecency having had 
a long innings is about to be bowled out. 

We see in the papers a paragraph from a New 

York Journal stating that the police have 

arrested the proprietcrs and performers of a 

Washington music hall for the dancing of the 

cancan, and gained the day. Side by side with 

| this we find the Loxp Cuamperiain’s circular 
tothe London managers, “)'s looks hopeful, but I trust his lordship 
will not stop there. If his circular is not acted upon, the delicacy which 
induced him to send it to all the theatres instead of indicating the 
patticular offenders must no lcenger fetter him, and he should 
take short, sharp, and decisive measures. I do not believe that 
the evil is a deep-seated one; it is a passing fever, set about in the 

Grand Duchess times by a few i'renchified people, whom others have 

imitated because they thought it taste. These poor creatures and a 

few “actresses,” who have nothirg to depend on for prominence but 

the disp'ay of their limbs, will be the only ones agerieved by the 

Chamberlain’s measures. More power to his elbow, say I! 

A WERK or £0 since, an inquest was held in the Isle of Dogs on the 
body of @ woman, who was returned by the jury as “starved to 
| death,” im accordance with the medical evidence and the sworn 

testimony.of several witnesses. The case was a bad one, and, as was 

natural, oreated a great deal of cxcitement, and some very strong com- 
ment in the papers. <A few days after, a letter from the Clerk to the 

Foard of Guardians is published. According to that letter the woman 

was an impostor, the witnesses were liars, the surgeon an incapable, 

end the goroner utter)y incompetent. And there the matter rests at 
this moment; but it scems to me to be a case for inquiry. Either the 

Board of Guardians have reversed the decision of the Coroner’s 

Inquest by their own mere unsupported assertion, and the Coroner 

ought to be removed ; or the Coroner conducted a } roper inquiry, and 

the Guardians have met it by sheer audacity and flat contradiction. 

In my humble opinion, the question is cne not to be passed over, and 

if the Coroner does not ‘take it up, I trust some independent member 

in the House will do so at the earliest opportunity. My own private 
idea is, that the Coroner was right, and that the Guardians, as is their 
wont, are “ checking ’’ it—to use a vulgar but expressive term. 

A Mem ror THE CuAriTaBLE.—The dinner of the City Orthopaedic 
Hospital—a free hospital in Hatton-garden—will take place on the 
24th instant, and Baron FrrpinaNnp be RoruscuILp will occupy the 
chair, Now, gentlemen, plant a little coin in the garden—it will 
bear fruit. 

THE annual dinner of the Newsvendors’ Provident Institution will 
he an interesting one this year, for the chair will be occupied by 

‘RLES Dickuns, who is always a first-rate chairman, and on such a 
subject as the newsvending trade will be more than ordinarily good. 

The dinner takes place on the 26th of April, but there will be a rush 

for tickets, and those who wish to go must apply early. 

Meruinks there be two CuanLes Ciankesin the field! The first 
Cuartes Crarkr, author of Charlie Thornhill, does rightly to depre- 
cate any connection with such a colourable imitation of Dickens's 
Christmas number as the Forccastle Frolic. It was an exact reproduc- 
tion of the Ail the Year Rouwnd Christmas number—with the exception 
of the talent. A nautical friend reminds me that the proper pro- 
Dunciation of “Forecastle” is “ folk-sell’’—which it was ! 

Saint Paul's is really excellent this month. A paper on “ the New 

binet”’ is most exhaustive and informing, and there is another good 
one on Army Administration. ‘These, with an article on our criminal 

ses, constitute the weighty matter, which is lightened up by “The 
Lynx” and “The Sermon Trade,” with a musical poem by A. D. 

“ Life Shades” is very curious. So is Mx. Mitiais’ picture, which is 

in his “this style before six lessons’ manner. Bia 

2 Werds for the Youny is as good as ever, The “ Lilliput” 
Serials are strong, “King George’s Middy” is interesting, and “ At 
the Back of the North Wind” delicious. The shorter articles also 
are very amusing, and the pictures plentiful and pleasing. __ 

Tux dunday Magazine is rich in art. Very pretty subjects for 
Sunday contemplation are the two girls in the large illustration of 
The Crust and the Cake.” ‘The literary contents are of the average 

cter, one, “‘ A Peep into a Garret,” being particularly good. _ 

Tue gem of the pietures in Good Words is, 1 am inclined to think, 
| illustration to “Spring Flowers.” It is, if I guees aright, the 

#econd.or third drawing of a new and young artist. ‘he other pictures 
are.very good, a series of illustrations of “Connaught Cotter” life 

especially interesting. ‘The contents are quite up to the mark, 
Paper on the “Connaught Cotter” just alluded to being, perhaps, 
most taking of the number. 2 ; 

Luave received the first number of The Register, a biographical 
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magazine, which answers its purpose very commendably. I must also 
acknowledge the arrival of the Ladies’ Treasury. ; 

Some people—like those who sneer at Christmas festivities—are 
trying to turn the pleasant follies of St. Valentine to profit. They 
don’t care about the pretty missives of the old fashion. They want 
something useful, a piano, a sewing-machine, or a watch and chain. 
Shame on the sordid creatures! 1 am glad to sce, from @ specimen 
collection I have received, that Mr. Rimmer believes there are still 
plenty of disinterested lovers who will patronise the fanciful old style. 
Here they are, of all sorts, sizes, and descriptions, but all tasteful and 
pretty. Moreover, if a swain wishes to send a costly valentine he has 
the opportunity here, if I may cuess at the price of one very handsome 
example. ; 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 101. 


A wItp, wild winter has it been, 

And many a gallant ship, I ween, 
Has vainly wrestled with the breeze, 
And striven to ride the raging seas. 
Night after night we've lain in bed 

And heard the storm roar overhead! 
While mothers cry on bended knees 
** Heaven help my boy at sea in these 








? 


1.— Over the chimney-tops, over the trees, 

Over the mountains, and over the seas, 
Come follow, gossip, follow! 

Oh, a broomstick steed, 

Will suit our need, 

As we fly by night; 

For ’tis our delight— 
Shout, *‘ Hollo! presto! hollo!”’ 


2.—Fat Farner Grronimo’s face has its dimples, 
But also is marked pretty freely with pimples— 
A feverish symptom, for which is assigned 
By medical language a term more retined. 
3.—The bishop was wise—the bishop was good, 
And performed every duty as well as he could, 
So when Canterbury 
Was vacant they very 
Properly asked him to sit in a chair, 
Whose honours this epithet’s meant to declare. 


4.— Beside his comrade’s corse he knelt, 
And drew his rapier from his belt ; 
Imprinted on its blade a kiss, 

And swore he would accomplish this. 


5.—The anchor was cast and the weary crew 
Saw a native put off in a frail canoe, 
Laden with all sorts of edible roots, 
And lots of most exquisite tropical fruits. 
But the sailcrs, so Samxo, the cook said, * soon grew ber- 
Ry fond of”’—this excellent esculent tuber. 


SoLuTIon or Acrostic No. 99. — Frosts, Sxates: Focus, Rook, 
| Omega, Spurt, Taste, Supersedeas. 
Correct SoLvuTions oF Acrostic No. 99, RkcEIVED 3rd FenrRvary :—Lucretia 


McT.: Festive Cuss; J. A. W. H.; 1.0. P.R AHL; J. Lb. Carlisle; Lex and 
Lux; Nemo; Pompadour; Tom’s Ghost; Old Cider Kye; Con; Charlie end 


| Mabel. 





‘‘Sweet Voices! ” 


Sm R. Grass, ex-M.P. for Bewdley, is a member of the party which 
| most loudly condemned Mur. Mi.u’s proposition for the Enfranchise- 
' ment of Women. But Sir. R. Giass's agent—though denying that he 
had employed the ladies—admitted that the women of Bewdley had 
sent in a biil which was no doubt substantially an account for scream- 
ing at the nomination. This Jooks rather like a “ screaming farce.’ 
If women are to be allowed to use their voices at elections it 

| should be to talk sense, not to scream, We suppose Sim R. Giass's 
colours were ‘‘ true blue—and yeller.” 





Naval Intelligence. 


, SAMUEL Moruey, M.P., has subscribed £50 to the Bristol 
aa S Nave Restoration Fund. Bravo, Mr. Mox.ey! Better 
spend your money on that Bristol Nave than some of the Bristol 


(k) Naves your opponents lavished coin on. 
nn 


Tue Broruers Grium.— Gog and Magog. . 
Tue Man with “a CaLu.”—A successful dramatist. 


~ 
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LIFE IN LODGINGS. 


ssisaelinainaion 
XIII.—LODGERS (continued). 


N order to give a thoroughly exhaustive 

A account of life in lodgings we have to 

“7 make excursions beyond the strict limits 

of lodging-life into the realm of boarding- 

houses. ‘he boarding-house, to the logical 

mind, is but a lodging-house ‘with a dif- 

ference ’—or differentia, as the lamented ALp- 

RICH ingeniously puts it. It is a lodging- 

house, in short, with a sort of club, or common 

room. It bears the same relation to the 

lodging-house that WomnwELt’s menagerie bears 

to the Zoological Gardens. In the latter, the 

elephant can hear the roar of the lion, and 

the monkeys know the voices of the cockatoos. 

In the former the animals all live under each 

other's observation. The lion sees the elephant 

go through the degrading performance of 

ringing a bell for gingerbread nuts; but then 

the elephant sees the lion knocked about by a 

negro “ Lion King.’ And the monkeys look 

on—they cannot be subjected to any per- 

formance that can lower them in the eyes of their fellow-brutes ; 

and the cockatoos chatter—they are beneath the contempt of the big 

beasts. But the worst of it is, that the monkeys, on the strength 

of imitating humanity, and the cockatoos, because they can chatter 
in human tongue, set themselves up as the cream of society ! 

That is the worst of a boarding-house. All the inhabitants, being 
poor, live in a scrambling and petty sort of way ; but those who ape 
the possession of means are always sneering at the honestly hard-up. 
Give me—says the philosopher who pens this—the dire straits of a 
solitary lodging to the affected independence of a full boarding-house ! 
But it is time we should survey the creatures in our menagerie. In 
the initial you observe the lion of the establishment. He is an old 
back in reality; but he and all his fellow-boarders think him a lion. 
The single ladies—who are old enough to know something of the 
world without any risk of being held precocious—think him a sad dog. 
He has pink notes waiting him on the breakfast-table—has been 
known to dine (with a bonnet) at Richmond—and was discovered 
flirting with the young lady in a pastrycook’s shop by two of the 
dragons of prudery specially retained at Fuzby Mansion. (The 
boarding-house under notice is two private houses rolled into one, and 
rejoices in the distinguished title of Fazby Mansion, taking its name 
from the retired butler who—if I may use the term—inaugurated it.) 
The old buck is really a harmless old being, who delights to be con- 
sidered a nner man. The pink notes come from his sisters. The 
flirtation at the pastrycook’s cost no more than a penny bun and a 
bottle of lemonade. The dinner at Richmond is, I fear, a pure fiction. 
His naughtiness—like his cigars—is a cheap enjoyment. His most 
expensive habit is a coat with fur facings—but it has seen many 
winters, and has almost “ worked its passage” by this time. 

These are the two dear 
young, Siege that set down fl iy | 
our ol — Pe sponates of on 
iniquity, but don't love him ene 
the less for it. The fair- ne 

urled beauty is Miss Spratt, S 
whose silky moustache and 
beard are the envy of young 
Mooe (to be hereafter men- 
tioned). The other beauty 
is Miss Snoox, an _intel- 
lectual being. The sole em- 
ployment of these dear souls 
is scandal. ‘Lhey hatch-up 
the most dreadful stories 
about all the other boarders, 
and confide them to one 
another. Do they scandalise 
each other? Yes!—in con- 
fidence to the Major's wife, 
of whom more anon. Spratt 
and Snoox both live by dividends and the abuse of an unappreciative 
male sex. Each dreams of hooking the old buck, and one has 
even gone so far as to angle for young Moce. Shall I say 

which ?—No! 
This is young Moce. He looks like a fool:—and let me add that 
he is incapable of deceiving you, so that he doesn’t look like the 

thing he is not. The old aa once induced him to smoke a cigar— 
; but it is'the only dissipation he has ever been known to indulge in— 
! 
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and ‘he suffered for it! He is a very subordinate 
clerk in an Insurance Office, and would be dismissed 
to-morrow if he were not the poor relation of a 
Director who would have to support him out of his 
own pocket if he could not get the company to do it. 
Young Moce has a taste for literature, having con- 
tributed verses, under the pseudonym of “ Gzgom,” 
to the ** Poet’s Corner” of the little paper published 
in the small town where he used to live with his 
mother (whom he helps to support) before he came 
to the giddy metropolis. He has been twice taken to 
the theatre by the Director, and has thence imbibed a 
longing to be a burlesque-writer. He once got up 

an extravaganza at Fuzby Mansion, called ‘ Goody Two Shoes,” in 

which Snook and Speratr were hero and heroine (and SNoox was 

rather disappointed that she could not appear in tights, as the 

Prince) ; but the other boarders invited some outside friends to swell 

the audience, who laughed so incessantly that Moca became dimly 

conscious that the laughter was more than the piece fairly deserved. 

This is Mason Bico.essy's wife, and this - 

is Masor Biceiesny, H.P. I put the couple 

in this order out of an inherent respect for 

the rules of precedence. Apart from the 


fact that Mrs. B. is practically the head of 

the family, she once had an aunt who 

married the younger brother of a Scotch 

nuobleman. rs. B. is the common receptacle 

of the scandals Snook and Spratt invent 

about each other, and lives in a sort of per- 

petual mental goose-skin in consequence. As the Major will, in his 
gallant old soldier style, occasionally flirt with those giddy young 
things, her soul is sorely vexed. When she catches him at it she 
calls him to her side, thus :— 

“B., dear!”—a pause—“ B., my love!”—another pause—“ B.!” 
and then the Major comes at once. He’s a good old boy, and bears 
his disappointments and hardships with a silence that sheds on him 
more nobility than Mrs. B.’s distant connection with the Scotch 
peerage does on her. His only failing is an addiction to whiskey-and- 
water, which warms him up to the relation of anecdotes that make 
the old buck chuckle, and cause Moe to blush up to his parting. 

This poor lady is the widow 
of a professional man. He 
paid so much in income-tax 
on the wear and tear of his 
brain as would have purchased 
a comfortable annuity for her 
and her child when he was in Wy 
killed in a railway accident. Me i HU \\ 

He ought to have insured in Hi 

“The Accidental,” of course— FW WW; 

but when a man has to keep up NS 

a position suitable to his pro- 

fession, and must pay from ten 

to sixteen poundsa yearincome- {== YY 

tax on his hard earnings it is 3” “RSS MINN N\R YS. SN) 

not so easy to spare that small ; ~~ 
four pounds for insurance. His health had been so delicate no Life 
Insurance would have accepted it. So the poor little woman is living 
on a pittance made up of contributions from her father (a small house- 
agent) and her husband's family—i.¢., two brothers, a lawyer 1n 
decent practice and a stockbroker. One of the pleasant amusements 
of Spratt and Snook is to throw out doubts as to whether the pretty 
widow was ever married. Mus. Masor B. considers that she is far too 
familiar with that young man Mocc—“ she doesn’t believe in those 
quiet ones ’—because Moce finds the widow the only one who does 
not at some time or other snub and despise him, and because the 
widow treats the respectful little fool like a weak younger brother. 
The old buck pesters her with his silly attentions, though he dare not 
be rude to her, having been taken to task for attempting a liberty by 
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the Major, who never deals in inuendo in her presence, and, in fact 
jg quite a tame performing elephant for her sake, carrying her rather 
plain child about on his back when commanded by that interesting 
juvenile. 

Perhaps, in spite of the scandal of Sprarr and Snoox, the queries of 
Mus. B., and the persecutions of the buck, our little widow is the 
one who 18 the most happy in Fuzby Mansion. Mogcis attentive, the 
Major ap and her rt ~ i. world to her. Hers is a nature 
which, while it 1s insensibie to the scandal and sneers, is peculi: 

teful for small kindnesses. oe 

And thus ends the chronicle of Fuzby Mansion. 
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THE PRACTICAL JUROR. 


AJvror, a well-known employer of labour in the Isle of Dogs, created some 
surprise by stating that it was no use returning a verdict of ‘ Death jrom starvation,” 
It would only cause the distress in the island to be talked about in the new: papers 
What ue were people when they were dead? He thonght that they might be 
buried in an egg-box, or perhaps it would be still better to bury them without a 
coffin at all.—The jury returned a vercict ‘‘That the deceased woman died from 
exhaustion, privation, and want of food.’’— Vide Daily Papers. 





Wuart can be the good of the poor? 
To be sure, 
So long as they'll work at low wages 
And every fresh hand one engages 
Means a little more profit 
One doesn’t think of it— 
But their sicknesses, wants, and old ages, 
Are things that crive me into rages: 
For they're never content 
‘Though to workhouse they’ re sent 
And get cightpence a day as stone. crackers. 
Oh, they ought to be shot when they’re old 
And then sold 
At so much a pound to the knackers! 


What else can you do with the poor? 
To be sure, 
Some men there's so much of the goose in 
That a horse or dog, there's no use in, 
As old servants they’re willing 
To keep ’stead of killing— 
But of men thus economy loose in 
If I talk I shall launch out abuse in ? ; 
They’reinclined to endure 
| Too much from the poor— 
Of the conduct of those are the backers 
Who ought to be shot when they’re old 
And then sold 
At so much a pound to the knackers! 


You can do nought else with the poor! 
To be sure, 
Now that knackers with butchers compete do, 
And supply folks with horee-flesh for meat do— 
The Board (no bad notion) 
Should make it a motion— 

“Who the workhouse seek something to eat in 
Should off those dine who perish the stxeet in.” 
’"T would but be one step more, 

; If it ordered before 
In despite of the Poor Law’s attackers— 
That the poor should be shot when they’re old 
And then sold 
At so much a pound to the knackers. 


What else should you do with the poor? 
I am sure | 
Nothing else when they’re dead are they meant tor! 
What sums are their coffins now spent for? 
Egg-boxes cost less would 
But cheaper, I guess, would 
It be if the knacker were sent for— 
And their carcases workhouse-food went tor. 
I'm a practical man 
And there is my plan, 
Pm not one of your sentiment-clackers— 
Yes; the poor should be shot when they re old 
And then sold 
At so much a pound to the knackers ! 


| 











Gigantic Stride in Agriculture. 


AN enthusiastic practical farmer is pursuing a course of experime nts | 


uld. Beat that, Mx. Mzcu1, ; C. T. W. 


& View to raise hardware from ironme 











| J. W., Manchester ; 


Clerk ; W. A.. Stran 





HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Mr. BurNAND has done himself—and the Royalty Company — more 
Justice in Claude du Val than in many previous burlesques at the 
theatre. Its chief fault is an utter absence of intelligible plot or con- 
nection, but it abounds in comic situations, and has some sparklicy 
and fresh music, Its literary merit is not great, but Ma. Burnanp 
has never quite mastered the mysteries of rhymeand metre. Its jokes 
are better, perhaps, than usual, and the sensaticn scene on the tiles is 
so truly funny that one overlooks the fact that its introduction is in 
no way accounted for. 

Miss Ottver plays the part of the dashing highwayman with her 
usual spirit, and carries the piece along at high pressure. We do not 
care to see a man playing a woman's part, and making comic business 
by showing his legs; but Mr. Danvers is better as Manet than he 
has been in other female characters. If he would only give his lines 
slowly and with emphatis, instead of rattling his words out like peas 
through a pea-shooter, his real merit would be better appreciated. 
Mx, Dewar has a part that depends chiefly on disguises, and might 
be stronger. It would be unfair to close our notice without an en- 
couraging word to Miss Bisuor, who not only succeeds—and ably 
succeeds— Miss Oxiver in the part of Lizzie Latimer in Tie Lovins 
Cup, but also makes a good deal of a very subordinate part in the bur- 
lesque. She is a good dancer, has a pleasant voice, and an accurate 
ear for time and tune. We shall be glad to see her ina better cha- 
racter, for, with a sprightliness which is not vulgarity, and with her 
grace and talent, she would be invaluable in a good burlesque. j ges 
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AN ADDRESS ON UNDRESS., 
(Suggested by the recent Circular.) 


Know ye the piece of the slight dress and kirtle, 
Of emptiest meaning, and cockneyfied rhyme i 
Where—the rage of tne vulgar—a scantness of skiri’ll 
Nigh make a man sigh o’er the taste of the time. 


Know ye the piece whence recedes the refined, 

Where the leg and the bosom replace charm of mind, 
Where the slight things that Zephyrs as dresses assuine 
May paint best the garments of Gal in her bloom, 
Where a citron or olive leaf might make a suit, 

And the song of the music-hall never is mute; 

Where the depth of the derthe, and the skirts made so high, 
In colour all varied, in scantness may vie; 

And the plentiful fleshings are deepish in dye ; 

Where, diverging too oft from the decent clothes-line, 
The display is too lavish for pen to define ? 


’Tis the modern burlesque—once the favoured of Fey, 
Who can’t smile on such deeds as it lately has dome! 
Oh, welcome, as sounding indecency’s kaell, 

The remarks the Lonv CuamMurnLatn’s written so well! 


EE ee 





Answers to Correspondents. 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 

O_p Pens.—You want mending, so we cut you. Don’t splutter over it! 

I. M. (Bath).—It would be supererogatory to tell you to go to Bath, bus 


we hope you will stop there. 
s= : 2a(n—1)d } .—More of the “‘ bra’’ than the “ Alge”’ about 
ou. - 
I. N. (Whitechapel-road).—You would not be astonished, if you saw the 
stuff. We answer by post when necessary. 
L. M. T.—The idea has been worked threadbare, 
RvuGBEIAN PkO TEM.— If you look at the original of the perody, you will 
see the peculiarities of the latter are reflected. e decline to give you our 
opinion on the lines enclosed, as they have appeared in print. 
J. J. L. (Leith).—Thanks. 
Mixes's Boy.—A mieprint—but a venial fault. 
H, F. R. (Upper Norwood).— Much obliged. 
T. W. L. H.—Uhavks, such plagiarisms are common enough. 
APpoLLo.— We had an “ Exchange” column exac'ly twelve months ago. 
A. S. C. H. (East India-read).—Shaw and Son, Fetter-lane. oe 
Declined with thanks :—T. A., Todmorden ; 7. oe ee ; W. ¢ +s 
° bment, Liverpool; A Furriver; C. M.; “ Belle Sauvage ;” 
ee F. C. tT. Limehouse; J. RK, eee | 5. i e 
street; Tuby, Query; 1. and C., Great Cambridge-street; Kuby 
(Ne. 2) WwW. T.; G. Wee Tocentry-ttueet ; H.R. K., Harrow; Managing 
k: V d; A Workman; J. H., Brighton ; Zumalacarregui ; 
._ W. A., Wimbledon; H. BR, Newington; Dan; T. P., SaBmarket ; 
C EL. Dundee ; Chillingowullubadorie ; S. M. C., Wandsaworth-road ; 
7 A. F., Stourbridge; Dicky Sam; Rural Dean ; J. F. R., Goswell-road ; 
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ST. VALENTINE’S DAY, 


In former days a Valentine consisted 

Of loves, and doves, lace paper, and pink hearts, 

A = in aeons — Cupid's’ darta. 
something pretty about Cupid’s 
But now-a-days, when people are close-fisted, 

And think far less of marriage than of marts, 
They say such valentines may please vulgarians, 
Something more solid suits utilitarians ! 

And Rank and Fashion—aye, and Beauty too 

(Of course the Telegraph's their favourite journal), 
Express their delicate opinions through 
ae — of that most refined aaa b, 

m observe ce 2 a ce tus ”? an “ poo 9? 

To mere a Me weecbieh of a love eternal ; 

They like a little something on account 
In goods convertible, or cash amount! 


** Don’t make a proffer of your heart and hand, 
Unless you back it with a solid present. 
A Valentine in our days, understand, 
Should be of value, and not simply pleasant.” 
—and 


So you must offer your affection 
A goose, a brace of idges, a pheasant, 
A butt of sherry, ora new chignon, 


Or ape or parrot from some strange dominion, 
Love must be quoted in returns of trade, 
oe cochineal, shell-lac, a, and shirtings. 
“ For long engagements small demand was made. 
Jilts are depressed. A heavy run on flirtings. 








The sale of trusting hearts improved a shade.” 
These, and such other similar insertings 

You'll shortly read in the Ezpress’s columns— 

And when you do, the fact, sir, will speak vollums ! 


Meantime let’s hope a few right hearts there be, 
A few attachments honest, pure, and true, 
Who in a gift no real value see 
Unless therein the giver's heart they view. 
And the old style of Valentine with glee 
Will they accept, nor dream about the new, 
Which gladly they hand over to the snob 
Who likes a gift—“’cos it cost thirty bob!” 


Don’t Dissolve. 


Tue case of Pariures versus Evrae has been dismissed—as it ought 
to be. With this apparently ends the mission of the Jamaica Com- 
mittee. But we would suggest to it, under the circumstances of the 
news from New Zealand, that it should pause ere it disembodies 
itself. We have it on good authority that infuriated savages have 
descended on the whites and massacred them under circumstnces of 
great atrocity. With this encouraging intelligence before them, our 
friends of the committee will do well to wait. Some active and zealous 
officer may turn up to avenge our countrymen, reduce the outbreak, 
and secure the peace and sufety ofthe colony. The Jamaica Com- 
mittee has only to wait, and we doubt not it will find congenial 
employment. 
NOTICE.—Now ready, price 18., by post 1s. 2d, the re-issue of 

MRS. BROWN IN AMERICA, Br Arrave SxercuLrr. 
80, Freer Street. 
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WESTMINSTER HALL. : 


From Miss Bertha Green to Miss Peplum Brown 


Dearest Perpy,—And this is the last letter : 
dear, before itis my duty and privilege to sign Manele Pot 
oh, Parry, another has come suddenly to London to claim ra ‘ 7 
that he says can bestow upon him the only guerdon. He talks - and | 
like one of BuLwar’s novels, dear, he’s so silly,—but the end of oe 
is that instead of coming down to you on a visit you must come 7s 
by Wednesday at latest, for on that day the young person, who has ei 
engaged by aunt as a dressmaker is to be ready to begin, and you had 
better have your things made in London, for no other heideemaid will 
I have unless my dearest Peppy takes part in that solemn ceremo 
which is for ever to consign her friend to the charge of another al 

It’s very awful, isn’t it, dear? and, really, I should almost like to 
run away, and I would, too, only I like staying where I am so much 
better. Who is it that says—perhaps it’s Mr Tvurpgr, or it may be | 


me Gentle Life,” or some of the lovely books that I used to read in 
my solitude, for the healing of a broken spirit,—that it’s better to 
: e the best of the ills that can’t be very well avoided than to run 
thay’ from them, and perhaps find after all that you're no better off 
as ou were before? I know the sentiment is fixedon my memory 
j € local form of words is rather more poetical. Do you know, 
ear, I can hardly understand the singular change that seems to have 
Come over me. I will not conceal from you that there were times when 
almost regarded retirement from the world and the seclusion of 

‘ kind of retreat (shall I say in the nature of a convent established 
strictly Church of England principles?) as the greatest possible 
blessing : but oh, Perry! how great is the revulsion of the human 
heart, and how little does it know of itself or of other people when it 


indulges in the vague dreams of inexperienced youth. I declare to 
oe that when I thought of these foolish sentimentalities the other “7 
could circumstances which disclosed what might have been my fate, 

t help leaning with affectionate dependence on the arm of 


Gnother, and feeling thankful that the atmosphere of the law courts is 
I to the abolition of our sex. Of course you know, dear, that 

aM a ward in Chancery—and I and another had to go up to West- 
snuster to sign something, or seal something, along with uncle and 
‘Sunt, and when it was all over, or while we were waiting, we went for a 


VOL. Vu. 


quiet stroll into the great old hall: forgott; 
1 , : forgetting that i 
going a a and the place was crowded with seule yg Py 
Eaves sokaie ae ay by yes of men who were arguing and 
the queer figures that were coming i d ; 
nuns clad in perfect frights of dresses, and pri aves oi 
great blue bags, and barristers in fly bie Pou; teas We 
c £8, y-blown wigs munchi iscui 
aad ih their hands stuck into their waistooat SOL EME cena 
a at looked as though they weren’t used to do saying but 
ints js ce tat < T by and watch other people at work 
1a ad better have been looking after their wi 
Jamilies, and policemen who couldn’t mak : Petia teat, 
where everybody was fighting for a ik Taek & bene Gon ie 
ghting place. I got a b i 
a aoe of the exertions of another who chen one tartans 
his hoad looked like a buntle of willow shar nes soar rniakors that 
¢ 6 Of willow shavings, such as i 

a pone in summer time. I thought I desta have fainted with the 
eat and with the sudden sense of all I had escaped by not having 


renounced the world. The young persons who have gone to Hull for 
that purpose, dear, have not been successful in escaping from the other 
dangers mentioned in the Prayer-book: and I really do think that 
such cases should be tried by women. I was never so sensible of the 
necessity for female professors of the law, as when I heard the evic ence. 
Men are quite incapable, dear, of understanding the womanly conduct 
of the “superiors” and the truiy feminine ingenuity that they display 
in the mortification of chilblains and the surfeit of the appetite that is 
not in accordance with their own estimation of proper diet. I 
couldn't help crying on the shoulder of another at such disclosures of 
what women can achieve under circumstances declared to be the most 
favourable for the development of their highest nature. If it hadn't 
been that my solemn vows had been pledged, I fear I might have 
hesitated : but as it is, dear, ] shall go to the altar on the fifteenth of 
next month, so come at once to your owa BseTuHa. 
P.S.—I think, dear, we really ought not to wear veils. 
ee 


A New Walk. 


A youne artist, anxious to tread in the steps of one of the old 
school, spends the whole of his leisure hours in the study of Powss-in 


Boots. 






















ort 


ST. VALENTINE’S DAY, 


Iw former days a Valentine consisted 
Of loves, and doves, lace paper, and pink hearts, 
A ribbon in a true-love knot entwisted, 
And something pretty about Cupid’s darts. 
But now-a-days, when people are close-fisted, 
‘ And —_ — of eueenge Sen - marts, 
hey say such valentines may please vulgarians, 
Something more solid suits utilitarians ! 


And Rank and Fashion—aye, and Beauty too 
(Of course the Telegraph's their favourite journal), 
Express their delicate opinions through 
The medium of that most refined diurnal, 
And modestly observe “‘ pish,’’ ‘‘ tush,” and “ pooh,”’ 
To mere expressions of a love eternal ; 
They like a little something on account 
In goods convertible, or cash amount! 


** Don’t make a proffer of your heart and hand, 

Unless you back it with a solid present. 
A Valentine in our days, understand, 

Should be of value, and not simply pleasant.” 
So ° pes must — yoas affection—and 

goose, a brace 0 i a pheasan 

A butt of sherry, or Alucs nee Tcktree, > 
Or ape or parrot from some strange dominion, 
Love must be quoted in returns of trade, 

Like cochineal, shell-lac, mule-twist and shirtings. 
“ For long engagements small demand was made. 

Jilts are depressed. A heavy run on flirtings. 
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The sale of trusting hearts improved a shade.”’ 
These, and such other similar insertings 

You'll shortly read in the Ezpress’s columns— 

And when you do, the fact, sir, will speak vol/wms ! 


Meantime let’s hope a few right hearts there be, 
A few attachments honest, pure, and true, 
Who in a gift no real value see 
Unless eae the giver's heart they view. 
And the old style of Valentine with glee 
Will they accept, nor dream about the new, 
Which gladly they hand over to the snob 
Who likes a gift—*’cos it cost thirty bob!” 


Don’t Dissolve. 


Tue case of Parutrs versus Evrae has been dismissed—as it ought 
to be. With this apparently ends the mission of the Jamaica Com- 
mittee. But we would suggest to it, under the circumstances of the 
news from New Zealand, that it should pause ere it disembodies 
itself. We have it on good authority that infuriated savages have 
descended on the whites and massacred them under circumstinces of 
great atrocity. With this encouraging intelligence before them, our 
friends of the committee will do well to wait. Some active and zealous 
officer may turn up to avenge our countrymen, reduce the outbreak, 
and secure the peace and safety of the colony. The Jamaica Com- 
mittee has only to wait, and we doubt not it will find congenial 
employment. 





NOTICE.—Now ready, price 18., by post 18. 2d, the re-issue of 
MRS. BROWN IN AMERICA, Br Axruve SkercuLrY. 
80, Fieger Street. 


OVER COATS, 2ls. 1 63s. 


IN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 50, npupGaTHE HIIL. 
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WESTMINSTER HALL. 
From Miss Bertha Green to Miss Peplum Brown. 


Dearest Peppy,—And this is the last lett ; 
dear, before itis my duty and privileze to ise piers Tae to you, 
oh, Perry, another has come suddenly to London to dite a. Pe 
n 


like one of BuLwsr’s novels, dear, he’s so ite Sid tae a a 


t you must 

by Wednesday at latest, for on that day th F come here 
engaged by aunt as a dressmaker is to * sake >t Tare io has Ke 
better have your things made in London, for no other bridesmaid will 


emony 


that he says can bestow upon him the only guerdon. 


is that instead of coming down to you ona visi 


I have unless my dearest Peppy takes part i 
which is for ever to consign her friend to the ‘aeas pe pra 


It’s very awful, isn’t it, dear? and, really, I sh 

? ’ . l ° 
run away, and I would, too, only I like Aaihe Bats en ° 
better. Who is it that says—perhaps it’s Mr Turran, or it may be 


és . 
- Eeentle Life,’ or some of the lovely books that I used to read in 
meee for the healing of a broken spirit,—that it’s better to 
ave = best of the ills that can’t be very well avoided than to run 
thay. m them, and perhaps find after all that you're no better off 
but i were before? I know the sentiment is fixedon my memory 
a. , ocal form of words is rather more poetical. Do you know, 
come can hardly understand the singular change that seems to have 
I tne me. I will not conceal from you that there were times when 
ome bi most regarded retirement from the world and the seclusion of 
on stri nd of retreat (shall I say in the vature of a convent established 
Mrictly Church of England principles?) as the greatest possible 
heart, ©, : but oh, Perry! how great is the revulsion of the human 
ind os how little does it know of itself or of other people when it 
‘You that in the vague dreams of inexperienced youth. I declare to 
t when I thought of these foolish sentimentalities the other day 
couldn’. tances which disclosed what might have been my fate, I 
t help leaning with affectionate dependence on the arm of 
»and feeling thankful that the atmosphere of the law courts is 
to to the abolition of our sex. Of course you know, dear, that 
halite in Chancery—and I and another had to go up to West- 
aunt, sign something, or seal something, along with uncle and 
and when it was all over, or while we were waiting, we went for a 





Nt 
quiet stroll into the great old hall: forgetting that a great trial was 
fapins ee used by knots of men who were ate cl 
a oat outside, and the queer figures that were coming in por pry 
oak . perfect frights of dresses, and priests and lawyers with 
| es in Gore oe = ge wigs aunching biscuits 
stuck into their waistcoat p 
persons that looked as though they weren’t a to a ‘anes ‘but 


going on there, and the place was crowded with people 


lean with their shoulders against walls and watch other people at work 


—shabby men who had better hav i 
1a e been looki fte ir wi 
Jamitlies, and policemen who couldn’t make joey as at eying 


where everybody was fighting for 
ghting fora place. I got a beauti i 
Ay of the exertions of another who hae one tthe beecioes 
his hoad looked like a bundle of willow slacneea at crtiskors that 
¢ € Of willow shavings, such i 
the grates in summer time. I thought I outa have fainted with the 


heat and with the sudden sense of all I had escaped by not having 





renounced the world. The young persons who have gone to Hull for 
that purpose, dear, have not been successful in escaping from the other 
dangers mentioned in the Prayer-book: and I really do think that 
such cases should be tried by women. I was never so sensible of the 
necessity for female professors of the law, as when I heard the evic ence. 
Men are quite incapable, dear, of understanding the womanly conduct 
of the “ superiors” and the truiy feminine ingenuity that they display 
in the mortification of chilblains and the surfeit of the appetite that is 
not in accordance with their own estimation of proper diet. I 
couldn't help crying on the shoulder of another at such disclosures of 
what women can achieve under circumstances declared to be the most 
favourable for the development of their highest nature. If it hadn't 
been that my solemn vows had been pledged, I fear I might have 
hesitated : but as it is, dear, ] shall go to the altar on the fifteenth of 
next month, so come at once to your owa BsxrTua. 
P.S.—I think, dear, we really ought not to wear veils. 
_ $a 


A New Walk. 


A youne artist, anxious to tread in the steps of one of the old 
school, spends the whole of his leisure hours in the study of Powss-in 


Boots. 
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| THE BAB BALLADS. 


| No. 62.~THE KING OF CANOODLE-DUM. 


HE story of FREDERICK GowLER, 
* A mariner of the sea, 
Who guitted his ship, the How/er, 


A-sailing in Carribee. 
For many a day he wandered, 
Till he met in a «tate of rum, 
Catamity Pop Von Perrermint Dror, 
The King of Canoodle-Dum. 


That monarch addressed him gaily, 
“ Hum ! Golly de do, to-day ? 

Hum! Lily-white Buckra Sailee’’— 
(You notice his playful way ?)— 

“ ‘What dickens you doin’ here, sar ? 
Why debbil you want to come? 
Hum! Picaninnee, dere isn’t no sea 

In City Canoodle-Dum !” 


And Gower he answered sadly, 
**Oh, mine is a doleful tale! 
They’ve treated me wery badly 
In Lunnon, from where I hail. 
I'm one of the Family Royal— 
No common Jack Tar you see, 
I'm WituaM THE Fovurts, far up in the North, 
| A king in my own countree!” 
| 
| 


Bang-bang! How the tom-toms thundered ! 
Bang-bang! How they thumped the gong 
Bang-bang! How the people wondered ! 
Bang-bang! At it, hammer and tongs! 
Alliance with Kings of Europe 
Is an honour Canoodlers seek, 
Her monarchs don't stop with Perrermist Dror 
Every day in the week! 


Frep told them that he was undone, 
For his people all went insane, 
And tired the Tower of London, 
And Grinnidge’s Naval Fame. 
And some of them racked St. James's, 
And vented their: rage upon 
The Church of St. Paul, the Fishmongers’ Hall, 
And the Angel at Islington. 


Catamity Pop implored him 
To stop with him—yes, remain 
Till those people of his restored him 
To, power and rank again. 
Ca.amury Por he made him 
DL ey S Speodio-Dam, 
1th a couple Of caves, some beautifal 
And the run of the Royal rum. orate 


Por gave him his only daughter, 
Hc Picxety Wiurte Tr: 
Frep vowed that if over the water 
- He went, inan English ship, 
e’d make her his queen, though tra] 
i 98 saemees ng, sh y 
ra ibee brat who's as black as 
To be wife of an English king. dealt 


. 
ee —_- 
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They copied his rolling walk, 
His method of draining rammers— 
His emblematical talk. 
For his dress and his graceful breeding, 
His delicate taste in rum, 
And his nautical way, were the talk of the day 
In the Court of Canoodle-Dum. 


t 
And all the Canoodle- Dummers | 





{ 
} 





Catamity Por most wisely 
Determined in everything 
To model his Court precisely 
On that of the English king. 
And ordered that every lady, 
And every lady’s lord 
Should masticate jacky (a kind of tobaccy) 
And scatter its juice abroad. 


They signified wonder, roundly 
At any astounding yarn, 
Ry darning their dear eyes roundly 
(‘T'was all that they had to darn.) 
They “hoisted their slacks,’ adjusting 
Garments of plantain leaves, 
With nautical twitches (as if they wore— stitches, 
Instead of a dress like Eve’s!) 













































They shivered their timbers proudly— 
At a phantom fore-lock dragged, 
And called for a hornpipe lendly 
Whenever amusement flagged. 
‘*Hum! Golly him Por resemble, ) 
Him Britisher sov'reign, hum ! | 
Catamitry Por Von PEPPERMINT Drop, 
De King of Canoodle-Dum!”’ 


The mariner’s lively “‘ Hollo! ” 
Enlivened Canoodle’s plain 

(For blessings unnumbered follow 
In Civilization’s train.) 

But Fortune (a walking bathos*) 
A terrible ending planned, 

For Apmrrat D. Cuickasippy, C.B., 
Placed foot on Canoodle lend! 


That rebel, he seized King Gower, 

He threatened his royal brains,, 
And put him aboard the Hovwder, 

And fastened him down with chains. 
ne miler viens 


* Fine. 
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The Howler she weighed her anchor 
om eee nicely nailed, 

And off to the north with Wittram Fou 
These horrible pirates sailed. rere" 


Catamiry said (with folly) 
“ Hum, nebber want him again— 
Him civilize all of us, golly! 
CaLAmITy suck him brain!” 
The people however were pained when 
- ae rs vite aboard his ship, 
ut.none of them wept for their F 
Hom Picxiry Wisets Tip. renee 


OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


omen 


OR a long time past the press has been de- 
nouncing the pernicious literature —if we 
may sully the word for an instant by apply- 
ing it to such garbage—which is published 
for the young, and consists of glorified histo- 
ries of highwaymen and thieves. Now we 
have the evil of it conclusively proved on the 
high authority of the Ordinary of Newgate. 

Therreverend gentleman in his report to the City magistrates declares 
that/e/has conversed with all boys brought to the gaol, and particu- 

with those who seemed to have had a good education and decent 
parents, and they had all, withoutian exception, been readers of this 
deleterious and exciting rubbish. It remains to be seen whether the 
authorities will now put in motion against this vile trade the machinery 
mhith ig ready to their hands for its suppression. The seizure of all 
whidhdo not.bear the imprint of printer and publisher, and the fining, to 
the*heaviest, every printer and publisher found omitting it would make 
a clearanee of most of this trash. If that is not enough we must have 
an extension 6f Lorp Camrpe.u’s Act. That Act has never, as croakers 
predicted, caused an interference with art, and the putting down of 
immoral trash will never injure good works, nor needs even the sensa- 
tional novelist to fear. But stopped the evil must be. It is simply 
— make the liberty of the press a shield far these corrupters of 
youth. 

Ir is high time the correspondence about Mr. Ronertson’s School 
were brought to a close. Because the accused elects to remain “mute” 
it does not follow that we are to revive the old peine forte et dure, and 
“press’’ him to death. Nobody has got anything out of the corre- 
spondence except Mr. Boucicautt, who has converted it into a gigantic 
advertisement of the generosity and genius of the Undying Dron. 
Can it be possible that it was he who originated the correspondence 
mader the xom.de plume of “ Veritas” inthe Times? His first letter to 
| the Pall Mali was astupendous piece of impudence, but his last is 
| almost as.good. It is delicious to imagine him writing, with his 
tongue in ‘his cheek, to complain that his opponents have dealt in chaff 
rather than in argument. Imagine anyone entering into a serious 
argument about originality with a Boucicautt! Why his pieces are 
the perfection of mosaic—take (just as a brick from the mansion) the 
last act of 4rrah na Pogue—with the alibi jokes from Dickens, and 
the “Prisoner, guilty or not guilty?” ‘Sure, isn’t that what we've 
come to find out?’ from Joe Miller, and the screen business from the 
School for Scandal. ‘Valk of originality to such a snapper-up of un- 
considered trifles in the dramatic way? You might as well discuss the 
difference between scarlet and crimson with a man who is colour- 
blind.. Still his defence of Mx. Ronertson is natural enough. Hitherto 
Mz. Ropgrtson’s pieces have been so entirely his own that they did 
mot need to have “originality” defined as “‘semething elastic, having 
hO very distinct boundary to separate it from plagiarism ; and 
the delight’ of a playwright of Mr. Bovercautt’s “ versatility” at 
finding him lapsing from his high station is only to be compared to the 
Tejoicing of Mother Starlight over the fall of virtue. But Mr. 
Bovcicauut has had his swing now, or ought to have; and it would 
be well to discontinue the advertisement. With regard to the original 
matter in dispute, I prefer to accept the summing-up of the Limes 
‘eritic—not because he is the Times critic, but because he is a man of 
letters and education, rather than the special pleading of the CasELEY 
of British playwrights ;—by which I don’t mean anything offensive, 
but that simply, whereas all of them steal from foreign sources, but 
few of them have the boldness and skill to defend the practice as Mr. 


| Bovcicautr does. 
THE egbey te hardly up to its ordinary mark this month—even 
Johnny Ludlow is a little tame. There is, too, a coincidental similarity 
between his story and ‘‘Par Nobile Fratrum”’ which judicious editing 
would have cured by inserting them in different numbers. . 
illustration is not as good as the old drawings by W. C.—though 


did giowl at them at times. The en ing i 

; 3. graving is, I observe, by a gen- 
a Tae into print in the Daily News aaah annie 
‘F his oa think much of his theory then, but I think still less 
_ temple Bar has an interesting paper on Byrox, and a curi 
instalment of “Six Years in Prison.’ Altogether, it is a very aa 
able number—only its bit of verse is execrably bad. ; 

Tue illustrations to the Cornhill are hardly as good as usual, but 
the letter-press is better. ‘Our Rough Red Candidate” is very 
amusing, and “Chirping Crickets” interes!ing. The two serial 
stories are admirably carried on. The writer of the notice of 
Brownine has, I think, made too much of minor faults.) Mr. Pau- 
GRAVE'S verses are musical, but there is not much in them. 

I-wisu the St. James's would only give one illustration—and that a 
good one—instead of four bad ones. Its letter-press is worthy of 
better art—always excepting “ Cut down like Grass,” which is wholly 
unworthy of the magazine. The young person who wrote “ Cometh 
up like a Flower”’ is too flattered by such persistent parodying. On 
the whole, the number is a good one, though one could-wish for a larger 
mstalment of “A Life's Assize,” and would readily spare some of the 
padding to get it. 

Wuar could Miss Erten Epwanps have been dreaming about when 
she drew that frontispiece to Cassell's Magazine *~dpropos of the 
“art’’ of which, I may observe that I don't think’*the small cuts any 
improvement. We have too many “Thoughts in the Twilight” with 
a good deal of twilight and no thought—and far more “ Fugitive 
Notes” than any one will care about. It makes me quite sad to see 
how the magazine has fallen off, when one goes back’to read again 
its earlier numbers, after turning this over in vain, 

I coneratutate Under the Crown on a decided improvement, 
external and internal. The wrapper is much more éffective, and the | 
ilustrations—though they might still be better—are in advance of | 
those in the first number, if only because graphotype has been 


abandoned. There are one or two good nautical stories, anda good 


paper on landscape painting. Tne chief storyseems to improve as it 
advances. Mr. Patorave’s “Fortnight in Portugal” improves 
slightly on acquaintance. ‘A Visit to the Detective Department at 
Woolwich ” is eminently worth reading, though carelessly written. 

Tur Atlantic Monthly is noticeable for its verse. ‘‘ Coronation’’ 
and “The Doorstep” are excellent; the “Bee and Rose” is pretty. 
But “ The Proud Music of the Sea Storm” is Whitmanism, and poor 
at that. One of the most interesting of the prose papers is “Charles 
Baudelaire.’ Our Young Folks might well pass muster this month if 
only for two things, “The Story of a Bad Boy,” which is amusing, 
and “ Among the Glass-Blowers,” which is instructive. But it con- 
tains many other very readable articles. 


A BRIEF CORRESPONDENCE, 
Thrown into Verse by the City Laureate, 


Mr. WALKER TO THE CORPORATION. 


I pray you give the money back, 

Which, from the officers, who “lagged "’ 
The burglars, that contrived to “ crack 

My crib,” you have received—and baggid! 


Tus CorpoRATION To Mr. WALKER. 


We give you back the chains and watches 
Took from the parties wot we cotches. 
But when of cash you are a talker 

Excuse us if our answer’s— Walker. 


Two Dinners. 


A DINNER was given the other day at the Cannon-street Hotel by 
Messrs. McCatt, to test the qualities of preserved meat from Australis. 
Did it suggest to the Fishmongers’ Company the dinner given to 
ministers of all denominations engaged in “ the cure of soles ?’’ 


The Weather. 
Tux continued rain which has fallen to our lot Jately has given a 
reat deal of dissatisfaction in certain quarters. We may however 
record that the cab interest regards it as particularly fare-weather. 


A Black Business. 


Jamaica Committre on the Eyre 


A.ruovuan the expenditure of the 
ple who - 


prosecution has been tolerably lavish, we have met with peo 
described it as a niggar-dly business altogether. 
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THE LONG AND SHORT OF IT. 


Our Artist trusts that the Lonp CHAMBERLAIN’S Circular will not have the effect of driving the Managers inte adopting the other extreme 


of costume—“ this sort of thing, you know.” 


THOUGHTS ON A RECENT CASE. 


Tue more “ finance ”’ one sees, 
The stranger operators 
Ap official assignees— 
cial liquidators. 
At figures though s0 great, 
They always say correct things, 
But then—ah, hapless state— 
They cannot recollect things. 


They get commissions large, 

From both sides of a bargain ; 
They never make a charge, 

Yet “ recognitions ’’ are gain. 
Their memories are short— 

Their salaries are long ones. 
Remembrances in Court 

Are anything but strong ones. 
The more finance one sees, 

The more self-inculpators 
Appear official assignees— 

Official liquidators. 





Name! Name! 
Noumenovs as are the diliets passing through St. Martin’s-le-Grand 
on Valentine’s Eve, we venture to state that we could point out a 
street in the City that’s—Billit-er ! 


A Srastz Secrzet—a Mare’s Nest. 
Tus Sone ror THE ANTIPOPES WHEN THE SALMON I8 ACCLIMATIZED.— 
“Then they'll remember Youl.” 






Whiskey in the Hair. 

At the Court of Chief Pleas in the pleasant island of Guernsey it 
is proposed by a gentleman of the name of Tuprrrr, in whom all the 
wisdom of proverbial philosophy seema reflected, that a law shall be 
passed to the effect that every person convicted for the third time of the 
crime of drunkenness shall have his head shaved. Now, in our humble 
pinion, there are several very grave objections to such a measure. 

irst : It is barberous, because it will give the barbers of the island a 
tremendous power over the heads of the people. Second: It is in- 
sufficient ; for what can be done to the man convicted for the fourth 
time P—and yet that offence ought to be more severely punished than 
its predecessor. Third: It will be conducive to the revival of wiggery, 
with this vation—that those who have been driven to wigs by 
old age, or the premature failure of capillary attraction, will be laid 
open unjustly to a suspicion of baldvess arising from a third conviction 
of inebriety. Really, the Guernsey Turrer should take to li'erature 
like his great namesake, and leave legislation alone. As a proverbial 

hilosopher, he will be pouring innocuous “ soft nothings’”’ into the 
interior of heads, and that is better than shaving their outsides. 


Another Feather in Scotia’s Cap. 


A Guascow merchant—Mr. Wii11am Morr—has left the sum of 
£15,000 for the education of poor children. Not a Southron can 
there be who, hearing this, will not be stirred with admiration at 50 
generous @ provision for wee “ Muir-fowl.” 


NEW ZEA-“‘LAND AND WATER.” 

War are the Salmon eggs lately shipped to New Zealand like an 
intoxicated seaman?—Because by this time they are about “half 
seas ova.” 

Tus Hesrew’s Paravise.—The Old Close, Salisbury. 

Tue Sone or a Mapman.— For it is my daylight on a moonsbiny 
night, in the season of the year.” 
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THE NEW TREATMENT. 


OKS SO WELL, WITH SUCH A DRAIN ON HIS CONSTITUTION AS THESE.” 


Dr. Br*ght :—“1T’S ASTONISHING HE LO 
‘POOR MAN’S PLASTERS’ WOULD HAVE DONE THE WORK.” 


Dr. Gi*dst*n* :—“ YES; WHEN ONE OF THESE 
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AN APPEAL. 


rfadressed to any saprent or scientific man who by the aid of logarithms, 
“vieroglyphics, phylactertes, or ologies will decide once for all the vexed 
yestion about the Juture of woman, and thus enable a hungry public to 
vad news in the daily papers and no nonsense. | 







IOGENES, King of 






q ascetics, 
.< Or ZapxkieEt, 
» \ dear unto 
AY \ cooks, 


Whose wonderful 
wealth of 
eesthetics 

Brims over in 
beautiful 
| books. 

/You are wise as 
the bird of 

sage muzzle, 
/ » Who solves 
| your equa- 

tions for you, 
So give us the 


key to the 
puzzle 

Of woman, now 
do! 


We heed not the 
vinegar vented 
By woman on 
| woman in 
‘BEDE sre print, 
True satin is easily scented, 
To venom there’s never a stint. 
Diocenes, settle between us, 
Or, ZADKIEL, read in the stars, 
And whisper the future of Venus 
To passionate Mars. 


Will letters from CHAMBERLAIN SIDNEY 

| Pull tarlatane over pink tights, 

Will ballets and girls of that kidney, 
Sink sex in deciding on sights 

Will managers mend their own paces, 
And plan their theatrical slops, 

Or give up poor Art to weak faces 
For stationers’ shops. 


Will girls who affect to be prudish, 
And quote the reviling review, 
Consider men flippant and rudish 
Who give a tu guogue, though true. 
’Neath bushels their light they are hiding, 
Is it not inconsistent a bit, 
The taste of ‘these women” when chiding, 
Uncovered to sit ? 


Diocenegs, seedy old fellow, 
Or Zapxrex, prophet, do tell, 

Will years put an end to the bellow 
Which makes daily papers a sell? 

We are certainly sick of such letters, 
All written as plenty agree 

By cookmaids or housemaids, their betters 
Affecting to be! | 











Six Hundred Lines. 
_LAMARTINE is said to be writing a new poem of about si | 
lines to be called “ Forgetfulness.” It is to form his “literary testa- | 
ment.” Thera is much modesty in this desire to he remembered here- | 
after by « F orgetfulness,” and the sincerity of theintention 18 guaran~ | 
teed by the leagth of the poem. | 
| 





Quartering Arms, . | 

Gaienwicu Hosrrratz is to be turned into barracks. This will no | 

doub: give satisfaction to the regiments to be stationed there. They i 
ve not only good quarters but good QuARTERMAINE ? 





Ax X-checker Bonv.—Signing “The Pledge.” | 





until there is a chance of several of the claimants being dead ¢ 
| not that a saving? 


the public. | 
form ill-success, in what constellation may 


Bowkett’’ ? 


it to a chirop-odist ! 








HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tue burlesque of The Frightful Hair at the Haymarket is chiefly 
noticeable for the clever make-up and imitation by Mr. vdlgdier the 
appearance and style of the greatly over-praised German actor, Mr. 
BanpMANN. Mr. Kennat sustains the imitation so unflaggingly and 
with such a care in detail, and such avoidance of exaggeration that it 
carries us through an otherwise uninteresting piece. Mn. Compton as 
Grey de Malpas appears to consider burlesque to be am infra dig. 
employment for an actor of his distinction, and lounging through the 
part is almost inaudible at times. Mr. Beuckstonr, jun, is amusing 
but amateurish, and the ladies dance well, but fail somewhat in their 
phrasing of the songs—rathcr an important failure, as the writing of 
a burlesque is—or ought to be—its strong point. The scenery is most 
effective, and the trial seene—though reminding us of trial scenes in 
other burlesques from the same pen—is amusing. Home—which we 
much prefer to Mr. Ropgrtson’s other adaptation at the Prince of 
Wales’s—precedes the burlesque, and is well received. It is smartly 
written and evenly acted, though Colonel White at times smacks 
strongly of Lord Dundreary. 

We have never until now had an opportunity of noticing the re- 
decoration of the “little theatre in the Haymarket.” It is all in 
excellent taste with the exception of the drop scene, which, with its 
painty group in the centre, the ill-drawn white statues at the sides, 
and the tawdry crimeon painted drapery (assorting i! with the peculiar 
green of the other decorations) is an eyesore. ‘Che group of ‘lragedy 
and Comedy over the top of the proscenium is powerfully eonesived 
and tellingly painted. It is a pity that, owing to the peculiar fourm of 
the space it occupies, it cannot be seen undistorted from any part of 
the house but the centre of the dress circle. Some groups of cupids 
along the sides are also very spirited and effective. 

Tue burlesque of the Gnome King is most gorgeously put on the 
stage at the Queen’s, and is a model of elegance and fimish as a piece 
of writing. Ms. Brover is incapable of a halting couplet or a 
cockney rhyme; but the fun of the piece has to be supported solely By 
Mr. Toorz, who wants good and efficient backing-up to enable him to 
carry the peace to a success. When he was seconded by Mr. Broven, 
who is unfortunately disabled at present by a slight accident, the 
extravaganza doubtless ran as smoothly and briskly as could be wished. 
The scenery is brilliant and the music pretty. 


_ a 


Bad for the Coo! 


WHEN STEPHENSON, in answer to what was supposed to be acrushing 
question about the effect of a collision between a train and a cow, re- 
plied that it would be very bad “ for the coo,” it was not foreseen that 
railways would be running in India before long, and it might be bad 
for elephants too. The other day, at Sahibgunge, a goods train came 
into collision with a huge beast; and although it came to some slight 
grief itself, it made short work of the poor quadruped. Perhaps he 
was only trying to get his trunk conveyed by train. 





Not Medal and Muddle. 


Wuo says our Public Departments do not practise economy ¢ Are 


they not apparently going to delay the issue of the Abyssinian — 
And is 





A Poser—apparently. 


Or all sciences astronomy is perhaps most gencrally neglected by 
We have inquired on all hands, but hitherto with um- 
we find tue ‘Starr 





Direct from ‘* The Ducks.” 
We observe that a Sewing Machine manufacturer calls the atten- 


' tion of the public to a process for ‘‘ Flowering Boots.”” Benedicts will 


| smile at this. r . 
| boots, etcetera, commonly re-appear (transmogrified) as the flora 


x hundred > adornment of the domestic window-sill ? 


Are they not perfectly well aware that their cast-off 


TO DYSPBPTICS. 
Never give way to the idea that you have lost your appetite. Boldly 


“‘ take the bull by the horns” and polish off a basin of oxtail soup. 





CUT IT! 
Ir a bird can sing and won’t sing—what's to bedone? Why take 





To ParxTeRs.— How were Art-Unions conducted in the days of the 


Pre-Raffe-ites ? 
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cookery) : 


~ COS 
| RASS 
INN-ATTENTION. 
‘Not eLanz! SHURE AND THERE ISN’T A THING COMES TO THE 
IABLE THAT DON'T PASS THROUGH MBE OWN HANDS!” 
[ Zraveller considers the explanation sufficient. 


s 








WINTER ? 


Ocrozngr and November and December, 
As mild and sultry as a summer day ; 
Can any old inhabitant remember 
A winter that began in such a way ? 
Another year—a January finished ; 
’Ere February dies I wish to know 
(Our chances being very much diminished), 
How soon we may expect a little snow. 


Raia, go away and come in to-morrow, 
You're out of date in alin at its prime. 
A ie eee wish to borrow 
pril day before its proper time. 
The winter soon will ak a ther, 
The winter will be altogether lost. 
— tell me— somebody who reads the weather— 
ow soon we may expect a little frost. 





Rather Severe. 


Messns. Bentiey announce My Adventures Afloat, by the famous 
Carrain Szmmes, of the gallant little Alabama. But they advertise it 
as published “with Chromolithographs and Steels.” Would not 
e olithographs and Captures” have been a more delicate way of 
putting it ? 

Tue Warcu BY wHIcH a Divzer’s Frats sHovtp sz Truxep.—One 
having “ sunk seconds.” 

Wuar “ Histonie Nivgrivs” sHovtp po.—Turn in to the author 
— Ma. Jou Trxss—the “nimble ninepins”—we beg pardon, “ nine- 
pence.’ 













veer to traveller, who has been complaining of want of cleanliness in the 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 102. 


In this wonderful far-stretching city, 
The saddest of sights may be seen, 
And we read with emotions of pity 
Of sorrow, that ne’er should have been. 
Did the law do its work for the poorest, 
Who starve in our popu'ous streets : 
Let us give this and then know the surest 
Reward that true charity meets. 


1.—Anatomists may see it, but for me 
I’m quite content in peace to let it be; 
’Tis curious that as I have often heard 
It names in one large town an ancient bird. 


2.—When we used to go to school 
In old days it was a rule ; 
First to fluently translate it, 
Then to learn, and always hate it; 
Now with manhood’s wise discerning 
We have learnt to love such learning. 


3.—It comes among dozens each week in the year, 
To please or to plague us, and it may appear, 
Far stranger than fiction as terribly true, 
Or belying it’s name being not a bit new. 


4.—Although now fallen from his high estate, 
He still survives to lead the dull debate ; 
And may—who knows ?—by subtlety once more 
Rule, when all hopes of ruling must be o’er. 


5.—It lay far below, 
But they raised it and then 
It proved, as I know, 
A great blessing to men. 


6.—A famous surgeon in a famous book 
Whose bottles bore another name. Go look 
Upon the wondrous page, or with delight, 
Hear the great author read it some fine night. 


Sotution or Acrostic No. 100.—Bright, Whales: 
Bow, Rajah, Ida, Gull, Hebe, Tress. 


Correct SoLvuTions or Acrostic No.100, RECEIVED Fes. 10th :— 
Finch Lane; Ruby’s Ghost; Slodger and Tiney; Old Cider Eye ; 
Tiddy Sweet's Chick. 


Suampoozrs.—Those who pooh-pooh the efficiency of 
our Volunteers. 


‘‘Gan such things be P”’ 
Txosz who hold the “sweating system’’ in abhorrence—and what 


right-minded man does not ?—will hear with deep regret that the | 


advertising columns of the public press are generally open for the pro- 
pagation (if we may use the term) of facts, with a view to encourage 
shoe-makers’ “ Grindery.”’ 


Orphan Often! 


A CONTEMPORARY draws attention to the extraordinary number of © 


orphans in the play of School—five in all: Bella, Naomi, Krux, Poyntz, 
and Beaufoy. Can this heartless destruction of pa’s and ma’s be due 
to a desire to destroy all trace of the parentage ot the piece ? 


A Gloomy Prospect. 


We see advertised “ Self- Raising Flour”’—self-raising wheat will 
no doubt shortly follow, and what. will become of the farming 
interest then ? 


D'YE COTTON TO IT? 


Mutextwist, a speculative Manchester man, looks forward daily to 
the Bombay telegrams with the deepest Aanks-iety. 


A Parr or Spscracites.—The Siamese Twins. 
A Lovzgr’s Tiz.—The Lasso’ Richmond Hill. 
Tux Best Crow-NoMETER FOR HaRLy Risers.—Chanticleer. 


LAWYERS ARE NoT Proup.—Did you ever meet with one who would 
“ scorn the action ”’ ? 

PosrrrveLy For THE Last Time.—The new Mews-ical Pitch.—Not 4 
Cat's Concert. 
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| (THE RECORD OF A LOST LIFE.) 
| Cuapter I, 


I was young—opulent—intellectual—accomplished—beautiful as 
the Olympian Apollo—and singularly impressionable to the softer 


emotions of our nature. 





were too difficult by far) to the wary and unscrupulous centipede. 
Did she love me for my gold? Oh, no. 








| 


| remain content with a limited affection like thig 


social enjoyment. 
Cuarter II. 


the origin of thought created, nightly, disciples. 


violinist Rontneon. But I needed more. 


them with boisterous but pleasing sarcasm. 


and cousins. 
Cuarter III. 


serving my poor but honest relatives. 


because they were unfitted to appreciate them. 


for? Oh, misery! it was my gold that attracted the sordid parasites. 
The wealth I once prized so highly was now my bane and torment. 
To be courted and caressed for money alone was horrible. 

I quitted them abruptly, and retreated into gloomy seclusion. 


CuaptTer IV. 


_ 1 aw-now growing an old man, liable to all the ills that flesh 
its. A severe attack of the sme!!pox, about fifteen years ago, 
deprived me partially of sight, and made fearful havoc of my features 
generally. My right leg, severely injured in a railway accident, has 
been amputated above the knee. 
Unfortunate speculations on the Stock Exchange robbed me long 
4g0 of almost all I possessed. ‘This terrible misfortune somewhat 
ected my brain, and the medical man fears that I shall never regain 
my intellect. My lucid intervals are exceedingly rare. ; 
But Tam treated by all around me with great kindness. Cousin 
4NXY and her husband have always a knife and fork for me. Brown, 
ONES, and Rosinson call frequently to cheer me up with conversation. 
nele Joun writes from Australia to announce tbat he is shortly 
coming home to restore my money with interest ; and LucipoR4, now 
&rich widow, declares that I have only to say the word. . 
Too late! Too late! My life is wasted, and my own heart 18 
llow for ever! 





OOOO 
TAR’D AND FEATHER D. 
“You cannot touch pitch without being defiled””—except in the 
Commercial world—in that case you may well feather your nest. 
EE 
_ Poon. Rusavions Ever Wetcome.—The Reduced Three Per Cents. 





[loved, and was beloved. Let me call her Lucimora, for short; no 

same could be too melodious for her, and Saran was not sufficiently so. 
| But, alas! the fairest rose too often shelters its earwig; the plump 
and purple dahlia gives a local habitation (but nota name, for that 


| For my commanding 
| genius ? Ah, not by any means. The vain and worldly-minded girl 
| adored me for my deauty ! I reasoned vainly with her on the transient 
nature of personal attractions. Her final answer was decisive; she 
scored my wealth, undervalued my intellect, and worshipped me 
alone for the perfections that Nature had lavished upon me. Could I 


I left her for ever, and very soon drowned my agony in floods of’ 


My companions were men of overwhelming mental attainments. 
My wit, wisdom, and numerous talents captivated them. In the revel 
of mirth, music, and metaphysics I was ever foremost; my ingenious 
but unlaboured quip shook the rafters, while my acute reasonings on 


I was beloved by the critic Brown, the tragedian Jones, and the 
What was the source of 
their friendship? Not my money, for they rejected with indignation 
the proffer of the smallest loan. Not my finely chiselled features and 
perfect form, for they were unanimous (particularly Jones) in treating 


Suddenly a light flashed upon me—they admired and respected my 
unequalled powers of mind. Shallow and selfish flatterers! Did they 
imagine that this narrow and partial view of my endowments could 
satisfy such a soul as mine? I left them in disgust, and sought refuge 
in the bosom of my family circle, consisting chiefly of uncles, aunts, 


My Uncle James was a genial but improvident man. I was easily 
prevailed upon to advance him five thousand pounds, and when the 
period of repayment arrived Uncle James was at the antipodes. I 

e Cousin Fanny a princely dowry on her marriage with young 
ka¥ Lincoun, the briefless barrister. In fact, I was never weary of 


I need scarcely say that they loved me very dearly. If they did not 
think me as handsome and symmetrical as I thought myself, it was 
use their ideas of beauty were inartistic. If they did not laugh at 

my jokes, and applaud my musical or metaphysical efforts, it was 


But a horrible and haunting thought soon seized and pursued me. 
the fawning reptiles loved me not for these, what cou/d they love me 


0 


LOOKS INTO BOOKS. 


Adventures in the Ice (Hoce ann Son, York 
1G A? N, -street 
18 @ book that cannot but be popular with boys. j 


















, Covent-garden) 
Mr. Titiotson has 


time of Str Hucn WILLovGcHBY, who may be fairly cot 

the first Arctic adventurer, down to the ‘days a ie cae of 

a ANDERSON, pe ae in search of FRANKLIN and his 
18sing crews, and of the melancholy re ‘onvicti at Ve 

arrrived at, that all hed periahen y and reluctant conviction at last 

A perusal of this book will go far to remove any sentimental regret 
that one might be inclined to feel at the sweeping reforms threatened 
in the Admiralty administration. It recalls how on the wintering- 
place of the Zrebus and Zerror on Beechey Island were discovered 
mounds of preserved meat-tins :— 
have tooeneene re ae oF oom hundred—far exceeded what could 
meat was totally unfit fer humans food, ond tind to be ieee away.” a 

This neglect to see that the vessels were properly provisioned lies at 
the doors of the Admiralty. The cruel cold of f ike Polar winter, the 
hard inhospitality of the Arctic sea, did not destroy FxaNKuIn and 
‘the brave men who sailed with him—it was the.carelessness of officials 
at home; it was the brutal indifference born of red-tapeism that slew 
them in the icy North. A department guilty of such a crime cannot 
be reformed too early. 

The book is one of absorbing interest, and with the exception of one 
or two old and defective blocks of animals at the beginning, is well 
illustrated. It winds up with the question, “Have we English done 
all that has to be done in the frozen North ?”’ The answer of most 
Englishmen will be “No!” despite the deprecations of the more 
cold-blooded or more prudent. It would be a national regret were 
any other country to outstrip us—we are the most advanced as yet in 
Polar discovery. The silent North has witnessed some of the brightest 
examples of British heroism, and we claim it as our territory. We 
should grieve to have to waive our claim in favour of others more 
fortunate, not more enduring. 

Two small pamphlets of verse, Zhe Bachelor's Dream and The 
Spinster’s Dream, are neatly and elegantly turned out as far as paper, 


sufficient merit or importance to need this separate publication. How- 
ever, they are above the average of such works im the correctness of 
rhythm and rhyme, and deserve some commendation for a quality only 
too rare in modern versification. 


Answers to Correspondents. 


[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 

Tue friends of a correspondent, who dates Athens, but whose letters 
bear the postmark of Aberdeen, would do us a service if they would deprive 
him of the use of pen, ink, and paper—it is done in most asylums. 

AnTI-SHAM.—Anti-sham, pooh! 

H. M. B. (North Molton).—Little boys should not send us jokes that 
have “ lately come under their notice,” because, as in this instance, we pro- 
bably knew them before the little boys were boru. at 

Sorr1o.—“ Sip I oh!” indeed—you have been drinking deeply at the 
mill-stream of a certain miller, yolept Joseph. or 

Amicus.—More of the “cuss” than the “ Ami; 
‘Samoosin”’ description. 

i. C.—It is father unfair of you to pass off your natural vein of poetry 
as the ravings of a ‘‘ Lunatic Lover.” 

C. S. (St. Mary-at-Hill).—We don’t agree with you. 7 

«“ PHOTOGRAPHY.’ —You admit a consciousness that “ friends’’ ard 
‘Jens’? do not rhyme—after that we can only ask why you sent your MS. 


P . ” 

" H C. (Carter-lane).—Be good enough in sending MS. for Fun to address 
it to the Editor, and not mark it “ private.” re 

W. P. (Euston-square).—The contributions you forward inspire us with 
more respeec for your memory than for your wit. 

BuTTON sets too much value on himeelf in his nom de plume. 

HvuMEROSO.—From the way in which you spell youreelf, we are at a loss 
to decide whether you trace your descent from “ humour” or humerus, which 
is not the Latin for funny-bone. ' 

«* MEMORY” has forgotten to sign his real name. 

LonoG Tom Corrin.—Pooh! Long Tom sneezin’, or you would not have 

b a tissue of nonsense. ees 
a <bean the ane ; - ve “free’’ now! The joke 
here you were anticipated in the definition. 

so vin tales : — (Signature illegible), Docks, Gloucester ; Sharp ; 
H. M., Regent’s-park ; G. M., City-road; W. C. H., Edinburgh ; 5. P. C. ; 
AN. Maida-bill ; D. M. G., Galbraith ; W. T. B., Holborn; H. F. G., 
Islinston : L. C., Camberwell; J. W. C., Westminster ; H. H. ; Grim Dick ; 
A. H. T., St. Alban’s; Buz, + wk rT 01 iF. E., Jun., St. Jobn's- 
wood; F. A., Hammersmith; H. W. H.; J. W. 8.; Momus; H. M., 
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PHYSICS. 


Sissy (in great trouble) :—“ Ou, Many! Tiny HAs SWALLOWED ONE OF MY 


pominozs. Do yovU THINK IT WILL HURT HER?” 


Mary (who takes in the “ Popular Instructor ’’)—“ No, DEAR, I sHoULD THINK 


THE gastly juice "UD BOON RESOLVE IT TO POWDER.” 








‘‘ Heavy Wet’’—without a doubt. 
TO THE EDITOR oF “ FUN.” 


Sin,—I lately had occasion to wait at Camden-road Station. It was 
pouring with rain to such a tune that the officials on the platform were 
unanimous in exclaiming, “ Cwt Rain! Cwt Rain!!”’’ In the interests 
of science I made a note of the fact. Deal with it as you may see fit. 

Yours, SoaKep. 

(“Soaked f’ Justse. This is a sad case—the porters merely did 

their duty by stating that it was a “‘ Kew Train.’’) 





X. X.-cessively Obscure. 

Ws have met with some strange advertisements in our time, but 
never read anything so mysterious as this :— 
r['0 LANDLORDS. — WANTED, LEASEHOLD and FREEHOLD PUBLIC and 
aie pia et Sante ae oe Cee eae sans 
valent beyond medical skill. No objection to closed houses.—Address, XX, et. 
We can dimly divine that in some neighbourhoods the proprietor of a 
— house may risk his life among rough customers. But how can 

endanger a life policy by viewing houses where illness and affliction 
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MEMORIES. 


Forest you, ANGELINA? Well you know 
How mournfully I do and must remember 
The daily agony of years ago 
From January dark to drear December. 
My tender breast is not a house to let— 
The torn heart bleeds but never can forge’. 


I recollect the solitary strolls 
That in the summer eves we took together, 
Lost in the sweet expansion of our souls, 
And utterly regardless of the weather ; 
In fact, we often got extremely wet— 
The torn heart bleeds but never can forget. 


It was for you (and you alone) I dined 
So often with your father and your mother ; 
_ And spent much time in making up my mind 
a — Which of the twain was coarser than the other, 
) oa I thought your family a vulgar set— 
” The torn heart bleeds but never can forget. 


“A 


I loved you, darling, and a love more true 
Ne’er earned the motto of jidelis semper ; 
Although in something like a week or two 
I found you had a d—1 of a temper. 
The slightest thing would put you in a pet— 
The torn heart bleeds but never can forget. 


Two rings—a watch—a bracelet—and a shawl— 
A lot of books and many other trifles ; 
You took my little presents one and all, 
Then jilted me for Fizipine of the Rifles. 
You ran me very deeply into debt— 
The torn heart bleeds but never can forget. 


‘“‘ yer IN ITs INFANCY ”’— 
Tue Study of Meteorology. Those who are best in- 
formed on the subject must still confess that their know- 
ledge is Element-ary. 


AN ORNITHOLOGICAL FACT. 
Tux failure of a new American cantatrice can have 
astonished no student of Natural History. The Hauck 
is not a singing bird. 


A Tout Ensempitz.—On Newmarket Heath. 


—suppose we say, are—prevalent beyond medical aid ? And then why 
is there no objection to closed houses f—We should have thought keep- 
ing open house more objectionable. But the whole thing is a mystery 
only to be explained by the supposition that Double X had got into 
his own head before he penned the advertisement. 





Testy. 


A T#sTIMONIAL, in the shape of an Epergne, has been presented by 
the Conservative ladies of Macclesfield to the candidate of their party 
at the late election. The Manchester Courier reports :— 


“That so great was the desire of the ladies to be present when the testimonial 
was given that it had to be given three times over at three diiferent tea parties.”’ 


We denounce this as Epergne-icious custom! 


Onz Goop Worp For THE Rain.—It “‘ comes down” handsomely. 





NOTICE.—Now ready, price 18., by post 1s. 2d, the re-issue of 


MRS. BROWN IN AMERICA, Bry Agrave Sxercuuer. 
80, Freer Street. 











OVER COATS, 21s. 1 63s. 


DN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE, OR MADE TO MEASUBE. 


‘SAMUEL BROTHERS, 


Tennent"... — 
Prused by JUDD & GLAsd, Pheents Works, 8t. Andrew's Hill, Doctors’ Commons, and published (for the Preprietor) at 80, Fleet-street, E.C.—London; Fxuxvary 20, 1869. 
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THE SIAMESE TWINS. 


By our Citrzen or THE Wortp. 


TaosE people whom we call Yengeese ar . 
parbarous than they were in the days of the a —, ae _ 
the study of their manners and customs produces on the celestial . = 
the effects of the day before yesterday’s fumes of the burnt-out fo 
stick. From all quarters of the earth, which they persist in aa 
senting as a sphere, they invite everything that is monstrous to baed 
their insatiable craving for the avoidance of contemplation Nothin 
is too gross, nothing too sacred, for their amusement, and the lon ; 
I remain here to observe their customs the more I om impressed _ 
their savage assumption of a civilization which is refuted public] a 
all occasions where I am present as a spectator. I have heard oul of 
those who are eeteemed as poets and philosophers among them con- 
tend that we who are the most Conservative people, and the wisest 
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because the most ancient—we, the sons of the flowery land, the 
ters of the moon, and first cousins to the fragrant tea rose—the 
exponents of the willow pattern, sublime metaphor having its origin 
in the mists of pre-historic ages—require to be enlightened by the 
adoption of their ideas. What do I find—dear friend, to whose 
Ambrosial garments I waft the odorous homage of respectful affection 
—when I enter their theatre, I am shocked by the unmeaning license 
which is given by their cham-ber-lin (one of the mandarins of the | 
rank) to representations such as would cause you, oh my Co-vei, | 
to blush like the pomegranate behind your revered fan—when I visit | 
eir great court of justice, jeers and laughter break upon the solemn | 
duties of their aldermen, and the sole of no base foot suffers from the | 
amboo of power. Amongst barbarians, incapable alike of invention | 
and reflection, misfortune itself finds only in a too eager curiosity the 
means of alleviating its distresses. 
You have, dear friend, been speaking to m 
y these people in the neighbouring kingdom of Si-am, and I had 
before that two, or shall I say one, of the subjects of the King of 
gkok, impelled by the report of the wealth to be secured amongst 
these islanders by the exhibition of strange afflictions, instead of seek - 
ing the solace of obscurity, either came or were consigned hither by | 


| 
e of the innovations made | 


' 
| 


VOL. VIII. 


FUN. 
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those who should have 
their birth. 
With this “it” or “they "it i 
) y —it is beyond my powers of compre- 
oor > settle finally which—there is atectlated a qoully-headed 
oa » Of whom they report a Circassian origin, though to my eye 
rs appears very like one of the ordinary she-barbarians of this island, 
ani long interview with Troo-Fitt, who tends the pigtails of the 
_ Mandarins of the country in the arcade of Bur-lin-ton. 
eéak hear cn Mn 7 exhibition in crowds, and pictures of this 
ster are placarded on all th : i 
benighted eee e walls. Such is the taste of these 
ere I to open a school to lecture on the maxims of th 
( e great Con- 
aa should a ae prevail on any one to attend it sen if 
away tickets. hus i i 1 
a Mietens y us is philosophy slighted among the 
I can write no more; but send l 
: you, traced with my own hand, th 
aspect of the strange show that invites this upstart aes. ° 


relieved them from the profitable accident of 


Much Ado About Noot. 


A BOARDING-HoUSE keeper (alius crimp) was fined £10 and costs the 
other day at Liverpool for shipping as an able-bodied seaman a draper 
of the name of Noot. Noot had not been nootered on the briny, and 
as soon as the vessel left port was found to be inootile. His qualifica- 
tions were nootral not active, and he did not learn his noot-trade very 
readily. We are glad the crimp got it warm, for to send out a ship 
badly manned is as bad as to sell a life-belt that won't float. Both 


acts may cost many valuable lives. 


March Winds. 


Mrs. Brown says we have had such “ mischievous’ 
the winter that she doubts whether the Equinoxious g 


Equally -noxious. 


’ gales all through 
ales will be 


A Bad Look-out. 


shake in their shoes when they learn from 
he Ministerial announcements that “The 


\ 


TAXPAYERS may well 
such high authority as t 
Exchequer is Lowz !” 
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He wasn’t good, despite the air 


T H E B A B B A L L A D S : An M. B. waistcoat gives, 


Indeed his dearest friends declare 


2 re ee . 
yee 












And gold—yet, notwithstanding that, 
Poor Ex1xen loved the man ! 

As unlike Bernarp as could be 
Was poor old Aaron Woop 

(Disgraceful Bernarp’s curate he) 
He was extremely good. 

A Bayarp in his moral pluck, 
Without reproach or fear, 

A quiet venerable duck 
With fifty pounds a year. 


Unteimnedwith lace or fur No fault had he—no fad, except 
: A tendency to strum, 


Yet not a husband in the town ; 
4 But wished his wife like her. _ - wee would have wept, 
——_ compe yo uemudimaimes He had no gold with whish to. Rive 

ou never co orge ; ; 
rig hom a ht a ma oaaieliee 

; eo That raged within his breast. 
= Whore edness oo And so, when Coots and Trnney’s Own 
Shrank timidly aennt Sealy stress Had tootled all they knew, 

And nestled in your heart. . And wher the Guards, completely blown, 
Rowse wee'd with every well : Exhaustedly withdrew, 
— And Nett began to sleepy feel, 


least a thousand souls. 


| No. 63.—FIRST LOVE. No greater humbug lives. 
, : No kind of virtue decked this priest 
VW bjs, G nee ” He’d nothing to allure, 
Vy, Yi Ce The Revanexp BERNARD He wasn’t handsome in the least, 
PowLEs He wasn’t even poor. | 
Ard in his church there No—he was curst with acres fat | 
weekly knelt (A Christian's direst ban) 


There little ELten you might 


see, 
The modest rustic belle ; 
In maidenly simplicity, 
She loved her Bernarp 
well. 


Though Eien wore a plain 





And all the usual wiles 
= hare well-schooled gentleman en es 
simple heart beguiles. His plain harmonium. 


LOLI LL A NOT re ere —— 
= — _ 
a 


He woke her every morn at two, 
And having gained her ear, 

In vivid colours Aaron drew 
The sluggard’s grim career. 


ur rer erenwe. coca + 





The hackneyed compliments that bore 
World folk like you and me, 
Appeared to her as if they wore 
The crown of Poesy. 


His winking eyelid sang a song 





He warbled Apiarian praise, 


Her heart could understand, And tau in hi 
5 ght her in his chant, 
Eternity seemed scarce too 1 To shun the dog's disgraceful ways, 
When Bernarp squeezed her hand. And imitate the ant. 
He ordered down the martial crew Still Nex seemed not, how much he played, 
Of Goprney’s Grenadiers, To love him out and out, 


Although the admirable maid 
Respected him, no doubt. 


She told him of her early vow 


And Coors conspired with Trwnzy to 
Ecstaticize her ears. 


Beneath her window, veiled from eye, 


They nightly took their stand, And said, as Bexnaro’s wife 
On birthdays supplemented by It might be hers to show him how 

The Covent Garden band. To rectify his life. | 
And little Exien, all alone, “You are so pure, so kind, so true, 


Your goodness shines so bright, 

What use would Exuen be to you, 
Believe me, you're all right.”’ 

She wished him happiness and health, 
And flew on hghtning wings 

To Brxnarv with his dangerous wealth 
Ané all the woes it brings. 


Enraptured, sat above, 
And thought how blest she was to own 
The wealth of Powxzs’s love. 


I often, often wonder what 
Poor Exten saw in him; 
For calculated he was not 
To please a woman's whim. 
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—_———@—_. 
O's results of the raised fares on the lines of the 
; Southern Railway Confederacy are coming to 
light now. On the London and Brighton the 
policy was half-admitted to bea mistake, and 
in the face of a threatened Opposition line to 
Brighton the fares to that particular station 
are to be reduced. But where no opposition 
™ 1s threatened, the raised fares stand—vrerbum 
sat, let the aggrieved start oppositions, 













wherever they can, if only tramways. On the South Eastern the 
' change has resulted in a gain—but on what terms? In the first class 
the number of passengers and the receipts have both fallen off, and 
nearly the same in the second. But in the third class, though the 
number of passengers has diminished, the inerease of fares has been 
sufficiently great to bring in a profit, wrung from the needy workers, 
the struggling clerk, the poor governess! The shareholders of the 
South Eastern ought to be proud of a profit derived from such a source. 
Few people will envy them 4 dividend made up of such materials ! 

Tux writer who was permitted to show how little he knows about 
wood-engraving in the Daily News—one of the best of our daily 
papers, and one which therefore ought not to admit such nonsense— 
has gone in for an attack on illustrated literature. In his previous 
article he attacked artists of the present day for greed of gain, and 
instanced the old annuals, in which, according to his own showing, 
each single steel-engraving cost more for artist or engraver than a 
whole magazine can be turned out for nowadays. But in his second 
article one of his grievances is that some of the cuts in the illustrated 

ines are ‘‘ written-up-to’’:—why, ad/ the pictures im the old 
annuals he thinks so perfect were “ written-up-to,” as I could prove 
to him, and what’s more, the writer very often had a very unfinished 
proof to work from. [or my part, I have compared the art of the old 
Keepsakes, Forget-me-nots, and Gems with our best woodcut books, and I 
fearlessly assert that our draughtsmen of to-day can draw infinitely 
better than the illustrators of the old drawing-room works. We 
havea, great many illustrated books, I admit—more perhaps than we 
need, but the best of them are better than the best of old times—the 
worst of them infinitely superior to—not the very worst of the tempus 
actum of which the Daily News writer is such a lavish laudator. 

Mr. McQuzen has just published an engraving by Mr. Simmons, 
from Mr. C. W. Nicuouts’s painting of “Seaside Attractions,’ 
wherein an ardent swain is so absorbed in admiration of his fair one 
that he does not notice that her little sister and brother are filling his 
pockets with sand and pebbles. The engraving gives a very fair 
rendering of the picture, which is cleverly composed and painted in 
Ma. Nicno.ts’s happiest manmer. 

I pon’r think Kettledrum is any the worse for the absence of 
“Marielle.” Its social essays are sound and freshly written, and the 
whole tone of the periodical is excellent. Im “Our Gossip” will be 
found a hint for young married couples who do xot possess £300 per 
annum. It is entitled the “Magic Box’—the notion is excellent, 
and if, when you have the magic box, you are only strong-minded 
enough to behave as you ought by it, all will be well. But there is 
much virtue in an “ if.”’ ae 

Tur Quiver, as soon as you pass Mr. Warson’s clever, if slight, 
frontispiece, meanders along in its own mild way, with the sort of 
literature you expect from a lot of Reverends and a lady, excellent in 
intention, but weak in exceution. The illustrations, barrimg the 

ispiece, are hardly as good as usual. é 2 
Tus Gardener’s Magazine contains some interestimg memoranda 
about this exceptional winter. Science Govsip is more tham ordinarily 
ble on account of a capital paper on “ Buds, as Objects of 
Winter Study.’’ Le Follet shows that the tendency of costume 18 still 
towards the Pompadour style—and very pretty it is. The second 
ber of the West End has reached me; but it scarcely requires 
om i “ holid 

Tua Overland Monthly opens its second volume with a “ho lay 
number” which “ sings its song and tells its story” after the fashion 
of Western life in the winter season. And the songs are gcod, and - 
-Rre the stories, several of them being appropriately ghostly an 
terrible. The author of “The Luck of Roaring Camp”’ caps that excellent 
story with a wonderful sketch, entitled ‘‘ The Outcasts of Poker =, 
It is worthy of Hawruorne. Meanwhile, the solid is not qverionse ; 

€ practical reader is amply catered for: in short, as has olwaye’ = 
4ase with this magazine, every paper in ibis thoroughly rea ' sf 
estminster Abbey is the title of a new magazine which is a orci . 
issue of penny readings, being reprints of the works of old au wee 
We might, considering how little it costs in authors’ fees, have : i ; 
more for our money, and what we have needs not to be mutilated, as 
Suspect “Count Fathom” is. Ita external appearance 18 poor. a 
CANNOT let the last number but one of the At/as—or rather a 
lie Schools Chronicle—pass without drawing attention to 
































































excellence of the modern version of Quis Multa Gracilis. It is merum 
nectar, with a spice of Stoughton Bitters to give it a modern flavour. 

HE second number of the Anglo-Colonial contains, in addition to 
several valuable articles on questions of colonial importance, an 
interesting essay on “The Duke's Burlesque,’ which will commend 
itself to the general reader. I am almost inclined to think the 
magazine would bear a little more of this element, and could well 
afford to give a little less space to colonial matters. 


= 
DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 103. 


Tue furious winds in anger roar 

And strew with fragments all the coast. 
They perish within sight of shore— 

Those seamen brave, our country’s boast. 
Yet, no!—the aid from land is sent— 

A craft that fears nor wind nor waves. 
Blest they, whose money thus well-spent 

Has purchased every life she saves! 


1.—Not long 
On an icy floe 

It gambolled, grunting loudly. 
Now, the manly breast 
In its spoils is drest, 

And beauty wears them proudly. 


2.—These mountain tribes, as every schoolhoy knows, 
To Czsar proved most troublesome of foes. 


3.—Though no conjunction, Wenster says in print, 
But an imperative, there’s virtue in’t. 


4.—People vow that ladies now 
Wear this instead of gems, I trow. 
If that be true, ’twixt me and you, 
It really appears a do! 


5.—The making of this was the making of Bavcr, 
Which proves that mere trifles are oft of great use. 


6.—In the land famed for poetry, sunshine, romancing, 
They hold public meetings for music and dancing ; 
On the eve of a fast-day’s the popular time, 
And the name of it’s this in that exquisite clime. 


7—‘‘ So let me close mine eyes as if in sleep— 

Wracked by no mortal throes. 

Like some fair vessel gliding to the deep 
Along a stream that flows 

By flower-enamelled banks—let my life sweep 
To its appointed close!” 

So sang the bard; then gently closed his eyes 

To open them again ’neath purer skies. 


§8.— When her champion a victor returned 
To claim the fair prize he had earned, 
The Princess at the Emperor's beck 
Hung a collar of gems on his neck. 


9,—This city in a foreign land 
A monument for aye shall stand— 
An evidence to all the earth 
Of British patience, pluck, and worth. 


SotvuTION oF ACROSTIC, No. 101.—LHeary, Gales: Hag, Fxanthema, 


Archiepiscopal, Vengeance, Yams. 


Correct SotvutTions or Acrostic No. 101. Recrrvep 18th Feb.—Pipekop; A 


Suffolk Dumpling ; Arundel Owls; D. E. H.; Three Carshalton Fools. 


Don’t all speak at once! 
“A Brvure” writes to us to draw the attention of intending 


Benepicts to a young lady of Hickman, Kentucky, who is stated by 
the Louisville Courier-Journal to have spent nineteen of her twenty- 


seven years 
remains aw 


ing i ance. 
repossessing in appearanc : 
of her before he married his present wide-awake wife. 


in sleep. She wakes ten or twelve times a day but only 
ake for twenty minutes at a time, and she is described as 
‘A Brute’’ wishes that he had heard 


Literary Note. 
A JouRNAL now extensively advertised as The Ayr Observer must 


not be mistaken for the organ of the Meteorological Society. 


capenteaenateeengmmnaimmarant 
PARpONABLE, then King Frost reigns—a little egg-hot-ism. 
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A One-pound 
Fish. 


Wr are astonished 
to find that there is 
no record, in the 
piscatorial depart- 
ment of Zand and 
Water, of the fact 
that a Perch wes 


caught the other day | 
This | 


at Gibraltar. 


A Legal Appointment. 

Tuere is a rumour afloat that in the event of the Lorp Cuan- 
CELLOR's decision in the case of Mr. E. W. Epwarps, official assignee, 
proving unfavourable, that gentleman will not be offered the appoint- 
ment of City Remembrancer. 


odd fish—described | 


in the report before 
us as “A Maltese, 
Perch ’’—was caught 
throwing a cigar to 
a convict at work in 
Viney Quarry. He 
was brought up and 
fined a pound. We 
believe this is the 
first Perch caught 
at Gib. After that 
we trust there will 
be no more talk of 


ceding it to Spain, | 


since it contains a 
perch more than it 
did when last sur- 
veyed, and must 
therefore be an in- 
creasing territory. 
Literary Note. 
Messrs. Cuaruay 
anp Hatt announce 
a work of trevel, 
which just now, whez 
the Parncs or W auzs 
is en route for Cairo. 
will be widely reed 
lt is enti Under 


people for extortion 
and theft, we trust 
the author of Under 
Egyptian Palms does 
not forget to tell us 
how he __ slipped 
through Egyptian 
fingers 


**Scots wha Hae”—but don’t ‘‘Gie.” 

Tae monument to Wittiam Wattace on the Abbey Crai 
Stirling, cannot be completed for want of funds. Evidentl Paha 
Burns addressed his countrymen as “Scots, wha hae wi’ 
as not intend ne eee as the seat of the 
- ee ee ee ies ae bability 2 8 to erect a monument 
be satisfactorily proved to our Northern frien 
spider that Bruce watched was & money-spinner. 


a 
_ - 


Pa 


FUN. 


foot. 


rer 
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JUST SO! 


Agrecable Youth :—“ Wet, Orv Caawsacon, you SOW, BUT we REAP!” 
Old Chawbacon :—“ VERY LOIKE, GEN’L’mEN—I BE SOWIN’ HEMP !” 


allace | decided. 


its completion, unless it can 


that the historica] Tur effects of this damp mug 
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RATHER WARM. | 
weather have been 80 extensively 
felt that even some of the drains have appeared flushed. 


G’ out wi’ ye! 
Wer are glad to announce that Lorp Dersy’s gout is very rapidly 
disappearing —in fact, since the Conservative Ministry went out 
he has not had his foot in it—we mean, has not had it in his 





Salle-y, come up! 


Wes hasten to inform our correspondent Tomxrns, of. Sniggleston, 
that the Salle des Pas Ferdus is not the place were affiliation cases are 
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A Domestic 
Incident. 

PATERFAMILIAs, 
while perusing hig 
Mining Journal the 
other day, happened 
by accident to read 
aloud the beginning 
of a paragraph about 
‘fan improved form 
of clack - valve.” 
‘““My dear,” said his 
wife, gravely and 
with dignity, “ if 
the comic papers can 
find nothing better 
to do than to talk 
about women’s 
tongues, I would 
rather you should 
keep them at your 
office!” Pater- 
familias was silent, 
but as it was ob- 
served that he thrust 
his pocket-handker- 
chief into his mouth 
to suffocation point, 
his silence is attri- 
buted less to remorse 
than to suppressed 
laughter. 





American 
Photographs. 
By an ENGLISHMAN. 

A Mr. Gitmorg, 
of Boston, is going 
to give a monster 
concert in June. 
There are to bea 
thousand performers 
in the orchestra and 
ten thousand singers, 
and the choir will 
be supported by a 
battery of cannon! 
This is just like the 
Americans! Because 
we in England have 
a few great guns at 
our concerts, they 
must bounce with a 
battery of cannon. 


The Gulls and 
the Gals. 

Ws are glad to see 
that steps are being 
taken for the preser- 
vation of sea-birds. 
We have long looked 
on the use of their 
plumage for fashion- 
able bonnets, etc., 45 
a grebe-ance. “** ** 
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Inexperienced Boardman :—“‘ 1 FEEL STARTLED AND PERPLEXED AT BEING CALLED UPON IN CONNECTION WITH THE 
, Hail. 


PRESIDENCY OF THE BOARD,” Erc.—Vide Mr. Br*GcurT’s Speech at Fishmongers’ 


| 
| 
A TRADE WIND. 
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A Legal Appointment. 
Ture is a rumour afloat that in the event of the Lorp Cuan- 
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G’ out wi’ ye! 
Ws are glad to announce that Lorp Dersy’s gout is very rapidly 
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CELLOR’s decision in the case of Mr. E. W. Epwarps, official assignee, | disappearing — in fact, since the Conservative Ministry went out 
proving unfavourable, that gentleman will not be offered the appoint- | he has not had his foot in it—we mean, has not had it in his 


ment of City Remembrancer. 





A One-pound 
Fish. 

Wr are astonished 
to find that there is 
no record, in the 
piscatorial depart- 
ment of Land and 
Water, of the fact 
that a Perch was 
caught the other day 
at Gibraltar. This 
odd fish—described 
in the report before 
us as “‘A Maltese, 
Perch "’—was caught 
throwing a cigar to 
a convict at work in 
Viney Quarry. He 
was brought up and 
fined a pound. We 
believe this is the 
first Perch caught 
at Gib. After that 
we trust there will 
be no more talk of 
ceding it to Spain, 
since it contains a 
perch more than it 
did when last sur- 
veyed, and must 
therefore be an in- 
creasing territory. 





Literary Note. 


Messrs. CHAPMAN 
anp HALL announce 
a work of travel, 
which just now, when 
the Parnczs or WALES 
is en route for Cairo, 
will be widely read. 
It is entitled Under 
Egyptian Palms ; 
but, bearing in mind 
the character of the 
people for extortion 
and theft, we trust 
the author of Under 
Egyptian Paims does 
not forget to tell us 
how he __ slipped 


through Egyptian 
fingers too. 
Hi! 

Wr see advertised 
a new edition of 
GzrorcE Crvicx- 
SHANK’S Omnibus. 
We trust that no 
wise rider—we mean 
reader—will be con- 
tent with the out- 
side. 


**Scots wha Hae’’—but don’t ‘‘Gie.” 
THE monument to Witu1am Watiace on the Abbe Craig 
Stirling, cannot be completed for want of funds. Evidentl : wee 
countrymen as “Scots, wha hae wi’ Wallace 


Burns addressed his 


bled,” he did not intend to indicate the pocket as the seat of the 


bleeding. A tion has lately been started 
ee seo neck dity = to erect a monument 


be satisfactorily proved to our Northern frien 
spider that Bruce watched was @ money-spinner. 
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JUST SO! 


Agrecable Youth :—“ Wait, Orv Caawsacon, you SOW, BUT we REAP!” 
Old Chawbacon :—“ VERY LOIKE, GEN’L’mEN—I BE BOWIN’ HEMP !” 


decided. 


its me rsa unless it can 


that the historical Tur effects of this damp mug 
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Salle-y, come up! 


We hasten to inform our correspondent Tomxrys, of. Sniggleston, 
that the Salle des Pas Ferdus is not the place were affiliation cases are 





RATHER WARM. . 
weather have been so extensively 
felt that even some of the drains have appeared flushed. 
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A Domestic 
Incident. 

PATERFAMILIAS, 
while perusing hig 
Mining Journal the 
other day, happened 
by accident to read 
aloud the beginning 
of a paragraph about 
‘fan improved form 
of clack - valve.” 
“My dear,” said his 
wife, gravely and 
with dignity, “ if 
the comic papers can 
find nothing better 
to do than to talk 
about women’s 
tongues, I would 
rather you should 
keep them at your 
Office!” Pater- 
familias was silent, 
but as it was ob- 
served that he thrust 
his pocket-handker- 
chief into his mouth 
to suffocation point, 
his silence is attri- 
buted less to remorse 
than to suppressed 
laughter. 





American 
Photographs. 
By an ENGLISHMAN. 

A Mr. Gitmorg, 
of Boston, is going 
to give a monster 
concert in June. 
There are to bea 
thousand performers 
in the orchestra and 
ten thousand singers, 
and the choir will 
be supported by a 
battery of cannon! 
This is just like the 
Americans! Because 
we in England have 
a few great guns at 
our concerts, they 
must bounce with a 
battery of cannon. 





The Gulls and 
the Gals. 

Ws are glad to see 
that steps are being 
taken for the preser- 
vation of sea-birds. 
We have long looked 
on the use of their 
plumage for fashion- 
able bonnets, etc., 48 
a grebe-ance. “+ ** 
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A TRADE WIND. 
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bwilliog Creek, 
wore leek, 


similar 
ings 


leatherings, 


dwflwerw !* 


wickerwork boats, 


goats, 
He'd a harp, too, 
whose fame had 
e’en crossed o’er 
the channel, 
And he always was 
clad in the best of 
; Welsh flannel, 
With his llwnblgrwllyndwfiwerw! 


He came into England the nation to squelch, 

And to teach all the people to talk in good Welsh, 

To feed on Welsh mutton, Welsh rabbits, and leeks— 

Did Psnewyium arp Tarrip of Llanbwilliog Creeks. 
With his llwnblgrwilyndwfiwerw! 


But a Scotchman he met on a racecourse one day, 

For a Welsher mistook our Welsh friend I should say ; 

For without ‘‘ by your leave ” he whipt out his skene dhu 

And ran poor Pencwytum ap Tarrip clean through— 
With his lwnblgrwllyndwflwerw ! 


- And now on his grave in the churchyard is seen 
The leek with its foliage of exquisite green: 
And the goats rub their backs on the tomb of our friend, 
And you see the Welsh rabbits there sit up on end, 
With his llwnblgrwllyndwflwerw! 


MODEST REQUIREMENTS. 


Tue poet has said, “‘ Man wants but little here below.” If the poet 
had seen the following advertisement he would have added a foot-note 
to explain that he meant the male sex, not genus homo, for woman’s 
wan ts are not so diminutive :— 

WAnzp, an Assistant for a lady who has a large family, a Lady competent to 


age six servants and make them do their duty; she should thoroughly 
understand all kinds of plain needlework, mending, &c., be a very neat plain 


white worker, willing to take the growing children out to walk, and in every 

respect about the house to make herself generally useful; a widow without encum- 

weer preferred; no one younger than 30 or older than 40 need apply; one com- 

BID a yon prepare the children in their iessons for their masters preferred; terms 
ear, 


The lady wants for twelve pounds per annum—a sum -for which 
oné-cannot nowadays get a drudge of all work—a Lady who combines 
maid ions of housekeeper, dressmaker, general servant, nurse- 
maid, governess, and companion. ‘That is to say, she wants to procure 
the servicesof the half-dozen at two pounds a head! We are sorry 
for her, becamee we should think she is likely to be disappointed. But 
We should be infinitely more sorry—if such a being could exist—for 

accomplished lady who would be compelled to take the twelve 
Pounds a year! 





Letting another Cat out of the Bag, 
Reverpy Jounson recently jocosely remarked that— 
“The worst use you can put a cat to is to put her ina bag.”— 
We may remark, “with one exception.’ But it may be that Brother 
than is as ignorant of the mysteries of the British sausage as the 


ga of Englishmen are of the good qualities of the canvas-back 


finest the Miserable Saxon likes he can skip the chorus, but we warn him it is the 





NGWYLLIM AP 
TAFFID, of Llan- 


Was as gallant a 
Welshman ag ever 


He was great at 
Eisteddfod and 


gather- 


Where he gave rival 
harpers remarkable 


With his Ilwn- 
blgrwllyn- 

He had herds of 
Welsh rabbits and 


Three acres of leeks 
and three couple of 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE. 


Tue Bird Show at the Crystal Palace was very large, inde i 
yee. Of course the chief part of it was taken up with ae "hie 
they are judged for plumage in all sorts of fancy varieties and not for 
song, the general public does not feel much interest in them. Most 
people purchase a canary for a soft note—not for an oddity of colour 
that disappears after a few moultings. The show of foreign birds, and 
other birds, not canaries, was a good one. A yellow parakeet was very 
pretty, and we should think a great rarity. Some of the parrots were 
good talkers, but of this it is difficult to judge where there is so great 
a crowd ; parrots, like children, will only exhibit. to those who, they 
know, understand them. We think it a pity that the Palace authorities 
do not exercise a little supervision to see that birds which are sent 
in are provided for with care and humanity. One poor parrot, we 
noticed, was sent-in in a cage with a perch that revolved so that the 
poor thing had constantly to hold on to the wires with its beak. In 
another instance a magpie, exhibited by Mr. Isaacs, was so dirty that 
he might have passed for a blackbird, and this could have been no 
fault of his, poor mag, for magpies love a bath, and will wash at every 
opportunity. 





















THE TEA. 


By Carry Bornwatt. 


Tue tea! Thetea! The beef, becf-tea! 
The brew from gravy-beef for me! 
Without a doubt, as I’ll be bound, 

The best for an invalid ’tis found ; 

It’s better than gruel; with sago vies ; 
Or with the cradled babe’s supplies, 


I like beef-tea! I like beef-tea, 

I’m satisfied, and aye shall be, 

With the brew I love, with the brew I know, 
And take it wheresoe’er I go. 

If the price should rise, or meat be cheap, 

No matter? I'll to beef-tea keep. 


T love—oh, how I love to guide 

The strong beef-tea to its place inside, 
When round and round you stir the spoon 
Or whistle thereon to cool it goon. 
Because one knoweth—or ought to know, 
That things get cool whereon you blow. 


I never have drunk the dull souchong, 

But I for my loved beef-tea did long, 

And inly yearned for that bountiful zest, 
Like a bird: as a child on that I messed— 
And a mother it was and is to me, 

For I was weaned on the beef—beef-tea ! 





A One-sided Remark. 

Iw the course of a late cause célébre the Lorp Cuter Justice expressed 
his desire mah 

“To give the fullest latitude to the observations made by the writers in the 
public press on what passes in Courts of Justice.” 
So far, so good. But why, may we ask, did H is Lordship withhold 
all reference to the “longitude of the observations”? It surely could 
not have been his intention to cast a slur on that useful body of men 


the * Liners.” 





Chemist, Fiddler, Statesman, and Buffoon, 


y ion Head-Gardener at the Horticultural, Art-Elevator at the 
os to chiles at the Sixty-two Exhibition, a devoted a 
of Royalty, and a kind relation. But now he is going to be a Gen : , 
At the last meeting of that most dilettante of all the diletranti socie a 
—the Society of Arts—he expounded his views on the economy = 
efficiency of a national army.” Ah, well! when our roe is made a 
Field-Marshal, and goes careering about on a charger—not @ Cane 
for the national expenditure on Science, Art, and CoLzs—may we be 
there to see—that’s all! And wont we take our funniest artist 


with us. nee 
Horrible. 


+ wishes to know why that part of the kitchen-range 
aoe — oan stands is the most suspicious quarter of the 
: a regions? He also desires us to add—because there's the soups- 
org at co Nothing but the fact that his cookery is so excellent 
would induce us to insert his joke. 
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LIFE IN LODGINGS. 
oe —— 


No. XIV.—LODGERS (continued). 


FEEL sure that the author of Lilliput Levee, and its kindred 
series, will, out of his love for little folk, forgive me for calling 
this a visit to “ Lilliput Lodgers.”’ y 
We are, perhaps, travelling, as we have travelled before in 
these papers, a little out of the beaten track when we make this 
journey to Lilliput in search of Lodgers; but the friendly readers, 
who have put up with and pardoned my previous digressions, will 
forgive this one. 

he lodging-house to which we make our way is by no means of 

Lilliputian dimensions. It looks more like a Brobdingnagian mansion, 
a good deal. It is a fine old house in a fine old street, once the centre 
of all that was grand, but now left high and dry by the westward ebb 
of the tide of fashion. But despite the bigness of the house, it belongs 
to Lilliput, and lies in the domain of Lilliput, for did we not but just 
row pass wy Foundling Hospital, the head-quarters of the kingdom, 
so to spea 

Our lodging-house is like Cotman’s single gentleman—it is the 
result of the rolling-into-one of two contiguous mansions. Let us 

enter, and inspect it. . 

On the Ground-Floor, we are shown into a waiting-room, where a 
young surgeon joins us, and declares himself kindly prepared to con- 
duct us. That door on the right leads to the Consulting-Room for 
Out-Patients. “ For Out-Patients!” you say. ‘Is this a hospital?” 
Well, it is—a Hospital for Sick Children. It is a lodging-house which 
receives, rent-free, the sickly infants from London’s unwholesome 
alleys and courts, and restores them—if human skill can restore them 
—to health ; alleviates their sufferings, and comforts their last days, 
if human skill cannot save them. ‘You can’t see anything comic or 
humorous that can be got out of suchatheme?’ I am sorry for it. 
When you go up-stairs presently to see the children, I hope you will 
laugh—till the tears come into your eyes—to think how much happier 
and better—with what greater chances of life and of health, without 
which life is not worth much—these poor little things are than they 
would be im the fever-dens where their homes are too often situate. 
At home, too, they can get but little attendance, few medical visits, 
and fewer comforts, while here all things are provided. I call this a 
cheerful and happy subject. I can hear the sound of children’s 
laughter at this moment, as we come to the foot of the broad black- 
oak stair-case. It isin the convalescent room—let us peep in! What 
a doll’s house !—and there's a rocking-horse—and—and—well, and all 
sorts of toys. But the laughter did not come from this room after all. 
It has just been. scrubbed, and, until it gets dry, the children have 
been removed to another nice large airy apartment, where we find 
them mightily enjoying their dinner ;—all the more, perhaps, because 
they are having it, pic-nic fashion, on the floor, on account of their 
removal from their regular room. Some of them look well and hearty 
enough. Some have not yet got over the pallor and weakness of 
illness. As we leave the room, their voices ring out with a pleasant 
music as they chant their grace after meat. 

Upstairs, now, if you please to the Drawing-room floor, where we 
will join the little ladies. This is the Girl’s Ward—only one does not 
like to associate the word “ward” with a cheerful, sweet apartment 
like a nursery. There are little cribs all round, and in almost every 
crib a tiny occupant with a red Garibaldi. Before each is a tray 
whereon food and toys—the two principal delights of child-life—can 
be easily arranged for the little invalid. 

Here is a little lady whose 
acquaintance we must make. 
She smiles at our overtures 
from behind her spoon, as a 

fashionable damsel would 
a behind her fan. She 
8 quite as bewitching 
with her silky hair and her 
bright eyes. She is suffering 
from disease of the knee— 
but it is improving under the 
care and attention she gets 
here. That weight at the foot of the bed, with a chain running over 
a pulley, is attached to the bandaged leg, and keeping it in one position 
preserves it from injury and from the pain which almost unconscious 
movement would cause. 

This little lady has been deprived of her locks apparently. She has 
those big, patient eyes that tell of long acquaintance with suffering. 
She has had pleurisy, but her constitution is altogether a very delicate 
one. ‘“Strumous,” says the n, and he has the same story to tell 
of too many—the old story, old as the Jewish nation, of enfeebled 
health inherited. As we stand by this little girl’s bedeide there 
comes up to us, nursing a lovely doll, a child who seems so hale 
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that we ask what 
is the matter with 
her. She has 
little fits of ver- 
tigo — lasting but 
—— a second or so— 
but they fore- 
shadow epilepsy. 
“Ts it curable ?” 
we ask. The doc- 
tor shakes his 
head, but says it 
may be alleviated, 
being thus taken 
, in time. 

Another little 
girl. Very pale 
and thin, and with 
& pained expres- 
sion—she is the victim of several ailments. She lacks appetite; but 
one of the gentle nurses, who flit so quietly about the room, but 
whose presence, silent though 
it is, is always recognised by 
a smile from the little in- 
valids, takes infinite pains 
to coax her to eat. She finds 
more comfort in the woolly 
dog than in dinner. Apropos 
of the woolly dog, the man- 
telpiece and every available 
shelf and table are crowded 
with toys of all sizes, shapes, 
and descriptions, from the 
costly presents of a Gracious 
Lady, who is the mother of a people, down to the humble penny doll 


of daily life. 
But we must mount to the Second-floor, and see the boys. More 
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cribs—more toys—more kind-faced nurses here, as in the Girl’s Ward. 
I think the boys show their illness more than the girls, perhaps 
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because by nature they are less patient, and 
cannot endure pain passively so well. 
This boy does not look much like an in- 
valid. He is acripple, who could only go 
about on his knees, and an attempt is being 
made to straighten his limbs. ‘ Will it be 
successful ?’’ The doctor points to a plea- 
sant lad who is limping about on crutches. 
That lad was similarly afflicted, and is nearly 
cured—the limb will always be stiff, but he 
will be able to walk, which he could not 
do at all before. 
There is less hope for that handsome 
boy with the large, soft, melancholy eyes. 
He has disease of the heart, and cannot lie 
down. What a blessed thing for him is 
this Lodging in Lilliput, with plenty of pillows, and such rest and 
uiet! 
Me Now you must see Pzter,” says the doctor, and he calls the child 
by name, whereupon comes waddling out of another room a cheerful, 
happy-looking boy of about five. His arms, from the elbow down- 
ward, are in splints, padded and strapped. 
The unlucky child had put his hands and 
arms into scalding water, and his hands have 
become deformed and useless. His thumbs 
will never recover, but constant treatment 
and attention will do much for his hands. 
He takes a book that is offered to him, and 
turns over the pages with his imprisoned 
limbs very skilfully, and seems rather proud 
of the achievement. With all his cheerful- 
ness and sturdiness he is about the most 
melancholy sight we have seen. The boy 
with disease of the heart is “ going home”’— 
to a home where sickness can weary him no 
longer. But Peter will grow up and go into 
the world and have to make his own living— 
with those poor maimed hands. If you or I were rich we would 

rovide for poor Perzr—as we are not, we can only hope that he will 

e fed like the young ravens. . “on 

But, on the whole, the impression produced by this Lilliput 
Lodging is pleasant. It is pleasant to think of the sick little ones 
brought from all sorts of unhealthy nooks and corners to this whole- 
some big house, with its experienced doctors and its tender nurses, its 
good fare and plenteous toys. And it is pleasant to see that, except 
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nted. i . 
It was stated at the beginning of this paper that the little lodgers 
are taken in rent-free. — Yes, because the English people, always 
ready to support a good institution, and always fond of the little folk, 
subscribe handsomely to keep the lodging open for them, Charity 
can aid in many ways: there is one little bed in the Girls’ Ward 
which is kept up by a fond mother in memory of a little Auicg, whose 
name inscribed on the head of the bed seems to watch over the tiny 
invalid in it—as the little angel AL1ce—s0 a poet would tell us, perhaps 
—does watch. But, my good reader, you can, if you like, help the 
good work too, even though you cannot have a Lilliput Lodger all of 
your own. You can havea share in a Lilliput Ledger with other 
ulative Christians ; and in these days of Joint Stock undertakings 
I don’t think you could invest in a venture so certain to bring you a 
return. ‘Such a company would not be a limited one, forthe interest 
on your investment will be one of the riches you will take out of the 
world. I have only to add that any one anxious to put his mite into 
the Lilliput Lodgmgs Company (Unlimited) may do so by forwarding 
themoney to the Sceretary of the Child’s Hospital, 49, Great Ormond- 
street. 








HORACE ABOUT TOWN. 
Ode xxv. Book I. 


TO AN OLD MAID. 


Tux knocker now is plied no more 
By fresh hold following on fresh hold: 
Your nap’s unbroken: and that door 
Seems wedded to the threshold, 
Once ever on the swing for callers. 
No more by night besieged your ear is 
With strains from serenading bawlers— 
“You sleep—but your love here is!” 
You mm your parlour sit alone, 
- A pinched old maid, and your lost lovers 


And rage, or passion, fierce attacks 
What little heart you have remaining: 
Like garrison-discarded hacks, 
Of fickleness complaining, 
Because forsooth your mind perceives 
That each young marriageable fellow 
Prefers fresh rosebuds far to leaves 
So withered and so yellow! 








Assurance doubly—sure/? 


Can it be true that among the names of the directors of the London 
Assurance Company will still be found those of two gentlemen at this 
moment committed for trial on the charge of conspiring to eefraud 
the shareholders in a notorious company? If so, we can only say that 
such a farce deserves—by kind permission of D. Bovcicautt, Esa.— 
the title of a popular piece—London Assurance—with a vengeance. 





The Girl of the Period, again. 


Taz following extraordinary advertisement appears in a Glasgow 

paper :— 

' A YOUNG GENTLEMAN of independent means, ard by the beau sex considered 
handsome, wishing to forsake bachelorship, would be glad to meet a young 

lady similarly disposed and equally endowed.—Address, with carte, etc. 

Can it be possible! The girl of the period has been accused of aping 

manly tastes ; but surely if she is “disposed to forsake bachelorship, 


the girl of the period must after all be a man. 





Hard Hit. 
Donzsrown, who has lost tremendously in some transactions in 
shares, says that the old saw ‘“‘ Exchange is no robbery ” must have 
invented before the Stock Exchange existed. 





TORT. 
Txosr who ruin their hair with poisonous lotions deserve ‘to suffer 
the horrors of a ¢orture-shell comb. 





aT7ROPRIATE Morro ror A Borrtze oF}, Ham-pyz.—“ Keep it 


How Locxr’s Music sHoULD BE PLAYED.—On a key-bugle. 





A BOTTLE, JACK! 


Mr. . 
ioe J ax Gaxawwoep has in the Star convicted the Jew slop- 
That's the ait e cheap belt and buoy manufacturers of murder ! 
eatne’ * Co - word for it. They make and sell to sailors lifebelts, 
ae an be or ; warranted,” which cannot sustain their own weight in 
eos os cathe How many @ poor tar in these late gales may not 
‘Hifeboti™ - through trusting himself to one of these mis-named 
Sprig i © suppose the law officers of the Crown cannot see 
aa 7 a these wretches for constructive homicide, or 
iid, tha ing money under false pretences. But we have a 
Institution. 18 practical—and we offer it to the National Lifeboat 
The corks of the innumerable bottles cracked eve i 
’ day in our large 
ot se — (to say nothing of private houses) on wn away a 
: % ut we feel sure that the hotel proprietors would gladly 
one em for the collector of a Lifebelt Company, that would under- 
e to supply Jack with the rea? article on the same terms for which 
the Jew sells him the sham. And it would be an excuse for the glass 
— if not the bottle—if we knew that every cork we drew—at a charity 
dinner, for instance—would assist to keep Jack’s head above water. 
So we would suggest to the British public—not for a moment wish- 


| ing to divert their attention from hanging the Jewe—tostore up ¢ 


wine and beer corks, and perhaps there be a use for them. 





Blowing Hot and Cold. 


Tx Daily News has hitherto deserved] j j i 
rto y enjoyed a high reputation 

for the accuracy and impartiality of its City Titelligeee. We find 
it difficult, however, to reconcile the following statements clipped from 
the “ Money Market” article in the D. N. of the 11th inst. :— 

‘No bullion operations were reported at the Bank to-day.”3 

‘*]| During'the last three or four days there has been a decided increase in the 
demand for sugar.” 
But it leaves no one consoling thought if there were no du//y-in opera- 
tions the bulls and bears must for once in their lives have passed a 
quiet day. 





Wuen is a reptile a general favourite? When, homeward bound, 
you sight “ The Lizard.” 


Morro FoR THE JReapinc Pvsiic.—War to the (paper)- 
knife, 





Answers to Correspondents, 


[We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope ; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsible for loss. | 


NoosancEe.— You ought to be committed—for trial 

Pirs.—From very small pippins, we feel assured. 

F1zz.—But you can’t even claim to be old gooseberry, and shan’t play it 
with us! 

ILL-STARRED.— Quite so—but why run such an aster-risk. 

Tue author of ‘‘ Unparliamentary Intelligence’’ is informed that we 
cannot admit unparliamentary language. 

Friar Tuck MARRIED.—And settled—in W. P. B. 

GENERAL WALKER.—That mite-y joke about the jawbone of an ass was 
in everybody’s mouth, when you were not even a full-private. — 

ALTER EGo.—We hope you will, and that the change will be for the 


better. 

BiLu.—Too long after date. 

DELF.— Vide Hood's Own. 

L. M. T.—Lz«boured, but not worked-up to our standard. 

BLow-vp.—We do happen to know something about it ;—and we should 
never think of writing you down ** scurrilous , 

ScRUTINATOR.—1 hanks for suggestion. 

Grorce’s Bic BroTHER,—Thanks. 

I. B. (Birstall).—-We do not require that sort of article, thanks. 

F. C. T. (Limehouse).— You want our opinion at greater length ; here it 
i. Not suitable f ic paper 

. Lex.—Not suitable for a comi , 

2 with thanks :—P. H.C., Harrow ; J.F. W., Shoreham ; F. J.C., 
South Kensington ; J. M., Stoke Newington: B. ; F.M.; H. M., West- 
minster-bridge-road ; S. P. R., Bayswater; Rio; H. J. M., J ersey ; Paddy 
from Cork; J. T., Great College-street ; C. B., Bath ; R. F,, Beaumaris : 
F. S., Halsey-street; J. W. W., Harwich; H. B., Nottingham; T. A., 
Todmorden ; E. F. B., Bury St. Edmunds; A. M. Z.; The Muzzled Dog- 
star; Winchester; J. H., Hackney; a | F. A., Hammersmith; Old 
Ilkley ; A. S.; D. H. A., Glasgow; C. P., St. John's-wood ; c. Geers. 
A. B. C., North Shields; Astronomicus, Twickenham: G., Liverpool ; 
Bubbles; N. V., Manohester ; Bardolph. 
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A NICE HORSE IN A CROWD. 

















Horsebreaker on colt : —‘‘ Kugp chBAR! KEEP CLEAR!”’ 
Groom :—“ Wuat, AIN'T HE SAFE?” 
Horsebreaker :—‘' Y2s—sa¥FE TO KICK A HOLE IN ANYTHING THAT COMES WITHIN TWO YARDS OF HI!” = 
A SERENADE. Ho! | ‘The thot is this, 
. y dearest miss, 
af staat. I mention the cause with sorrow— 
NEVER . For the sake of her tin 
‘ In sunshine or rain I must marry Miss Pun, 
Will you, fair maid, discover, . And the wedding comes off to-morrow! 
By daybeam bright, 
Or gas-lamp’s light, | 

The form of your true lover. A Cat Story. 

It should be aid, dead, Hers is our friend the “ gigantic gooseberry’’ cropping up in a new 

You'll ae er set eyes his phiz on ; form :— 

Nor that, turning a thief, “‘ Domestic cats have gone wild,in San Joaquin county, California, and are causing 
He’s come to grief great trouble.” 

And been clapt in Pentonville prison. We beg leave to doubt whether they cause as much trouble as the 
Rr aoe common English lodging-house cat, or are half as dangerous as the 
With . Bae _ tip-cat shot in one’s face to the perfect unconcern of the passing 

To the East oo Wettwe eto fedioe— polieman. | | 

*T woul hard to fin cael 
ust now such a wind : Tue Sweetest Sounp 10 THE MisErR’s Ear.—A Tin-tin-abula- | 

Considering how the wind is!) tion, 














OVER COATS, 2ls. to 63s. | 


IN STOCK FOR IMMEDIATE USE OR MADE TO MEASURE. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 5°, LUDGATE HILL. 
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GOING TO THE MEET—ON BUSINESS. 


: 66 
Big Vet. ; THERE’ LL BE A JOB FOR ME—THAT FELLOW LL THROW DOWN THAT HORSE BEFORE THE DAY'S OUT.’’ 
Little Sau * am § 6 , —— F 
bones ; THERE'LL BE A JOB FOR ME—THAT HOLSE LL THROW DOWN THAT FELLOW BEFORE THE DAY'S our.” 


i 


PONS ASINORUM, 


H, what an age ago it seems 
Since deep in mathematic themes 
I sat, a boy, at school! 
Alas, alas! the ways of men! 
I was but a young donkey then— 
Now I am an old fool. 


How hard I strove to top the ridge— 
The middle arch of Asses’ Bridge— 
And sighed to get away. 
How much less bitter were my cup, 
If, with my Euclid not shut up, 
I were a boy to-day. 


‘A line has only length.” How 
true! 
Some lines with which I've had to do 
To too great lengths have gone. 


Alas, how many pounds of mine 
“Produced” the Diddlehampton Line— 
A line that’s overdrawn. 


“A point has got no magnitude ” — 

One should not point because it’s rude 
Or I could indicate ‘ 

How certain points of law—some nine— 

Have quite made o’er that cash of mine 
To the Directorate. 


Oh, woe is me! and well-a-day! 
If only I could have my say, 
My school-days I’d redeem. 
On that old bridge I would recline— 
I'd choose my point, and drop my line 
And angle in the stream! 
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Answers to Correspondents. 


[ We cannot return unaccepted MSS. or Sketches, unless they are accom- 
panied by a stamped and diricted envelope; and we do not hold ourselves 
responsthle for loss.] 

Bob-A-LINK.—Not worth a bob a chain. 

C. A. M. (Fenchurch-street).—Says, ‘‘ If you think the following worthy 
of insertion, please do so.” Well, if we did, we should, but as we don’t, 
we can’t, and so shal] not insert it. 

BuTTON-HOLE.—WEolly unworthy of a button. 

B. (Newick House, Cheltenbam).— Never you be tempted to make jokes 
again! Yeu might do yourre!f—or some one else—an injury. 

J.M.G. {Mid Calder).—We fear the majority of our readers being 
accustomed to English would scarcely see your jokes through the Gaelic 


mist which envelopes them. 
Sx1t.— Our rule not to admit anonymous contributions is intended 
specially to prevent ecamps of your calibre from libelling their neighbours 


in our columns, 
A Diseustep Tory (Shrewsbury).—We don’t want trimmers—be true 


to your post or we'll report you to your postmaster! 

A CORRESPONDENT, whose letter bears postmark ‘‘ Edinburgh, February 
17, 1869,’’ sends us a long rigmarole about a picture which appeared in Fun 
in 1863, and a newspaper notice of it, of about the same date. His object 
we cannot divine, but we may inform him that our series began some time 
after that date, and we cannot be responsible for the acts of our predecessors. 

Harry M. (Preston).—See our Almanac for 1567; the coiacidence is very 

culiar. 

P Declined with thanks :— O. Vr, Glasgow; N. P. Camdin Town; J. E. H., 
Alderegate-street ; X. Y. Z., Aldershot ; A., Harewood-street; J. J., Tux- 
ford; C. W., Liverpool; G. T., Monkstown, Dublin; G., Sou’ Westerly ; 
J. S., Liverpool ; Hobs Erva; H. C., Cheltenbam; R, K., Cheltenham ; 
G. F. M., Ipswich ; Velocipede ; Wig; J. P_, Maidstone; G. C., Hammer- | 
smith; H. H., Tewkesbury; Vaga; M. E. M., Gresham Club; C. V.B, | 
Waltham Abbey; W. C. W., at N. B. of S.; J. L., Airdrie; D. H., 
Harrington-square: A. G. H., Peckam-rye; S, A.; J. H., Clapbam-road ; 


C. W., Liverpool ; Paul. 
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—No. 104. 


Tiuxy meet in the West in a well-known hotel, 
And what they do there daily papers will tell ; 
They talk with much energy, work with a will, 
And mayhap may contrive us a Bankruptcy Bill. 


1.—There was something in her manner, there was something in her 


face, 
That will hardly bear explaining, some most subtle charm and grace ; 
And her voice was liquid music, and, upon the whole, I know, 
She was something—’twas a Gallicism learnt long years ago. 


2.—I strolled adown the garden walk, 
I had one arm around her waist, 

We were engaged in tender talk, 
He shouted this, in horrid taste! 


3.—Fling out our banner to the wind, 

And man the castle wall, 

I warrant that the foe shall find 
We're ready one and »ll: 

We saw the beacon flare yestreen, 
We joyed to see the light; 

We'll think on battles that have been, 
And win another fight. 


4.—Mr. Bouncrn called a parent by a short and curious name, 
Had the gentleman been silent he had been this all the same. 


5.—She never will bother with serious matters, 
She dreeses, undresses, and endlessly chattors, 
A Frenchman’s epitome that, of existence, 
And yet it was pleasant that talk with persistence, 


6.—I often wondered how she heard 
Exch tender, low and whispered word ; 
Since if she heard be scarce could tell, 
Who oft compared it to a shell. 


7.—Tf ever on billiard-playing you lock, 
You'll see a thing talked of as “crow” oras “ fluke ;” 
The word “ crow's” derived from the answer to this, 
And it comes from the French for reverse of a miss. 


8.—When the child had a cold 
On the delicate tips 
Of her fingers she roll’d 
This, and rubb’d on its lips. 


So.vurion or Acrostic No. 102 —London, Relief : Liver, Ode, Novel, 
Disraeli, Ore, Nockemorf. 


Cosrrcr SoLuTiIoNs OF Acrostic No. 102, rEcEIvED Fes. 24th :— Dalziel College ; 
Knockalla; Braden Ulton; Suffolk Dumpling; Nuf; Another Pompadour ; 
Mashed Turnips; G. and N., Norfolk ; Bo-galay; Lucretia Mc T.; R. A. H.; Tiddy 
Sweet’s Chick ; 5. O. P.; Con; Romanelli; Johnas; George and Aline; Pimlico 
Tom Cat; Linda Princess; Ted at B's; Three Rosella Parrots; Lechuza; Ruby’s 
Ghost; D. E. H.; East Essex; P. L. A. T.; H. G. E. 





OUR FUN-DONE LETTER. 


Gees 


NOTHER attempt is about to be made to 
establish English Opera in England. Mar. 
Gsorce Perren has come forward to save 
us from the di of having no national 
opera. A West-end theatre has been secured 
for the venture, and a good company got 
together. Mr. Perxen, one of our favourite 
tenors, will do his duty with energy, as he 
always does, and give usa good article. If 

he Lod bof, mpported as 4 aust ves vy the public, the disgrace will be 
a national one. For while England can support two forei 
be. has no home Pe her native ar. vas ee 
HosTs—especially ghosts of very early saints—ought not to rush 
rashly into print. The other day Mr. Barour alluded at Fishmongers’ 
Hal) to a certain “ Rev. Erunamx Ornus”—so say the reports of his 
speech. News of this, or perhaps a copy of a paper (which certainly, 
under the circumstances, might lay claim to the boast of the “most ex- 
tended circulation”’), seems to have reached Hades, and accordingly the 
revered ghost of the departed saint wrote to the Standard to say that 
his name was “Ephrem the Syrian (Syrus).” Alas, poor ghost! 
there was no short-hand reporting in his day, and so he was not aware 
that his name, correctly given by Mr. Baicut (who had probably 
but recently worked up the allusion, and was not likely to blunder), 
might yery easily indeed be metamorphosed by stenography. 
Tus new number of Tinsley’s Magazine is the first since Mr. Yates 
has ceased to edit the periodical: but I am bound to say it does net 
appear to suffer by the loses of his services. In one respect it is | 
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infinitely better than usual—it does not contain a photographic bungle 
of so-called Envglish realities by an American. ‘The Genesis of the 
Cad”? is an excellent paper, which traces the genealogy of the 
offensive animal to the music-hall “ comique”’ in the most conclusive 
manner. ‘Sunniside Gardens’ is a quaint bit of observation; and 
‘Dr. Trusler’s Maxims” is very funny—chiefly for its quaint cuts— 
though the writer seems unnecessarily hard on the poor Doctor’s com- 
position. ‘The Legend of St. Valentine’? would not be s0 bad 
if its poet’s efforts had not broken down at the last couplet :— 
“ And though they’re somewhat changed by time, 
Cupid and old St. Valentine.” 

That’s enough to set one’s critical teeth on edge fora month! As 
for the illustrations, there’s something wrong with them always— 
either the artists don’t give the engravers time enough, or the en- 
gravers don’t give the artists time ee 

Tu1s evening—by which I mean on the 3rd March, when these lines 
will be in the hands of the public—Mr. Ronert Bucuanan will give 
his second reading at the Hanover-equare Rooms. The selection isa 
good one, and those who had not the opportunity of hearing him on 
the first occasion should not fail to avail themselves of this oppor- 
tunity. Those who were at the first reading are, I fancy, pretty sure to 
go to the second. 

I MEANT some time since to make a note of a controversy going on 
in the Zimes about hospitals and dispensaries, their uses and abuses. 
I was particularly struck with the letter of Dr. O'Connor, whose 
fourteen years of experience at the Free Hospital give his opinion 
more than ordinary weight. His argument is tbat the hospitals and 
dispensaries, by establishing the health of the poorer class:s—which, 
as he justly observes, is the personal concern of the rich—contribute 
largely to the public welfare. This is at once true and telling, for it 
appeals to selfishness to support these charitable institutions, and 
selfishness will gladly do so in self-defence. There is another great 
argument in favour of the hospitals—they form the schools of the 
medical profession, where the widest and deepest experience is learned 
for the benefit of the human race. It is in the hospital ward that the 
knowledge is acquired which may bring relief and recovery to the 
homes of thousands, so I say heartily with Dr. O'Connor that I hope 
nothing will cause the withdrawal of public support from institutions 
whose value to the public health is incalculable. 

I may note here, for the information of the Girl of the Period, 
and those who are philosophically curious about her and her surround- 
ings, that Mr. Horren has issued a new edition of his Slang Dictionary, 
having no doubt found it necessary to add to it considerably in order 
to keep pace with the times. I would suggest as a good appendix a 
history of the street-sayings, from the very ancient and remote 
“There you go with your eye out,” down to the latest (at this present 
writing), “I'll have your hat.” It would be curious to learn whence 
such phrases take their rise, and how long their vitality lasts as a rule. 








THE CHANT OF THE HYPOCRITE. . 
For Music. 


Mility is my game! 
Few 


Guess at my little aim. 
I am s0 oily, coil-y, holy, lowly, 
sleek, and meek 
That there’s always a little blush 
of shame 
On my modest downcast check. 
I’m such a perfect sneak! 


When 
Nobody else is by, 


en 
Boldly I lift my eye, . 
Iam he merry, laughing, chafl- 
ing, bright, and light— 
I enjoy myself always on the sly, 
When there's nobody in sight, 
I am a humbug quite! 





Do, 
Look at my gentle smile! 


ou 
Notice my back-set tile! 
I look so mildlike, childlike, creepy, Heer-y—cram and bam! 
I’m a grovelling creature full of guile— 
What a thorough-paced scamp I am! 
Oh, | am a downright sham. 


on 


{Maron 6, 1869, 


| 











Marcu 6, 1869.] 


NOT GUILTY; 


Or, “A Party By THE Name or Jounson.” 


ACT I. Scenz 1.—The Bar-Gate, Southampton (1847). SERGEANT 
discovered with Recruits, and Rowert ARNOLD, a locksmit iL ind 
Triacs, a lawyer's clerk. Enter JOHNSON, a scene-painter. 


Rosert.—That mysterious man again! Why does he dog myp: 
Jounson (to himself).—On second thoughts, no! nae 
[Exit JouNson, bowing apologetically, 

SzrcEzant.— Come, Robert, I have enlisted everybody in Southamp- 
ton except you. — 

Rosgert.—I will. [Enlists. 

Enter Poutry, a barmaid. 

Potty.—As to-morrow is Good Friday, and I shan’t be wanted till 
Easter Tuesday, I'll just pop on a bonnet and shawl and run over to 
India. [ Exit. 

Enter Siuas JARRer®, @ beggar. 
¢ Suas.—A nice line of life this for a man who has played at Homburg. 
Enter Mus. Armas, in great woe. 

Mrs. A. (¢o Sinas, as an eligible person to confide in),—My child is 
dying for want of necessaries. Give me some money. 

Siras.—No. Get out. [ Exit. 

Enter Roper. 

Rosert.—Mrs. Armitage ? In tears? Take this fiver! [Gives note. 

Mrs. A.—Bless you! Bless you! [ Faints. 

Rosert.—She has fainted! [Carries her off, leaving basket of tools 
behind him. Enter Sivas. 

Sizas.—A basket of tools ? (Hzamines them.) A bunch of skeleton 
keys! I will commit a burglary, then away to India. 

[Commits a burglary (only it isn’t a burglary, for it’s daylight) on Mr. 
TRUMBLE’S house, and exit with many thousand pounds. 
Enter Mr. TRrumBte. 

Mr. T.—Hurrah! I have been appointed trustee for all the in- 
habitants of Southampton during their temporary absence in India! 
(Sees indications of burglary.) Robbed! Ha! ha! ha! ha! 

[ Exit, senseless, Tableau. 
Scene 2.—Mrs. ArmitTaGr’s garret, Mrs. AnrmitaGEe discovered 
tending sick child. Enter Jounson, 

Mrs. A.—That inscrutable creature again! What—what can he 
want with me? Avaunt! 

JOHNSON (to himse/f).—Ah, another time!  [Ezit, bowing apologies. 

Mrs, A.—The child is dying of fever, so I will take it out fora 
walk, [Does so, 

Enter S1uas JARRETT. 

Siuas (pursued).—If I can only continue to escape over the tiles al! 

may yet be well. [Leaves basket of tools on table, and escapes over tiles, 
Enter Soldiers and Police, meeting Ropert ARNOLD. 


Sotpiers,— Where is the burglar? Ha! [ They seize him. 
Rosert.— What would you? 

So.prsrs.—You are our prisoner. For burglary. 

Rozert.—I am Not Guilty! [ Tableau. 


Scenz 3.—Zhe Madras ship off the Cape on her way to India in a dusty 
sea. The stern of the vessel is towards the audience. The ship 
behaves well. Eventually the stern of the vessel disappears, and 
discovers the saloon, with Siras JARRETT counting his ill-gotten 
gains, anda Mr. St. Crarr asleep on settee. 

JOHNSON appears furtively on deck. 

Sreersman (a well-spoken man was he).—That dreadful man again! 
What have I done that this spectral shape should ever haunt my path ? 

JouNsON (to himself’),—No—later ! 

| Bows apologetically to Steersman, and ext. 

Sitas (in cabin).—It is convenient to be able to remove the stern of 
the vessel when the cabin becomes stuffy. It looks more dangerous 
than it is, for there is still a gauze curtain between the cabin and the 
raging dust without. 

Mr. St. C.—Ha! Counting money? I'll help you! (Picks up a 
note from the floor..—Hullo, this note is mine!—I handed it over to 
Mr. Trumble before Ileft. Villain! [Collars him. 
Enter all the Crew, who have been listening at the keyhole. Stas breaks 

Srom them. 

St1as.—You think you are sure of me, but you do not know the 
resources of a really ingenious man. I will fling myself into the gale 
and swim to Plymouth! [Does so as an agreeable alternative to a possible 
ore breaking into a dwelling house. 

.—The Quarries at Dartmoor. Convicts discovered at work. 
Enter JOHNSON. ; 

Convicts (gloomily).—Our punishment is severe enough without Ais 

ant presence, ; 

JOHNSON (to himself).—My scheme works bravely—but no matter ! 

on! anon! [ Exit, bowing apologetically to Convicts. 

Jack Snrpz (a comic Convict).—Gather round me and I will sing you 
& Comic song. [ Convicts do so while he sings a rollicking song. 
[Nore.— The tendency of this scene is to show what a particularly jolly, 
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happy-go-lucky time of it Convicts have, and that penal servitude in its 

7 —t ts little more than a healthy and agreeable exercise. But as 

of dhe kerk Chamberlain” there is nothing in it to arrest the attention 

_ Enter Stuas Jarrett (now a Warder). 
ch ne oe a Warder. oe! I have a face 
endation ; 0 
the interest of Johnson. Aavhow, foe Paz ee 
JACK SNIPE (to Ropert ARNOLD, whois working out a sentence of penal 
servitude for the robbery in the first act).—This fearful man is even more 
terrible than Johnson. He actually seeks to stop my comic songs. 
Sinas (mildly).—I do! It is against regulations. f 
(The Convicts chaff their warders for a quarter of an hour. The Warders 
bear it as gentlemen of easy manners should.) 
Sirs (¢o Szeconp Wauper).—I rather think the convicts wish to plan 
their escape. It would perhaps be ungentlemanly to listen. 
Ssconp W.—Quite out of the question. Let us retire. Poor fellows! 
[Exeunt Warders, weeping. 
Conyicra.—Let us rise and murder every one! ‘There are sixteen of 
us against five warders. Come! 

(They rise, and try to kill their Warders, The Warders, with a fine faith 
in the virtue of an emblem, show them their staves. The Convicts 
do not quail. The most diabolically disposed of the Warders feels 
that a time for decisive action has arrived, and fires his rifle in the 
air, The Convicts are convinced of their error and apologise. The 
Warders beg they won't mention it. Tableau of reconciliation. 
But Jack Snirz, the Comic Convict, and Ronert ARno.p, the 
Serious Convict, have escaped.) 


ACT IIL. Scanz 1.—Bhurtpoor. (Ten years have elapsed.) Ladies and 
Gentlemen discovered. Enter Jounson. 
Lapres AND GENTLEMEN.— Wherever we go this mystic one follows 
us? What can he want ? 
JOHNSON (to himself).— All well, so far—but I am premature! 
[ Exit, bowing apologetically to Ladies and Gents. 
Enter Miss Avice Armitace (the child who was dying of fever in the 
rst act. 
Miss A. (in high animal obit hear there is going to be a 
mutiny. Oh, I should so like to see it! 
Scenz 2.—Interior of somebody's Bungalow. 
Enter Jack Sntez and Triacs, @ Comic Person. 

(Great comic scene between JACK Sniew and Tricas, apropos of that lark, 
the Indian Mutiny, which is going on outside. But there ts no 
ballet, my lord.) 

Scenz 3.—A deserted Battle Field. 
Enter a Captain WILLouGHBY, meeting JOHNSON. 
Cart. W.—This man again! It is too much. [Commits suicide. 
JouNSON (to himself).—Poor fellow. But it was necessary to my 
scheme. StillIamsorry forhim. [Bows apologetically to corpse and exit. 
Enter Stas. 

Sras.—Ha, a corpse! Strange, he is wonderfully like me! I will 

assume his clothes, and pass myself off as somebody else. 
[Does so, modestly, behind a plantain leaf. 

Enter the Britisu Army. 
Tus B. A: (¢o Sitas).—Hail, Captain Willoughby! [They salute him. 
ACT IV.—Oakjfield Grange, near Southampton. 
Sitas Jannetr discovered, Enter JOHNSON. 
Some or THE Auprence.—Hiss ! 
S1tas.—Take him away and ehain him at the wing. [ They seize him, 
Jounson (to himself).—Ha! Baulked! ‘Then my scheme must 
needs ripen without me! Exit, in custody. 
Enter Miss Aticz AnMitace. 

Miss A.—I can never love you—for your eyes have changed colour. 

They were blue, now they are mauve. 

ieas (aside).—Ha! Discovered! 
Miss A.—Besides, I prefer Mr. Arnold. _ [Enter Mr. Annotp. 
Enter several escaped Convicts, headed by Jack Snipz and Policemen. 
Snipge.—This is Silas Barrett, the escaped burglar. [They seize him. 
Srias (aside).—Thunder and lightening! (4/oud) This is Snipe, an 
escaped convict. Seize him ! [They seize Syive. 
Mr. St. C.—Not so. Here is a free pardon for him for his amusing 
behaviour in the verandah during the Indian Mutiny: [eneral joy. 

(Cuntain.—Loud call for everybody. Everybody appears except JOHNSON. 
Rattling of chains heard behind, as if a manacled one were 
endeavouring to burst his bonds. ed 

OvrseLves.—An unsatisfactory, “ sprawling ”’ piece, without be- 
inning, middle, or end. Dialogue very poor. Most of the iennelons 

have little to do with the story, and the part of Johnson 1s impertinen 
i i he word. That the piece is poorly 

to the piece, in every sense of t I 

played is not so much the fault of the actors as of the author, whe bee 

given them very little chance of distinguishing themselves. The 

scenery, however, is cleverly constructed throughout, | and in parts 

cleverly painted. This “ New piece, by Mz. Watts Pui.uips, 18 a 

clumsy adaptation of Le Comte de St. Hélene. 
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injury to life or limb. 





A Lowering 


Singular Occurrence. 


An inhabitant of one of the oldest blocks of building in the city 
informs us that a few days since the lease “ fell in ”’—happily, without 


} 
j 


Remedy. 
Ir is said that the 
Peace Society is | 


about to take the 


opinionofthe Alpine | 


Club and the In- 
stitution of Civil 
Engineers, as to the 
best method of re- 
ducing the height of 
the Alps to below 
the line of perpetual 
snow. Their reason 
for wishing to do 
this is, that at 
present these 
mountains endanger 
the peace of Europe, 
as they give rise to 
piques, and produce 
coolness between 
France and Switzer- 
land and Italy. 





Fiags and Bags. 


Some of our very 
fnshionable Conser- 
vative contempo- 
raries seem inclined 
to attribute the new 
regulations with re- 
gard to court dress 
to a desire to pacify 
the demands of 
Democracy. We 
suppose they look 
upon the newly- 
authorized black 
velvet continuation 
as a flag of trews ! 


Interesting Ex- 
periment. 
Tuosz of our 


readers who take an 


interest in the great 
** musical itch” 
question will be glad 
to hear that it is in 
contemplation to 
produce the opera of 
“Norma” in the 
Norma-l Diapason. 





That-ch what's 
the Matter! 


T xe strict rules as 
to Court Dress have 


FUN. 


Two Questions. 
TaxeE a “patter-song’”’ and “The Hailstone Chorus ”—which would 


draw the better with the public of the day ? 
Are we “a musical people P’’ 


Soe mT 
Sasi an 
a) KR iim 
eae ae 

NE 
Di. | ieee 
sea | ‘ 

Vn’ 


Th ai Le 


HUTT RAT 
Hl ni 


iL 


| 








{Marcy 6, 1869, 





Flying the Blue 
Pigeon, 


Tus term, we 
believe, indicates the 
calling of thieves 
who make it their 
business to strip lead 
from the roofs of 
houses. How shall 
we describe the pro- 
fession of a certain 
other class, who, by 
deceptive (to use a 
mild term) prospec- 
tuses, strip the last 
copper from the too- 
confiding share- 
holder? We were 
about to suggest 
“Flying the Vul- 
ture,” but it would 
be an insult to the 
bird. 





The War Office. 


THe War Office 
seems to bid fair to 
become the seat of 
war, 80 violently are 
the military en- 
croachments___ there 
defended by those 
entrenched behind 
them. A General 
who is doing carpet 
service there threw 
up his appointment 
one day, but being 
pacified took it back 
the next. He is 
supposed to be a de- 
scendant of Scott’s 
Balfour of Hurly 
Burly. 


A Hit. 


A cLock is a sore 
puzzle to a pugilist, 
for though it is up to 
time always, it only 
strikes at the hours, 
and takes a day in 
getting through a 
single round. t 
spars so badly too, 
always holding both 
its hands before its 
face! 





Notices or Mo- 


recently been some- TION. — Railway 
what modified, but AN Za whistles. | Would 
we areas that somebody 
are 8 some w NO GREAT would agitate and 
BOERNE |, mats (eg ose cet th ee igus 7 

0 , ing to papers about the late earthquakes) :—“‘ At THIS VERY MOMENT I } - 
long been “ cocked, CAN FEEL A DISTINCT VIBRATION, AND HEAR A DISTANT =, see oak 
go off. [Bless his heart, it’s only the children overhead ! Guns. 





Tus Royal Academy in Piccadilly will be completed and opened in 
May ; but the authorities are still undecided whether or not to permit 
the sale of refreshments within the exhibition. ‘What can be the 
reason of this hesitation on so simpla a matter? Is the Academy so 
utterly given up to money-grubbing that it cannot see the need of any 





Un-R A.-sonable. 


pictures of one-half at least of the R.A.’s. 








other sort of grubbing? Or does the Council fear that by 
listening to reason for once it will establish a dangerous precedent? 
Something supporting and sustaining ought to be procurable by the 
thousands who are obliged to undergo the exhaustion of looking at the 


A Wi1p Goosz Cuass.—Not unfrequently, Quill-Driving. 
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A TEARING RAGE 


John Bull (to furious Yankee):—“ OH, VERY WELL! THIS GENTLEMAN AND I HAVE TAKEN SOME TROUBLE IN THE 


R, BUT NOW I DON’T CONSIDER MYSELF CALLED UPON TO DO ANY MORE!” 
RSv%rdy J*hns*n :-—“ OH, IT WILL BE ALL RIGHT ;— IT’S ONLY HIS WAY!” 
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Answers to Correspondents, 18, 23, 33, ; Consequences, 175 
43, 53, 63, 73, 83, 93, 103, 113, 123, 133, | Christmas Recollections, 175 
143, 153, 168, 173, 183, 196, 205, 215, 223, | Cut your Coat according to the Cloth, 
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235, 245, 255, 357 ss eadiaesiis de 18 
Ann1z Protheroe, 65 Comic Opening (A), 187 


Abyssinian Pumps, 92 Chant of the Hypocrite (The), 5 


Army Clothing Department, 153 
Adorer and the Adored, 153 
Autograph Hunter (An), 171 
African Love Song (An), 207 
Address on Undress (An), 235 
Appeal (An), 243 


Dovste Acrostic, 6, 17, 27, 37, 47, 56, 72, 
54, 93, 102, 112, 116, 133, 135, 154, 156, 
165, 184, 196, 199, 209, 218, 233, 241, 249, 
258 

Double Acrostic (Answers to), 6, 17, 27, 
37, 47, 56, 72, 84, 93, 102, 112, 116, 133, 
135, 154, 156, 165, 184, 196, 209, 218, 
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. she Farmer, 1 Domestic Incident (A), 12 
” and The Militia, 67, 71 P ; . a 
w her Story of Clever Kitt Day’s Work in the City (A), 15, 45, 55, 79 
101, 131 ¥+ Dream of Drinks (A), 23 
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Doctor Parable LL.D., 35 
Delicate Ground, 6 

Dyspepsia Demon (The), &3 
Day and Night, 144 

Donna Incognita (La), i83 
Dividend Day at the Bank, 199 
Dreams of Pudding, 198 


Does a Favour, 181 
Brave Alum Bey, 16 
British Museum (The), 25 
Blow for Blow, 26 
Bless Everybody, 43 
Bachelor Dreams, 48 
Breaking, 183 
Baby’s Vengeance (The), 188 


Birthday Reflections, 216 Euizasetn's Frills, 66 


Elections (The), 104 
Election Addresses, 111 


Curious Police Case (A), 24 Eastern Tale (An), 124 


Curiosities of Advertising, 68 
Captain and the Mermaid, 85 
Coquette’* Caution (A), 105 
Critical, but not Correct, 107 
Cook’s Voyage (The), 126 

’s Success, 141 
Convivial Nightingales (The), 145 
Clever Dog (A), 147 
Cattle Show (The), 152 

tmas Curol (A), 155 

§ Sweeper'’s Carol (The), 162 
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FarLurE and Success, 24 
Frank Leslie’s Budget, 27 
Fairy Palace (The), 36 
Female Franchise (The), 123 
Farewell, 175 

Foreign Climbs, 198 

First Love, 248 


Goon, the True, and the Beautiful (The), 
Great Prospect (A), 210 203 
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Honorra Haggis, 21 | Mayor Mis-statements, 78 
Hero of a Romance (A), 53 Make your Game, Gentlemen, 107 
Here, There, and Everywhere, 57, 103, | Mystic Rite (A), 171 

112, 115, 135, 165, 185, 193, 223, 235, | Mister William, 217 

243, 253 | Meyrick Armour (The), 224 
Hermit (The), 62 Martinet (The), 228 
Hardicanute, 76 | Memories, 246 
Here we go Up and Down, 142 | Modest Requirements, 253 
History Made Easy, 205 
Home, 225 
Hollow Hearts, 245 
Horace about Town, 255 














Notraina Particular, 73 
Not a Bad Shot, 73 
Nove nber, 86 
Neuralgia, 226 





In the Stubble, 11 
Important Explanation (An), 21 
In Memoriam L.S.D. 81 


Over Fun Done Letter, 6, 17, 31, 37, 47, 
56, 66, 77, 86, 97, 113, 116, 127, 136, 
146, 163, 166, 176, 196, 199, 209, 218, 233, 
239, 229, 258 

Our Funny British Association, 23 

Odd Ads, 93 

Old Year and New Year, 165 


| Ode (An), 178 
s int c 27, 63,74, 91, 102, | ees 
Looxs into Books, 13, 27, 63,74, 91, 102, | 014 van of the Period, 200 


5 199 195 ne 178 18 
~ oa 153, 156, 173, i83, | Old Theme (An), 227 
Logic of the Leading Journal (The), 21 | prrrorrep Patient (The), 41 
tae & Ledeinge—aperiogs, & . . | Polling Booth (The), 117 
— ta ai Premonitory Symptoms, 117 
+4, Podophylline Pills, 163 
Lryuraxanz Colonél Flare, €© Property Man’s Dream (The), 172 
Lanterne (A La), “ oa Politest of Nations (The), 173 
Latest from America, 7 3 Power of Pantomine (Tha), 188 
Londog by the Sea, 97 Page of Early History (A), 193 
Lost Mz, Blake, 13 Passionate Stupid to bis Love (The), 212 
Anes, 1s Practical Juror (A), 235 
ttle Oliver, 198 | Pengwyilim’s Catastrophe, 253 
Liberty, 168 Pons Asinorum, 257 
Lombard Exchange, (The) 214 


Kina 0’ Scots, 51 
Knight of the Tender Bosom (The), 81 
King of Canoodle Dum (The), 238-9 
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Roap ov. Rail, 8 
Map, the Monarch, and the Myrmidon | p.4) Game of Croq et (The), 41 
(The), | Rightful Heir and the Frightfui Hair | 
Merry Momus, 63 | (The),72 
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Recollection (A), 91 Grand Transformation Scene (A), 190 British Museum (The), 25 Honorta Haggis, 21 
te Reflections, 103 General Outline of the Pantomimes (A), | Beautiful for Ever, 27 Hero of Romance (A), 53 
Resignation, 136 Highland Soliloquy (A), 49 195 | Better be Envied than Pitied, 48 Hermit (The), 62 
' Round the Theatres, 194 Lucky Boy (The), 14% Bearding the Lion, 83 Here we go Up and Down, 142 
F Reflection (A), 205 Naughty Little Boy (The), 219 Bite at Last (A), 114 Hard Measure (A), 162 
| New House (The), 88 Bad Ending (A), 164 Hard-Hearted, 178 
P| New Treatment (The), 241 Baby’s Vengeance (The), 188 History of a Genius (The), £00 
f SrrcHt Squall (A), 83 Our American Cousin, 89 Alter C 18 : 
2 Sock and Buskin, 38 Out in the Cold, 129 CIRCUMSTANCES er in fs Inn Attention, 244 
bi Snobbish Reviewer (The), 94 Our Christmas Tree, 169 Captais and the Mermaids (The), he a 
‘ Sunday Bird Fair a. End, Ce Parliamentary Raw Material, 29 yee or etki (The), 145 gs 
able Parod : : > . onvivial Ni > - i 
E reaver = v ’ Prince Prim and the Enchanted re Cattle Show (The), 152 Kine of Canoodle Dum (rhe), 238 
Snooks’s Table Talk, 128 — es Christmas Carol (A), 155 Lire in Lodgings—Lodgings, 22 
Scotland Yard Measures, 133 Political Bosworth (A), 109 Compassing the Box, 156 Ciihien 66 44 oe 
Scientific Dialogues, 148 Peace and Ple ty, 200 Cheerful Suggestion (A), 206 = a —? ss i) a 
- : s “~~ < o 
Solations of Watents for Wisdom Tecth ae eee Day's Work in the City (A), 15, 45, £5, 75 | Lleutenant-Colonel Flare, 46 ’ 
(in Tom Hood’s Comic Annugl), 164 ad +n (A). Doctor Parable, LL.D., 35 Large Request (A), 84 
Short Commons, 171 Trade Wind (A), 259 ; es Laird, 102 
The), 182 Tearing Rage (A), 261 Difference of a-Pinion, 44 aird, 
Street Semaphore ( , Whither, 99 Down on the Doctor, 133 Lost Mr. Blake, 121 
Shower of Clowns (A), 186 ' Duck an Aquatic Bird (A), 175 Little Oliver, 132 
School, 208 : Dreadful Disfigurement (A), 184 Lombard Exchange (The), 214 
Scientific Nonsense, 226 semegenls 


Dividend Day at the Bank, 197 









St. Valentine’s Day, 236 Long end Short of it (The), 216 
. a , 


Siamese Twins (The), 247 I'xcesstvE Politeness, 54 

ENGRAVINGS. East Wind (The), 73 
Election Addresses, 111 

Tevensme Apoes) (A". 31 AnniE Protheroe, 65 

Team or Tea-kettle, 67 : Farry Palace (The), 36 

Theatrical Fxtortion, 67 Among the Ruins, 68 Fool’s Paradise (A). 78 

Talk, 125 poe ow aoe a it For Cockney Candidates, 112 

Ten (or more) Little Liberals, 116 hasheaaia “ ies 128 Feminine Tact, 216 

Tame Cats, 161 After a Party, 134 : First Love, 248 

Two Ogres (The), 204 = 


(The), 5 
Merry Momus, 63 
Mister William, 217 
Meyrick Armour (The), 224 
Martinet (The), 228 






Nort to be Put Out, 122 
New and Strange, 210 











. GERMAN Without a Master, 38 
Awful Case of Clownomania, 187 ’ a : Ke 
Tea in the Taproom, 207 All Work and no Play, or Giving Him a Puddin’ Down, 98 Nice Horse in a Crowd (A), 256 
Terrible Tale (A) 223 ; Good Reason (A), 135 No Great Shakes, 260 
Thoughts on a Recent Gale, 210 BovuLoGne, 7 


Great Competitive Examination on the 
Tea (The), 353 Bonnet, 14 14th (The), 227 
Brave Alum Bey, 16 Going to the Meet—on Business, 257 
Universatiy Admitted, 14 
Under the Molberries, 58 
Usurer’s Daughter (The), 77 
Unfortunate Likeness (An), 96 
Unfinished Opera (An), 108 


PreAcr and War, 12 

Pilloried Patient (The), 41 
Prompt but Not Prepared, 72 
Probably Not, 105 

Putting it Delicately, 115 
Phantom Head (The), 151 
Property Man’s Dream (The), 172 
Page of E arly History, 193 
Putting his Foot in it, 226 
Physics, 246 
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Virtve Triumphant, 38 
Visions of Christmas, 143 
Very Perplexing Case (A), 175 


QuveEvE-Riovs Fashion (A), 24 
Very Queer Fish (A), 213 





Roap tv. Rail, 8 
Rather Suspicious, 125 
Reg’lar Done Up, 165 


What Railway Directors think of the 
Public, 7 

Wanted a Situation, 57 

Wailings from Whitehall, 57 

What to do with our Paupers, 123 

Woman’s Gratitude, 176 

Westminster Hall, 237 

Whiskey in the Hair, 240 

Winter, 244 


Sxicut Squall (The), 33 

Sour Grapes, 58 

Sunday Bird Fair at the West-End, 95 
Shakey, 108 

St. James’s and St. Giles’s, 146 
Slated, 154 

Sell (A), 174 

Street Semaphore (The), 142 
Stower of Clowns, 186 { 
Simple Story (A), 194 

St. Valentine’s Day, 236 


YaLLow Passport (The), 106 


Tovsours Wass-Haben-Sie, 28 
Thanksgiving for In-gathering (A), 34 
Trouble You for that Spoon, 94 

True Bill (A), 104 

Tidey Guess (A), 148 

Two Ogres (The), 204 


CARTOONS. 


Ancrent Mariner in the City (The), 19 
Another Jack the Giant Killer, 220 
Country School (The), 9 
Difficult Task (A), 179 
Election in Outline (An), 118 
England’s Patent Safety, 138 
Even-handed Justice, 228 
Grand Duchess in the Provinces (The), 69 
Great Inspection of Weights and Mea- 
sures (A), 119 


UnForTUNATE Likeness (An), 96 
Very Particular, 144 


Wuart a Bore, 64 
Woman’s Gratitude, 176 
Westminster Hall, 237 
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